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That night my dreams were a duel between soft skin and the roaring crowd. Pulled from one ecstasy to another, the war between them was lop-sided and I spent the last hours of sleep on stage with Simon and Willa, shaking the rafters with our music. My eyes snapped open, and I was instantly awake, memories rushing in.

It wasn’t a dream, I thought to myself, as images of my classmates and kids I’d seen in the halls, jumping and screaming as they pushed up towards the stage.

None of it was, I swallowed, remembering how the day had ended, with Heather, Marcia, and Anna in a random classroom. A stray thought floated through my mind. I remembered we hadn’t cleaned anything up before darting out of there, but it was just my brain trying to avoid dealing with reality.

“How am I going to juggle two girls?” I said aloud, an image of Anna’s smile, the one she gave only to me, twinning with that of Heather’s flawless features and bright eyes. “Fuck.”

Groaning, I fell over onto my pillow and tried to ignore the knock at my door. When the door opened, I cracked an eyelid as my stepmom poked her head in.

“I brought home Dan Tana’s for you last night… Lasagna, your favorite.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, scrubbing the hair back from my face as I sat up. “I passed out the moment I got home.”

“Understandable,” she said, leaning against the door frame and nodding to where the Gibson sat, leaning against my desk. “Yesterday, you were incredible… All three of you were. You should be proud.”

An image flashed through my head of Anna, Heather and I entwined, and my cheeks heated.

“Thank you.”

“There’s someone waiting for you in the living room once you’re… dressed.” Flicking a pair of flannel pants towards me from a pile of clean clothes, she winked and turned to go.

I couldn’t help staring at the tight curve of her jeans, or ignore the pang of guilt I felt as I tugged the flannels on. The only shirt I found was the one I wore the day before, and it was stiff from stale sweat, and I tossed it back on the pile after a sniff.

Following the sound of conversation, I found my stepmom sitting and chatting with Eva, Simon’s mom. The women glanced over when I stepped in, and I instantly felt self-conscious about not wearing a shirt when Eva’s eyes ran down my naked torso.

“Sorry, I’ll grab a shirt,” I said, turning to go, but Eva held up a hand, stopping me.

“No need, I won’t be here long,” the dark-haired woman blushed as she set her steaming coffee cup aside. “I just wanted to let you know-.”

“I should really head to the station,” my stepmom popped up to her feet, cutting Ava off as she did. The motion was abrupt, but she paused to smile down at the other woman. “Take your time explaining things. There’s no need to rush out. You aren’t leaving for hours yet, yes?”

“Yes,” Eva said, her voice faint as she looked from my stepmom to me and back again, as if beseeching her not to go. “But I don’t think it’s wise if I’m-.”

“Everything will be fine,” she reassured the other woman with a hand on her shoulder, before turning to grab her coat. “I need to head in early this morning… And you two deserve a chance to… get closer.”

The slight unease I’d felt when I entered the room had doubled when my mom abruptly said she was leaving, and I stood there awkwardly while she swept out of the house and Mrs. Shapiro sat there fidgeting with her coffee cup.

“You wanted to say something?” I asked, scratching at my stomach and adjusting myself as I craned my neck to look in the kitchen and see how much coffee remained.

“Yes… well…” when I turned back, Mrs. Shapiro’s face was beet red for some reason, and she was staring at the ceiling, as if making a concerted effort not to glance down. “I have a work conference in Houston for three days, so I’ll be away this weekend. I was wondering whether Simon could stay here with you. I asked your mom, but she said it would be up to you.”

“Of course,” I grinned, “I can make up the spare bedroom and we’ll jam all day and listen to records all night. Hell yeah, this’ll be awesome. Did you need anything else?”

“No, that was it,” she said, her blush deepening as she fidgeted with the strap of her purse. “I did want to congratulate you on winning the talent show yesterday. You were amazing, your voice… your playing… I have to confess I was a little nervous coming over this morning. It felt like I was coming to speak with a celebrity.”

She gave a light laugh that rose to a high pitch before cutting off abruptly, and her rosy cheeks turned an even darker shade of red.

“That means a lot,” I admitted. “Not the celebrity part, unless you meant my mom. I can’t see myself ever being famous.” Mrs. Shapiro made a sound of disbelief in the back of her throat, but before I could continue with thanking her, my stomach gave a loud grumble, and I remembered I hadn’t eaten dinner the night before. “Mgh, I’m starving.”

“Let me fix you something to eat,” she said, popping up from the couch with a relieved smile. “I’m sure there are eggs or something I can whip up.”

I wanted to say she didn’t have to do that, and that she shouldn’t go to the trouble, but my friend’s mom was already on her feet and moving into the kitchen, and the grumble from my stomach wasn’t quieting down. Grabbing an apron off the peg by the door, she flashed me a grin and gave me a light wave.

“Go on and shower. I’ll have something ready by the time you’re done.” When I hesitated, she stepped up and gave me a light push, fingers resting on my chest, before she jerked them back as if burned. “Go on, breakfast is the least I can do for you, after you let Simon stay over this week.”

“Ok,” I grinned.

Ava flashed me a pleased smile and turned to the fridge to pull out eggs. I hesitated before heading to the bathroom when she bent over to reach for the carton, unable to tear my eyes away from her pert little ass, and the slender legs that reached down from her knee-length skirt.

From that tight swell of thigh and ass, her torso swept into a narrow waist, and my eyes might have continued their hungry inspection, but I caught a pair of dark eyes glittering up at me in amusement. Catching me by looking backwards as she bent over, it was my turn to feel heat in my cheeks and I retreated down the hallways, cursing myself for being unable to control my desires, while adjusting the thick length of morning wood that ached between my legs.

Simon’s mom is beautiful, with her slender body, and sharp, doll-like features, but she’s my friend’s mom and the last thing I wanted to do was ruin our friendship. His words from the other day rang through my head as I adjusted the water temp, and the kiss I’d shared with Ava was hard to forget, but I told myself I’d be strong and do nothing that would dishonor her or my friend.

These were the thoughts swirling around in my head as I lathered up my hands with the bar of soap and set to washing the old sweat and grime from the day before off me. I was so absorbed in convincing myself not to ogle, or do anything to make Ava uncomfortable, that I didn’t notice the door latch click, or the bathroom door open.
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Inoticed a cool breeze on my back, and thinking I hadn’t shut the bathroom door properly, I jerked the curtain back and froze in shock at the sight before me. The door was indeed open, and Ava Shapiro was standing near the sink with my dirty clothes in hand, her face buried in them and a look of euphoria written across it. She jerked erect when the curtain pulled open, eyes widening as she caught me watching her in the mirror.

“I was just…” the words died on her tongue as those dark eyes fell from my face, to trace the path of water running down my shoulders and torso. When they rested on the hardness swinging between my legs, a heavy sigh escaped her mouth, and whatever she was going to say was forgotten.

Proving myself to be a bastard, I ignored what I’d been telling myself just a minute before and reached a hand out, running damp fingers along the line of her jaw. Ava rose with the touch, one hand gripping the sink with white knuckles, and the other letting my clothes tumble to the ground. As she rose on her tiptoes, I read the war within, written across her expression. At one instant terrified, and the next aroused, she waffled back and forth but never resisted as I drew her close.

“Please, oh please, oh God, please, oh God-! Mhhmfffhhmmmmhh!”

The words escaped her lips as need won out in the battle of her mind. When my lips met hers, I nearly fell over when the slender woman clutched at me. She ignored the spray of water that soaked her blouse and the apron, as her free hand gripped my hardness as if it were a lifeline.

“Hssss,” I warned, at the tightness of her grip, and the beautiful woman released me and jerked back, an apology forming on her lips that I silenced with a finger. “There’s no rush… Gentle… yes… like that.”

“Ohh,” Eva moaned when my own fingers slipped down to grip her pert ass, and then farther to brush across the wet spot in her panties.

“Let’s get these off you first,” I growled softly, fabric tearing as I pushed panties and the skirt off her hips.

Eva threw her head back and gave a cry of pleasure that she choked off with a hand to her mouth. The hand fell to my chest as we leaned against the half of the shower without water spraying down. When her lips found mine, there was renewed urgency, her tongue slipping between my lips, finding and caressing mine with a skill that surprised me, and the hand that encircled my cock this time ran gentle, playful fingers across the glands.

“I’ve been dreaming of this…”

Tongue running across her lips, she pressed me back against the shower wall with a surprisingly firm hand and, staring at my raging erection as if it were the tastiest meal in the world, sank to her knees. Angling my cock towards her lips with the hand gripping its base, she drew me forward with a hand on my ass. Fingers flexing on my cheeks, those dark eyes were locked on mine as her tongue curled and caressed the head. When I moaned in pleasure, fingers gripping the back of her head, she groaned even louder and with a subtle nod, drew me deep into her mouth.

Throat stretching, Eva gave a cough as her jaw stretched, but when I tried to back off, she wouldn’t relax her grip on my ass and, with determination filling her eyes, pushed forward. Tongue reaching out, she ran it along the underside of my dick, almost to my balls, but I was too thick for her tiny mouth.

I don’t know what came over me, but the fingers resting on her wet hair tightened, and Mrs. Shapiro groaned softly in eager acceptance, eyes locked onto mine, willing me to do it. With a hiss of amazement, I drew her the last inch or two down my length, ignoring the paid of her tight throat gripping me, and hissed in pleasure when I watched the euphoria wash over her face.

The sight was so incredible. My best friend’s mom on her knees in my shower, wet apron and shirt twisted around her torso, as her pert little ass, and slender legs humped the air. All while her eyes watered and lips were stretched white around my thick cock, and the air filled with the scent of her orgasm running down her tights.

“Nggghhh,” the low growl that left my throat as I drew my hips back, was paired with a gurgling moan of pleasure from my friend’s mom, and then she was choking on me again, her hips desperately trying to fuck the air, until I ordered her to put her hand between her legs.

“I want to watch you cum… mmhmm while I fuck this pretty… face.”

“Yeeuuughh-ughhtssss,” she choked around my dick, her eyes crinkling at the corners in a euphoric smile as I took control of her.

Pleasure washed over me, and the feeling of control as the sounds of Mrs. Shapiro choking and gasping joined the splash of water around us. Her free hand snaked between her thighs, jerking her panties aside, before she moaned around my dick. The sounds caused her mouth to vibrate around me, and I groaned again in pleasure, feeling my first orgasm of the morning rapidly approaching.

“I’m going… to….” Eva’s eyes flared at my warning, the suction of her mouth tightening and my fingers on the back of head flexed as my cock gave a final throb.

My knees almost gave out as tingles raced along my limbs, and an explosion of pleasure raced out of me. Gasping, I almost missed the incredible sight of my friend’s sexy mother swallowing and licking every drop of my cum as her hips shook with a massive orgasm. Falling back against the shower wall, I wanted to sink to the ground, but Eva collapsed forward against my thighs, heaving deep lungfuls of air as she tried to get a grip on herself.

Eva Shapiro is a quiet and mousy woman until you drench her in water and strip away the civility she clings to. The woman clutching at me now, breath ragged, didn’t hesitate in running her tongue across my abs and back down to trace the length of me. Purring with pleasure when I flexed along her cheek in response.

The quiet woman had been stripped away, her inhibitions gone, and pure sex animated the woman before me. The hand that had been between her legs tugged at the wet skirt, trying in vain to tear the garment free of her hips as she tried to fuck the air at the same time. It wasn’t the erotic sight of her twisting beneath me that drove me to act, or her overwhelming desire that she couldn’t mask, but the wet blouse plastered against her high-firm breasts, and the hint of skin visible down her neckline.

Heedless of the water spraying around us, I reached down and lifted Eva with a firm hand under her ass. The woman gave a yelp of surprise that cut off when my lips met hers, and her slender thighs wrapped around my hips when I threw aside the shower curtain and plopped her ass on the sink.

Mrs. Shaprio blinked, struggling to come back to herself from our heady kiss, when I pulled back from her and took in the sexy sight. Those blinking eyes flashed wide when I tore open her blouse, buttons spraying across the bathroom, and she cried out in pleasure at the same time she thrust her chest forward into me.

“Yesss! Tear it off me… Take me! Oh, God… I don’t know if I can… Sooo big…!”

Her body trembled as I pressed myself against her sex and her ankles dug into my thighs, hauling me forward. She wasn’t lying about her fear of taking my thickness. Sharp nails dug into my shoulder, and her teeth bit into her bottom lip as her incredible tightness opened around me, but the woman never ceased pulling me close, and with a gasp, she flashed a wide grin when I sank the last few inches into her.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I growled, which earned me a moan of relieved pleasure from the woman, and then her voice roughened into guttural grunts as I pulled back and thrust into her.

Toothbrushes and products rattled as the counter shook with the force of my movements, but all of that was a faint backdrop to the intense, intimate experience. Need had driven me to haul her out of the shower, but now that we coupled, I ran gentle fingers along the line of her jaw, and down to graze the pale skin of her firm breasts. All while she stared up into my eyes, tears brimming in hers and minor explosions of pleasure making her gaze unfocused, before riveting back upon my face.

“Ngghhuhh!”

The gasp escaping during our kiss was the only warning I got before a violent shaking took her body. It was all I could do to hold on, and stay within her spasming depths, as they gripped me so tightly it was almost painful. With nails flexing on my shoulders, she sagged back into my arms, head flopping back to rest on the mirror as slick sweat coated her skin.

“That was… was…” Those dark eyes struggled to focus on my face, and when they did, a beatific smile lit upon her lips, and gentle fingers rested on my cheek. “That was everything I could have ever dreamed… Thank you.”

Leaning forward, I stole a kiss from her weak lips and grinned. “That was just the beginning.”

But before I could push back into her sodden depths, Eva rested a light hand on my chest, halting me in place.

“I need a minute to recover after that,” her thighs pulled together, further pushing me back out of her, as her other hand reached down and rested the fingers along the underside of my cock. When I throbbed at her touch, her soft smile grew an edge to it.
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“If you could do anything to me,” she purred, a seductive hiss lacing her words that I’d never heard from the woman, “anything you wanted with this big, fat cock. What would it be?”

She leaned forward as she spoke, pressing her hard nipples into my chest and lips to my neck as I slipped the last few inches out of her, and into her flexing fingers. Kisses worked their way up my neck until her lips were at my ear, the fingers flexing on my cock now working her own juices up and down its length, before her hot whispers filled my ear.

“Would you fuck my mouth again… or maybe bend me over your computer desk and fuck me like a whore?” She was getting off on the dirty talk, and the confident light growing in her eyes only added to her delicate beauty. “Or would you flip me over right here and fuck my virgin ass?”

Those words coming from my best friend’s sweet mother set the fires inside me into a roaring inferno, and she knew it. Flashing an impish grin, the woman slithered in my arms like a gymnast, and reaching up to pull my head down, kissed me hungrily, her body tensing slightly when she pushed the head of my cock against her.

I loved her eagerness but took control of the moment with a firm hand. When my fingers closed around her neck, she froze, eyes flashing open and seeing me in the mirror. A shiver passed through her. Releasing my cock, she let me push her forward until her hands propped her up on the sink. Another shiver passed through her when a dollop of cold Vaseline dropped into the crack of her ass. Watching me set the bottle down with a mixture of desire and trepidation, I examined her face as I pressed against her incredible tightness.

“Nnnggghh,” she groaned faintly in protest, and I almost gave up, but a sharp nod from Eva drove me forward.

The woman was determined, and the sensations gripping my cock too pleasant for me to stop. When the head popped past the tight ring, she gave a gasp, and the tension in her face shifted into something close to surprise.

“You… okay?” I asked with concern, my voice trembling as I struggled not to drive forward with all my strength in one quick thrust. The pleasure was almost overwhelming and, coupled with the sight of her naked pale breasts jiggling, it was all I could do to sink slowly into her depths.

“Nghh,” Eva nodded, our eyes locking onto one another’s as something happened behind hers. Before I could ask what, she was feeling, breath hissed through her clenched teeth and the tight grip of her ass cinched almost painfully around me, as her hands gripped feebly at the sink and faucet, “Cumming, oh my god, I’m so… full… Oh god! Hhnnghh!”

She curled back against me, ass pressing against my hips as she took every last inch within her. The older woman writhed in my arms, her surprise making her breath come in short gasps, and the only thing holding her up were my thighs pressing hers to the sink and my arms wrapped around her body.

Strong fingers slipped along my scalp and gripped my hair, pulling me down painfully in her need. When our lips met, my awareness of her grip faded as the world shrank down to the place where our bodies touched. My hands wandered from her hips, one slipping between her legs, while the other cupped a breast, working the nipple between thumb and forefinger.

When I began moving, my friend’s mom moaned into our kisses, and husked a warning that she was on the verge of coming again. I gave her no relief, as my fingers sought out her clit, and relished it when she tightened up around me so much, I had to stop thrusting. As soon as she relaxed, I was right back in her, drawing out my pleasure as I watched the beautiful woman become a sweaty, euphoric mess in the mirror.

I don’t know how long we stood there pressed against the sink, Eva filling my arms as I fucked her virgin ass with slow, long thrusts. Eventually my nerves and willpower began to fray, and as the shackles fell away, began thrusting into her with hungry need.

“Yes!” Eva cried out, hands pressed to the sink as she pushed back against my thrusts, “Fuck my ass,” savoring the wicked words, she stared back into my eyes in the reflection and even when her gaze became unfocused and her breath ragged, from yet another lightning strike orgasm, she never ceased fucking back at me. I can’t say the same for myself, because when the pleasure exploded through me, my knees nearly gave out and our perfect rhythm was lost as I clung to the older woman, cock throbbing in her silky ass as I flooded her with cum.

“Ooohhh,” Eva moaned, eyes closing as she savored the last few seconds of us together, before twisting in my arms and kissing me deeply.

Without words, we moved back into the shower, stripping away the last of her clothes as we washed one another clean. The older woman was like a schoolgirl in that steamy space, giggling and smiling up at me impishly. Alarm bells began ringing in my mind as I began worrying what the shape of our relationship would be after this, but my friend’s mom read my expression and with a crooked grin slipped a hand down between us to grip my half-hard cock around the base.

“You fucked that blonde actress… didn’t you?”

Her words shocked me, and she read the truth in my expression, but instead of jealousy entering her dark eyes, I saw fresh desire. Stealing a final kiss, the fingers on my cock flexed before she stepped out of the shower, drawing me after her. Drawing the towel off the rack, she began drying me, her eyes drinking in my nakedness as she did.

“Now that’s something I’d pay to see,” she chuckled softly at my quizzical expression, her eyes hooded as she drew the towel through her hair. “Your friend Anna’s beautiful, but that blonde… she’s ravishing.”

There was more than amusement tinging the woman’s expression, and when I realized what she was hinting at, her pale cheeks turned a bright shade of red. She opened her mouth, perhaps to say more, or perhaps to object to my assumptions, but I didn’t give her the chance. She looked so sexy, with her slender body on display, that I had to have her. Letting out a yelp, Ava laughed in delight when I threw her on my bed, and as I held her down, my eyes demanding she confess her own wicked desires as I fucked her with slow and powerful thrusts.

A college fling, followed by shame and secret fantasies, it was only in the past few weeks that Eva could admit to herself that she desired women as much as men. I didn’t press, and she wouldn’t admit what triggered the self-admission, but I had my suspicions.

“You know what’s going to happen… now… right?”

I couldn’t help the growl in my voice as I gripped her ass, pulling her up along my length. Eva didn’t answer, but her fingers dug into my back and her sex shivered around me as an orgasm swept through her body. As I took my friend’s beautiful mother on my childhood bed, I knew myself to be a degenerate, and loved every single second of it.
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Twenty minutes later, I sat leaning against the wall. Damp more from sweat than the shower, I glanced over at Eva to find her stretched on her stomach, legs akimbo and hair in wild disarray. Cheeks and chin still slick from where she’d cleaned me with her mouth, she dozed with a sublime smile.

Lyrics popped into my head as I stared at her. A woman coming into her own later in life and shedding the walls that guarded her true self away from the world. Reaching for the acoustic guitar that lay propped against a pile of laundry, I plucked a few notes and hummed, causing Eva to stir.

“Walls tumblin’… She’s born again, revelin’ in sin… Skirts fallin’…”

My friend’s mom propped herself up on an elbow. Pulling the blanket up to cover her nakedness as if we hadn’t just spent the last hour having wild sex in every position imaginable, she blinked and looked at me as if seeing me for the first time.

“Single mother with a plan… never held back again,” I frowned at a discordant note, and the ill-fitting word.

Eva shifted closer, her gaze intense, but I had the bit in my mouth and couldn’t let the song slip away. Working at it there, naked and sitting on my bed, she lay at my side, blankets gathered close and an unreadable expression on her face as the song came together. It had a hard, jarring beat, coupled with the lyrics that came through like a chopping axe until the hook hit. Something was missing, and I knew I’d need Simon and Willa’s help to figure it out.

“Dammit, I gotta head to class,” I frowned at my digital clock.

“Was that about…,” her breath caught, and she reached out, catching my arm before I could rise to go, expression hopeful but disbelieving as she finished the thought, “Me?”

I grinned and leaned down, stealing a kiss and loving the soft moan of pleasure that escaped her throat. Breaking off the kiss, I gave Eva a wink and nodded.

“Think I’ll call it Morning MILF,” my grin grew when her cheeks turned a fiery shade of red and I was shocked at the strength she demonstrated in her slender arm when she reached up and snatched my head down for another, thorough kiss.

“Mhmm, I’ll dream about you every night on my trip,” she breathed when the kiss broke off.

“Good.” I stole a last glance at the skin peeking out from under the comforter and winked before heading to the shower again.

Ms. Shapiro was gone when I got out, but there was a note folded on my pillow, waiting for me. It was my turn to blush when I read it, and I made sure it was nowhere Simon could find by accident before I ran outside and hopped in the Lincoln.

As I roared down the road, snatches of the note came back to me. The woman was a beautiful writer, but the flowery prose expressing her gratitude in the beginning gave way to wicked confessions as the note went on that had my cheeks still burning. She’d mentioned things about Anna, Heather, and even my stepmom. And I couldn’t get the images out of my head as I drove.

When I pulled into the school’s parking lot, it was full of cars, with an oddly large number of people milling around for this time of morning. The crowd seemed to track the Lincoln as I pulled in and found a space. I thought it was the car they were admiring until I stepped out and the crowd’s roar rose to meet me.

My name was on every lip, and kids crowded close to the Lincoln, pushing right up against the door. Hopeful grins and stupid hero-worshipping smiles greeted me as kids I’d never spoken with before hailed me like we were old friends.

“Dude, that shit was fucking awesome, man!” said a blonde burnout dude with shaggy curls. “Where’d you learn to play like that?”

“Uh, my dad.” I replied, my nervousness growing as more and more kids crowded close.

“Far out, man. My dad does taxes,” the burnout grinned back. “Hey, if you ever want to jam, we can use my pool house anytime. Just let me know.”

“Uh, sure,” I said, not wanting to be rude, but my eyes were hunting through the crowd for a break I could dart through, and I sighed in relief when I spotted Anna pushing her way towards me.

A pair of older girls were sidling close and throwing me flirty glances, but their expressions soured when Anna pushed in close. The brunette’s slender figure conformed itself to my body as she threw her arms around my neck for a quick hug before bouncing off. She looked incredible in a pair of low-rise jeans and a tight shirt with a swooping neckline. I wasn’t the only one staring at the firm, pale flesh pushing up through the opening, and I caught envious looks on the two girls’ faces before I let Anna drag me through the crowd.

“Where’s Simon and Willa?” I asked, forced to push my lips near her ear to be overheard over the noise of the crowd gathered close.

Kids I barely knew, or with whom I shared a single class, all waved and called to me like we were the best of friends. The faux familiarity would have felt scuzzy if not for the genuine excitement I read in their faces.

“It wasn’t quite this bad when they got to school,” Anna said, motioning around us at the kids staring, pointing and whispering to one another as we passed. “But it was too much for them. They’re hiding in your music class, waiting for things to die down.”

I hadn’t thought about how the attention would affect my friends and Anna and I frowned in concern, a seed of worry born in my guts.
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The hum of the crowd died down as we entered school, and attention shifted from me to a pretty red-haired woman with black, thick-framed glasses directing a pair of men with cameras around the main hallway. She had an imperious, but friendly look to her, and where she pointed, the men jumped. They weren’t the only ones. Our principal stood at the woman’s shoulder, wringing his hands and wearing an eager-to-please expression.

“Who’s that?” I asked Anna, and she let out a snort of amusement.

“Did you forget about Good Morning America already?”

In truth, I had forgotten about it. In the run-up to the talent show, and with everything else going on in my life, it was easy to miss.

“She’s a producer or something. Been here all morning scouting locations and people to interview.”

“Hopefully we can avoid it,” I frowned sourly after the woman as we drew close to my math class.

“I hung out with Heather and Marcia last night.” The comment caught me off-guard, and my feet stumbled for a second. A knowing grin flashed on Anna’s lips, dimples deepening as her eyes laughed at my disconcerted expression. “The girl’s fascinating. Did you know she wrote a play that’s running off-Broadway? Like right now?”

I blinked in surprise and frowned in disbelief, but she nodded sagely.

“It’s true. She sent it out under a pseudonym. An acting exercise or something, and a producer picked it up.”

“Is that all you did?” I asked, trying to keep the sharp edge of curiosity out of my voice, but from the sly smile Anne gave, I failed.

“No… that wasn’t all we did,” she left it hanging cryptically before slipping free of my arm and wiggling her fingers at me. “I’ll tell you all about it later. See you after school!”

Long dark hair swaying, I watched her pert rear retreat and felt something inside me tugged after her. Then golden hair drew my gaze as Anna slipped beside Heather and Marcia. The blonde met my eyes and gave a small nod, her perfectly sculpted lips curling ever so slightly in a knowing smile, before she turned to greet Anna with a hug.

“Can’t say that friendship surprises me.”

I turned to find Nate Trundle standing behind me.

“It surprises me,” I said, watching the pair walk off with Marcia scuttling at their sides.

Heather wasn’t the only one who turned heads, with Anna’s slender beauty and long, swaying hair drawing nearly as many looks as the other girls’ curves. I had to admit there was something to what Nate said. Anna was still the intense, quiet girl I’d always known, but she’d blossomed in the last few weeks, and wearing the clothes my stepmom had picked out for her, there was no denying her beauty.

“The right band won the talent show.” I look down to find Nate’s hand extended and a grimace of embarrassment coloring his face. “No hard feelings.”

“No hard feeling,s” I said, shaking his hand back.

Nate gave a sharp nod as if that was all he could stomach, then marched off down the hall, and I was left staring after another person with a wondering expression on my face. A few minutes later I was in math class, copying down equations Ms. Gray wrote out on the chalkboard.

“Your finals will be an hour long, and you’ll be expected to show your work. You can have a single sheet of notes, handwritten,” she stressed, “and your graphing calculators. Any questions?”

With that, she launched into her lecture, and I struggled to keep up. I hadn’t done enough studying with all the band practice lately, and it showed as I went through a series of problems and came up with the wrong answers to most of them.

My spirits lifted when I got to music class and found Simon and Anna waiting at their chairs. The pair sat with their hips touching, Willa leaning in close to jot down notes on whatever Simon was working on.

“There you are!” Simon said when he saw me weaving my way through the class. “We got something-.”

“Simon’s got something,” Willa cut in, stressing his name.

Simon blushed, but there was no denial in his eyes, and I took the crumpled and stained piece of yellow legal paper from him and scanned the lyrics on it. Simon’s handwriting is better than my chicken scratch, and even Willa’s bubbly girlish style. His is elegant and flowing and didn’t fit with the words I read as my eyes scanned the sheet, but the rhythm of them, and their force sent chills down my spine and rose gooseflesh on my arms.

“This is good,” I said, sitting in an open seat next to them. “It’s different.”

“Different is good,” Anna said, echoing something I’d said to her weeks before, and I grinned in acknowledgement.

“Neighbors will be pissed. This song wants to hit hard… gonna be loud.”

“You mean…?” Simon asked with a hopeful smile.

“Dude, of course,” I grinned back. “And don’t be surprised if this becomes a single.”

He returned my grin, and for an instant it reminded me of Mrs. Shapiro’s smile when she sat in my bed that morning, and my heart seized. Simon must have read something on my face because he looked away, and the joy I’d been feeling a moment before shriveled into something sour. He’d read the truth from the embarrassment on my face, and I didn’t know what to say. I waited for his angry words, but he spoke softly.

“My mom’s been happier lately than she has been in years… I know she went over there this morning but… you don’t need to tell me what you… talked… about.”

Simon’s cheeks were red, and Anna was looking back and forth between us with a frown of confusion.

“What’re you talking about?” She asked us suspiciously, her eyes boring into ours. Something must have clicked because she bounced in her seat and asked with a grin, “Are you talking about Mrs. Shapiro? Because I saw her leave this morning all done up-.”

“Willa.”

Simon’s warning was soft, but the firmness in it made her mouth snap shut immediately, and she offered him an apologetic smile. Sensing a clean exit from the topic, I promised we’d work on his song that afternoon.

“We have a big day ahead of us,” Ms. Winslow announced, sweeping into the room in a stunning blue dress, heels clicking as she escorted the pretty redheaded woman I’d seen earlier into the class. “But first I want to introduce you to Mrs. Savanah O’Neil.”

The redhead held a clipboard in one hand and nodded in thanks to Ms. Winslow before turning to the class with a dazzling smile.

“I’ll be spending some time in your class, speaking with each of you individually for our taping this Friday. The last thing I want is to disrupt your studies, and I trust Abigail will warn me if it’s becoming too much. Now, before we begin, did you have questions for me?”

Immediately a dozen hands shot up, and Savannah blinked and then pointed to a girl who was bouncing in her seat.

“Will we be on TV?”

Savannah’s smile softened, and she nodded. “That’s the hope. Charles and Joan are honoring school bands this week. Why, today they have three marching bands competing in the studio, and tomorrow they’ll be on location at a school in Wichita.”

“And they’ll be here Friday?” The girl asked with a nervous giggle that grew louder and sharper when the redhead nodded.

The next question was about how long the performance would be, which Ms. Winslow answered. Only a couple of minutes of our playing would air, but they wanted us to play when they cut to commercials and came back. The questions soon grew technical and boring, and I rested my head on the piano’s back and was nearly asleep when a waft of perfume filled my nose.

“Abigail tells me you’re a talented musician.” I blinked my eyes open to find Savannah standing above me. The class was busy chatting while Ms. Winslow rearranged chairs with a few students. The redhead’s eyes were a startling shade of green now that I could see them up close.

“I could use a soloist to bring us in and out of commercial breaks. Think you’d be interested?”

“Sure,” I shrugged and pushed the long hair back from my face as I looked up at the woman. “Anything in particular you want me to play?”

“Uhmmm…” she blinked, her eyes tracking the movement of my hair, and one of her hands twitched oddly, like she wanted to reach out and smooth the hair back down. Shifting against the piano, she instead reached up to twirl a finger through her coppery hair. “Do you know anything by Jimi Hendrix?”

“Course,” I nodded with confidence, and her smile returned, even more dazzling this time.

“Perfect,” she made a note on her clipboard. “We’ll have a run-through on the day, so you don’t have to worry about anything before. Just bring your guitar in that day and the director will place you where he wants you.”

“You aren’t the director?”

“Oh no,” she blushed and held a hand to her chest. “I’m just the segment producer.” She threw me a wink. “We’re much more important in television than directors.”

“I’ll remember that.” I smiled back.

Savannah’s cheeks were a dark shade of red when she moved off, and I found myself enjoying the contrast between her slender, willowy beauty and Ms. Winslow’s swaying curves. It took half the class for everyone’s questions to be answered and for Savannah to go over the entire schedule, but eventually they all found their seats and Ms. Winslow had us playing.
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With Savannah watching on, the kids were nervous the first go, and I winced several times at discordant notes, but the second and third play throughs were clean, and I saw the redhead nodding in approval before she made a notation on her clipboard. The class was excited when the bell rang and hung around, gossiping about the upcoming show.

“We’ll continue rehearsal tomorrow!” Mrs. Winslow called after the class.

I fell in beside Simon and Willa as I joined the flow of kids streaming out and tried to ignore the way Savannah’s eyes tracked me. I wasn’t the only one who noted the woman’s stare, and Willa was snickering as we entered the corridor about how if I played my cards right, maybe I could get the band on TV.

“Maybe we could become the studio band,” Simon added with an eager smile, only to wilt when Willa and I turned sour frowns on him. “That wouldn’t be cool?”

“Getting paid to play music is always cool,” Willa said, “but kill me if I’m ever stuck in a gig like that.”

I snorted in agreement and then, when I saw Simon’s expression, explained, “I’m not like one of those dickheads that get down on a band for ‘selling out’. More power to them. But I don’t want my music used in service of something as inconsequential as a morning TV show.”

Willa nodded in agreement. Simon’s frown of confusion didn’t entirely fade away, but eventually he nodded in agreement with us. I knew Simon was the reliable type, and the thought of a steady paycheck and work appealed to him. That wouldn’t be the case if we pursued the band, which might cause tension or resentment, so I filed it away in the back of my head as something to monitor.

I left Simon and Willa hand-in-hand and sank into my seat a minute before class started and pulled out my notes and book. It was hard to concentrate on the lecture because my thoughts kept straying to what Anna had mentioned earlier. I was happy that she’d made a friend, but also nervous as I pondered what the pair could have discussed.

When class let out, I planned on heading home to lay down the song I’d started writing that morning, before it slipped from my brain, when I saw a familiar pair leaning against the Lincoln. They sat on the fender chatting, one fair, the other dark-haired and quiet. I found myself hard-pressed to say which is the lovelier.

Heather’s blonde hair pulled across her face in the breeze, strands sticking to her painted red lips that she hooked away with a finger. Her pale blue eyes flashed with genuine delight as she laughed at something Anna said. While Anna leaned towards her, dark eyes flashing in conspiratorial amusement as she watched me approach.

“Speak of the devil and he appears,” Anna grinned her tight little smile.

“I’m a devil now?” I asked, and Anna popped off the fender, the movement doing incredible things to her large, firm bust.

“You’re certainly something,” the brunette grinned before throwing her arms around my neck and kissing me soundly.

The public affection surprised me, but I moaned happily into the embrace, hands slipping down her slender back but before they could encircle her waist, she broke off the kiss and drew herself to my side. I didn’t have time to catch my breath before Heather was there, the blonde pressing herself against Anna and me as she pushed up for a kiss.

One arm encircled the blonde’s tiny waist, while the other gripped Anna, and for a moment time stood still and all was perfect, as we held one another, foreheads touching. Then, each of us seemed to remember where we were, and we all popped away from each other at once. I caught a pair of girls staring from across the parking lot, chatting conspiratorially.

“Let’s get out of here,” I said. The girls followed where I was looking, and Anna gave a snicker of amusement.

“Let them watch,” the brunette said, but she didn’t make a move towards me, and the look she flashed Heather said she was more worried about the famous girl’s reaction, but Heather stood tall and ignored the gossiping watchers.

“Fuck ‘em,” she said, before pulling me back into another kiss, tongue sliding hotly into my mouth. Her other arm reached out and pulled Anna back in, and it was my turn to stare as she turned to kiss the brunette full on the lips, pink tongues sliding along one another.

“Now we can go,” Heather breathed huskily, her pale blue eyes warm with emotion and locked onto Anna’s.
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We piled into the Lincoln with the gossiping pair staring after us, Anna and Heather’s hips pressed together in the passenger seat, top rolling back above us. With the sun shining on our faces and the wind whipping our hair, I pulled out of the lot with no destination in mind.

The weather was too good, and the company too nice to head straight home, so I took an exit from the freeway and started heading towards the coast. Traffic thinned as we left the city’s heart, and the hills gave way to flat land and tightly packed residential areas. The radio was playing classic rock that the girls sang along to while I enjoyed the simple act of driving with a pair of beautiful women at my side.

“Ever been to Dead-End Beach?” Heather asked when we first spotted the ocean.

When Anna and I shook our heads, the blonde flashed a smile and pointed at a street sign.

“Turn here. I’ll show you.”

When I cocked an eyebrow in question at her, Heather explained while continuing to direct me through a warren of small houses and businesses towards the cliffs.

“Technically, it’s a private beach. Used to be owned by a resort before a movie producer bought it and got too old to use it. Mom and I would come here a lot when I was young.”

There was a hint of sadness in Heather’s voice, and I saw a frown mar Anna’s lips, but the moment passed when Heather pointed out the next turn and we were off the narrow residential street, driving down something I thought was an alley. Until confronted with a black iron gate at the end and a keypad bolted to the graffiti-covered concrete pillars to either side.

“I know the code,” Heather leaned across Anna, placing a hand between my thighs on the seat as she arched herself out my window, her breasts pressed delightfully up against me and the scent of her faint perfume filled my nostrils.

I barely registered each beep-beep as she punched the keypad buttons, my eyes trailing down the neckline of her shirt, unable to leave those firm curves of baby-smooth flesh. Realizing I was caught staring, I blushed, but Heather’s smile only deepened, and her lips curled as the heavy gate clattered open. She seized my hair and pulled me into a fierce kiss.

It would have been easy to lose myself in the kiss, but Heather’s moan of pleasure rose into a heavy groan, and she twisted in my arms and looked back at Anna. The brunette flashed a smile that set the blood racing, but her eyes weren’t on me but Heather, and the hand that had slipped within the blonde’s jeans bunched again, and Heather groaned louder.

“Follow the road,” Heather husked to me, her attention diverted to Anna as she twisted out of my arms and practically threw herself at my friend, their lips meeting with a passion that shocked me.

My attention was split, and driving became difficult as the beautiful teens in the passenger seat lost themselves making out with one another. Fabric ripped, and a metal latch popped, and then the seat flopped back with a loud bang the girls ignored. Anna pressed the blonde back, fabric flying away as their hands explored, lips never ceasing their quest as the girls sought to consume one another.

I was forgotten as desire gave way to passion. Left to find my own way along the narrow winding road. Twisted up and over the scrub-covered bluff, I took in the stunning view of the ocean ahead, palatial mansions to my right and the city stretching out to my left.

There was a tiny dirt lot at the base of the hill, tucked back into low bushes, and when I threw the brake into park, and the Lincoln came to a lurching halt, the girls broke free of their kiss and glanced over at me. Anna’s jeans were undone and askew, her white panties twisted around, while Heather had lost her top and bra and her own pants were twisted around her ankles.

“Be a dear and grab our suits, will you?” Heather asked, but when I glanced at their book bags and frowned, she let out a tinkling laugh of amusement, and something lacy and light landed on my head.

“Where are they?” I asked, lifting the tiny pair of panties.

“Did we forget them?” The blonde asked with a mischievous glint in her eyes, “Oh well… Come on, Anna, let’s take a dip.”

Before I could say anything, she leveraged the door open and stepped free of the car, long, slender legs flashing bare in the sunlight. Anna waggled her fingers at me and stood. Only when she did Heather turned against her and pulled her close, the girls whispered something to one another then glanced back at me in the car and giggled, hands covering their mouths.

“What?” I asked, but they shook their heads, and Heather crooked a finger at me.

“Come and find out.” Her smile turned into a cry of laughter when I threw open my door and hopped onto the hot sand.

She and Anna dashed from me, clothing dropping and sand kicking up as the pair raced ahead towards the ocean. As the last garments fell away, the pair splashed into the water, falling into the shallow surf, reaching up when I entered naked behind them to seize and pull me under the waves.

“Hey-!”

That was all I could get out before water swallowed me under, and then the girls were jumping away, laughing. It was my turn to laugh when I leaped up and with quick hands snatched Anna’s hand before she could get clear.

“Heather!” she called to her friend, a hint of panic in her voice, but when the blonde turned back around, Anna was already underwater, dunked by me.

“Ha hah!” Heather laughed at the sight, but her laughter rose into something close to panic when I let go of Anna and high-stepped it towards her.

The girl is athletic, but she had no hope of evading me, and within four strides I’d reached her and, throwing myself over a wave, tackled her underwater. The moment my heavyweight hit her and drove the girl down beneath the waves, I felt instant remorse, worrying I’d taken things too far and Heather would come up spluttering water and upset that I’d tackled her. But the girl was laughing harder than ever when she surfaced. Sweeping the wet hair out of her face, she stood and stretched.

“I love it here,” turning as she took in the small beach surrounded by bluffs.

“So do I,” Anna said, swimming close. “Thanks for sharing it with us.”

Heather smiled at the brunette and nodded, sinking into the water as a wave rolled past, white froth curling around her shoulders before the swell receded from her perfect breasts. The sight made my fingers twitch to reach out and caress them, but I swam closer to Anna instead, enjoying how her brown eyes lingered on Heather’s curves the same way mine did.
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Anna swam into the circle of my arms, and reaching out, she pulled Heather close. The three of us were pushed closer to shore by the waves, and we lounged in the shallow waters, letting our hands wander. It didn’t take long for the touches to turn into kisses, and as our passion grew, the water became more of an issue.

“I feel so exposed,” Anna said, her eyes darting around at the bluffs ringing the small beach, one arm rising to cover her pale breasts.

There were no houses facing the beach, no prying eyes watching us frolic, but I understood what she meant. Only instead of making me nervous, it sent a thrill of excitement through me. I could see a similar excitement in Heather’s eyes, and she turned to Anna, kissing the brunette and whispering into her lips.

“No one’s watching… and if they are… let them.”

Anna melted against me. Her lips were hungry as they met mine. She shot occasional nervous glances around us but quickly lost herself as our hands ran over her body. I was stiff as a steel bar, but the girls ignored me, focusing on one another, fingers caressing sensitive flesh, small moans escaping their mouths.

The make-out session lasted for long minutes until I bent Anna backwards over my arm too far and her weight dragged the three of us underwater. Rising with a splutter, Heather gave me a grinning glare and with a heave drove me back down underwater. It was my turn to splutter when I rose from the waves, only to find the pair splashing their way towards the shore hand in hand. Looking back with a bright grin, Anna’s tinkling laughter rose when she caught me rising to chase after them.

The girls’ legs are long, but mine are longer, and I caught the pair where the wet sand ends and their feet sank into the softer sand. Hooking an arm around their slender waists, I hauled the pair back towards me only for their heels to catch in sand. Falling into one another, the girl’s laughter rose in pitch only to cut off when their combined weight threw me off balance and the three of us tumbled into the sand.

“I got sand in my mouth,” Anna groaned, disentangling her limbs from ours and wiping the back of a hand across her face and brushing away the thick layer of sand coating her.

“Me too,” Heather gave me a glare as if it were my fault, which I suppose it was, then with a snort of laughter pushed my hair, that was sitting up in a sandy twist, back from my face and brushed a thick clump from my nose. “You look like someone shoved a pie of sand in your face.”

I grimaced and went to wipe the sand away, but the blonde gave a clucking sound and rose, returning a few seconds later with her clean shirt. When I flinched back from the pure white garment, she gave an exasperated sound and forced my hands down with a sharp look.

“Just relax and let someone take care of you.”

When I let my hands fall and sat there while she brushed at my face and neck with her shirt, she gave a brief hum of pleasure, fingers working with surprising gentleness.

“If people could see the great Heather Overton now,” Anna said, arm bending as she stretched across the sand on her side, head resting in her hand. She took in the blonde’s sand-matted hair and grinned.

“So, I shouldn’t do a summer beach movie?” Heather asked, one arm rising to push the mass of blonde hair up, posing like a cover model in her seated position, “Don’t think I’m ‘teen dream’ material?”

Anna had a joking reply ready. I could see it forming on her lips, but her gaze lingered on Heather’s beautiful features before dropping to the long lines of her neck and limbs. Taking in every inch of the blonde. A hunger in her eyes that set my heart racing.

“Not with that sand hanging from your cheeks like… you know what,” Anna snickered with a glance down, causing Heather to jerk a hand to her backside and brush free the offending sand.

When the blonde gave Anna a snooty look, the brunette burst into giggles, which set off our own, and in seconds the three of us were snorting with laughter. Flinging aside her shirt, the blonde heaved herself onto Anna, pushing my friend down into the sand, but instead of pushing her face into it they rolled, their laughter rising in pitch until Anna was astride Heather, a triumphant look on her face.

“I take it back,” Anna said as her laughter died off and she looked down at the blonde, her startling beauty even more alluring with sand clinging to her skin and hair in disarray. “You’d make the perfect summer movie queen, just so long as you’re a cheerleader and not a wrestler.”

Heather made a face up at Anna, but she couldn’t hold it for long and soon the girls were laughing again and the conversation flowed back to our futures. As we lay beneath the sun, letting it warm and dry our skin, with waves lapping nearby, I listened as the girls spoke of their deepest dreams for the future.

The friendship between Anna and Heather was a fledgling thing, strained and fragile because of their relative positions in the social hierarchy, but out here on this isolated beach all of that was easy to forget. The girls almost forgot I was there as they spoke. Heather wanted more from her life than acting. She spoke of wanting to go to college, maybe getting a teaching credential. Or of traveling the world. But none of it with any enthusiasm and spirit until the conversation got back to acting. Anna pointed this out to the blonde, but Heather only shook her head and grimaced.

“I might love acting, but the industry… No one respects me. Not for anything but my looks.”

“Make them,” Anna said. “Create your own art.” With dark brows drawn in an expression I’d come to recognize as her most determined, she pressed on. “Produce your own movies or TV shows. You’ve already written a play. You aren’t just a pretty face. You have a voice. Make them listen to it.”

Heather offered objections and reasons why it would never work, but Anna batted every one of them aside. Movies were expensive, but couldn’t her mother secure funding? You needed connections to get anything done, and Anna pointed out that Heather had made those on her previous films. The arguments all collapsed after Anna poked a few holes in them until Heather fell silent with a thoughtful look on her face.

“What is it you love?” Anna asked. “What story would you want to tell?”

“No one wants to see that,” Heather snorted in amusement, brushing sand off her hip before rolling onto her stomach and staring up at the cliffs behind us. “Could you even make a movie about Anna Wintour and Vogue magazine?”

When the blonde saw our expressions, she made a face and groaned.

“See, even you two think it’s silly.”

“I don’t think it’s silly at all,” Anna said quickly, shooting me a look that made certain I didn’t disagree with her. “I think it’s brilliant.”

Heather glanced up at Anna and gave a sigh when she saw the brunette’s bright smile and nodded, a hint of excitement entering her voice.

“I’ve met so many older actresses who never get good parts. I know I could write a good one. She would be powerful, and cold, but also a mentor. I’d have to write a script, and I know nothing about it.”

“We can figure it out,” Anna said, Heather’s excitement catching her up. “How different from a play can it be?”

“I have some ideas… but where would we shoot? What would be a good stand-in for New York? There’s no way a first-time director’s movie gets the budget to shoot in New York…”

Their conversation bounced from idea to idea and problem to problem, the girls feeding off one another as they sketched out a plan. I didn’t have anything to contribute, so I lay on the warm sand, relaxing my muscles and letting the sound of the lapping waves set my mind adrift.
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Questions about my own future hovered around in my head, but I did my best to ignore them. Was I still planning on college? Didn’t I owe it to Simon and Willa to see where the band could go? I knew the life of a road musician, having seen my father endure it, and it didn’t sound like a terrible one. A new town every night, screaming fans, my friends at my side and music everywhere.

It was a dream. Nothing more.

I’ve witnessed a hundred bands have the same one, only for their first single to flop, or addiction to rip them apart. A dozen things can go wrong when a band’s coming up, and I didn’t want to bet my future on it and end up poor and broken like so many who littered the alleys of Skid Row.

The sun felt amazing, so I pushed the worries to the back of my mind and listened to Anna and Heather plan. Letting the warm sand and my heavy lids draw me down into the comforting darkness. It was with a start I woke, head snapping up to find Anna and Heather on their backs beside me, shirts shading their faces as they sunbathed. The sun angled towards the horizon.

When I yawned and stretched, Heather lifted the shirt covering her face and gave me a grin.

“Good nap?”

“Wonderful,” I said, rising and shaking off the hint of grogginess. “Let’s get out of here. Simon and Anna are probably wondering where I am.”

“Help us up,” Heather raised a hand, and I drew her and Anna to their feet, enjoying a kiss from each before they bounced ahead on the sand.

The soft sand and steep climb had us panting by the time we reached the small lot, and I tried not to stare at the girls’ heaving chests without success. Anna caught my eye lingering and gave me a stern glare for staring, but I didn’t miss the pleased smile tugging at her lips when I got into the Lincoln.

“Do I get to watch your band practice again?” Heather asked.

“No practice tonight.”

“What?” Anna asked, a concerned look on her face. “Why?”

“We need a break,” I said, voicing the thought I’d come to while sitting on the beach, watching waves lap the shore. “The band is in a good place, but we need something… something to bind us.”

The girls shared a look that was both curious and alarmed, but neither spoke until I had the car rolling back down the alley and out onto the streets.

“What’re you planning?” Heather asked from the passenger seat.

“No plan,” I shrugged, “going to the dunes. Get away for a bit and think.”

“Dunes?” Anna mouthed with a questioning frown at Heather.

“We should call our moms,” Heather said, “and let them know we’ll be gone all night.”

I wasn’t planning on bringing the pair, but the look Heather shot me when I turned to say something froze my tongue, and I changed what I’d been planning to say.

“You’ll need sweaters.” I grumbled, earning a pleased smile from the blonde.

“We’ll need blankets,” she corrected me, “and something to snack on.”

“We can stop at the store and pick up supplies,” Anna added. “And stuff for a bonfire?”

“Definitely,” Heather nodded, and as if I wasn’t there, and it hadn’t been my idea originally, the two proceeded to plan everything.

When we arrived at my house, I found Willa’s car parked outside, and the girls had worked everything out. They popped out of the Lincoln and dashed inside to gather supplies. When I reached the front door, Simon greeted me with a cocked eyebrow.

“Anna said something about dunes?”

“We’re spending the night out there.” I nodded. “Getting away from all this for a few hours.”

“Everything OK?” he asked me, careful to keep his voice down so the girls couldn’t overhear.

“Everything’s great,” I reassured him. “Honestly, things are going too well. Makes me nervous. Just want to get away, clear our heads before Battle of the Bands.”

Simon nodded in understanding. “You two don’t have to come if you don’t want to,” I added quickly. “I didn’t mean to spring this on you.”

“Don’t stress,” Willa said, exiting the hallway with a stack of folded blankets in her arms. Dumping them on the couch beside a small pile of supplies the girls were gathering, she gave a firm nod. “I’m always up for an adventure.”

“All that annoying sand…” I heard Simon mutter under his breath, but when I cocked an eyebrow at him, my friend flashed a smile. “Let’s do it!”
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The girls had a pile of blankets, towels, a few boxes of breakfast bars and my old boom-box with a pile of tapes. Simon and I helped fill the trunk, and then we all piled into the Lincoln and were rolling down the street with the sun still high in the sky.

“We’re heading by the hills on our way out of town?” Heather asked as we rolled onto the freeway, heading south. When I nodded, she flashed a grin. “Swing by my place. I wanna pick something up.”

It was only a few minutes out of the way and the girls agreed, so I exited on Ventura and worked my way up into the hills until we were outside the shaded entrance to her mother’s mansion. Telling us she’d only be a moment, Heather ran through the gate, her long, slender legs drawing my stare after her. Glancing into the mirror, I saw Anna had caught me staring, and she gave me a slow wink, and a smile that had my heart hammering in my chest at the promise within her eyes.

“You, ok?” Simon asked from the passenger seat. “You’re red all the sudden.”

“Fine,” I grunted, pulling my gaze from Anna’s delicate finger as it trailed its way from the side of her neck, down to tug at her v-neck shirt, giving me a peek at the firm treasures within.

“Found them!”

Heather’s voice reached us along with the sound of clinking bottles. I frowned, ready to protest the need for alcohol when I saw the Coke bottles in her hands. Willa and Anna gave ‘ooh’s’ of delight and even Simon flashed an eager grin as the blonde shoved the soda bottles into a bag.

“Not enough to make a party of it,” Heather said, slipping next to Anna in the back seat, “but its better than water and maybe the bubbles will keep us warm.”

“I can think of another way to stay warm,” Willa purred, her hooded eyes locked on Simon, who jerked his head straight, eyes widening at the heat in her voice.

My friend’s reaction caused Anna and Heather to burst out laughing, and the rest of us joined in a second later. My friend’s blush didn’t fade though, and I didn’t miss the looks my drummer and bass player shared between them as we rolled back down the freeway.

Anna slipped a cassette into the boombox, and I was pleased when David Bowie came on. Willa nodded in approval, and soon we were all nodding along, then singing to Heroes, as the miles rolled past. She stayed our DJ, finding songs from her pile of cassettes that kept us singing along.

The sun was angling towards the sea when I pulled off the freeway at a little-used exit. We left the city and all its brilliant life behind us and crossed into a wasteland. I could feel the others growing nervous as the old road faded into gravel, and the last trees and bushes slipped past.

“There’s nothing out here?” Heather asked, craning her neck to take in the sea of dunes stretching ahead of us.

“Nothing but sand.”

“Aren’t there rats in the dunes?” Anna asked, frowning at the surroundings.

“Rat’s?!” Simon gave a snort of derision. “Nothing lives out here.”

“Actually,” I began, which got a ‘ha!’ out of Willa, who turned with a triumphant look to Simon, “The dunes are filled with them.” The triumphant look grew sickly as her head turned to take in the rising dunes. “Little kangaroo mice. They’re cute.”

“Cute…?”

I turned a hopeful look at Heather, whose eyebrow was cocked after the weighted question, and my confidence that this would be a great night began to falter.

“It’s going to be fun. I promise!”

“And if not,” Anna added unhelpfully, “we drive home and never speak of it again.”

When she saw my look, Anna barked out a laugh that cut through the tension, and soon the girls were trading jabs at me about how bad the night would be. I endured it in silence, but it wasn’t because of any stoicism. I was just trying to figure out where I was going.

Old memories pulled me back, and I found the side road I’d been searching for. The girls’ jibes quieted, and a silence fell over the car, as the small waves of sand rose around us into peaks and valleys. The shadows cast odd angles with the wavy ridges of the dunes, deepening the mood even further.

“Where are we?” Simon asked, and I caught a hint of wonder in his voice, telling me he was beginning to suspect where we were.

“They film out here, don’t they?” Heather asked with a cocked eyebrow, and when I nodded, the blonde gave a sharp nod of confirmation. “Where would Jabba the Hutt’s floating ship be?”

“I knew it!” Simon hissed, jumping for joy in his seat. “This is where they filmed Star Wars?!”

“Some of the desert scenes,” I said.

“Cool!” Simon and Willa said at the same time, turning to flash matching grins at one another

“Let’s look around,” Anna said. “Can we stop here?”

“I know a spot real close by,” I said, pointing to a narrow trail that turned off the gravel road. “It’s the most isolated place out here.”

“That doesn’t sound creepy,” Heather said, and when I opened my mouth to object, she rested a hand on my arm and laughed. “I trust you… it’s not like you’re going to take advantage of a girl… are you?”

“You two are on your own if he does,” Willa’s voice had an edge to it that sent a flush of embarrassment through me when I saw the way she was looking at Simon. “We’re going to make our own camp, with our own tent.”

Simon met the redhead’s gaze and swallowed hard and nodded eagerly, spots of color blooming in his cheeks. He wouldn’t meet Anna of Heather’s eyes, but my friend sat a little straighter in his seat as Willa bounced in excitement at his side, his eyes no longer taking in the landscape but staring into the distance, seeing something brighter in his future.


CHAPTER 11
[image: ]


Irolled the Lincoln off the gravel road and onto a narrow track with a thin layer of sand. A few hundred meters down it we were lost from the world in a sea of high dunes. I parked on a firm patch of ground, where it would be easy to roll free come the morning, and shut off the engine. The silence that greeted us was deafening, and the five of us took a moment to soak in the surroundings.

“Good idea, Dean,” Willa said, her voice soft as if she didn’t want to disturb the surrounding stillness.

“Yeah,” Anna nodded, slipping an arm and leveraging the door open, “but it won’t be if we don’t get camp set up before dark.”

With that, we piled out of the Lincoln, and I helped pull our supplies from the trunk. Simon pointed to a ridgeline nearby, where the slope up was gentle enough to climb, and we started off, my shoes filling with sand. The climb was easy, but the silence crowded in, and we all paused in our climb and stood, taking in the sea of dunes.

“Good idea,” Heather said, her voice echoing faintly. Leaning into me, she rested her head on my shoulder and reached out with her other hand to slip fingers in Anna’s, and they shared a smile.

The fire was the hardest part about setting up camp, but we dug a pit and lined it with stones carried up from the road. Only Anna had been wise enough to bring a tent, and she set it up on the backside of our dune, far enough away that the wind would keep any noises from reaching us.

The five of us had a dinner of crackers, cheese and salami, before Anna pulled out the surprise she’d found in my stepmom’s pantry. A box of graham crackers, marshmallows and several bars of chocolate. I was about to raise a problem when Anna pulled out a bundle of wooden skewers for roasting the marshmallows.

“How do I wash my hands after the marshmallows and chocolate get everywhere?” Simon asked Willa with a frown.

“Lick them clean,” Willa purred, her expression conveying something entirely different.

“But that’s unsanitary.”

“Was it unsanitary when you licked my-.”

“Ok! Ok! I get it.” My friend’s face was on fire, and he couldn’t meet Heather or Anna’s eyes as the pair laughed.

“I’ve got sanitary wipes in my backpack,” Heather said to Simon when she offered him the box of crackers. “Just don’t ask why I have them.”

Simon looked up at the gorgeous blonde, and his lips cracked into a smile. I caught Anna giving Heather a nod of appreciation as we sat down to roast our marshmallows. My first one caught fire, and I ate a chunk of molten carbon on melted chocolate and cracker, but the second and third came out perfect.

Willa and Simon were competing to roast the perfect, golden-brown marshmallow, but it was Anna who cooked hers perfectly every time. While Heather set hers on fire, before holding aloft the fireball on her skewer like a child showing off a toy, before shoving the molten thing in her mouth with a wide grin.

“You’re weird,” I said to the blonde after her second burning marshmallow.

“I know,” she said with a sticky grin.

We gorged ourselves on the sweet treats, silently scarfing them down until the chocolate was long gone and the bag empty. Simon was right about the mess, but the sand proved better than water for scrubbing the sticky stuff from our hands. Too full to crawl into our blankets, we broke out a few instruments Anna had slipped into the trunk.

An old acoustic from my garage, and a ukulele that she knew how to play, along with a small set of bongo drums. Seeing the drums, I started plucking one of my favorite soft rock tunes, and Anna, flashing a grin, joined in on the ukulele. The sound came together when Simon joined in on the bongos, and then Anna’s voice rose in a surprising match to David Paich as the words of ‘Africa’ rang out in the night.

With the sun below the horizon, the night sky reigned above us. Without the city’s light pollution, the stars were a bright strip as the Milky Way stretched above us, but I noticed none of it as the hours stretched on that dune. Simon, Willa and I played every song we knew, and the girls sang along when they knew the lyrics, and hours slipped past like minutes. The wine coolers went forgotten as the high of friendship carried us away.

Eventually the moon dipped towards the horizon, and yawns started breaking up the song’s and Anna announced it was time for bed. Simon wanted to argue, but one look at the expression on the redhead’s face and my friend was up and scampering towards the tent a moment later.

“We’ll play the boombox,” Anna told her friend. “So don’t worry about any… noises.”

Willa gave us a wink and a little wave as she gathered her blanket and followed Simon, calling back over her shoulder, “Don’t come to wake us unless you want a sight.”

The girls and I exchanged looks, and Heather snorted a soft laugh.

“I hope Simon’s ready because that kitty’s going to pounce on him.”

“With claws out,” Anna laughed softly, leaning into the blonde as she gazed after Anna.

“She’s good for him,” Heather said with a nod before turning to meet Anna’s eyes with a mischievous one. “Speaking of cute couples…”

Before I could ask what she meant, Heather leaned forward, one hand slipping up to cup Anna's cheek, and planted a kiss on the brunette’s lips that lingered. I could only stare, completely forgotten by the girls as they made out, lips parting slightly with a wet sound to make way for tongues that danced together. My heart was hammering in my chest, the sight so hot I was rock hard in an instant but when I drew close to the girls, Heather placed a hand on my chest and pushed me back, even as she lay Anna back on the blankets.

“You can watch… but she’s all mine.”

Anna’s eyes met mine in shock that melted into pleasure as Heather’s kisses traveled down her neck. The blonde’s ass was framed against the night sky, round and perfect, but it was her roving hands I couldn’t stop staring at, as they sought every soft place on the brunette before pulling clothing free.

The night air was chill, and goose bumps rose on the girl’s skin, but they didn’t notice as the kisses grew more intense and naked thighs slid together. Moans turned into gasps that grew into groans then sighs as tight muscles relaxed and fingers slowed, but that was only the beginning.

The girls threw me sly smiles as they made love. Anna’s eyes met mine as her lips crossed one of Heather’s firm pink nipples with a teasing glint that faded as she sank back into the moment. Once Heather reached out and grasped onto me, gripping my arm and shoulder with steel-strong fingers when Anna’s tongue drove her over the edge, but it wasn’t me the blonde drew into a hungry kiss when she came back down.
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Iwas throbbing painfully when the girls sank onto the blankets covered in sweat and panting, eyes a little wide with wonder. It was then they noticed me and with a shared smile crawled over, fingers working as one as they unfastened my pants and had me free.

“Since you were so good and didn’t interfere…”

“I suppose we can help you out,” Heather finished for Anna, flashing the brunette a tight smile before pushing her thick lips against the throbbing shaft of my cock.

Anna purred as she did the same on the other side, their lips meeting when they reached the tip. I could only groan in pleasure as I watched the pair make out around the head of my cock, tongues sliding around me and against one another. My fingers slipped into their hair, and the girls groaned in approval as I guided them.

My head fell back on the sand, but I could still watch the girls work me over, and I caught Heather’s eye, the blonde smiling lasciviously before she turned to Anna into a passionate kiss. With tongues pushing together, the blondes’ fingers caressed my cock as I watched the passionate scene unfold.

“That’s so hot,” I husked out, and the girls smiled into their kiss and dipped down, not stopping making out until my cock pushed against their lips, then they turned on me with hungry moans.

“Cum for us, Dean,” Anna purred, her fingers joining Heathers as they stroked me, tongues teasing the tip of my cock.

“Cum for us,” Heather repeated, her blue eyes flashing in the dark when I let out a moan, body tense as my cock throbbed in their grip.

“I’m…” I couldn’t finish the thought as the orgasm rushed through me.

Anna moaned when my fingers tightened in her hair, but it wasn’t pain that washed over her face as the first spurt of cum landed on her and Heather’s lips. Back arching and toes curling, I barely registered the next few seconds as the girls shared my cum between them. Toes uncurling, I sagged back onto the blankets, hazy in the afterglow. I stirred to rise, but the girls pushed me back, slipping up to my sides. They drew the loose blankets over us and cuddled close.

I nodded off with their warmth around me and the stars shining on us from above. My dreams were vibrant things, filled with bright lights and pretty faces that pulled me in different directions, but whenever I was about to stray from my path, the two at my sides would angle me back onto it. Sometimes Heather and Anna, and sometimes Willa and Simon — the relief I felt when they guided me back onto the path was so intense I could still feel it when I woke up.

The sun had yet to break over the horizon when found Anna and Heather already awake and sitting nearby in the sand, heads close together as they talked. I stretched, and a snorted laugh from Anna piqued my curiosity, but I didn’t want to eavesdrop, so made my movements obvious as I sat up.

“Come watch the sunrise with us,” Anna called, lifting the blanket covering their shoulders and making room for me beside her.

I rose and stretched again. The tightness in my back and neck faded as the muscles loosened. Anna pulled the blanket around me, her arm hugging my waist close as the horizon stained red, then pink, then finally yellow as the sun climbed into view.

“So beautiful,” Anna breathed once, but other than the occasional yawn we sat enjoying the silence and each other’s company until Simon and Anna woke.

We tried ignoring the rustling of their tent, but Anna’s voice is high pitched, and her shrieks of pleasure sent a flock of gulls into the air, and we had to stifle our mouths to keep the laughter from reaching the pair in the tent.

“We’re going to be late for class if someone doesn’t stop them,” Anna remarked.

“We’re not making it on time anyway,” I shrugged. “Let them have their fun.”

“My house isn’t far.” Heather pushed off the blanket and leaned back on the sand, enjoying the morning’s warmth. “We can shower and grab a bite to eat there.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Anna said, leaning back to join Heather.

The two wore shorts and t-shirts that pulled up when they lay back, revealing smooth stomachs and slender waists. I let myself enjoy the sight as the sun warmed me, but I didn’t get to enjoy it for long because Anna reached up and pulled me down, so our lips met. The brunette moaned softly and rolled into me, sand washing across my waist when she threw a leg over me.

I made out with Anna for several minutes, letting my hands explore her slender curves until she twisted out of my arms with a wink and made way for Heather, who snaked in to replace her. The blonde grinned mischievously before our lips met and her hands were as active as mine as we rolled around the sand.

Things might have progressed if not for Willa and Simon climbing free of their tent, faces flushed. Simon has the decency to blush, but Anna grinned in pride when she caught my eye, and stood straighter, not trying to hide the hickeys on her neck and chest.

“I’m starving.” Willa rubbed her rumbling stomach as we packed everything back into the car.

“We can eat at my place,” Heather offered, and the others agreed, climbing into the car with wistful glances back at the dunes.

“This was nice,” Heather said, sinking into the passenger seat and throwing a foot out the window as she sank into the seat. “Just what I needed to destress.”

“We’ll be back,” Willa smiled up at Simon from where she sat in the circle of his arm, and my friend smiled back and kissed her.

It warmed my heart to see Simon growing more comfortable with Willa and their relationship. There was a confidence in my friend that hadn’t existed before, and he sat straighter. And when Heather made a remark about the noise that morning, he shot back with a teasing comment without hesitation, something I don’t remember him doing before.

We were laughing as we rolled onto the freeway, and I rolled the top down. Wind whipped through our hair as we gained speed. Soon it was too loud to speak, but I turned the radio up to full blast and let Zepplin pump as we ran westwards before the sun and turned off into the hills.

“Who wants waffles?” Heather asked when I pulled to a stop in her driveway.
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The answer was everyone, obviously, and we piled out of the car and into the house through the back kitchen door. The place was quiet, empty and far too refined for the dirty teenagers that stumbled in. Looking around the kitchen and living room at the polished surfaces and gilded furniture, I felt out of place, but Heather pulled open the fridge and started taking out ingredients.

“There’s a bathroom upstairs down the hall if anyone wants to shower,” she said while pulling milk and eggs from the fridge. “It won’t take long to make the waffles.”

I thought she’d make frozen waffles, but Heather pulled an actual iron from a cupboard followed by a mixing bowl and began measuring out ingredients.

“We’ll go,” Simon and Willa said at the same time, grinning at one another.

While they went to clean up, I found a record player in the living room with a stack of albums beside it and flipped through them. Joy Division was sitting near the top, and I slipped it out and onto the player. The girls were chatting while Heather mixed batter but looked over when the needle touched the vinyl and the instantly recognizable guitar riff of ‘Love Will Tear us Apart’ began.

Anna and Heather flashed grins at me. When the heavy drums and the rest of the band kicked in, it set her to dancing, head bobbing and hips swaying as she reached for me. Heather laughed as we danced, joining in to sing with us at the top of our lungs, and the waffles were forgotten for a minute when I pulled her into the dance with Anna and me.

Morning sunlight angled through the large windows of the kitchen, reaching us through green leaves and pastel flowers that softened the light and made it feel like a dream. The music wove through us, binding us even tighter as our voices harmonized in the chorus. The girls held one another’s hands, hips swaying in sync and hair hanging back as they belted the final lyrics at the top of their lungs, then collapsed onto one another in laughter.

“Don’t stare. It makes me self-conscious,” Anna said with a faint blush when she caught my intense expression.

“No, it doesn’t,” Heather said, pulling Anna close and turning the brunette so I got an even better view of her curves and profile. “It makes you feel sexy… wanted… alive.”

Anna didn’t argue and let the blonde’s hands run up her sides, drawing up the tight black shirt she wore, revealing pale skin and a slender waist. Heathers fingers stopped tugging the shirt and slid under the fabric and cupped Anna’s large breasts and have them a firm squeeze, drawing a low moan from the brunette who met my gaze with fluttering lashes.

“Should I stop staring?” I asked, wondering if I could tear my gaze away.

Anna didn’t speak, but she gave a small shake of her head, and eyes locked on mine, her hands came up to join Heather’s, one pressing the other fingers into a tit while guiding the other hand down and between her legs. Two sets of fingers curled between Anna’s thighs, and she let out a soft moan, hips pushing back into Heather’s.

I took a step towards the pair, pants tightening as the air grew thick with tension, but the steel-on-steel shriek of a faucet being turned off upstairs snapped us out of it. Sheepish smiles were shared, and I stole a kiss from both before Heather went to check on the waffles.

“The batters mixed. All you have to do is pour it in and flip when the light turns.” Heather turned to me with a grin. “Think you can handle that?”

“Me?”

She waggled a finger at Anna. “I have some clothes that would be perfect for you.”

“Me?” Anna’s echo of me earned her a laugh before Heather swept her out of the kitchen with the force of her personality.

The blonde was sizing Anna up as they walked. “Black choker, short, layered skirt, lacy bralette… Oh yeah. This will work. I have these failed costumes from a project I did. The wardrobe department let me keep them. They don’t work with my coloring, but…”

Their voices faded as they climbed the stairs until I was left alone in the giant kitchen. Sighing, I got to work, portioning batter into the iron and pulling out plates. Waffles alone wouldn’t be enough for me, and I figured Claire Overton wouldn’t mind, so I dug out eggs, bacon, and got a pan heating on the stove.

I was changing the album when Simon and Willa joined me, hair damp and looking refreshed. They couldn’t change their clothes, but the shower had done wonders after a night on the dunes. Willa searched for another album while Simon sank into an overstuffed couch.

“I don’t think I’ve ever ditched class,” Simon remarked when Willa plopped down beside him, Queen playing from the record player.

“I have a few times,” Willa grinned. “Feels good to break the rules, doesn’t it?”

My friend grimaced, but when he caught Willa’s eye he grinned back and kissed her. Willa moaned into the kiss, and I turned back to my cooking, trying to ignore the wet sounds escaping the pair. The last of the bacon was cooked, and I was cleaning the pan when the clip of heels on stairs warned me of the girls’ return. Tossing the rag over one shoulder, I stood in the kitchen doorway and watched the pair descend.

Two sets of slender legs flashed down the steps, moving in unison. Clad in matching black heels, they rose naked and toned until I had to wonder if they were wearing anything else. Then spandex skirts, deep red for Heather and black for Anna, so short their asses almost peaked out the bottoms. Their waists were cinched and breasts thrust upwards by matching black corsets that had chains from their necklines reaching up to black collars that set off beautifully with their pale skin. Hair pulled back into ponytails and dark eye makeup completed the outfits.

“Jesus,” I breathed, blinking as I took the pair in, “you’re gorgeous.”

“Thank you,” Anna blushed, sharing a grin with Heather.

“These are our outfits for the Battle of the Bands,” Heather winked and brushed past me into the kitchen, letting her breasts push against my chest. The corset was doing incredible things to them, and her words barely registered as I stared at their bulging roundness. “I take it you approve?”

I nodded dumbly, and Heather’s tinkling laughter rose through the kitchen. The blonde patted my cheek and went to check on the food, and then Anna brushed past me. The brunette looked every bit as incredible as the blonde, and I was hard pressed to pick which of the two looked sexier.

Heather was the glowing sun, drawing Simon and Anna out of their little world and pulling us all along with the power of her charm. While Anna’s quiet yet forceful personality was the calm center that Heather’s sun revolved around.

Everyone was starving and wasted no time grabbing plates and piling them high with waffles, bacon and eggs and dug in. Willa complimented Anna on the clothes, and Heather complimented her right back, remarking that Willa’s punk style was cool, and she wished she could pull it off sometimes. I caught Willa frowning at the compliment, but the frown faded, and her pale cheeks heated as Heather began recalling old outfits she’d worn.

“Did you buy the fishnets with the big holes in them, or make them?”

“I made them,” Willa replied, eyes down but the corners of her lips curled up in pride.

“Fucking brilliant. And you never wear leather-.”

I tuned the conversation about clothes out and let Simon pull me into a conversation about our upcoming TV appearance. I’d let myself forget about it, but he was growing increasingly nervous. He was stressing about what song we would play, but I diverted him with a question about the third Star Wars movie, and he soon forgot all about his nerves.

The waffles were perfect, the bacon crisp and the eggs only a little watery, but I’m no chef. When we finished up, I started clearing the table, but the girls pushed me away and directed me to the shower upstairs.

“I’m fine,” I argued. “I don’t smell.”

Anna made a face, and the rest of my arguments fell on deaf ears. While the girls washed dishes and cleaned up, I tromped upstairs and dug a towel out of a hallway closet. Before I could enter the bathroom, a doorway at the end of the hall swung open, and I froze at the sight of Claire Overton standing in the open doorway looking gorgeous.
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Heather’s mother placed a finger over her lips, warning me to be silent, and snaked forward on bare feet. The white silk robe she wore billowed open, revealing a lacy white negligee that dried my mouth and wiped all thought of my friends a dozen feet below us out of my head. When she caught my wandering eyes, Claire flashed a pleased smile and slipped her arm in mine, drawing it tightly against her firm breasts.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” she purred in my ear, drawing me into her opulent bedroom and it’s the bathroom.

“How-,” I began, but she pushed her finger against my lips this time and then stole a kiss before stepping back and letting the robe slip off her shoulders and pool on the tiles at her feet.

“We don’t have long… It’s extra exciting with the thrill of getting caught, don’t you think?”

I wanted to disagree, but my mouth was too dry to speak as the sexy MILF pressed her body against mine. Her brilliant eyes filled my vision, and then her lips were on mine, and the world disappeared. My clothes fell to the bathroom floor as I peeled the lacy garments off Claire and let my hands explore her delicious curves.

The shower was hot and steamy, but there was little of washing as Claire and I made out under the spray. I wanted to push her up against the tiles and slip my steel-hard cock into her tightness, but the woman had other ideas. Pushing me back, she knelt at my feet and, looking up at me with bright eyes, let me watch her pink tongue slither around the head of my dick as one of her hands caressed her large, perfect tits.

“Goddamn you’re hot,” I husked out, groaning as she took me deep into her mouth and did something with her tongue on the underside, before drawing back off my dick and grinning up at me.

“And you’re beautiful.” The intensity of her stare made me self-conscious for a moment, and then she was gagging on me again.

I was lost in the pleasure of her worshipful ministration until a click from the bathroom door made me stiffen. I caught the motion as it swung inwards and caught an outline approaching in the bathroom. Reaching down, I tried to warn Claire, but she was lost in her work until the shower door opened and a wash of chilly air swept over us.

“Well, well, well,” Heather purred, taking in the sight of her mother kneeling, knees spread and naked before me. “I figured, when I heard you sneaking around your room, that you’d try something like this… Don’t stop on my account,” Heather’s blue eyes met mine as a dangerous smile crept onto her lips. “I want to see his entire dick disappear down her throat… Now.”

Claire’s face was a mixture of shame and embarrassment, but I didn’t miss how her hips flexed, and fingers tightened around my dick at her daughter’s words. And when I took control of her head, slipping my fingers into her damp hair, the woman let out a moan that had nothing of shame it.

“Fuck,” Heather breathed, eyes widening and jaw dropping as I drove myself nearly to the hilt in her mother's hot mouth. “You’re really doing it…”

The gorgeous actress stood in the steamy doorway to the shower, breath growing ragged as she watched me take my pleasure from her mother’s mouth. The taboo situation nearly drove me over the edge right there, but I managed to stave off my orgasm and savored the moment for as long as I could.

Claire’s mouth made the most outrageous sounds as I fucked her pretty face. Cheeks crimson from exertion or embarrassment, her emerald eyes were locked on my face as she ignored the shadow falling across her from the showers opening. Unable to hold off a moment longer, I grunted in pleasure, my balls tightening and legs stiffening as the rush swept through me.

I only faintly registered Heather pushing up against my side, her soft lips crushing my mouth, tongue driving in, as the tight grip around my dick became almost unbearable for a moment. Then I was cumming, dick throbbing within her fiery throat as my legs shook and the world came back in around me. The weight pressed against me side lifted away, her clothes wet from the shower but her smile uncaring and that a little wild as she took in me leaning on the wall and Claire’s mouth working around the load, I’d filled it with, her tongue reaching out to sweep in every ounce.

“Hurry up and get dressed. If we leave soon, you can still make music class.” Heather’s smile was small and mysterious as she sauntered from the bathroom, leaving the door open behind her.

“Jesus,” I glanced down at Claire and felt a wave of self-consciousness at the way I’d been staring and making out with her daughter, but the woman gave me no mind as she sank back onto her haunches and let the showers spray wash over her, slicking her hair back. When she sat forward, hands resting on her thighs, the fire was back in her eyes, and I felt a moment of alarm.

“I gotta go to class…”

“Then you better hurry,” rising straight up she drew me forward with a hand behind my neck, “hadn’t you?”
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It was another fifteen minutes before I met the others getting ready to leave. Willa rolled her eyes at me, but Simon flashed me a thumbs up. It was Anna and Heather I was worried about, but the pair only teased me as we climbed back into the Lincoln and started towards school. I kept glancing in the rearview mirror at the blonde to see if I could catch a hint of anger or resentment but detected none. I was still anxious after parking, and Anna slipped an arm into mine and whispered in my ear.

“We’re you and her mom really…” she lifted an eyebrow in question and grinned wide when she saw my expression, hooking an arm in mine and pulling me close. “Heather didn’t seem upset. If anything, I think she was turned.”

I didn’t have a response to that, and Anna laughed softly and flashed a grin at a boy whose jaw was hanging open as he stared at her.

“I could get used to this,” she said, hips swinging a little wider as we entered the school building.

Marcia was waiting for her friend and darted to Heather’s side, but the blonde swung around and, eyeing me, stepped up and pulled first Anna, and then me into a quick kiss. Flashing us both a wink, she swept down the hallway with her short friend at her side, waving over her head.

“Maybe not this much attention though.” Anna was looking around, and I tore my gaze away from Heather’s heart-shaped ass to notice that everyone was staring at us and whispers were beginning to grow.

“Forget them,” I said, and ignoring the feeling of their eyes digging into the back of my head, I pulled Anna into a kiss that lingered longer than it had with Heather.

The tall, slender brunette was blushing when she pulled away, but there was a pleased smile on her face as she headed to class, and her back was straight, head held high. The tight black skirt did wondrous things to her small, firm ass, and it took Simon pulling on my elbow to tear my gaze away from it.

Music class was packed with kids earlier than usual, and there was an energy buzzing through the place. Kids circled the Good Morning America producer, Savanah, wanting to ask her questions but too shy or intimidated to approach. The thin redhead stood with Ms. Winslow going over a printout and glanced up when I entered, flashing me a smile and waving me over.

“Just the man we wanted to speak with,” she beamed. “Charles and Joann are excited to speak with a local and might interview you for the first segment. Would you be interested?”

I frowned and was about to decline. I’d thought long and hard about how my band would make its debut, and a sunny morning chat with smiling TV hosts wasn’t it. Before I could tell her I wasn’t interested, a redhead popped in between us.

“He’ll do it!”

“I will?” I asked, ready to make my argument to Willa, but the little woman was shaking her head.

Savannah cocked an eyebrow and smiled as she watched the redhead whirl on me.

“If they want to put you on TV, Dean, you have to do it.” When I made a face, she sighed and continued. “It’s not cool at all, I agree,” Savannah made a sound of protest in the back of her throat but Abigail. “But we can’t afford to turn down any opportunity, and with your charm, we might get a recording deal out of it. I mean, we know how the housewives will respond.”

I frowned in confusion, but Mrs. Winslow and Savannah both started nodding at the end. Being interviewed by Charles and Joann on morning TV was the last thing I wanted, but none of my arguments were good enough to rebut one simple fact: my bandmate wanted me to do it. Sighing, I nodded, and Savannah shook a fist as if it were a triumph.

“Great! I’ll make all the arrangements. Now, we should go over blocking for tomorrow with the class-.”

I tuned out the rest of what she said and found my stool before the piano. The rest of the class was buzzing with excitement about being on TV the next day, while I tried picking through a knot of emotions. Anna and Heather were more than friends, but what exactly were they becoming? And how would I fit into it?

These were deep questions. Deeper than my thoughts wanted to go, but I cared too much about the pair. They’d claimed places within my heart, and the last thing I wanted to do was hurt them.

“Could I speak to you in private, Mr. Graveson?”

Pulled out of my thoughts, I looked up to find the tall blonde producer. I nodded and followed her out of the classroom and into the hallway, Simon and Anna throwing me questioning frowns.

“What’s up?”

She adjusted her thick-framed glasses and, blushing, pulled me farther down the hall so there was no chance anyone in the class could overhear, and from the busty shadow hovering just within, Mrs. Winslow was trying to do just that. I raised an eyebrow at the tall blonde, and she blushed even harder but tossed her hair and ignored the color reaching down her neck.

“You’re an exceptionally talented young man. One with a bright future ahead of you. I pride myself on being able to recognize talent, and I want you to know I called a rep with MCA Records, and they’ll be watching the show tomorrow morning.”

I rocked back on my heels, shaken from my deep thoughts and filled with a sudden energy that made me pull the slender woman into a tight hug.

“Oh my God, thank you!” She stiffened in my arms, and I released her quickly, but not before she’d pressed her face into the crook of my neck and breathed deep, giving me a strange feeling.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s nothing,” Savannah said, oddly shy, hands reaching around to grip where I’d hugged her. “In fact, it’s part of my job. There are ties between NBC and MCA… I just… I think you’re special.”

She was blushing so hard I could hardly make out her features in the sea of crimson.

“What should I… what do I need to do?”

“Nothing!” she reassured me, with hands raised. “Just play tomorrow like we planned, and if they’re interested, and I know they will be, I’ll arrange a meeting.” The woman glanced around quickly and wouldn’t look at me as she continued. “If you want, you can come by my hotel room tonight and I can… Show you everything.”

“I’ve got band practice tonight.” I was tapping my chin, too excited to stand still as I bounced from foot to foot. “Willa and Simon are going to flip their shit when I tell them. I can, can’t I?”

“Umm sure, but nothing’s set in stone. It’s just like an audition.” She had an air of embarrassment about her that I didn’t understand, but my mind was racing a mile a minute and skipped past the observation.

“Thank you again,” I said, gripping her hands in mine. “I can’t tell you how much this means to me.”

“It’s my pleasure,” she said faintly, eyes breaking away from mine and a pleased smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “Break a leg tomorrow, Charles and Joann are going to love you.”

I flashed her one last smile and darted back into class. Simon and Anna were huddled in a corner and perked up when I came over and told them the news. Willa was the most excited, with Simon cautioning the pair of us.

“We don’t know what will come of this, or if we even want to sign with a big label.” He sat back in his chair and shrugged when Willa frowned at him. “What? Do you really want to hand over our music to their shareholders? Your dad was in the business. What else is out there? Could we keep the rights to our music and still tour?”

I opened my mouth to say we couldn’t, but stopped myself because I honestly wasn’t certain. The music business was only a few decades old, but it was complex and had entrenched interests and corporate greed fueling it. That being said, there were still independent acts that popped and were loved all the more for it.

“I honestly don’t know,” I said. “But I know someone who does.”

“Your mom,” Willa said and flashed a grin when I nodded. Simon smiled back and nodded with me.

“We’ll stay open to all offers,” he said. “But we’re also going to figure out if it’s possible to do it on our own.”
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As we looked around at one another, the realization dawned on me: we’d made up our minds. We were thinking of ourselves as a band before anything else, and I was shocked at the emotions it triggered in me. Relief was the first, that I would never be alone, and then heat as I felt friendships as deep as family.

Willa’s eyes grew damp, and Simon reached out to grab her hand and mine, Willa and I completing the circle, then we leaned forward and rested our foreheads together.

“We’re going to take over the fucking world.”

Simon’s fierce whisper sent a thrill through me, and I wanted to shout, to scream my excitement to the world, but that time would come. I looked around at my friends and knew we’d begun something in my garage. Something that could take us to the greatest heights and around the world. Something that could make all our dreams come true.

Rehearsal that night was intense.

Not because of the morning show, or the girls crowding the garage, avidly listening. Simon, Willa and I registered none of it as we played, locked in with one another. Harmonies snapped together like we’d been singing all our lives, and we perfected what we’d found a few days before, with Willa’s higher voice backing mine on a chorus or two.

Every discovery was a surge of excitement that drove us deeper into the night. Anna and the girls went home a few hours after dark, but I didn’t hit the pillows until midnight. It had been a long, exhausting couple of days, but I didn’t feel tired.

Energy coursed through my limbs despite the exhaustion dragging down my eyelids. Something within was propelling me forward, as if the last few weeks had a momentum that was building to something. Something inevitable and my soul sang.

“Get up or you’re going to be late!”

Peeling my eyelids open, I saw my stepmom looming over me and the sound of my alarm blaring in the background. Simon had gone to spend the night at Willa’s, making me promise not to tell Eva he’d snuck in. All the verve and excitement from the night before were gone, and in their place was the desire to sleep for the rest of my life. Groaning, I rolled over and earned a swat on my backside.

“I don’t care if you ditch class, but didn’t you have that TV show this morning?”

The question brought everything back, and I shot up from bed with a burst of energy. The comforter flipped onto the floor as I scrambled to find my boxers before they flew into my face.

“No time to shower if you want to get there on time. Get dressed, and… I have something for you downstairs.”

She was gone when I turned around, dark hair streaming out the doorway, and the excitement I’d felt a moment before crumbled. For years we’d been thick as thieves, finding a thousand things to bond over, but lately we barely saw each other. With her schedule at the station and my recent obsession with the band, we’d been drifting apart.

It was only natural, I knew, but something inside me crumbled at the thought.

I brushed my teeth quickly, threw on some deodorant and found my stepmom in the kitchen sipping coffee at the table. She didn’t meet my eyes when I entered but pointed at something on the back of the other chair. Grinning, I took up the familiar black leather jacket, eyes widening in surprise when my father’s old coat fit over my shoulders.

“I found a tailor that will adjust leather and had the shoulders let out and the arms lengthened.” Her eyes strayed to me, and a mixture of emotions sweeping over her face.

“I don’t know what to say.” I fingered the black leather, fighting memories that tried to crowd in. “Thank you.”

She waved away my words, but I didn’t miss the smile of pleasure as she rose to pull the jacket from my hands and hold it out.

“Break a leg today, and never forget who you are, or where you come from.”

“I won’t,” I said, meeting those large blue eyes of hers and feeling a lump rise in my throat. “I can’t.”

We stood there for a moment as she adjusted the jacket on me, something I didn’t need but I enjoyed the closeness. Her gaze swept over me and back up to my face, and something odd entered her expression, her pale cheeks darkening before she stepped back and crossed her arms.

“You’re taller than I am now.”

Realizing it was true, that she was looking up at me, I grinned and was about to make a joke, but something in her tone warned me to keep silent. Our gazes lingered on each other for a moment that seemed to stretch between us until I wanted to reach back out and gather her close, but my stepmom gave a start, turning back to the table and grabbed her cup, getting more coffee.

“Better hurry, or you’ll be late.”

She didn’t look back as she poured the cup, and I wanted to say something, anything to break the tension that had sprung up between us, but words failed me, and I left through the garage, grabbing my guitar on the way. Morning traffic was light, and I pulled the Lincoln into the school parking lot a minute before the bell rang.

There was a flurry of activity inside, with people bustling every which way. Simon and Willa were already in class when I stumbled in a few seconds after it started, but I shouldn’t have worried. With the show here, everyone was too excited to sit in their seats and learn, including Ms. Winslow, who flashed me a bright smile when I walked in.

“Today’s the big day!” She held up two fists, shaking them near her face in excitement. “Charles is here, and Joann too, but I haven’t seen her. Oh, Dean, it’s all so exciting! You look like you just woke up. What are you doing here? Savannah said you should be in hair and makeup! They’re expecting you.”

“Hair and what?” I frowned, irritation from lack of sleep and lack of a shower edging into my voice.

She gave me a long-suffering look and steered me towards the door. I craned my neck back to Simon and Willa, but they just waved, snickering to each when Willa whispered something that made me blush even though I didn’t know what she said.

“The crew was here at 4am, setting things up. When I got here, the gym was already transformed.” Ms. Winslow steered me out of class and into the hall, making an obvious show of pointing me in the right direction, while under her breath she husked into my ear. “Ms. Gray spent the night at my place and we… chatted… about what we’re going to do to you next time.”

“Good,” I said, keeping my face calm as filth poured from it. “Because you’ll be making each other cum while my dick’s in your ass.”

Ms. Winslow’s face stiffened, but those eyes of hers were suddenly lit with an inner flame, and I could tell she fought to keep her tone casual as she turned to head back to class.

“See that you keep your word, Mr. Graveson.”


CHAPTER 17
[image: ]


Ilet myself enjoy the view of her large, round ass swaying in the long skirt before legging it down the hall towards the gym. Dozens of kids were ditching class to watch the set being built and catch a glimpse of the celebrities that would be on that morning’s show. I heard whispers that a soap opera actress named Mia Spalding was the guest, and a group of jocks were waiting by the gym’s side entrance hoping to get an autograph.

Inside the gym, I found it sectioned off by tall sound boards, and a crowd of kids jammed onto the bleachers excitedly watching the activity. Cables snaked everywhere, and bright lights lit the other side, beneath the basketball hoop. I started over to the bleachers to get a better view, but I spotted Mrs. Gray at the same time she saw me.

Waving me over, she grabbed my hand and pulled me deeper into the crowd. “Savannah’s looking for you. They need you in hair and makeup.” She looked up at my messy hair and rolled her eyes. “Did you just roll out of bed?”

“Pretty much,” I shrugged, earning a sniff and a muttered “Boys,” beneath her breath.

I could sense her nerves from the stiffness of her back and the frayed edge of her emotions, but Mrs. Gray struggled mightily to keep the emotions hidden and flashed me a bright smile.

“It’s going to be great. You’ll do great. Don’t be nervous,” she said quickly, sweat appearing on her upper lip as her eyes strayed towards the bright TV lights, as her hands gripped each other, knuckles white. “You’ll do great.”

“You already said that.” I grinned and nodded at Savannah, who’d just popped her head around the soundboard and was waving me over. “They won’t cut my hair, will they?”

“You aren’t even nervous, are you?” Mrs. Gray’s tone was accusatory, and there was a hint of anger in her voice.

“Why should I be?” I asked. “I’m just playing the guitar. I can do that in my sleep.”

My math teacher reached up and straightened the leather jacket, which I was still wearing, even though it didn’t need it, and the frustration on her face melted away into a smile.

“Go break a leg,” she said, and I thought she would say more but her cheeks grew pink and she bit her bottom lip, teeth pressing into the flesh and her hand reached out, as if to touch my face, or pull me close but she snatched it back and moved aside as Savannah pushed forward and grabbed my wrist.

“What are you waiting for? We go live in forty minutes, and I need you color tested and not looking like spent last night fucking the Laker girls.”

Heads turned at that, not just the students nearby but several crew members snickered. Hair and makeup were outside the gym, in their own separate trailer. A plump woman with dark skin, bright eyes and purple hair doted over me the moment I sank into her chair.

“Oh, you’re a beautiful boy, aren’t you? Blonde highlights, bright blue eyes… mmhmm, and a smile designed to break my heart,” the voice was smooth as molasses and thick with a southern accent. When our eyes met in the mirror, she smiled a cheshire cat grin that made me uneasy, and pushed her long nails into my hair, running them along the scalp and sending shivers down my spine. “You let Momma Lashay do what she does best.”

Savannah was leaning on the trailers open door, watching, and smiling until Momma Lashay reached for a pair of scissors, “Don’t cut too much…” Lashay’s had frozen and the woman turned, one eyebrow cocked and a look on her face that dared Savannah to say another word, when the producer didn’t, the large woman let out a snort and turned back to me, her smile returning.

“I imagine you’ve got better things to do than watch me work.” Lashay gave the producer a significant look in the mirror and made a flicking motion with the scissors in her hands. “You can shut the door as you leave.”

Savannah grinned, familiar with the hairstylist’s overwhelming personality, and said I had ten minutes until I’d be called to set, then left with a little wave and a click of the door handle. Then I was alone with the large woman, my head filling with the scents of vanilla and peaches that wafted off her.

“A quick wash, a little trim, and a dash of foundation to keep your face from shining on screen…” she’d turned my chair and was running a critical eye over me before giving a firm nod and winking. “You’re going to break all the girls’ hearts. Musician?”

“Uh, yeah. I play the guitar and sing.”

She let out a low whistle as she bustled about the trailer, pulling a small sink and bottles of product down. I’m nervous letting anyone put scissors to my hair, but Lashay put me at ease with her constant chatter. A native of Los Angeles, she worked for the network and was typically on a TV set. She told me gossip about the casts of Night Court and Who’s the Boss, whispering conspiratorially about who was sleeping with whom.

All while she worked without wasted motion, washing my hair and cutting a fraction of an inch off from around the neck and my ears. Then she gave it a quick blow-dry and smeared a paste in her hands and then pushed it into my hair, running her fingers along my scalp as she worked it in. The feeling was heavenly, and I let her warm voice fade as tingles ran down my spine.

When an impossible softness cradled my head, and her fingers caressed down the side of my face, I snapped back to reality and peeled my lids open to find Lashay looking down at me with a gentle smile. Dark brown eyes held a hint of mischief as she rolled her shoulders, causing her mammoth cleavage to wobble, letting my head slip a few inches deeper into the warm confines.

“You gonna give us a little BB King on that guitar?” There was a teasing, flirtatious tone to her words that drew a smile to my lips.

“I was thinking Prince,” I winked.

“Ohhh he’s my favorite! You’re dangerous, boy, dangerous,” her last words were a purr and her hands which were at my shoulders slipped down, nails and fingertips tracing the lines down my chest and then she stepped back, leaving my head spinning a second before the trailer door clicked open.

“Are you ready?” Savannah asked, not waiting for an answer before gesturing for me to follow her, but she paused when I rose from the chair and crooked a smile. “You’re a wonder, Lashay.”

“Break a leg, youngin’,” the woman gave me a slap on the rear and grinned outrageously when I stared back at her. “You are a peach. Why, if I were ten years younger…”

Lashay’s cackling laughter followed us out of the trailer, but it was quickly forgotten as we entered the hustle and bustle of the set. Men and women walked with purpose every which way, carrying bright lights, boom microphones and routing cables to cameras. The back of the gym had been turned into a morning show set, complete with couches and even a rug thrown over the wooden floor.

“The hosts will introduce the school and its band,” Savannah spoke quickly as she wove through the crowd. “Then they’ll introduce today’s segments, and a camera will cut to you and your guitar sitting near the band,” she pointed to a stool and microphone to one side of the set. “Charles and Joann may ask you to play them out to commercial break, and they may not. It all depends,” she didn’t say on how I performed but I read as much from how quickly she moved on. “After the cooking demonstration, today’s guest will come on set. You and the rest of your class won’t be needed anymore.”

“No interview?” I asked.

“No time in the schedule, sorry,” she answered, distracted by something over my shoulder. “That camera doesn’t go there! Dang it, I’ll be back.”

With a determined expression, Savannah marched off and started directing the camera operators to another spot. Left alone, I wandered over to the stool and found my guitar on a small stand with a new pick slipped into the strings. Looking around, I wanted to find the kind soul that had done it but couldn’t find anyone to thank in the hubbub. I was saved from standing around awkwardly when the gym’s side door opened, and Mrs. Winslow ushered our music class in with their instruments. I shared grins with Simon and Willa and hurried over.
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“This is wild,” Willa said when I drew close, staring around at the lights and cameras.

“I know, right?” I grinned at my friend, but his face was a sickly green color, and his expression grew more alarmed whenever his eyes strayed a camera. “You okay, Simon?”

“Yea,” his voice cracked on the word, proving the lie.

Willa patted Simon’s arm and gave me a reassuring smile. “He’ll be fine.”

“Who’ll be fine?” Ms. Winslow looked as sickly as Simon, but instead of growing small in her anxiety, she had an air of mania as she looked all about, fingers twisting against one another when they weren’t plucking at her clothing unnecessarily. “It’s Charles and Joann! The show must be starting. Get in your places, everyone! Places!”

Her tone rose into a screech at the end, and she drew in a shuddering breath and pressed a hand to her impressive bosom.

“Why don’t you have a seat, Ms. Winslow,” I said, pointing to my stool. “Savannah and the rest seem to have everything in hand.”

Ms. Winslow gave me a fragile smile and nodded, but the stiff set of her shoulders never relaxed. Even when Savannah came over and put everyone in their places. She looked like she was going to sick up when someone announced it was five minutes to airtime, and she wasn’t the only one.

“I’m going to puke,” Simon made good a few seconds later into a wastebin and was joined by six others, including our teacher.

Someone took away the can and its offal smell before our spray-tanned and powdered hosts arrived, waving like prom queens on a float to the kids crowding the bleachers. The air was buzzing with excitement as the final moments ticked down, but I felt calm as well — water when Savannah shoo’d Ms. Winslow to the back of the class arrangement and pushed me onto the stool.

“Break a leg!” She flashed me a thumbs up and a bright smile and then darted off set to join a small gaggle by the monitors.

The excitement of all the lights and cameras was undeniable, but it didn’t sweep me away like it did the rest of the kids. My class and the bleachers were bouncing in place when the camera flipped from red to green and the call of ‘Action!’ rang out. I could see that storm of thoughts and emotions swirling behind their eyes and I felt a part of it, but the greater part of me was calm and collected, scanning the teleprompter as Charles read out the day’s greeting, the producers as they watched monitors nervously, and others that waited with flash cards to queue the student body audience with applause signs.

Everything became real when Joann mentioned me by name and the camera pointed our way lit up green. I could feel millions of eyes on me suddenly. Like a weight upon my skin, the pressure awoke the same fire I felt on stage, and head cocked back with an arrogance I rarely felt as my fingers danced across the Gibson’s strings, playing a half-improvised riff on a Prince solo.

Joann and the rest were expecting a sharp rock sound, and I watched jaws drop as my hands danced on the instrument. I kept the piece short but added in the heel of my hand as a drumbeat and stifled a smile at the startled reactions of the hosts, crew and audience. When I finished, letting the last note hold for a moment before slapping my fingers on the strings, Joann let out an audible sigh of pleasure before turning back to the camera.

“What a wonderful start to an amazing morning! We’ll be back with you in two,” before turning to her co-host and speaking silently as the camera lights held green for a few seconds then blinked out.

“And we’re out! Two minutes to air! Two minutes!” bellowed a swarthy man who marched across the set, in his wake a flurry of activity. A makeup artist darted forward with a compact to powder Charles and Joann’s faces, assistants bringing bottles of water or notes from the producers.

I was ignored by the assistants, but the make-up artist paused when she passed by me and plucked an errant strand of hair out of my face, tucking it behind an ear. I smiled in thanks, but she didn’t seem to notice as the fingers that moved my hair ran down my cheek in a more than familiar way. When my eyebrows rose, the woman blushed deeply and jerked her hand back.

“Sorry, but your skins so smooth and flawless… What’s your skin care routine?”

“My what?” I snickered a laugh, and her pretty smile twisted with something like annoyance. “I skipped the shower today, but when I do, I use Dove soap. Is that what you mean?”

“Shower? Dove?” she muttered, then shaking her head, she turned to march off set but not before I heard one last angry mutter, “It’s not fair.”

I don’t know what her problem was and didn’t have time to ask when the swarthy man came marching back across the set announcing thirty seconds to air. The set cleared out, and the hosts flashed smiles and thumbs up to the audience as they shifted with excitement. I could feel the tension from Simon and the rest of our class seated nearby and see it on their faces, but when the camera’s light flicked from red to green, a calm settled over me.

What will be, will be.

“Good morning, America!”

“Do we have a treat for you! As part of our ongoing effort to showcase talented young people from all over our great nation, a local school band will be performing. But not until we get those delicious breakfast tacos’ Chef Gordon promised…”

Watching the chef prepare fish tacos in the makeshift kitchen they’d built in the gym was amusing. Especially when the man asked Joann to try a bite of the eggs and a chunk fell into her decolletage.

Her eyes popped, and she reached for a towel, but she wasn’t faster than her co-host who pressed a napkin into the overly firm, pushed up flesh and tried digging out the eggs, only to realize what he was doing when Joann turned her head and stared at him with wide eyes. Blushing so red even the makeup couldn’t hide it the man jerked his hand back and was about to apologize when Joann let out a laugh that cut the tension, turning to the camera she ended the segment and promised to get cleaned up during the commercial break.

As Charles apologized, I caught something in his mannerisms I’d missed over the years watching him on TV and realized why Joann wasn’t offended by the man getting handsy. The crook of his wrist and the faint lisp to his words only appeared when the cameras turned off, and it wasn’t the pretty assistants he smiled widest to but the blonde young man who brought him a cup of coffee.

“Thank you, Daniel,” Charles said to the assistant, his eyes lingering on the young man’s backside as he strode away.

“That was amazing,” a breathless voice in my ear drew me around to find Savannah standing at my shoulder with a harried expression. “But I think you should play something more… Americana. Like Bruce Springsteen or Jim Morrison.”

“Morrison didn’t play guitar,” I shrugged. “But I can play whatever you want. No one said anything, so I just played what came to mind.”

“And you did perfectly,” she reached out to reassure me. The swarthy producer called out, thirty seconds to air and Savannah went to go but stopped for one last whisper before darting away. “Give the network what they want, and I’ll make sure it gets cut into our promo.”

I didn’t know what a promo was, but Willa had been watching us like a hawk and must have understood because the little redhead flashed me a thumbs up and nodded her head so vigorously several people turned to stare. She ignored them and mouthed something to me I couldn’t make out, so I rose to walk over to hear but was immediately waved back down by off-camera crew members and sank back down with a sour frown.

Willa was still mouthing whatever she was saying to me, and Savannah was staring at me expectantly, and a flush of annoyance swept over me. Savannah had asked me to come and play and given me little to no direction on what to play, and now, with seconds before we went back on air, the woman was trying to dictate to me.
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Charles and Joann’s voices droned on as they talked about the weather and a news story from Kansas about a cat saving a child from a dog attack, and then they were introducing Mrs. Winslow and the class.

“All week we’re celebrating school bands across America,” the red light on a camera facing us flicked to green, and the class shifted in their seats uncomfortably as they felt the gazes of millions fall on them, but once again I felt myself sit straighter as things came into sharper focus. “And do we have a special treat for you.”

“Mrs. Winslow and her class are one of the finest school bands in southern California,” Joann continued, “and they’ve prepared a couple of songs for us this morning.”

The producer swung his arm down, pointing at Ms. Winslow in an obvious signal, but the flustered teacher twisted this way and that, seemingly lost as she fumbled with music sheets. The moment stretched, and I saw the beginning of panic tightening around my teachers’ eyes and rose quickly.

“Stand on the mark,” I pointed to a taped ‘X’ on the ground and flipped the pages in her hands to the song we were supposed to play. “All you gotta do is count us in. We've got this.”

She flashed me a smile of pure gratitude and drew herself up, flashing another smile to the class and back at the camera as I took my seat at the electric keyboard. I flashed Simon a grin, but his returning smile was sickly, and then we were playing. The first song we’d practiced was a simple symphony. With the piano as the piece’s spine, it let me guide the class’s performance by keeping our tempo.

I could feel the concentration around me as kids focused for all they were worth on the music sheets in front of them, but my own eyes wandered. To the kids seated in the bleachers, to the producers and crew pausing in their work to listen, and to the hosts who wore expressions of relief and surprise as we played flawlessly.

“An incredible performance, Ms. Winslow,” Charles said with genuine pleasure when we finished. “You and your class should be very proud.”

“Indeed. What a class of remarkable and talented kids,” Joann added. “And speaking of talented. Do we have a treat for you today!” he said, turning back to the cameras. “She comes to us from a little show called Weeks of Our Lives, the incomparable and gorgeous Mia Spalding!”

As the tall, leggy blonde walked on set, waving to the audience, my class breathed a sigh of relief and flashed smiles around. Mx. Winslow gave me a silent thumbs up and mouthed, ‘thank you’, but Savannah was pulling on my elbow, motioning back to the stool and guitar.

“You’re next!” she mouthed, and flashing double thumbs up, backed off the set.

“Wasn’t that a delight?” Joann asked her co-host as Mia Spalding walked off the ‘stage’.

The leggy blonde actress waved to the crowd as she passed by and threw me a wink and mouthed something that took me a second to puzzle out.

“Break a leg,” she’d whispered, and I didn’t miss the spark of interest in the woman’s eyes as she sauntered off, or the extra sway she added to each step. The woman was a TV star when my stepmom was a kid, and she looked every bit as gorgeous now as she did then.

Someone snorted in laughter, and I realized the cameras on me were live and everyone had seen me checking out Mia Spalding's rear as she passed. I could feel the rueful smile on my lips and gave the cameras a little shrug, as if to say, ‘you caught me’, and a burst of laughter from the audience triggered my embarrassment but also relief and I plucked the first three cords of a popular song I knew every kid would recognize and they didn’t disappoint, chanting as one a second later.

“Baby got back!” and burst into laughs and giggles. Even Joann and Charles were chuckling.

I had them all.

Everyone was watching me, even the leggy blonde actress who stood just off ‘stage’ accepting a steaming cup of tea from her assistant stood watching with a cocked eyebrow. Instead of awakening my anxiety or fears, their attention made me feel alive. Every nerve ending awake, my brain fired faster than it ever did for school or homework. I could feel their amusement, their emotions like something alive, shifting into expectation as my fingers strummed a new note on the Gibson.

Music weaves a spell, and I was a wizard that morning. The low bass beats of my joke shifted into the high notes of Bohemian Rhapsody seamlessly. With its popularity from a recent SNL skit turned movie, the crowd recognized it instantly, and even the camera and boom mic operators were nodding along. It was a quick riff, per the producers’ instructions, and over before I knew it, and then we were in a commercial break and the flurry of assistants and makeup artists returned.

“That was amazing!” gushed a plump woman who powdered my face with a brush dipped into a compact, and then she was gone and Savannah returned with instructions for another small performance before the next commercial break.

“Joann and Charles loved it! Especially the flirting with Mia.” I expected a hint of something, but the tall blond waved away a second makeup artist that was buzzing closer with a brush in one hand, an eye to attack my hair. “Women in our preferred demographic are going to love you,” she smirked at the retreating makeup artist. “Case in point. If you play your cards right, you could have a permanent spot on the show.”

“If it doesn’t help my band get a record deal, I’m not really interested,” I pushed my hair back behind one ear and winced, waiting for the tirade people in power gave when you refused their offers of help, but the woman just barked a laugh.

“You have a demo tape?” The question caught me off guard, and she read the answer from my expression. “Get a demo tape. The networks have a record label, or the corporation that owns the network, also owns one,” she shrugged. “You get a demo tape, and I’ll get it to someone at the label.”

“Seriously?” She nodded and threw a glance over her shoulder at Simon and Willa. “I’m not promising anything, but if they can play half as well as you can, you’ll get gigs as a cover band if nothing else.”

“Twenty seconds to air!”

The tall blonde threw a glare at the swarthy crew member, who bellowed and wiggled a finger in her ear before marching off set. Her offer had me bouncing in my seat, and I almost missed the next cue when the school band played. The rest of the class were buzzing with excitement as they left the stage after our piece, but I had to linger behind for one more performance coming out of a commercial break.

I was alone on our corner of the set, without their familiar presence nearby and the audience hidden behind bright lights. Nerves struck me for the first time, and I rubbed sweaty palms on my jeans when the swarthy man called thirty seconds to air. I looked around for a friend but saw no one, and the nerves started edging into panic, then a figure caught my eye.

A silhouette I would recognize anywhere.
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Standing at the top of the bleachers alone, she hovered above the bright lights like an angel. I couldn’t make out her eyes, but the flash of white told me she knew I’d found her. My stepmom and I might be at an awkward patch, but she never failed to show up when I needed her.

The camera’s light flickered from red to green, and the operator pointed at me to cue me in. I’d agreed to play a BB King song, but it didn’t feel appropriate, and sudden inspiration took me. The hard seven-note intro of Smoke on the Water rolled out of the Gibson, and my fingers picked up the rest of the song’s notes as my thumb continued to hammer the hard-charging chords.

The sound was so clean, so precise that it took the audience and the show’s hosts a moment to realize I was the only person playing. Then a woman’s woot of approval from the stands broke their stunned silence, and their roaring noise washed over me.

“Wonderful!” Joann said with a grin so wide it was just short of maniacal.

“That was Dean Graveson playing us back, and what a remarkable talent he is,” Charles smiled at his co-host, but she was still clapping towards me and his smile turned sour.

“Really remarkable,” Joann breathed out a sigh and even dropped her chin into her palm, elbow resting on her chair’s armrest. “And a dreamboat. The girls must go crazy for those eyes… and that hair…”

“Joann,” the man’s face was a mask of cheerfulness, but there was no mistaking the edge in his voice and the audience chortled when Joann popped upright with a faint blush and turned back to her co-host, acting as if nothing had happened.

“Now we take you to our news desk with today’s latest. Rebecca is in New York. Rebecca what can you tell us about the latest in Cosovo?”

“It was a day of tragedy…”

I wanted to continue listening to the news, but a crew member ushered me off stage, along with the chair and guitar stand. I saw my class streaming out the gym doors onto the basketball courts, but Savannah caught my arm before I could join them.

“The executive producer called, and I was right. They want to give you a recurring spot on the show! He wants to sign a contract now, two grand an episode and your name in the credits.”

I frowned and would have turned her down if Heather Overton hadn’t slipped between me and the taller blonde, breaking the woman’s grip on my elbow as she slipped an arm in mine.

“There are rules about negotiating with talent directly,” Heather cocked an eyebrow at the taller woman. Should I call CAA and tell them NBC no longer respects their agents?”

“Overton!” Savannah’s hands fluttered to her lips, and if I knew women better, I’d say she was star-struck. “This isn’t… I would never…” gathering herself visibly, cheeks a violent shade of crimson, she drew herself to her full height and dipped a head in apology. “It was never my intention to-.”

“Pshh,” Heather waved a dismissive hand. “Forget it, but don’t let it happen again. My mothers taken a personal interest in Dean’s career. If you want his genius on Goor Morning, NBC will pay,” rubbing her thumb against her fingers, Heather flashed the taller woman a wink before letting me steer her towards the exit.

Savannah’s reaction was visceral when Heather mentioned her mother, and she stiffened. “Of course we will respect your representation,” Savannah said to me, careful not to look at Heather. “And I assure you no offense was meant.”

“None taken,” I said and might have said more, but Heather waved her fingers at the producer in dismissal, and the woman retreated with a sour twist to her lips.

Over the woman’s shoulder I spied Simon and Willa darting out of the gym through a side door. The pair ignored the bustle around them and disappeared from the chaos. By the glint in their eyes and the eager curl of their grins, I guessed where they were headed and planned to steer clear for the next couple of hours.

“I wouldn’t have been rude, but the nerve!” When I cocked an eyebrow, Heather blew out through pursed lips in annoyance and shook her long blond hair.

“Seemed like a nice offer-.”

“No,” Heather said firmly, cutting me off. “Industry minimum for a guest spot should be closer to six grand, not two, and connecting you with an executive, without asking about your representation?” Heather shook her head harder, pushing aside the heavy curtains blocking sound from outside and pushed into sunlight. “If Mom were here, she’d have made that woman cry.”

“Who would I make cry?”

Claire’s cool, commanding tone pulled my attention like a loadstone, and Heather stiffened against my side. The basketball courts were crowded with kids, teachers and production staff, but a circle of space stood around Claire and the woman beside her. The tall blonde’s severe frown softened when her eyes fell on me and her lips curved into a small, secretive smile.

“Is someone on the production staff making your life difficult?” her smile growing fierce, “Point them out to me.”

“Nothing like that,” I blurted, my attention focusing on the woman beside her. “They just mentioned a guest spot.”

“An insulting offer,” Heather muttered under her breath. Her eyes were locked on the woman beside her mother too, though she tried not to stare.

She wasn’t the only one staring. Claire Overton drew more than a few looks from the milling crowd, with her mane of golden hair and bright, classy clothes, but most were locked on the dark-haired beauty beside her. My stepmom wore a simple, tight band shirt and a pair of Levi’s that hugged her hips like they’d been painted on. Claire was sculpted by a surgeon to make men drool, but my stepmom was built by the gods.

She stood with a relaxed aloofness that contrasted with Claire’s careful presentation. At ease in her own skin, she accepted their attention without acknowledging it, her eyes watching me carefully.

“Is this what you want to do?” My stepmom motioned to the makeshift stage inside the gym and cocked an eyebrow. When I shook my head, she smiled. “Tell them that. People understand the truth. They respect it.”

Her voice has such calm confidence that Claire was nodding in agreement, her body language like that of a younger sister hovering at the shoulder of a cool older sister until she realized it and stiffened, smile growing a touch brittle. Then my stepmom surprised Claire and Heather by stepping forward with a warm smile. Heather stiffened and drew her arm out of mine, but my stepmom caught her hands in her own and, standing close, spoke softly enough that I barely heard.

“You’re good for Anna and Dean. If he messes this up, tell me and I’ll kick his ass.”

Heather blushed but smiled and nodded, her grin widening when my mom turned and gave me a wink.

“I gotta head back to the station, just wanted to say bravo,” drawing me into a hug. The world’s ills faded to nothing as the herbal-sweet scent of her hair filled my nostrils. “You were amazing. Your dad would be so proud.”

Drawing back, I caught a hint of emotion about her eyes, and then she was gone, dark hair sweeping about her shoulders as she waved a farewell to Claire and marched off. Crowd parting for her like the sea before a ship. Somehow her Chuck Taylors were better than any set of heels at making her hips sway hypnotically, and I wasn’t the only one whose eyes became a tractor beam to those perfect swells.

“Jesus,” Heather breathed at my side, then caught her mother’s envious stare and couldn’t stop a laugh from escaping. Claire turned to her daughter with an annoyed frown that softened when Heather kept snickering.

“Stop that,” she said, but without her usual edge, and I caught her glancing back to steal a final frowning stare at my stepmom before she disappeared. “Your mother is an impressive woman, Dead.”

I could tell she wanted to say more, but Ms. Winslow bustled up and flashed a smile of apology to Claire and Heather.

“I’m sorry, I need to borrow Dean for a few minutes.”

Ms. Winslow’s hand clamped onto my upper arm possessively, and she was about to steer me away when Heather stepped close and raised an eyebrow, stopping the teacher.

“His obligations are over, and class rest of the day’s classes are cancelled. What do you need him for?”

The older woman’s mouth gaped like a fish out of water, opening and closing until she remembered her authority and gathered herself. Claire had been watching the interaction with interest, especially Ms. Winslow’s possessive grip on my arm and the woman’s bright red cheeks. I saw her smile go from amused to sly, and her voice cut through the tension like a knife.

“We’re having a barbecue to celebrate Dean’s performance on Sunday, our house,” Heather blinked in surprise at her mother, but Claire’s attention was on Ms. Winslow, whose smile wilted before the gorgeous blonde. “You should come, Ms. Winslow. You’ve obviously invested in seeing him succeed.”

Ms. Winslow’s cheeks had been red before, but they turned a scarlet so deep I worried she might pass out from the rush of blood to her head.

“I… I… Of course I’d love to,” the shorter woman managed, voice tight and eyes scanning to make sure we weren’t being overheard by the dispersing crowd.

Claire nodded as if that was settled and gave me a wink. “Bring a bathing suit Sunday. I’ll have the pool opened.” Then turning to Heather, she rested a hand on her daughter’s shoulder and shared a smile filled with secrets and with a final glance in the direction my stepmom had gone, she turned on a heel and marched in the opposite, back straight and long skirt swishing around tanned calves.

The thought of Claire in a bikini was enough for me to get over the awkwardness of a party held in my honor. The whole idea of it made my skin crawl, but that woman in a string bikini? I’ll be there in a clown suit with bells on if that’s what it takes. I was rolling the thought around in my head when I realized Ms. Winslow still held my arm. When I looked down at her hand, she released it with a start.

“I didn’t mean to be so forward… There’s just… somewhere I think we should go.”

“Then let’s go,” Heather said, those brilliant blue eyes locked on the older woman with an expression I couldn’t place.

Ms. Winslow stared back, cheeks going pink for a moment, then, oddly, her eyes swept up and down Heather and a faint giggle escaped her throat. I was wondering if my music teacher had broken under the stress of being on camera. I might have puzzled through her strange behavior if I wasn’t distracted by the thought of Claire in a bikini and a day by the pool.
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Iwas still rolling the image around in my head as we walked into the school building and upstairs. Heather and Ms. Winslow walked in silence, and I thought there was tension between the two until Ms. Winslow, or maybe dislike, then the teacher turned to the blonde with a fawning smile.

“I’ve seen all your movies! I watched Wagons West three times in the theatre with my sister.” Her smile had something of hero worship in it as she gazed up at the blonde girl. “We cried every time. You were so powerful as Edith.”

“I spent three months limping because of those dang boots,” she said it in character, with a twang to her words that drew a laugh from Ms. Winslow.

“So good! Is Darren Baker as sexy in person as he is on screen? When he took your mom, I mean the character’s mom, down by the lake,” Ms. Winslow fanned her cheeks as if I wasn’t there. “I almost fainted.”

Heather leaned close and whispered, “Don’t spread this around because he’s not out, but Darren’s practically married to Henry, the bandit leader.”

“Gay?” she asked with interest, and Heather confirmed it with a nod.

I cleared my throat, not uncomfortable per se, but feeling ignored. Neither woman seemed to notice as they gossiped about the Wagon’s West cast and behind-the-scenes drama. While I listened with half an ear and wondered what we were doing on the third floor.

We turned down a darkened hallway as Heather told Ms. Winslow about one of the actresses’ botched surgeries, and then we were at a pair of solid steel doors with music thumping from behind them. When I reached for the door handle, Ms. Winslow grabbed my wrist, stopping me. Her nervous gaze wasn’t on me but on the tall blonde teen beside me. Before she could say anything, Heather spoke.

“Aren’t you going to open the door?” Something passed between the women's eyes when Heather raised an eyebrow, and I saw Ms. Winslow's nervousness fade and the curious interest from earlier was back. “I’d hate for the surprise to be ruined.”

“Surprise?” I thought I could hear Aerosmith from inside, but the sounds were muffled, and I had to strain to hear anything.

Ms. Winslow drew herself up after darting a glance up and down the hallway to make certain we were alone. Smoothing her blouse down, she rested a hand on my upper arm, large breasts pressed against it.

“Elenore and I wanted to do something….” Taking a deep breath, she started again. “That is, we wanted to…”

Heather snorted her amusement at the teacher’s shyness and stepped in front of me to face the woman. Catching her eye, Ms. Winslow’s tongue froze, then Heather shocked both of us by leaning forward and kissing the older woman. Heat flooded me at the sight, and Ms. Winslow stiffened, but only for an instant then she moaned and leaned into the kiss, surprising me.

Heather broke the kiss off with a knowing smile as Ms. Winslow’s breath drew ragged. Leaning back, Heather kicked the heavy steel door open with a heel, revealing the inside of the small music storage room. All the instruments had been pushed to one side, and a single armchair was sitting against one wall with a makeshift mattress, formed from pillows and couch cushions was arranged on the other.

A small boombox pulsed music as a pair of figures twisted together in the open space. I forgot all about Heather kissing my music teacher as I took in the sight of another teacher as she writhed to the music beside a gorgeous young woman in a matching outfit. Hard rock music washed over me as I took in the gorgeous view.

“I think he likes it,” Anna grinned.

Ms. Gray, slender hips swaying and long legs flashing like a model, stepped around the other woman and hooked a finger under my chin. Anna flashed Heather a smile and gave Ms. Winslow such a wicked up-and-down look that the other woman shivered. Leading me to the chair, Anna pushed me in it and kissed me deeply but moved away when I reached out for her, tapping me once on the nose and winking.

“Uh uh uh,” she grinned, stepping out of my reach and slipping back into her dance with Ms. Gray. “You get to watch, big boy.”

The heavy metal doors clicked shut, locking in place when Heather turned and pushed Ms. Winslow against it, hands pulling the older woman into a fiery kiss. Tongues pushed together, and my dick sprang to stiffness when I saw my music teacher’s eyelids flutter and one of her hands gripping Heather’s firm ass. The sight of the gorgeous young actress and sexy teacher going at it would have been enough to drive me wild, but my attention was split between them and Anna, who writhed together with Ms. Gray, eyes watching me as they stripped clothes off one another.

I wanted to say this was too much, that I didn’t deserve it, but my tongue wouldn’t work. It clove to the roof of my mouth as inch after delicious inch of bare flesh was revealed. I felt like a true rockstar watching Heather and Ms. Winslow tumble onto the makeshift mattress. The blonde had pulled the other woman’s blouse and bra off and was marveling at her huge breasts, running her fingers over their curves as Abigail writhed beneath her, eyes wide with wonder as she watched the young starlet wrap her lips around her nipple.

“Mghh!” Ms. Winslow arched her back into the touch and then pulled the blonde up into a passionate kiss.

I seemed to have been forgotten by the pair, as Abigail rolled Heather onto her back and began peeling the blonde’s clothes off and kissing the pale skin as it was revealed. Meanwhile, Anna and Ms. Gray had stripped one another down to lacy black bras and panties, my teacher wearing a set of garters that showed off her long legs to perfection.

Anna grinned as she stepped behind the teacher and slipped a hand down the woman's stomach, fingers tickling the waistline of her panties. Ms. Gray’s eyes flashed wide in trepidation, but when they focused on me and the tent pushing at my pants. Her lips curled into a seductive grin, and she leaned back into Anna, turning to kiss the girl’s cheek. A low, husky moan escaped her throat when Anna’s hand slipped within the panties and her legs trembled nearly giving out.

Now it was Heather on her back, clothes stripped away by my music teacher, all but her panties, and the older woman kissed her way down the teen’s perfect breasts and firm stomach. The older woman stared up into Heather’s blue eyes as she drew the panties down the girl's long, slender legs and let out a small whimper of pleasure when the blonde’s hands gently drew her between her thighs.

“Fucking A…”
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The words escaped me as I watched Heather’s back arch and her legs curl up, closing around the older woman’s head. The wet sounds of her pleasure reached me over the music and the women’s moans. Anna was watching her friend enjoy the teachers’ ministrations, but Ms. Gray’s eyes were locked on the tent in my pants still, she and Anna now seated on the ground, thighs parted as she shivered with pleasure.

Ms. Gray turned to Anna and whispered something in her ear, making the teen grin. Anna winked at me, and her working fingers redoubled their efforts, causing Elenor to twist against her. The older woman’s face was etched with pleasure, thighs shivering and lips quivering until I watched the orgasm roll through her body. Anna wore a look of triumph as the teacher gripped her arm as if it was a lifeline, thighs slamming closed.

“Nghhhaaa!”

It was Heather’s turn to writhe in pleasure, the teacher’s wide hips flexing as she worked over the teen’s pussy. The older woman had no shame or embarrassment as she pushed her mouth against those smooth lips, tongue driving deep as her eyes watched the young starlet inch closer and closer to her peak. She was locked onto Heather’s delicate features with an intensity that should have scared the girl. Instead, Heather hissed in pleasure when she looked down, biting her bottom lip as she ran her fingers through Ms. Winslow’s dark hair, cupping the sides of her head gently before a shiver passed through her body.

“Don’t… stop…”

Heather’s back arched again, slender body stretching as her face contorted in ecstasy. I wanted to watch every second, but Heather and Ms. Gray were pushing between my legs, fingers plucking at my belt and pants, tugging them down as they giggled like schoolgirls. The blonde teacher was still breathless from her orgasm, but her touch was frantic until my cock sprang from my pants, then she sighed in pleasure and leaning forward planted a wet kiss on the underside.

It was my turn to moan in pleasure as Anna, flashing me a grin of delight, took me into her hot mouth, her lips meeting my math teacher as she slid down my length. Heather was recovering, pulling the blonde teacher up and into a heated kiss, the gorgeous teen rolling the pretty MILF onto her side as their hands caressed each other.

“Gluk gluk gluk,” Ms. Gray watched Anna take me to the back of her throat in awe. Biting her bottom lip, she took the teen’s place a moment later and tried to take all of me down her throat but only managed half.

“Hggghkg!”

Bodies pressed together, Anna and Elenore took turns sucking me deep, then trading me back and forth, their lips touching as I slipped from one mouth to another. I was hard as steel between their ministrations, and if the sight of the busty teacher and Anna worshipping me wasn’t enough, watching Heather and the blonde teacher fingering one another and making out did.

While Anna and Ms. Gray licked and sucked me, heads bobbing over my lap, Anna and Ms. Winslow broke off their kiss and, grinning at one another, crawled over. Anna gave the first gasp when Ms. Winslow’s tongue pushed into her pussy from behind, then the teen moaned in pleasure and flexed her hips back. Ms. Gray’s eyes went wide, then rolled back under the eyelids as the wet sounds reached my ears.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum,” I husked out, earning a happy mewl of pleasure from Anna.

Heather and Ms. Winslow broke off when they heard me moan. Rising, the pair circled around to my sides. Just as the pleasure washed over me, Heather pressed herself close, pulling my face up into a kiss, and then I was torn away to kiss Ms. Winslow, her tongue pushing into my mouth as the orgasm rolled through me. Pleasure washed through me as my cum shot into Anna and Ms. Winslow’s mouths. The pair turned to one another, kissing the cum back and forth, tongues pushing it into each other’s mouths as Heather leaned down and sucked my still-sensitive cock into her mouth.

“Nngh,” I groaned as the intense pleasure edged towards pain, then the brunette teacher joined the starlet, her tongue running over my balls.

Anna and my math teacher were pressed together on the mattress, their hands running over each other’s thighs, plucking at garters and tugging the last of their clothing off. My own hands explored Heather and Ms. Winslow, delighting in the teen’s slender body and the MILF’s soft curves, as they licked and sucked me hard.

I couldn’t sit passively anymore, and once my dick was hard, I rose, eyes fixed on the two asses presented to me. Heather flashed a knowing smile to Ms. Gray as they guided me forward, the teen’s fingers circling the base of my dick, guiding it into Anna’s fiery pussy.

“Oh God, yes!”

Anna whipped her head back, long dark hair swooping across her back, and I got to watch pleasure wash over her features as I sank deep into her pussy. Ms. Gray was beneath her, hands caressing her features and then turning her face back, and I heard more than saw the pair kiss, wet tongues twisting together as I pulled back and thrust deep into her tightness.

“Nghh…. Nghhh!”

On one side was my music teacher, her large soft breasts pushed around my face as her fingers ran through my hair, and on the other was the gorgeous starlet. Heather looked like a sex goddess, skin slick with sweat and eyes ablaze with passion. She drove me forward with a hand on my ass, her other stroking Anna’s back as the teen shivered with her first orgasm.

“Mhmm, did you cum?” the blonde teen asked Anna, grinning when Anna gave a shudder and nodded in reply, too shaky for words. “Good.”

I would have kept fucking Anna, but Heather pulled my dick free and angled it down, her blue eyes alive with a wild hunger as she directed me to fuck my math teacher. Driving to the hilt in one thrust, it was hard to tell if Ms. Gray groaned louder than Heather. The blonde was fucking the air, moving her hips in time with mine as I took the teacher with powerful thrusts.

“Oh… God… I’m… wait… wait… oh God, I’m ngHGNNN!”

The brunette had shifted off the teacher, and was pushing the woman’s breasts together, letting them sway with each of my thrusts. It was hot and sweaty in the press of flesh, but my focus was locked on the shivering pussy gripping my dick. As Ms. Gray orgasmed again and again, my hips lost their rhythm, and I could feel another orgasm rushing through me.

“Cumming,” I growled, and Ms. Winslow’s eyes flashed open wide, her mouth opening in a silent scream of pleasure as load after load of cum shot into her pussy, flooding it.

Sweat streamed down my brow and dripped off my nose, but I barely paid it any mind as I was pulled down beside the well-fucked women. Lips found mine, Ms. Winslow’s tongue pushing into my mouth as Heather sucked my dick clean and didn’t stop until I was hard again.

The album rolled over to the ‘B’ sidetracks and a softer ballad came on, sapping our frenetic energy. The energy didn’t dissipate, but morphed into something gentler, more intimate.

Hands pulled me onto the makeshift mattress as the women pressed in close. My lips were never free as Anna slid her hips atop mine. The brunette slid down my length with a stifled moan as Heather pressed a heated kiss to her lips. The teens clung to one another as Anna rode me. I could only catch glimpses of them making out as Ms. Gray and Ms. Winslow switched off between kissing me and making out with each other.

Anna took her pleasure from my dick, riding it to a shuddering orgasm. With dark hair hanging down her back in a wild mane and sweat beading her skin, she was a vision. Then she was replaced by Ms. Winslow, who stole the seat after Anna and Heather tumbled beside me in a tangle of limbs.

My music teacher leaned down to push her huge breasts in my face. Her body shook as I drove up into her, my cock sliding to the hilt with ease in her overflowing wetness. I’d never felt the woman so turned on, but I felt another gush of her juices when she looked over at Heather and Anna’s passionate kiss.

“God!... This is so wild,” the MILF turned back and flashed me a grin, her wide ass shaking as I drove deep, earning a groan of pleasure from her.

One hand slipped to Abigail’s wide hips, while the other circled Elenor’s, pulling the slender blonde close. I gripped the MILF’s ass, loving her eager hiss when I slipped a finger inside her.

“Bend over,” I grinned, slapping Elenor’s ass hard, “right here.”

“Naughty boy,” the tall blonde giggled as she got into position, pressing the dark-haired teacher beneath her, their asses stacked up before me.

Heather and Anna were watching with matching grins as I pulled out of Ms. Winslow and drove up into Ms. Gray. The blonde’s moan of pleasure was stifled by Abigail kissing her, and then Anna and Heather disentangled their limbs and drew to either side of me. As I alternated between the two teachers, they whispered in my ears, goading me on as they took turns kissing me and each other.

“Make them beg for it!” Heather husked in one ear, as my hips slapped into Ms. Winslow’s wide ass. Abigail didn’t hold back as the orgasm ripped through her body, ass slamming back into me as a hissing cry of pleasure escaped her.

“When you cum,” Anna’s eyes were alight with a fire I’d rarely seen in them, as she watched me fuck our teachers. “I want to see you coat their slutty faces… You hear that?” she gave a hard slap to Ms. Gray’s pale ass, earning moans of agreement from the pair.

The sight of my sexy teachers bent over, atop one another, moaning and begging for my cock should have been the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. But they couldn’t compete with Heather and Anna when the pair leaned across the MILF’s backs and began kissing, fingers trailing across one another’s skin, teasing and caressing.

Michaelangelo and Da Vinci both couldn’t have done the sight justice, not with every color in the universe. It wasn’t just their beauty that struck me so deeply. The starlet and my dark-haired friend had let go of their inhibitions and given themselves over to the growing connection they shared. Making their kiss so intimate, so passionate that I felt like I was intruding watching it, even as they turned to flash me matching grins.

“I’m going to… I’m gonna cum,” Abigail's pussy had just gripped me, of a long string of orgasms and I could feel my own rushing through me.

Heather and Anna’s grins widened when Ms. Gray and Ms. Winslow scrambled off one another and twisted around on the mattress. The sudden loss was replaced immediately by two stroking hands as the teen’s fingers interlaced beneath my girth and they drew close to my sides. I was too far gone to care, but I watched as they stroked my throbbing cock above the faces of my teachers.

“I want it.” Ms. Gray’s tongue ran along her upper lip as she pressed her cheek to Elenor’s, one hand holding up a pale breast as the other drew the other teacher tight to her side. “Give it to us.”

Ms. Winslow didn’t speak, but her eyes were wide as saucers, pleading with me behind the haziness of her recent orgasm. Mouth opened wide and tongue reaching out to swipe at the tip of my dick, she pushed her huge breasts up, fingers pinching and rolling the nipples until the first white line of cum shot across her face. Then she let out a groan of pleasure and closed her eyes, holding in place beside Elenore, as Anna and Heather stroked my dick, coating the MILF’s faces in rope after rope of hot cum.

“Jesus,” Anna breathed, turning and grinning not at me but at Heather, who shared her look of wonder.

Heart pounding, I caught my breath and looked down and saw what they were amazed by. The two teachers were kneeling, chests heaving and tongues questing about their lips to lap up the gallon of jizz I’d coated their faces in. It looked obscener than any porno movie, and I instantly felt guilty and wanted to grab a towel for them or something, only they didn’t seem to want it. While I was still feeling guilty, the pair of MILFs turned to one another and began kissing and licking my cum off each other’s faces before tumbling back.

“Think you can do that again?”

Heather’s voice had a husky, hungry edge to it, and the teen didn’t give me a chance to answer before she and Anna were upon me. The pair didn’t give me a break but took their time getting me hard. Between their gentle fingers and worshipful mouths, they were soon bent over and presenting their firm little asses to me. The wild need from earlier was gone, and I took charge, directing Ms. Gray to lay down and lap at my balls, which she did with an eager grin, and Abigail to be at my side, her huge breasts shaking and swaying with my every thrust into the teen’s tight pussies.

Anna and Heather tortured me, not letting me move in them when I drew close to orgasm and edging me, while riding out their own massive orgasms and making out with each other. It was heaven and hell being surrounded by the greatest pleasures and sights, while not being able to cum. Finally, I could take no more, and when Heather went to pull off me, having sensed my steel-hard cock was nearing the brink, I gripped her hips like a vise and slammed deep.

“Ughhgaawwwdddd, Mhmm I think… He’s… oh gawd!”

Anna looked back at me and read my expression, then she was out from under us. It didn’t take more than two or three strokes before I lost my rhythm and the cum came burning out of my balls. My teachers were there, their hands less coordinated and smooth-moving than the teens as they stroked me off, but they were no less fascinated or awed as my cock pulsed rope after rope of cum across the girls’ faces.

I collapsed onto the chair, spent and sated. Watching the girls make out. This was one of the wildest days I’d ever had, but it was only the beginning. Battle of the Bands was only a week away, and who knew what would come after it. An album? Tour? Music videos?

Anna and Heather rose and drew me to the waiting pair of teachers. The older women wore expressions I’d seen from fans in the crowd, a mixture of worship and awe. I let it fuel my ego as Heather and Anna joined them. If we ever got to make a music video, those two would be in it, I promised myself. Then, letting go of all my worries, I sank back into the moment, losing myself in the sweaty tangle of limbs.

To Be Continued…
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Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Five: Frisco Fling

Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Six: Northern Rush

Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Seven: Dogs of War

Series: Vox-AI: The Simulation

Vox-AI: The Simulation - Book One: A Space Harem

Vox-AI: The Simulation - Book Two: The Pirate Queen

Series: God-Kings Harem (A Taboo Magical Harem Fantasy) (Completed)

Crowning of the King

Drums of War

Assassin’s Gamble

A Noble Mount

Birth of an Empire

Enemies & Allies

Sword & Plow

Prophecies End

Rock God

Rock God: Part One

Rock God: Part Two

Rock God: Part Three

Series: Stir Crazy

Stir Crazy: Part One

Stir Crazy: Part Two

Series: The Playmates

The Playmates: Part One

The Playmates: Part Two

The Playmates: Part Three

Series: Penthouse Sisters

Penthouse Sisters: Part One

Penthouse Sisters: Part Two

Series: Summer of Sisters

Summer of Sisters: Part One

Summer of Sisters: Part Two

Summer of Sisters: Part Three

Series: Taking the Lead

Taking the Lead: Part One

Taking the Lead: Part Two

Taking the Lead: Part Three

Series: The Golden Age

The Golden Age: The Novel (Bundle)

The Golden Age: Part One

The Golden Age: Part Two

The Golden Age: Part Three

Series: MILF Neighborhood

MILF Neighborhood: The Novel (Bundle)

MILF Neighborhood: Part Two

MILF Neighborhood: Part Three

MILF Neighborhood: Part Four

MILF Neighborhood: Part Five

Series: Summer of MILFs

Summer of MILFs: Part One

Summer of MILFs: Part Two

Summer of MILFs: Part Three

Summer of MILFs: Part Four

Summer of MILFs: Part Five

Series: Lost at Sea

Taboo Family Crusoe: Part One

Taboo Family Crusoe: Part Two

Other works by Nick Storming

Stand Alone Novels

Bad Grades - A Taboo Harem Fantasy

The Power - Taboo Harem Fantasy

MILF Apartments - Harem Fantasy

Rockstar Harem - Harem Fantasy

The Species Imperative - Post-Apocalyptic Harem Fantasy

Harem on the Prairie - Taboo Harem Fantasy

Stand Alone Novellas

Snowed In: Taboo FFM Fantasy

Mommy’s All-Star: Taboo Harem Fantasy

Magic Seed: Taboo Harem Fantasy

Taboo Foreign Exchange: Taboo Harem Fantasy

Mother’s Helping Hands: Taboo Harem Fantasy

Taboo Cabin Fever: Taboo Harem Fantasy

Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage!: Taboo Harem Fantasy

Mommy’s College Prep: Taboo Harem Fantasy

Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance

MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy

Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo FFM Fantasy

A Mother’s Awakening – Taboo MILF Fantasy

Short Stories

The First Subject’s – Part One

Mother’s Motivation

Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy

Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy

The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy

Milk Farmer: Runaway Transformation

Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy

Sign up for the newsletter to get updates on stories and exclusive content not available on Amazon!
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