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Iarrived at my math class early, for the first time in weeks, and sank into my seat, pulling out my book. Mrs. Gray entered and blinked in surprise at finding me in my seat. She flashed a pleased smile when she noticed me reading the book she’d assigned me as extra credit. I was just getting back into it when a shadow fell over my desk, and I looked to find her hovering above me.

“You’re already halfway through?”

“Yeah,” I grinned. “I didn’t know Mick was such a good businessman.”

“A hidden talent,” the echo of Mrs. Shapiro from this morning put me back in that place and I felt my cheeks heat. “And what have you found the most fascinating so far?”

“How they transformed from a gig managing business, to a well-organized operation that handles stadium tours…”

Mrs. Gray listened as I spoke about what I’d read. She asked a couple of questions, pressing on my understanding, and seemed pleased at the answers I gave. The class was filling up, and she looked around at the kids sitting with a frown, and I found myself missing the wide smile that had illuminated her beauty.

“We’ll continue this discussion later,” bending down she spoke in a voice so low the kids sitting nearest me couldn’t make it out. “Come by my office this afternoon. We can continue it then.”

My eyes betrayed me and dipped to take in the deep shadow of her plunging neckline before I could force them back to her face. When her words registered, I frowned, and seeing the expression, she cocked a questioning eyebrow.

“I have a meeting with Mrs. Winslow this afternoon.”

“With Abigail?” Heat entered her eyes but was gone an instant later as a stiff smile worked its way onto her lips. “I’ll understand if you can’t make it today, but remember, your grade’s riding on this.”

I hunched my shoulders and nodded. The band and music were taking up more and more of my headspace, but I didn’t want to see the disappointment in my stepmom’s eyes if I failed out of a class, or even got a ‘D’. I put the book away and focused on Mrs. Gray as she began the lecture.

The woman was in her middle years, older than Mrs. Winslow, but not by much. Hair a darker brown and straight, it flowed down her back. While my music teacher was pleasantly rounded, Mrs. Gray had a slenderer waist and smaller ass, but her breasts were some of the most massive I’d ever seen. Trapped in a thick bra, and beneath loose sweaters most of the time, that brief peek had set my heart hammering my chest.

You’re already sleeping with one teacher, I thought to myself. You don’t need more drama in your life.

The thought hovered over my mind all class, but it wasn’t enough to stop my brain. Tucking the hard-on under my belt before standing, my cheeks heated when Mrs. Gray flashed me a smile as I left class. Feeling like a degenerate, I joined the other kids flowing through the halls and smiled in relief when I spotted Simon.

My friend waved, but it wasn’t at me. Seeing his expression open, and the pure joy enter it, I wasn’t surprised when Willa bounced around a corner and into his arms. The pair drew a few stares as they kissed in the hall, and Simon tried to peel out of her arms when he noticed, but lost the battle to Willa’s lips as she locked her arms around his neck.

“Oh, hi Dean,” he blushed when they broke off and he noticed me standing beside them.

Willa arched an eyebrow when she saw me and, grabbing my shirt with a surprisingly strong little fist, jerked me and Simon into an alcove in the hall. Her features were tight, but her eyes danced with curiosity as she asked, “So?! What happened last night after we left?”

“Uhh…” I rubbed the back of my head, and Willa chortled at my expression.

“Come on,” she pressed, grinning. “I want every detail.”

“Willa,” Simon warned, earning a sniff from the girl.

“Fine,” she pouted. “I’ll just get it from Anna.”

Simon rolled his eyes, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Last practice tonight before the big show,” she said as we fell in beside one another. “You guys as excited as I am?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, my grin slipping when I saw Simon swallow hard.

“I feel sick every time I think about it,” he admitted.

“You were fine once we started playing last night,” Willa reminded him. “Once we’re on stage, the nerves will fall away. Promise.”

Simon wasn’t reassured by her words, but I knew they were right. He might not recognize it now, but his nerves weren’t as bad as they had been the day before. My own worries had little to do with the talent show, and I pushed them down as we headed to music class. I was following Simon and Willa into class when I spotted Anna walking down the hall.

It was a second before I noticed the golden-haired beauty at her side. Her low, hip-hugging jeans and the tiny, lacy black shirt that covered her upper half trapped my eyes. The blouse revealed little skin, but accentuated her high, firm breasts and the slender sweep of her torso so perfectly, half the stares the pair drew were on her.

Wondering what was so interesting they didn’t even look around as they talked, I slipped onto my bench and leafed through the music sheets laid out for me. Mrs. Winslow was all business once the bell rang and so was the class.

The prospect of being on TV held little interest for me, but it did for the rest of the kids, and they threw themselves into the music with a determination they hadn’t shown before. It was so serious to them that arguments broke out when some didn’t learn fast enough. The change was welcome, and I wasn’t bored once during class.

When the bell rang, I gathered up my stuff to go, but found Mrs. Winslow hovering nearby. She signaled for me to stay behind, and I waved for Simon and Willa to go on without me.

“They’re taking this so seriously. I wish this happened with every class.”

“I know,” I agreed. “Think they’ll be good enough to send in the tape?”

She considered it for a moment and nodded. “If they keep this focus throughout, definitely.” Setting a stack of sheets on her desk, she turned to me, expression shifting, and a flirtatious light entered her eyes. “I owe you for missing our meeting yesterday. You’ll let me make up for you this afternoon?”

I winced, “Mrs. Gray wants to meet with me at two. About my grade.”

“Is it bad?”

My wince deepened, and I shrugged. “I think I can salvage it.”

“Make sure you do. Education’s an important thing… Speaking of which… If you aren’t busy later, I could stick around after my last class.”

She bit her bottom lip, and I almost laughed aloud at her expression. Hesitant but unwilling to pass up the opportunity, she practically trembled, and a flush passed through me at the power I had over this woman.

“You’d do that for me?”

“I’d do anything for you,” she breathed, remembering where she was an instant before pressing her soft body against me. Straightening with a flush to her cheeks, she flashed a tight-lipped smile to the kids entering for her next class.

“It’s a date then.” I winked and walked with a light step as I headed into the halls.

The rest of the day passed by in a rush, and I waved farewell to Simon and Willa as they headed to his mom’s car. Mrs. Shapiro didn’t glance in my direction and, from her stiff movements and crimson cheeks, she was still embarrassed by her behavior earlier in the morning.

Happy I didn’t have to confront that awkwardness, I headed deeper into the building.
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Ifound a warren of tiny offices, their windows papered over to give the occupants privacy. The first thing I noticed was the skunky scent of pot, and small puffs of the smoke rolling out from under an art teacher's door. Music blared from others, and through one open door, I spotted a bearded teacher snoozing in his chair, head tilted back and a line of drool trailing down his chin.

Mrs. Gray’s office was near the end of the hall and I peeked through the window before knocking. Her office was as cluttered with paperwork as the others, but posters lined her walls with the likes of Gun & Roses, ACDC, and The Who on them. The woman sat hunched over her desk, grading a stack of papers while she bobbed her head to music playing through a set of large headphones attached to a record player.

She didn’t pick her head up when I knocked on the door, so I turned the knob and stepped in. She still didn’t react when I called her name, so I stepped forward to tap her on the shoulder, peeking at the record spinning on the player as I did. ‘God Save the Queen’ was spinning and faintly, I could hear the raucous music of the Sex Pistols reaching through her headphones.

“Wahh!”

Mrs. Gray jumped like a startled cat when I tapped her on the shoulder, and spun to stare up at me, clutching a fist to her chest.

“Mr. Graveson you scared me half to death!”

Catching her breath, she blushed when a particularly crude line sung by Johnny Rotten reached our ears through the headset that had fallen into her lap. Blush darkening, she grabbed them up and rose to turn off the record player. “I’m sorry about that. I shouldn’t subject a student to such things.”

I snorted a laugh. “One of my dad’s favorite songs was the ‘B’ side of this album. It’s nothing I haven’t heard a thousand times before.”

She brightened and, pulling a stack of books off the only other chair, waved for me to sit.

“Sounds like your father had great taste.”

“He would have called it eccentric,” I shrugged.

She smiled and nodded, but when she reached for a folder and opened it, the smile fell as her eyes scanned the paper.

“I asked you to come in today, Mr. Graveson, so we could discuss your assignment, and also talk about your performance in my class.”

“I thought I was fixing it by reading that book?” I asked, wincing when I heard the thread of hope coloring my words.

Mouth set in a serious frown, she nodded, “Prove an understanding of the math involved in it, and yes, you’ll pass my class,” she drew in a deep breath and set the folder aside. “But this is about much more than just a grade. You’re a bright student, Dean, and your participation draws the rest of the class in, but I haven’t seen the effort I would expect from someone with your gifts. Or who wants to become an architect.”

I shrugged, feeling hunted by her direct words. I rarely gave the future much thought, other than I refused to live the next nineteen years as I had the first, on food stamps and government cheese. It wasn’t that my childhood was bad. It was filled will music and laughter, but I’d always had a fantasy of getting a job that paid enough that I’d feel secure and safe.

“Are you certain that’s what you want to pursue with your education?”

I shrugged again, but this time she waited, letting the silence grow until it forced me to speak.

“I don’t know… I know what I love, and what I want… Hmph, those two never jive, though.”

“What do you love?” Sitting forward in her chair, I noticed the heavy swell of her bosom and schooled my thoughts and eyes away from their heavy swell.

“I love making music with my friends. I love watching a crowd lose themselves in that music, all feeling the same thing. I love putting my fist through the face of an asshole who isn’t expecting it-.”

I was just getting started, but Mrs. Gray held up her hand, stopping me with a look of startlement.

“How about we focus on the first two?” Her concern faded when I smiled and once again she settled herself in the chair, cleavage swaying with a weight that seemed to have its own gravity. “As a musician, you understand the value of math.”

“Octaves aren’t really math,” I countered, and her lips pressed together in a frown, and I nodded quickly. “But I understand what you’re saying.”

“I don’t want to see you fall behind Dean,” she reached out and rested a hand on my knee. “I’d like to tutor you this summer. For free, of course,” she added hastily.

“That’s generous of you,” I said, hunting for a way out of it that didn’t upset her. The thought of sacrificing even an hour of my summer for math tutoring made my skin crawl, but her large, round brown eyes were looking at me with such gentle concern I couldn’t find the words to say no.

“Please consider it,” I could smell the perfume wafting from her neck, and thanked god her blouse was buttoned to the top.

“Consider what?” asked a voice from over my shoulder.
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Mrs. Gray jerked her hand away from my knee so quickly you’d have thought she was scalded, and her cheeks colored a dark red. That faded somewhat when she recognized the speaker.

“Abigail! We were just speaking about you.”

“Good things I hope,” Mrs. Winslow’s lids were heavy as she looked from me to the older woman and her smile grew as Mrs. Gray shifted in her seat, her discomfort obvious.

“I’d like to steal Mr. Graveson from you. I have notes about our… performance… to discuss with him.” Her eyes flicked to me at the pause, and I prayed my math teacher wasn’t paying close attention, because the heat entering them should have scorched the walls behind me.

“We’re finished here,” Mrs. Gray said, rising and smoothing her skirt as she did. “I hope you take me up on the offer, Dean. Please consider it.”

“I will,” I said as I grabbed my bad and went to leave.

“Will you be at the Talent Show?”

I was ready to escape the small office and its awkward energy, but Abigail stood, blocking the exit as she chatted with Mrs. Gray.

“Of course,” she beamed. “I keep hearing about it from my students.”

“It’s the most anticipated one in years,” Abigail grinned.

“Do you feel prepared for it?” The older teacher asked me.

“I don’t like to brag,” I smiled. “But we’ve got it in the bag.”

“Oooh, I love the confidence,” Mrs. Gray gushed, the flush returning to her cheeks.

“If you love this, you should see him on stage.” Abigail added, and that light was back in her eyes with a vengeance.

Mrs. Gray looked from the younger teacher to me, and I thought I caught a hint of speculation in her expression, but it was gone so quickly I thought I must be imagining things.

“I’ll make sure not to miss it.”

We left her there, and I had to force my hands to stay at my sides as Abigail swayed in front of me. The brown-haired MILF threw a heated look over her shoulder, grin stretching when she saw where my eyes were locked. Biting her bottom lip, she cast a quick look back to make sure we were out of eyesight of Mrs. Gray’s office. Then she pushed me into an empty room, fingers practically tearing my shirt off as her hands slipped beneath it.

“I need you so bad… mhmm… dreaming of you… Please, Dean… I can’t stop thinking-,” words cut off between kisses as her hungry lips sought mine.

My hands roamed her curvy body, gripping her wide, firm ass, and I growled into the kiss when she moaned in pleasure. Between staring at my math teacher’s massive tits, and this woman’s heated looks, my cock was painfully hard and my growl turned into a moan. Abigail’s fingers slid over the bulge in my jeans, and I felt her lips curl into a wolfish grin.

The office we were in was unlit and windowless except for one that faced into the hallway. It was mostly covered with schedules and papers taped to the glass, and when I kicked the door shut, we were encased in darkness except for a faint glow of daylight reflecting through the hall.

One hand cupped firm flesh encased in a bra, and the other a soft hip, as I pushed her back against the desk. Abigail had other ideas and, slipping around me, pushed me back until my calves stopped against a leather upholstered chair. Her brown eyes glittered up at me in the darkness, and my lips curled in a wolfish grin.

“If you want this dick, you better earn it.”

I don’t know where the words came from, but she moaned in desire as her fingers clawed at my belt and pants, nails scratching in her haste to free me. When my cock swung over her face, she lunged to wrap her lips around it, but I rested a hand on her head, stopping her in place. Grinning, I took it in one hand, angling myself down so the head hovered just out of reach of her stretching tongue.

“You’re going to swallow the first one,” I growled softly and again she moaned. This time with an edge of strain as the hands finally free of pulling my pants off tore the front of her shirt open, revealing the firm swell of her large breasts as they strained against a lacy black bra.

“Anything…” my teacher purred, breath escaping in a sigh as I released her.

The shock of feeling the fiery wetness of her mouth was coupled with a second wave of the emotion when I saw movement outside the window. Stiffening, I looked closer and saw the outline of dark hair and thick-framed black glasses staring in through a small gap. Mrs. Gray and I locked eyes, and I saw hers widen, but they didn’t pull back. Reaching down, I slipped my fingers into Abigail’s hair and, biting my bottom lip, guided her up and down the length of me, fucking her pretty face.

“Mhphmm!”

Her moan of pleasure was faint, but I still saw Mrs. Gray’s eyes flash wider at the sound and she stared at the woman sucking me off with an expression I couldn’t read through the window.

“Get that pussy ready for me,” I growled.

Abigail answered with a guttural moan around my stiffness. Hands jerking her panties down, I could hear the wetness of her sex as her fingers started playing with it. The sight of my teacher squatting before me, wide hips and thighs spreading as her head bobbed forwards on my cock, large breasts swaying in her thick bra, would have sent me over the edge if I didn’t take a firm hold of myself.

There was a small, cloth covered couch sitting beneath the window Mrs. Gray was staring at us through and feeling the same wildness and confidence I felt on stage, I guided my teacher to it with my grip on her hair. Whimpering, she stifled the sound as I bend her over and pushed her face into the cushions.
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Mrs. Gray had backed up, her eyes widening further, and I could make out one hand clutching at her blouse, fingers sinking into the material. Warning bells rang in my brain, but a wild energy was coursing through my veins as I slid to the hilt within my music teacher’s heated sex. She was dripping around me, and her wide ass smacked my hips when she thrust back.

My math teacher flinched when the faint sound reached her and the fingers gripping her blouse dug deeper, clawing at the flesh beneath. The cushions stifled Mrs. Winslow’s whimpers of pleasure, but not the soft slap of our bodies and the sounds drew our witness closer. Large brown eyes behind larger black frames widened further, and I thought the woman would flee for an instant, but she came forward and I watched her gaze taking in the half naked woman’s naked ass driving back into me.

“Oh god… baby, I’m…. Cumming!”

My fingers locked into her soft hair and, earning a hiss of pleasure, I drew Abigail up so her body was stretched against mine. She twisted her head back as I cupped one large, bra covered breast, seeking my lips as her sex gripped me, tightening into a vice-like grip. She broke off the kiss and gasped in a breath, body convulsing again, then her eyes focused.

“Jesus-!”

The scream cut off as quickly as it escaped her as she and Mrs. Gray stared into each other’s eyes. The older woman blanched, looking like a kid who’d been caught with their hand in the cookie jar. Abigail clutched her opened blouse about herself and grunted as my stiff cock escaped her still spasming sex. The woman standing in the hallway couldn’t have seen much in the dim interior of the office, but her gaze dropped to my throbbing cock, and the gasp that left her mouth was audible, even to us.

There was a pregnant pause as the three of us stood, staring at one another. Mrs. Gray’s shock had given way to something just as strong, but I could still see nervousness hovering around her eyes and knew the wrong word or move might send her running and screaming any second. Like a startled deer, she stood there, terrified, excited, and overwhelmed all at once.

Math, science, and school in general have never come easy to me, but I could read the woman before me like an open book. In normal, everyday situations I usually feel unmoored and lost, but in this charged moment, where any wrong move or word could break its spell and send us all into a nightmare of consequences, I felt alive.

Time slowed, and I could hear the heavy thud of my heartbeat as blood rushed past my ears. Eyes locked on Mrs. Gray’s, trapping her in place. I let one hand slip up Abigail’s neck and, turning her cheek, I whispered something in her ear. She was still catching her breath, in the wake of her orgasm, and the shock of seeing we’d had an audience, but if the wetness I felt streaming down her thighs was any sign, she was even more turned on. Planting a kiss on my cheek, and after a last glance out the window, she slipped from my arms and into the empty leather chair.

When I opened the office door and felt a cool breeze on my cum slick cock, a shiver passed down my spine, but it barely registered as the older woman and I locked eyes. She’d recovered somewhat and licking her lips, threw a look down the empty hall, and back, but her eyes didn’t meet mine. They remained on the thick length, bouncing between my legs.

“Mr. Graveson… this is completely inappropriate!” She hissed before swallowing hard, teeth pressing into her bottom lip in what I thought was an unconscious gesture. “And Abigail… I should inform the D about this!”

“Probably. But you won’t… Will you?”

I watched the flight or fight response pass behind Mrs. Gray’s eyes and the dawning awareness blossom within her. Those eyes traveled over my face, and down the muscles of my torso to lock again upon my throbbing member, and she swallowed. Hard.

“Heaven help me…”

“It has,” I winked. “It brought me to you.”

The sound that escaped her mouth was half moan and half whimper. Suddenly realizing where she was standing, she jerked in place and, blushing a dark red, she stepped into the office. Freezing when she spotted Abigail reclined in the chair, one leg over an arm and fingers lazily petting her sex. A shudder passed through Mrs. Gray.

“You don’t have to be here,” I whispered, which only set the woman to trembling all the harder and she flinched back from our closeness, as if the warmth of my body was scalding.

“Oh yes, she does,” Abigail whispered, causing another shudder to pass through Mrs. Gray. “She wouldn’t leave if you asked her to… would you, Elenore?”

Teeth pressed so firmly into her bottom lip, I feared they might break skin, the older woman shook her head. Her expression was one of dread and her eyes avoided looking at the other woman. And though they tried to pull away, found themselves locked onto my thick cock once more. When I swung the door shut and flicked the lock, the tension left the woman’s body and she sagged in place as if her strings had been cut and drew in a deep shuddering breath.

“I never knew they got that big! That… thick.”

Abigail let out a soft chortle when she heard the need lacing Mrs. Gray’s words, but when the other woman shot her a guilty glance, she wiped the expression from her face and smiled gently.

“The guilt fades… Trust me.”

Mrs. Gray winced, but when my hand reached down, fingers brushing the soft skin of her cheek and pulling her face up to meet mine, the guilt did fade, and I felt more than saw the key to making this woman mine. The shudder that passed through her wasn’t at my touch, but at my control, and I didn’t miss the large, hard points that pressed against her blouse when she relinquished it to me.

I might not know about the world, but I was learning much about women and I could read the need within the older woman. The unscratched itch that she had driven her into solitude after never finding a man who could exercise it out of her. When my thumb and finger pressed firmly into her chin, trapping her in place, her pupils flared as pleasure washed through her body and my suspicions were confirmed.

“I didn’t get to cum… So, I’ll use your body like a toy, until I do.”

“Yesss-!”

Mrs. Gray’s hiss cut off abruptly when the volume of her cry registered and the blush extended down her neckline, drawing my eyes into the shadow of her deep cleavage. The school was normally cleared out by three, but there was always the chance someone stayed late. That only added to the older woman’s excitement as the spongy head of my cock brushed her lips.

Her nostrils flared, and I knew she was inhaling the other woman’s aroma, but she didn’t hesitate as her tongue reached out and ran up the underside. Her eyes widened when she felt the weight of my stiffness and further when her thick lips were stretched by my girth, but I didn’t cease pushing forward as I gripped the top of her head.

“Mmhffhh!”

“Holy fuck,” I moaned, watching her neck expand as my dick slipped past the tight ring of her throat.

The only person more shocked than me when her chin touched my balls was my math teacher. The woman’s eyes were wide as saucers, but she didn’t pull back. Instead, the muscles of her throat worked, sending waves of pleasure radiating out from where she held me.

“Nngnhh, fuck,” I growled again, and caught eyes with Abigail.

My music teacher wore a look of envy mixed with arousal, and the hand trailing between her thighs began moving with purpose. I couldn’t focus on her for long because Mrs. Gray did something with her tongue that pulled my gaze back down. The woman was pulling back off me, cheeks hollowed out. Eager to feel the heaven of her throat once more, my fingers locked in her hair and the older woman moaned around my cock.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]


Those large round eyes met mine, and I saw confirmation of my suspicions as her eyelids fluttered and she begged me without words. When I reached down with a second hand and took hold of her face with both, the moan that escaped her almost made me cum right there. Taking control of her pretty face, I began fucking it with slow, deliberate thrusts, watching my cock disappear to the root as her working throat gripped me.

“Holy fuck, that’s hot!” Abigail breathed.

The words jolted Mrs. Gray, who’d forgotten there was a witness to her shame. Eyes widening further, it was her nipples hardening against her blouse and the flexing of her thighs that told me what she thought of being watched. Cheating myself to the side, her eyes flashed over to the couch where she took in the dim, half naked form of Abigail.

“You owe her for peeping,” I purred, my own eyes locked on the incredible sight of my steel hard cock disappearing to the hilt within her mouth. It looked like a magic trick, and felt like the tightest, warmest fist as her throat gripped me. “God damn Mrs. Gray… you’ve got a talented mouth.”

The older woman gave a mewl of delight at the compliment, and her eyes swept up to take in the look on my face, crinkling at the corners as she smiled. When one of my hands strayed down and my fingers ran over the massive swell of her cleavage, her smiling eyes heated. The first button took some doing with only one hand, but eventually it popped free, and the rest followed more easily as the pressure from within threw the garment wide. It was my turn to moan softly as the blouse sprang open and I took in the thick bra strapping her breasts down. Far larger than what I’d imagined while sitting in class daydreaming, my fingers twitched, eager to touch every inch of them.

“Nghh-!”

Her tongue reached out, lips stretching to take me back into the honeyed warmth of her mouth, but I slapped my cock against her cheek and she gave a shudder, letting me draw her to her feet. The face that had always looked at me with disapproval now wore an expression of naked submission as I popped the heavy clasp of her bra.

“Magnificent,” I breathed as the mass of smooth flesh spilled free.

Mrs. Gray was watching my expression carefully and her face lit up in pleasure with what she read there. Shifting her shoulders slightly, she set them swaying and my thick cock lurched, bouncing as a surge of desire shot through my body. So massive their swell extended out past her sides, yet they still retained their shape and when I ran gentle fingers down the slope of one, their firmness. Capped in nipples so pale they were almost invisible in the dim light. They grew more pronounced when a finger brushed across one and a shudder passed through Mrs. Gray.

“Ooohh,” she breathed, biting her bottom lip when I seized the nubbin.

“Sensitive?”

Arms cupping them tight, the older woman nodded. Seeing her shyness hadn’t passed, I stepped close and ran my lips up her neck, sending another shudder through her body and, taking one hand, I brought it to my stiff cock.

“I’m going to fuck them… But first I need to be inside you!”

“Nghhhnhhh,” Mrs. Gray let out a whimper of agreement as she nodded, stiffening for only a second when my lips found hers, then she melted into me, moaning louder when my palm caressed one massive breast, pressing the sensitive flesh into her as I pressed her back onto the desk. Wood scraped on concrete as the heavy desk shifted, but neither of us noticed as the blood pounded in our ears.

Her hands fluttering around her midsection, her head turned and eyes widened when they took in Abigail, now fully exposed. One hand working her clit, the other drove two fingers into her sex and didn’t stop when the teachers locked eyes with one another. Mrs. Gray whispered something to herself, shame washing over her features. But when I stepped between her thighs, her ankles swung about my hips, pulling me into her.

“Ohhh god yes, yes, yes, yes… YES!”

The woman’s hushed whispers rose into a high-pitched groan when I twisted her undergarments to the side and pressed myself into her. There was a surreal moment where I saw myself, fucking my prim and proper teacher as if from above, but I dashed the image before it could make me hesitate. As wild as this was, I knew intrinsically that it would fall apart into awkwardness and shame if my confidence faltered for even an instant.

Arm’s pressed together so her massive breasts made a mountain upon her chest, Mrs. Gray’s fingers dug into her thighs as I slid within her sucking depths. My first shock was how wet she was. Her juices dripped around my cock, making a wicked sound as I drive in to the hilt. My second surprise was watching her body seize and eyes lose focus as a wave of pleasure swept through her.

“Are you cumming?” I asked and grinned when the woman let out a hissing groan and nodded.

When I ran my hands up her body and cupped those massive breasts together, her sex griped me even tighter, and her mouth opened in a silent scream of pleasure. The only sound was the wet slapping of our bodies, and the hissing breath of Abigail, as she watched us. Pulling her thighs up, I hooked my arms under her knees and using my height to advantage set to fucking the sexy teacher with a will.

Mrs. Gray’s arms were weak and her face slack with pleasure as she came again and again, but her fingers showed surprising strength when they pulled me down and she snatched a hungry kiss. Tongue driving into my mouth, her hands wandered my naked torso and when they ran down my striated abs whimpers escaped between our kisses.

I was already on the edge before entering her, but managed to stave off my orgasm for long minutes. Sweat was dripping from my brow and the world shrunk down to the tiny space we occupied on the shaking desk when I gasp that I was cumming. Mrs. Gray’s nails dragged down my back and her legs swung down, locking around my hips as my face buried into a soft pillow of pale flesh.

The world dissolved into whiteness as my toes curled and muscles locked. Once the rush of pleasure was past, I unlocked my arms and lifted myself on trembling limbs, a crooked smile growing on my lips.

“That was… that was… oh my heavens, you gorgeous boy,” Mrs. Gray shocked me by slipping free of me and off the desk.

“Wicked woman!” Abigail purred, pulling wet fingers from her sex as she sank off the couch to join her fellow teacher.

A deep blush suffused the older woman’s cheeks and extended down her neck, but she didn’t hesitate before taking me into her fiery mouth, and didn’t cover up or flinch when the other woman’s naked skin pressed against hers.

“Mggkhhgglukk,” Mrs. Gray’s eyes smiled as she took me to the root, then pulling off me she sat back and watched with wide eyes and a hanging jaw as Abigail hooked my stiff dick towards her open mouth and tongue running along the underside, sucked me into its fiery depths.

“Mmmhhh,” I moaned in pleasure, fingers slipping into their hair as I guided the pair to either side of my cock.

Half-naked, hair in disarray, and makeup smeared, the pair had never looked sexier. Inhibitions were gone and they could read the thoughts on my face, and in my dick, already stiff as steel. Gazes flickered to one another as their lips reached the head of my cock, and a moan escaped the pair when they met.

Hesitant at first, their lips brushed one another’s, then the tip of Abigail’s tongue brushed the older woman’s. Mrs. Gray flinched, then shuddered as a sigh escaped her throat. When her hand joined the other woman’s in stroking my slippery stiffness, their kisses grew more heated. Tongues pushing together, they lost themselves in the embrace for a moment before swiveling back to me.

Eyes locked on my face, the woman traded my cock back and forth. Mrs. Gray was in awe of the other woman’s ability to deep throat me and didn’t hesitate to whisper her praises. Mrs. Gray’s blush deepened, but a flash of pride entered her eyes as she took me to the root once more, but when she pulled back and turned to kiss Abigail, my dick dropped down to slip between her massive breasts.

“Ohhh… this is wicked,” she purred into my music teacher’s lips.

“They’re glorious,” Abigail grinned, torso shifting behind the other woman’s as her hands rose to cup the massive pillows of pale flesh, tightening them around my throbbing cock. “Almost as perfect as…”

The woman’s eyes met mine and a wicked light danced behind those eyes, but I didn’t have a chance to ask what she meant before she pressed me back onto the couch. Cold leather slapped my ass a second before heavenly warmth wrapped around my hard-on. Head falling back, a groan escaping me as their warmth pressed in.

Abigail crawled onto the couch at my side, fingers teasing the head, while Mrs. Gray found her rhythm. It took her a minute to work out how to shift herself up and down my length, but once she had it worked out, a beatific grin spread on her face and rosy spots of color bloomed in her cheeks. My hands were everywhere, but the Abigail wasn’t done with me and when my fingers found her sex, she gave a whimper.

Soon, Abigail was riding me while my math teacher sat beside us, watching with wide eyes as her friend came on my cock. When I reached a hand out, she was right there, pressing herself against us, breasts thrust into my face as the women kissed. Tentative at first, they grew more heated seeing how much it turned me on and soon were pressed together on the couch as I pushed Abigail down and took control.
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It was another twenty minutes before I escaped the office. As I pulled on my shirt and grabbed my bag, the pair took their time, unwilling to part from one another or the sweaty pile of naked limbs on the couch. I went to bid them farewell, but paused when I noticed Mrs. Gray’s expression.

“Our deal about your grade…” she flashed an apologetic smile to Abigail, before turning it back to me. “I’m afraid it’s off the table now.”

“What? Why not?” I asked, stomach sinking.

“It wouldn’t be ethical.” she swept a hand down over her and Abigail’s nakedness and gave a gentle laugh. “Well, none of this is… but that’s a line I can’t cross… not now… You understand, right?”

I grunted an assent and left the pair there. Grades mattered less and less as Carwash Pigs took off, but I wasn’t a fool. The odds of our garage band ever earning enough to make a living off were nearly impossible and the best chance I had not to live check to check as an adult was to knuckle down and study. To get solid grades and transfer to a good university.

The degree was a guarantee, but the music is what pulled me away from that room. It’s what had me skipping down the hall, in a hurry to get home and back into that space with my band. That pocket of music where we were perfectly in sync.

I was working out what we needed to work on that evening when I spied Nate Trundle standing at a pay phone. I couldn’t make out the words, but the tone was frustrated and the expression on his face matched them. Trying to keep my gaze averted, I couldn’t ignore the loud smack when he slammed the receiver in place. He caught me passing by on the quad and his glower darkened.

“Got a problem?”

“No… but looks like you do. What’s up?”

His glare soured, and he waved towards the parking lot.

“Fucking car won’t start, and my dad’s assistant can’t get here until shooting stops later tonight.”

“Need a ride?”

The last thing I wanted to do was spend any time with the thick-necked football player, but I knew better than most how frustrating it could be trying to get a ride across LA. Apparently Nate felt the same because he sneered and shook his head.

“I’ll walk before that happens, pretty boy.”

“Through Inglewood?”

I cocked an eyebrow at him. As far as major cities go, LA’s one of the safer ones, but there are still neighborhoods where you’d have to be a fool to wander into looking a preppy as Nate did. To prove my point, I glanced down at the penny loafers on his feet, which earned a ‘tsk’ of annoyance from the kid.

“I’ll just wait.”

“Suit yourself,” I shrugged, turning towards the parking lot to go, but at that moment there was a loud ‘crack’ of a car backfiring and Nate stiffened.

“Fine, you can chauffer me home.” he was self-aware enough to blush when I cocked an eyebrow at him.

“You guys ready for the talent show?”

He grimaced and I could see something snide and shitty hovering on the tip of his tongue, but instead, he nodded.

“We’ll be ready. Come, show time.”

“You’ve got a kick ass bass player.”

“Yea, but you got the better drummer.”

“True,” I grinned, surprised at the compliment for my friend.

“That isn’t your ride…” His faint smile disappeared when he saw the Lincoln sitting alone in the student lot. “I recognize that car.”

“Mrs. Overton let me borrow it.” I bit my bottom lip, rubbing a hand on the back of my head while surreptitiously slipping a hand into my pocket and palming the hunk of brass there.

Nate’s chin pushed forward in a pugnacious way, and his glared shifted from the car to me, but instead of the anger I expected, he let out a grunt.

“You were up at the mansion last night,” he said it as a statement, not a question, and I couldn’t read the expression behind the gaze that swung back to me.

“Yeah, I-.” He cut me off with a raised hand.

“I don’t want to know,” a sigh escaped him, and he started towards the car, speaking without looking back at me. “Just take me home.”

Grateful I didn’t have to think up a lie, or worse, explain what really happened, I climbed into the Lincoln and started her up. The station was tuned to KROQ and a pop song was playing. It would be too awkward to sit in silence, so I left it on. Despite myself, my head was bouncing along to the beat, and I noticed Dean tapping his foot. By the time we were rolling down the road, wind whipping around our heads from the open top, the hook had me muttering along.

“I saw the sign…”

Nate picked up the rest of the verse, singing along despite himself.

“I opened up my eyes…”

I grinned and, and my foot grew heavy on the pedal, the engine roaring as my voice rose. Dean refused to smile, but when the next hook came around, his voice rose with mine and I saw the tension in his shoulders relax. The moment didn’t last for long but I was relieved to see a glimmer of humanity in the bully.

Traffic was blessedly light as I worked my way across town, into an area I’d never entered. Studio City is a hive of activity on the weekdays, with movie and T.V. productions on every corner. Dean directed me towards a gated community and, after waving at the guard, we were let in.

“I’m up there on the corner,” he pointed to a massive house on a small bluff overlooking downtown and the ocean.

I let out a low whistle as I pulled into the curving driveway and took in the mansion. It was as large as Claire Overton’s, but the location wasn’t as prime. That didn’t stop me from craning my neck to take in the entire estate.

“Thanks for the lift,” for a wonder Nate actually sounded grateful and my surprise was complete when he held out a hand before getting out.

“Anytime,” I said, shaking it.

Nate leveraged himself out of the car and headed up, but as I pulled out, I saw it wasn’t towards the main house he went but towards a small pool house in the back corner. Frowning, I spied on him enter, and saw a small room, walls plastered with heavy metal band posters. At first I thought it must be cool to have your own private room, but as I drove home and thought it over, I realized how isolating and alone it must feel to not live with the rest of your family.

My own house was far from traditional, but if it wasn’t for the company of my stepmom, I wouldn’t have survived those first few years after my dad passed, and I like to think it was the same for her. I didn’t know what Nate’s home life was like, but suspected it wasn’t as happy and carefree as he made it out to be.
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Chancing a ticket, I dropped the pedal on the interstate and let the Lincoln have her head. The wind whipped my hair behind me, and I couldn’t help grinning at the heads that turned to stare. Not the only one out for a drive, a Ducati roared up beside me. The redhead riding threw me a wave and, flashing a wink, before letting her rip, and taking off ahead like a rocket.

I could only marvel at her skill as she wove through traffic, curly hair streaming behind her to disappear into the distance. The sight tugged at my heartstrings, and I found myself composing lyrics about the brief encounter, spinning a complete fantasy between us before I pulled in front of my house.

The driveway was full of cars, which was a first for our little house, and I was forced to park on the street. I worried someone would cut into the soft top looking for something to steal, but the most I could do was lock it up and pray.

When I stepped inside, I found my mom and Mrs. Shapiro sitting on the couch. Simon’s mom had a glass of chilled white wine, while mine had a frosty beer. Their conversation cut off the moment I stepped inside and if that didn’t tell me they’d been talking about me, Mrs. Shapiro’s bright blush gave them away.

“Your friends are in the garage.” My stepmom’s eyes twinkled as if she wanted to add something, but it was Mrs. Shapiro who spoke.

“I didn’t know you were friends with movie stars, Dean.” A smile lit up her face, but there was a hint of something sad behind those bright eyes. “Heather was in a Lifetime movie I watched. She was the divorcee’s rebellious daughter. Terrible little monster, but the girl herself seems lovely.”

“She’s charming,” my stepmom nodded, but her lips were pursed in a slight frown. “As well as talented and beautiful… Lets just home it didn’t make her sweet on the outside and sour inside. That tends to happen with the flashy ones.”

“Mmm,” Mrs. Shapiro made a sound of agreement as she sipped her white wine, eyes flickering over to me. “Are you two dating, Dean?”

“No,” I said quickly, but the blush to my cheeks gave away my hopes and Simon’s mom nodded sagely, leaving me to puzzle out the meaning of her frown.

“Few could date a man after what you got up to last night… would they?” my mom’s cocked eyebrow brought a deep blush to my cheeks, and she grinned while Mrs. Shapiro looked between the two of us.

“I’m gonna go see what the others are up to,” I blurted and hurried back to the garage while my mom’s tinkling laughter followed me.

I could hear Simon’s mom questioning her and darted into the garage before I was forced to hear her reaction. I slammed the door shut behind me and blinked around at the silence that followed, with four sets of eyes staring.

“You’re late,” Willa said, trying in vain to give me a glowering stare. A grin broke out a second later and she waved around at the instruments and to Anna and Heather sitting next to each other on the couch, with cans of soda in hand. “Sorry, we let ourselves in and got started without you.”

“Good,” I nodded. “And sorry I’m late.”

“What kept you?” Simon asked, and while I was hunting for an answer that wasn’t a complete lie, Anna spoke up.

“You had an office hour with Mrs. Gray, right?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, giving the brunette a grateful nod.

“I had her last semester for calculus,” Heather added. “She’s a sweetheart.”

I’d purposefully not looked in the gorgeous girl’s direction because the moment I did, an aching pain gripped my stomach. Heather sat with her hip pressed right up against Anna’s, dazzling white teeth on display as she grinned at me. The brunette is a beauty, and with the clothes my mom had helped her pick out, more so than ever, but Heather shone like a poppy in a field of grass.

“You took calculus?” Willa asked in surprise.

“I didn’t need the credits,” Heather blushed. “I just like math.”

That earned the blonde a nod of approval from Simon, who earned himself a glare from Willa. The glare faded when she saw his face whiten and I caught her snickering when her back was turned to him. The girl planned to keep my friend on his toes.

“What’s the plan, boss?” Willa asked.

“I’m afraid it’s going to be pretty boring for you two,” I frowned at the girls sitting on the couch. “We have the song down for tomorrow's performance, but we aren’t perfect. We’re going to play it over and over again until we are.”

Willa gave me a firm nod of approval and Simon sighed, but nodded in agreement as he settled in behind his kit. It would be strange playing for more than just Anna. I was more comfortable with her than with anyone but Simon. But the thrill of nerves I felt with Heather’s eyes on me would be good practice for performing live.

In the garage, we played facing one another, but I cheated myself to the side so I could watch the girls more easily. It should have been comforting seeing the pair whispering back and forth, and laughing easily, eyes smiling as they danced over me and the Gibson, but I couldn’t ignore the thread of unease worming its way through my guts.
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Things were happening outside of my control, and that filled me with discomfort. It was a silly emotion but no amount of willing myself to be above it would make it go away. Only by focusing on the music the band was playing gave me relief and I fled into our little world of sound.

Anna had heard the song a dozen times, and she started dancing in place, toes tapping to the beat like usual. I was curious about how Heather would respond, and the blonde didn’t disappoint. Eyes widening on the first guitar riff, she flashed Anna a surprised grin and was bouncing along to the beat and trying to sing along with the hook before it finished.

“That’s so catchy!”

I ignored the blonde’s compliment, but I couldn’t ignore when she rose during the second play-through and reaching down drew Anna up with her. Flashing her new friend a grin, she started swaying her hips and shoulders to the rhythm while holding her hands, drawing the brunette into a wild dance.

We had the song down at that point, but the distraction of Anna and Heather dancing with one another was almost enough to make me forget the lyrics. I managed, and by the fifth play-through without a mistake from any of us; I felt confident we could perform it in front of the school the next day. That didn’t stop me from making Simon and Willa play it through another ten times before we moved on to something else.

“I’m surprised you didn’t get bored hearing the same thing over and over,” Willa said to Heather, making chit chat while Simon and I grabbed soft drinks.

“Are you kidding?” The blonde gushed, “You guys are incredible. I thought you’d be good after last night but its sooo goood! I could listen to you guys all night. Does it get boring for you playing the same thing?”

“You’d think it would be, but honestly, I get the same thrill every time. There something enervating about playing a song you helped write.” she flashed Simon a grin when he handed her a cold can of Coke.

“That’s so cool!”

The passion underlying the blonde’s words caused Willa to look up at her and she blinked in surprise at the girl’s expression. The redhead didn’t know how to take the genuine approval and blushed a darker shade of red than Simon had earlier.

“It’s not that cool. My parents forced me to play as a kid,” Willa shrugged, clearly uncomfortable but pleased with the attention.

“The cello, right?” Heather asked, and when Willa nodded in surprise, she continued. “I don’t know a lot about music, but I know the cello isn’t a guitar,” she raised an eyebrow at the bass strapped to Willa’s shoulder. “Only a genius could learn the bass in a week or two, like you did. You should be proud of yourself.”

“Thank you,” Willa’s voice was small as a mouse, and her ears an even darker shade of red than her cheeks or neck, but pride shone through as she clutched the bass close.

“Let’s get back to work,” I said, interrupting the pair with the opening cord of our next song.

Heather flashed me an apologetic smile and planted her rear next to Anna’s on the couch, but those distractingly blue eyes never left me. We launched into our second song without issue, but encountered a snag with the third that kept us working on it for an hour. When I finally looked over to the girls, expecting them to be bored with the repetitious, I was surprised to find both locked in, though they shared the occasional whisper and giggle.

It was after eight when we broke off to eat and followed the scent of taco seasoning into the kitchen. Mrs. Shapiro and my stepmom had made tacos, complete with a bowl of ground beef, shredded cheese, cabbage, homemade tortillas, and my stepmom’s famous roasted salsa.

“Dig in,” my mom said as we streamed into the kitchen. “There’re sodas in the fridge. We’ll get out of your hair.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Graveson,” Heather offered, with an odd hitch in her voice.

“Please dear, call me Vanessa,” my stepmom smiled at the blonde and I was struck by their opposing beauties.

The darkly mysterious beauty of my stepmom looked even more striking when she stood beside the blonde. Heather was an all-American beauty with a bright, open expression, but it was my stepmom’s sultry movements that trapped everyone’s attention and shoulders visibly relaxed when she and Mrs. Shapiro left.

“Your mother’s intimidating,” Heather confessed, stepping up close and whispering it as she crowded with the rest of us to fill the tortillas on her plate.

“Tell me about it.”

We shared a smile, and the butterflies were back in my stomach when I realized her hip was pressed against mine. I caught eyes with Anna, and she made a subtle motion with one hand, telling me to keep the conversation going, and her eyes drove the point home, but I struggled to think of something to say.

“Your band’s amazing,” Heather said, saving me. I nodded in thanks, but the girl grabbed my upper arm and turned me to face her when I had a spoon full of cheese half-way to my plate. Making me meet her eyes and see how serious she was. “Legit. You three are really, really good. You’ll win the battle of the bands, no contest.”

“We have to win the talent show first.”

“I disagree,” she frowned slightly, and even that was beautiful. “But you will. I’d bet on it.”

Staring into those pale blue eyes, I felt a flush of pleasure at her words and let them buttress my confidence.

“Watch out,” I warned when she heaped salsa onto her plate. “It’s super-hot.”

“Perfect,” flashing me a wink. She dipped a finger in the salsa, then lifting it to her lips, sucked the digit clean.

A shudder passed through me, and I pulled my gaze away from the blonde only to find Anna watching us with a knowing smile curling the corners of her lips. Blushing in embarrassment, I filled my plate and tried to ignore the brunette when she slipped up to my side.

“I heard the catering last night was pretty good. How do the taco’s compare?”

“No offense to your mom, Heather,” Willa spoke up in answer. “But it’s not even close. Homemade wins every time.”

Heather nodded around a mouthful of food, looking pretty, even with juices running down her chin.

“The pork was so good, though,” Simon said with a wistful smile. “What did they call it?”

“Birria,” I offered.

“That’s my favorite, too,” Heather said with a grin for Simon, but she took another large bite before adding. “But your mom’s cooking is better. This is delicious.”

“Must be difficult,” Willa cut in, her tone putting a chill to the atmosphere as she watched the tall blonde warily. “Living with a mom who’s so… outgoing.”

Heather didn’t blush or retreat from the redhead’s direct look. Raising a cool eyebrow, she nodded.

“Outgoing is one word for it,” the blonde laughed, but it was a light sound. She met Willa’s gaze with one of her own and, sitting back in the chair, sighed. “She used to embarrass me when I was a kid. All I wanted was for her to be like the other moms. But now…” Heather shrugged. “After dad passed, she was a mess, but I watched as she picked herself back up and rebuild our lives.”
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The mood shifted and a quiet fell over the kitchen. Heather wasn’t only gorgeous, she had that special quality that forces people to pay attention. Even Willa was spellbound by the girl’s voice as if filled the space, food forgotten.

“When we were alone was when it got the hardest.” Even the faint blush that suffused Heather’s cheeks was beautiful. “It sounds stupid to complain about, but our house was too big… The empty spaces only made us more and more isolated from each other and the world. That’s when I got into acting as an excuse to escape the house and it saving both of us. Mom had to be with me on set, since I was still a kid, and during those fourteen-to-sixteen-hour days stuck together at the hip, we got closer than I ever dreamed possible.”

“That’s lovely,” Anna grinned. “But my mom and I would be at each other’s throats if we were stuck together like that. I love her but…” she shook her head sharply.

Anna nodded in agreement, “Right?”

“You’d be surprised,” Heather said. “You might find you’ve more in common with her than you knew.”

The blonde’s eyes cut over to me and her faintly pink cheeks turned a darker shade of red.

“Ohhhh,” Anna said with a significant look at me, then back to Heather. “It’s like that, eh?”

Heather wouldn’t look at me but her grin was confirmation of whatever was passing between the girls, but when I asked what they were talking about, they just burst into laughter and wouldn’t explain it to me. Simon and I shared an eye roll before ditching our plates in the sink. I was eager to get back to work, but the girls made noises about washing up for our moms.

“Anna and I will clean up. You three can get back to playing,” Heather offered, and I was grateful for it until I spied her sharing a secretive smile with Anna and the hairs stood on the back of my neck.

“Why do I think they’re going to talk about me?” I whispered to my friend as we went back to the garage.

“Because they are,” Willa put in from behind, chortling in amusement when she caught my expression. “And they’re not the only ones.” she threw a look into the living room and waved when my stepmom and Mrs. Shapiro fell silent, snickering again when we passed into the garage.

I couldn’t tell if the look Mrs. Shapiro had given me was one of embarrassment or some other emotion, but my nerves were on edge as we got started. My friend might have been ok with our encounter in the kitchen in the morning, but the thought of my stepmom finding out planted a seed of unease in my guts.

We were still playing two hours later, but my fingers were fumbling on the strings, and it took effort to focus on my eyes on what they were doing. Exhaustion hit me like a wave, as my sleepless night and wild day caught up with me. Simon and Anna weren’t much better, and we decided to call it a night.

“Everyone, get some rest,” I said as we flicked off the amps and unplugged our instruments. “The talent show starts at noon.”

“We’re ready,” Willa assured me with a firm nod, slipping her bass into its case.

“Yea,” Simon added, but his grin wasn’t as firm as the redheads, and there was a thread of nerves coloring the sound.

“I know you guys are going to win,” Anna smiled, trying to buck up Simon.

“Nerves are good,” Heather said to him, earning a tight-lipped grimace as he unstrapped his drums to pack for the next day. “Trust me, they’ll keep you sharp tomorrow. Don’t lose it, but also, don’t let them push you through anxiety and into fear. You’re going to be great. Just do what you did tonight, and you’ll be brilliant.”

Surprisingly, her words had an effect on Simon and his shoulders relaxed and the thread left his voice as he thanked her. It was Willa who surprised me more by reaching behind my friend and gripping Heather’s hand in thanks, before joining him in carrying the drums to his mom’s car.

“How are you getting home?” Anna asked the blonde, who threw me a dazzling smile and replied.

“I don’t know… I was hoping someone could give me a lift…”

“I’d love to,” I wheeled to find my stepmom behind us, her pale blue eyes locked onto the girls. “It’ll give us a chance to get to know each other.”

“I’d like that,” Heather said, returning my mom’s mysterious smile.

“Go get some rest.” my stepmom gripped my hand and grabbed her keys. “Do you need help with that, Willa?”

“I’d stay the night, but you look like you’re going to pass out,” Anna said, pushing my long hair back out of my face as my mom and Mrs. Shapiro helped Willa and Simon load the car. “Get some rest.”

“You too,” I said, giving the tall brunette a hug before she darted off with a wave.

I was left alone for the first time in what felt like weeks and stumbled back to my room. I threw on a record and flopped out onto my bed, already sinking into dreamland before the covers settled in place. The dreams were a chaotic affair, bouncing between brightly lit stages with roaring crowds and red bedrooms that felt like a powder keg of tension. With my teachers on one end glaring at Claire Overton on another and Anna dancing between, her movements turning glares into stares of envy.
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When I woke, my head was aching, and I felt like I’d run two miles instead of sleeping for seven hours, but I popped into the shower and felt my energy rising when I thought about the coming day. With a performance later, I didn’t let my excitement build too high, wanting to ration my energy until I needed it.

I was still bouncing on my toes when I dressed and grabbed my stuff, and practically ran into the kitchen to grab something to eat. The scent of freshly brewed coffee spurred me on and I found my stepmom sitting at the table, drinking a cup and picking at a plate of eggs covered in her salsa.

“Have a seat,” she rose and pointed to an empty chair. “I’ll make you something to eat.”

My eyebrows rose, but I sank into the seat and she gave a chuckle when she saw my expression.

“Don’t think it’s going to become a habit, mister, me waiting on you hand and foot.” She winked to take the sting out of her words and pushed a steaming cup of coffee in front of me. “But a Pop-tart or banana won’t give you the fuel you need today. You nervous?”

“Not really,” I lied.

I wasn’t nervous about the show. We had our songs down and I was confident Simon and Willa would perform when the lights came up. I was nervous about what she and Heather had talked about when she gave the blonde a ride home. From the twinkle of amusement in my stepmom’s eyes, she knew what was on my mind and she was enjoying watching me squirm.

“Salsa?” she asked, while scooping a pan of scrambled eggs onto a plate already loaded with cooked bacon.

“Of course,” I grinned, accepting the plate with a sigh of pleasure as I forked the first mouthful in.

“Last night was fun, wasn’t it?” She asked while I was chewing, the corners of her lips quirking into a grin when she noticed me flinch. “I can’t remember the last time the house was that full. I loved having everyone over… Also, I appreciated getting to know your friend, Heather.”

“What…” wincing at the high-pitched tone of my voice, I cleared my throat and asked again, feigning indifference. “What’d you two talk about?”

“Oh… you know… A little of this… A little of that.” She didn’t bother hiding her grin when she saw my expression. “Relax, we didn’t talk about you much… I just wanted to know the girls’ intentions.”

I frowned the question at her, but those blue eyes remained mysterious until I asked with a hint of exasperation, “And?!”

“And…” she said, rising and clearly enjoying drawing out the moment. “My concerns about her were unfounded.” She turned and rested against the counter, taking a sip of her coffee as she watched me over the rim. “She cares about you and, more importantly, she understands the path you’re on.”

“Oh… we’ll that’s good,” I said, feeling a stupid grin grown on my lips. “She likes me? What did she say?”

My stepmom rolled her eyes and shook her head, “I won’t betray her confidence and you better hurry of you’ll be late,” turning she pointed to the clock on the microwave and I gave a start and shoveled the last of my eggs and bacon into my mouth.

“Thank you!” I said, shoving the plate in the sink, but when I turned to hurry out, I found her standing there, those glorious blue eyes filling my entire vision as she pulled the cup from my hand and set it on the counter.

“I’m so proud of you, Dean,” she drew me into a warm embrace and held me tight. “Break a leg today.”

“Thank you,” I breathed again, and felt my shoulders and back relax as the last of my nerves faded away.

“Go show them who you are,” she said, leaning back and staring into my eyes.

There was a charged moment where I thought one of us might collapse the space between us, as if our lips were magnets attracting one another. But she bounced out of my arms and grabbed a towel, swiping at the counter.

“I’ll be there for your performance, but I have to get back to the station right after.”

“I’ll look for you,” I said, grabbing my bag and heading out.

Our eyes caught as I slipped out the door and something unsaid hovered between us, but I was too cowardly to touch it and fled the house. Once I stepped into the sunlight, the moment faded and a grin flashed onto my face when I found the Lincoln still sitting on the street. The car wasn’t mine, but it felt like home as I slipped onto its black leather seat and thumbed the ignition. Dropping the top, I roared down the street and relished the moment I got to pass a city bus, throwing a wave at the driver and giving silent thanks to a beautiful, older blonde for her generosity as I cruised on past.

When I pulled into the parking lot at school, it was packed with students and visitors streaming onto the campus. Seeing the unfamiliar faces, it finally hit me that this was happening. That Carwash Pigs was finally playing a real show before a crowd.

I waited for the nerves to come surging back but the only emotion surging through me was excitement and eagerness. When I pulled the top in place and locked it, I spied a small crowd gathered around two teased hives of spray-painted and pink-highlighted hair. That’s all I could make out above the crowd, and I angled that way to sate my curiosity.

Hair metal bands were out of style with the latest craze of more gritty, grungy music, but I grew up on Dokken and Ratt, and will always have a special place in my heart for their over-the-top theatricality. I was trying to puzzle out who could be so bold when I spied a handsome face that curdled my stomach.

Really, Nate went glam?

It was not without more than a sliver of envy I watched the jock strutting in his skintight leathers and fishnet top. The thought of wearing such clothes on stage and playing our music felt anathema, but there was something to envy in wearing such radical fashion and the attention it garnered Nate.

He was surrounded by an adoring crowd of high school girls and first years, eyes a goggle as they took in his impressive muscles and wild hair. Devon beside him was only a hair less outrageous in a lime green tank top and acid wash jeans, but he wasn’t getting the same attention from the girls, and I could see a hint of sourness to his smile that eased my own smarting ego.

Nate threw me a wink that dripped with arrogance, and I couldn’t help but laugh as I passed the small crowd. He was a douche, to be certain, but I admired bravado and let him fuel my own ego as I went in search of Simon and Willa for a last-minute rehearsal, my competitive juices pumping.

I found the pair sitting hip-to-hip behind the theatre building, amid a large milling crowd of performers. When they spotted me, they bounced to their feet and hurried over, Willa grinning in excitement and Simon looking green around the gills gave me a sickly smile.

“You gotta check in with Mrs. Winslow,” Willa said, pointing at the building’s back door. “She’s organizing which acts will go in what order and getting their equipment staged.”

“Right,” but when I turned to head in that direction, Simon grabbed my wrist and held me back.

“She brought like a hundred people from Hollywood.” his excitement warred with a nervousness that had his knees knocking and hands shaking.

“Who?”

“Claire Overton,” Willa answered, and with her it was all excitement. “My mom’s in there trying to get an autograph from one of the NYPD Blue guys. It’s wild.”

Simon flashed a smile that could just as easily have been a grimace and followed as I headed for the theatre. The hum of conversation grew until we stepped inside, and it swept around us, overwhelming everything. Curtains blocked the backstage area from the crowds as a small crew ran cables and set up equipment.
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“There you are!”

I found Mrs. Winslow sweeping her way through the stagehands with a clipboard in one hand and a pencil in the other. Her dark hair was slick with sweat around the temples and her ponytail had lost its tightness, but her cheeks were flush and I recognized the joy animating her eyes as she drew close.

“I have Carwash Pigs penciled in at four. You’ll go last behind a magician, and Nates’s band Dreamcatcher.”

“Perfect,” Willa and I said in unison, flashing each other a grin.

“Great! Then all you have to do is to fill this out with your lighting queues and give it to Rita. She’s sitting up in the booth.” She pointed before bitting her bottom lip and stepping close. About to say something, a voice calling her name from deeper backstage and brought her up short. “It’s always something. I’ll see you before you go on, and if I don’t, break a leg!”

I let myself appreciate the woman’s rounded backside as she disappeared into the chaos of kids and costumes, then followed Willa and Simon back outside.

“We should go over everything once more,” Willa said, then frowning around at our competition practicing their acts,’ she waved to an empty corner of the quad.

We found a quiet space and went through our songs by count, then a second time and a third until Simon’s nerves began settling down. The first act was called on stage while we were finishing and I broke away to watch, ignoring how Willa pushed Simon into the closed down cafeteria with a wicked look on her elfin features.

I found a small crowd gathered off to the side of the stage and joined them to watch. From my vantage I could just make out a sliver of the crowd, including the orchestra section which had been given over to the A-listers and celebrities. The young man, trying in vain to get a stuffed rabbit to fall out of his top hat, kept shooting startled looks at the first rows, and wiping flop sweat from his brow as the trick failed for a second time. Earning him a smattering of uncomfortable laughs.

“It’s not going well,” said a girl behind me, to which her friend replied: “No shit, Captain Obvious.” Earning a laugh from the original girl.

I couldn’t watch the guy wilt on stage anymore and slipped away, only to find Anna waiting for me backstage with a single white rose. When I cocked an eyebrow in question, she blushed, but held the flower out to me with an impish grin.

“Thank you… ouch!” I frowned at a spot of blood on my finger when I took the flower.

“Every rose has its thorns.” Anna couldn’t hide her amusement at quoting the lyrics, but the amusement faded as she fell in beside me. “Everything’s going to change after this. Everything.” I grimaced, but a crooked grin grew on her lips, and she bumped her hip into mine, drawing a smile from me. “And no, I don’t just mean you, bouncing your way through more teachers, two at a time.”

“Hey,” I warned, with a look around to see who might have overheard her, which only pulled another snort of laughter from her.

“Relax, it’s not like anyone would care if it got out. Hell, it’d only be more popular if they knew the hottest teachers in school were jocking you.”

I rolled my eyes to show what I thought of that, but Anna wouldn’t let it go and teased me as we watched act’s come on stage and perform. Nate’s band and ours weren’t the only musical acts, and I was excited to see a girl I knew by face, but not by name, play an excellent piece on her violin.

From our places just off-stage, Anna and I could see the girl’s mom sitting stiffly in her chair, hands jerking above her lap as if she were trying to conduct the girl. Her face was even stiffer with anxiety than the girl, who didn’t seem that interested in what she was playing, but bowed her head politely when the crowd erupted in applause.

“First good thing we’ve seen today,” Anna commented, and I nodded, flashing the girl a thumbs up and a smile when she exited the stage.

The next act was bustled on stage by Mrs. Winslow and I saw Nate, Devon and their two band mates getting ready in the wings. My stomach seized when the jock spied me and smirked. The tall blonde was all confidence as he situated his guitar and pulled out a massive bottle of hair spray. Soon, the other side of the stage was a hazy cloud as they put the finishing touches on their incredible hair.

The kid trying out a comedy routine fumbled his way through his last jokes, and he ducked off with a smattering of applause. From his bright grin, he thought it had gone well until the kids in school saw Nate and the rest of their band all done up and let out a whoop of appreciation. I had to give Nate credit for the showmanship. He swaggered onto the stage like he owned it and kept the crowd entertained while the rest set up.

“We’ve got something a little different for you,” he grinned, swiveling the mic stand around. “Taking you back to nineteen eighty-four and a little song that might make you… Hot for Teacher!”
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The crowd roared when he plucked the first few cords of the familiar song, but when their drummer tried to jump in with the iconic rolling beat, he fumbled the first few notes and struggled to keep up with Nate’s guitar. The others flashed the thickly muscled drummer glares as they leapt into the song and, playing to the crowd, tried to ignore the awkward rhythm.

My foot was tapping along as Nate did a passable impression of David Lee Roth. Their lead guitarist wasn’t wearing a schoolboy uniform, and he steered clear of the hardest licks, but I had to respect the effort in front of a crowd. From the lines of sweat coming down his forehead as his fingers danced along the frets, it wasn’t easy and was made doubly difficult by a drummer who was all over the place.

“They’re not terrible,” Anna said with a begrudging nod.

I nodded and would have agreed with her, but watching them had reminded me of something.

“I got it bad, got it bad, got it bad!”

“I’m hot for teacher!” The crowd roared back in response, and I sang along with them.

The cover wasn’t the best I’ve heard, or even in the top ten, but Nate did an excellent job keeping the crowd engaged. Even when their drummer messed up his timing for the tenth time, if he sang loud enough, those watching didn’t seem to notice.

“They’re not bad,” Anna said, speaking loudly enough to be heard over the music.

I nodded in agreement, toe taping to the beat, but once again their drummer fumbled it and I winced.

“Could be tighter though,” Willa flashed me a grimace of a smile when she and Simon joined us.

I caught my friend’s eye to see what he thought of Nate’s band, but he wore a funny expression and was a little wild around the eyes. When I frowned a question at him, his gaze cut over to Willa and his cheeks suffused with blood. Then I noticed his shirt was misbuttoned, and the fly of his pants was down. Motioning to both, he noticed with a deepening of his blush and turned to fix them with fumbling fingers.

“Looks like it’s working,” Anna said to her friend, who wore a proud little smile, like the cat who’d stolen the cream.

“I think I’ve solved Simon’s stage fright.”

“You did?” I asked, “How?”

The moment the question was out of my mouth, I felt like an idiot, and the flat stare Anna and Willa gave me confirmed it. When Simon turned back around, the three of us were staring at him and his neck turned a deep shade of red, but a proud smile worked its way onto his lips and, if anything, he held himself taller.

“Let’s just say,” Willa said in response to my question, as she pressed herself against my friend side and slipped an arm around his waist. “We’ve been working on some ‘aversion therapy’ to get him over it.”

“Aversion therapy?” I asked, wincing when Anna kicked my ankle. When I looked at her, she gave me a significant look, as if to say ‘shut the hell up dude, it’s their business’, but Willa was quick, even eager, to respond.

“He needs to know how good it can feel when people are watching, so I’ve been giving him blowjobs on the roof.”

“You’ve been…?” my eyebrows rose, and I met Simon’s gaze.

His blush turned a shade darker, but he met my eyes with a proud grin, and I couldn’t help the laughter that escaped me. Anna elbowed me in the ribs, and threw me a look, but in seconds she was snickering alongside me as the two love birds gazed into each other’s eyes.

“You’re on after the next act,” a harried Mrs. Winslow announced before darting off after a girl carrying a sequined outfit. “That goes to the dancers out back!”

“We’re on?” Simon asked, and I caught a hint of anxiety threading the words.

“Not yet,” Willa grinned up at him, wolfishly. “Want to find a closet?”

Anna and I laughed as we watched the pair dart off in search of a dark corner, and I caught Nate’s eye as the tall blonde strutted off stage. He gave me a smug smile, head tilted back and threw a wink at Anna, before letting his gaze take her in from head to toe.

“Want to get with a real rocker. Find me later, babe.” Nate winked, earning a glare from Devon, who threw a second at me for good measure before following his band mates.

“They’re going to be tough to follow.”

“For the dancers,” Anna pointed to the four girls hurrying onto the stage. “Not for you guys… Trust me.”

I thanked her with a smile and set to organizing our equipment. Anna had seen me do it so many times in the garage that she fell in to help without direction and by the time Simon and Willa stumbled back, hair mussed and wearing the sly grins of recalcitrant kids, we were ready to go on.
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The last act before us was finishing their break dance routine as Mrs. Winslow came up to make sure we were ready. When she saw me with the Gibson strapped across my shoulders, I saw a familiar light enter her eyes and her breath was coming faster, chest heaving and voice breathless as she spoke.

“Your lighting queues were sent to the booth but half of them have been screwed up tonight so I can’t promise anything.”

I frowned a question at her, but she was addressing Willa.

“I kept it simple,” the redhead said, and flashed me a wink when I turned my frown on her. “A little production never hurt,” her face blanched, and she swore. “The costumes!”

“There isn’t time, you’re on!” Mrs. Winslow said, bustling the three of us forward.

“Next time,” I whispered to Willa as we plugged in and took our places. I could see Nate and Devon off in the wings, watching with sneers with the rest of the performers off stage, but another face caught my eye and the hint of unease and nerves swirling in my guts faded away when I saw her.

My stepmom waved from the back of the crowd, her pale skin and dark hair marking her out clearly. Out of the hundreds packed into the small auditorium, three stood out like flowers in a plain field. In the back, my mom stood in a tight band shirt, a station badge hanging between a pair of breasts that had heads craning backwards to stare. While off to one side, a pair of blondes wore matching outfits of pink and white, their wrists and ears glittering with sparkling diamonds.

The relief I felt seeing my stepmom had made it was balanced by a spike of energy when Claire Overton bit her bottom lip and flashed me a languid wink before turning to whisper something in Heather’s ear. The teen blushed, but her smile widened and the skirts hugging her hips swayed as she twisted in place.

The crowd was restless, and I let their energy in, adjusting the microphone’s height to match mine as Simon and Willa got themselves situated. Cheating myself so we could watch one another play, keeping the same arrangement we’d had in the garage, I let my fingers tickle the strings, double-checking that she was in tune.

“We’re Carwash Pigs, and today we have an original song for you.” I couldn’t help enjoying the flat stares and discomfited shifts in their seats, as the audience prepared for another awkward performance.

I nodded to Simon and Willa before putting fingers to the Gibson. The crowd was restless after more than an hour in their seats and took the opportunity between acting to chat with their neighbors or stand and stretch. The first notes of the song fell onto their ears, and I watched heads turn and conversations fall off as their attention became riveted on me. When Simon and Willa joined in and I pushed my lips to the microphone to belt the first lyrics, I had their complete and undivided attention.

“Rage at me, I’ll slap you down;

“Take your girl and wrap her round;

“My envy!”

My focus on the crowd fell away, but I felt them responding to the song. Like ships in a tractor beam, they drew close, leaning forward as my voice melted into the music. I could feel the crowd like a living thing as I sang, our music casting a spell that wove them into a single organism.

One that feeds its energy back to us.

As the music deepened, I caught Simon’s eye and saw a grin on his lips, and tracks of sweat running down his brows as he kept perfect time. Willa looked even more ecstatic and flashed me a wink when my gaze swept past. Hers was the hardest part in this song, and she played it brilliantly, thumb wailing away at the strings.

When I hit the hook, the crowd was on their feet and people pushed their way to the front, a small crowd forming at the foot of the stage filled with screaming girls and guys jumping in time with the beat. It was all I could do to remember the lyrics as their energy infected me, and the yells grew so loud I could barely hear Simon on the drums.

Our hours of practice paid off. When the crowd grew so boisterous, we couldn’t hear each other’s instruments behind the speakers, we were able to keep the music perfectly in sync by watching one another. We’d don’t it so many times in the garage that even the crazy energy rising around us couldn’t distract from the music, and we fell into the groove like a decades old touring band.

I spied my stepmom in the back of the crowd, dancing by herself to the music and had to tear my eyes away. Claire and her daughter were doing the same on the side of the stage and their swaying figures were only slightly less distracting that the curvy goddess behind the crowd, but once my eyes locked with Heather, I couldn’t seem to tear them away. The girls’ eyes burned with a heat that should have seared my flesh but sent an extra thrill through me.

It wasn’t only Heather’s fiery stare that made me aware of the attention I was getting from the women. Her tiny friend, Marcia Cross, stood beside her and wore a look of startlement mixed with a hunger I recognized. The girl flashed her friend a surreptitious frown when she saw us lock eyes, and an eager little bounce that did wonderful things to her tight body when mine swept over her.

The women were almost enough distraction to make me trip up on the Gibson, but I pulled my focus back in time and pushed them from my thoughts as the song wound down and I reached for the higher notes in the last lines.

Eyes closed, I let my voice rise and felt the crowd pulled along as Simon wailed on the drums. Bringing it to a close, I slashed my hand down on the strings one last time and savored the sound as it vibrated through the air. The fading echoes releasing the crowd from the spell that had gripped them.

A beat of silence followed, and my stomach tried to roll over itself inside me. I caught Willa’s eye and saw the same anxiety there I felt, and a second later, when they roared back to life with applause and whistles, the same relief that swept through me.
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“Thank you, we’re Carwash Pigs!”

I tried to find my stepmom over the blur of faces and waving arms but couldn’t spy her in the back, but Mrs. Winslow and Mrs. Gray were amongst those who’d rushed the stage and the pride in my music teachers’ eyes buoyed my spirit. The cheers were stifled by the curtains as I joined Simon and Willa, leaving the stage, and the little redhead poked her head out one last time to soak it in before slipping against Simon’s side.

“Did you feel that?!” she hissed with a grin.

I nodded in reply, but before I could respond, a crowd pushed in around us.

“That was incredible!”

“Far fucking out, man!”

“You’re an amazing singer…”

“Where did you learn to drum like that?!”

“He’s mine, back off!” Willa’s chin thrust forward as she warded off a curvy singer who was crowding too close to Simon.

The well-rounded girl blinked at the serious expression on Willa’s face and took a half-step backwards, only to have another singer from her group slip into the gap and flash my friend a dimpled grin.

“Are you guys signed? Cuz’ my brother works for a label-.”

“My dad’s a producer!”

The tall, statuesque redhead who lead the singing troupe pushed past the other two and laid a hand on my chest after the outburst. She wasn’t the only one pushing through the growing crowd. In moments, the kids who we’d been competing against had transformed into unhinged fans with no sense of personal space or boundaries.

A squawk of protest pulled my head around, but I had to hunt to find Willa pressed into the folds of the curtains as more and more bodies pushed in around us. Simon’s head swiveled, eyes a little wild around the rims as he called for Willa. She called back from the curtains, but we could barely make her out over the tumult.

The excitement of playing in front of a great crowd, the thrill that propelled us on stage, was turning into something sour as the surrounding tumult grew. I wish I could say I got us free of that chaos, but it was a deeper voice than mine that broke through the frenzy that had taken hold of the other performers.

“Graveson! This way!”

The deep voice cutting through the voice parted the crowd as heads turned back to see who it was. I was as surprised as any to find Nate Trundle standing at the fire exit. Not willing to look a gift horse in the mouth, I grabbed at Simon, who’d dug Willa free of the curtains, and we darted for the exit.

Sunlight hit me like a shock, reminding me how little time had passed. Blinking the glare from my eyes, I nodded my thanks to Nate, who gave me a nod that had more than a touch of respect in it.

“You wrote that song? For real?” He asked, stopping me from joining my friends.

“We did,” I indicated Simon and Willa who fell into the embrace of a waiting Anna.

“Hmmh,” he grunted and gave another nod of respect, but his eyes strayed over my shoulder and slipped into something that might have had a hint of self-mockery. “Your fan’s waiting.”

I turned to find Anna standing beside my friends, wearing a strangely serene smile on her face. It was Anna who approached me first, wrapping her slender arms around me and hugging so tightly my ribs creaked.

“You were incredible,” she beamed up at me, then flashed Willa a smile and added. “You all were,” then added in a whisper only I could hear, “But you were especially. You should have heard what the mothers around me were saying.”

I cocked an eyebrow at the brunette, but she didn’t elaborate before slipping free of my arms. When she did, I found Heather standing before me, shifting from foot to foot awkwardly as she stared up into my face. The girl seemed to be hunting for the right words, but before she could speak, a shout of delight came from the corner of the building and a second later a pile of women, both young and old, came streaming towards us.

“There he is!” shouted a fierce eyes young woman with a grin, pointing at me. That set the others racing forward like a pistol shot, surging towards me.

Alarm bells rang in my head, but my feet were frozen in place as I tried to comprehend what I was seeing. For a moment, I thought there must be something behind us, but when I craned my head around, the quad was empty. I might have stood there until I was overrun if Heather hadn’t grabbed my hand and hauled me after her towards the school’s main building.

“Come on!”

The blonde was laughing as she ran, long legs flashing beneath her short white skirt and golden hair streaming behind her. A shout rose from those chasing us, envy and anger mingled. That brought another laugh to Heather’s lips. I almost tripped because I was staring so hard at her and not watching where my feet were going. The Gibson almost smacked into the doorframe when we pushed into the school, but I saved her and thinking quickly locked the latch behind us.

“Smart,” Heather winked, waving her fingers at the girls and women piling against the door dismissively. “It’s like those old videos of the Beatles or Elvis…”

“Insane,” I replied, staring at the gaggle of women, both young and old, pressed up against the door. The amusement from earlier was gone, replaced by a growing unease as I saw the wild light in their eyes and wondered just what might happen to me if they caught me.

“I want to show you something,” Heather’s smile had a hint of slyness to is, those thick, pink lips quirked up on one side, and her eyes held a mystery that had my heart beating as she turned and walked down the hall as if there wasn’t a crazed group of women pounding at the door and windows.

That ass could make a blind man stare and I stifled the impulse to reach out and grasp it as I followed her around a corner and up a wide flight of stairs. She flashed me a dimpled grin as she bounced up the stairs, making certain I caught peeks at the strip of pink fabric beneath her skirt. I nearly caught her, and she let out a loud giggle that echoed down the second-floor hall, and she darted out of my grasp and disappeared into a classroom.
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My heart thudded in my chest as I rounded the doorframe and found Heather reclining against a desk. One heel pulled up her leg, the knee bent, she trailed red fingernails up the pale skin, pulling her skirt up to the hip. There was hunger in those pale blue eyes, and a hint of trepidation as she watched me approach.

Her lips parted to speak, but whatever she was going to say was lost as I swept her into my arms, my lips finding hers as a deep growl escaped my throat. Heather let out a whimper and then I could focus on nothing as those soft, pink pillows pressed against me. Hesitantly, her tongue probed my lips, tracing fire across them, and then it was dancing with mine as we tore at one another’s clothing.

In my dreams I took my time, stripping every bit of fabric from Heather’s heavenly figure, but with her in my arms, and need growing between us like a roaring blaze, I couldn’t find the self-control, nor did I want to.

“Oh god,” Heather moaned when my fingers slipped beneath her skirt and hooked in the band of her tiny panties.

Those blue eyes widened as I dragged them down her thighs and she broke off the kiss, shivering against me as her pale stems slipped free of the fabric. It was strange to see shyness wash over her features, but then I caught sight of her treasure and lost all focus on her expression. Heather whimpered, half protest, and half in desire as my hand parted her thighs, then my fingers were teasing along tight, naked lips and her shiver turned into a shudder as a hiss escaped her throat.

“Oh please, please, please… Nghhffhh!”

I was shocked at how easily she came, body curling in towards me and fingers clawing at my shoulder and biceps as her hips hunched against my hand. The gorgeous face which had graced magazines and the silver screen was a thousand times more beautiful as pleasure washed through her.

Then her features slackened into the serene expression I’d seen after the show, and it was my turn to register shocked pleasure as cool fingers slipped within the waistband of my pants and down the throbbing length of my cock.

“Nghh,” I groaned, the small desk scraping on tiles as we she shifted against me, lips pressing to my ear.

“I’ve never seen someone command a stage like you did… You were magnificent!” her fingers gripped the head of my cock, hard, massaging the sensitive glands and sending waves of pleasure radiating through me and causing my thoughts to fuzz, head fogging as my hands continued to wander her body. “I’m going to worship this cock for-.”

“No.” I growled, pulling her up from the half-crouch she’d begun sinking into and up against me.

Kissing her and savoring the taste of her pink tongue, I couldn’t ignore the perfect globe of flesh in my hand, and the overwhelming need throbbing between my legs. The gorgeous girl would get her chance to kneel before me, but not before I took what I wanted.

Heather gasped when I grasped her hips and spun her before me, then bit her bottom lip and groaned in appreciation, back arching as her hand slipped between us and fumbled at pants. My own hands tore the shirt that had become twisted with her bra off, plucking the strap free and with two hands cupping the thin material, drew it away from her naked breasts.

My struggle to gain control of myself and not ravage the gorgeous creature failed when I took in those perfect, firm orbs. Capped in dark pink, hard nipples, they looked as sculpted as her mothers, but when I ran my fingers up her long, slender torso and over them, gripping them hard, they were as firm and unyielding as her tight ass.

“Ngghh!” Heather moaned as my fingers plucked at one nipple, then my cock was free, cold air caressing it before a wet, fiery warmth engulphed it.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, my moans mingling with Heather’s.

The girl reached back and gripped my hip, slowing my thrust. The feel of her was so intense I’d forgotten myself and tried driving to the hilt in one thrust. Reigning myself in, I savored every second of her relaxing against me, and then something tore against the head of my cock and with a gasp, Heather drove herself against me, ass pressing against my hips as she held herself there.

For a long moment, we stayed there. Heather curled back against my body, white teeth pressed into her bottom lip and breathing growing deeper as the hint of pain faded from her face, replaced by a fragile expression of pleasure that I coaxed with gentle touches to her smooth skin.

“Mhmm,” Heather turned and pulled my head down to hers, and when our lips met, a hiss escaped her mouth, and my fingers dug into the firm flesh of her hip, pulling her even tighter against me.

As if we were one being, our bodies began moving in rhythm. My eyes flashed open at the same time hers did and we stared into one another’s as the heavenly grip of her sex released me. A flood of wetness gushed around my cock as I drew back and a whimper escaped Heather, the sound releasing the shackles that had held me back.

With a growl I barely recognized, I drove forward, one hand gripping her hip while the over swept up to caress one perfect breast, pressing the sensitive flesh against her rib cage and loving how she moaned harder, ass driving firmly back against me. Her breathing grew more and more ragged until a sharp cry escaped her lips and long nails dug into my arm briefly.

The desk’s legs scrapped loudly on the tiled floor, but I barely registered it, as I took in the expression of ecstasy washing over the blonde’s face. I nearly came right there, watching the beautiful agony cross her features, but managed to stave it off for a few moments as she came down. Then the heavenly tightness of her pussy had me lose my rhythm. Before I could pull out to spray on her back and ass, Heather locked me in place with a tight hand on my hip.

“Fill me… I want to feel you!” she breathed, lips finding mine as I gasped.

Her kiss was a hungry grin as the world faded into white bliss. I knew a stupid expression was written on my face, but I didn’t care as pleasure racing from the core of me out along every nerve ending. The release was short-lived, because with her incredible body in my hands, my cock refused to soften.
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Heather slipped from my arms and slender legs flashing beneath the only piece of clothing she wore, her skirt. She flopped onto her back on the teachers cushioned armchair and crooked a finger, calling me over. I took a moment to appreciate her there, one leg thrown over the armrest, and the other extended out, fingers trailing up her impossibly smooth stomach to caress first one, and then the other breast.

“You could be a model,” she purred, and only then did I see the hunger in her hooded eyes as they took in my nakedness from head to toe.

“Me?” I asked incredulously, my gaze taking her in as if to say, ‘look at yourself’.

America’s teen sweetheart crooked a finger again, and I grinned, sinking into the chair between her scissoring thighs. Ankles locking behind me, we wasted no time in returning to the perfect motion of our union. Fingers snaked into the hair on the back of my head and a fist jerked me down as her hungry kisses spurred me on.

The position was awkward, and my toes had little to purchase on to power my thrusts, but Heather moved like a gymnast beneath me, hips driving up and matching my thrust, creating a wet slap as our sexes connected and a wicked grunt from her lips. My fingers sunk into her ass, driving her up even harder and I felt the blonde lose her power, pussy lips writhing around my cock as a hissing cry of pleasure left her mouth.

“Ohhh gaaaa hhnnnghhh!”

Her nails tore at my back and shoulders as her body writhed in my arms. Then as quickly as she cum, Heather sagged back against my embrace and I was able to slip beneath her onto the chair. Cock still deep inside her, Heather rolled her hips, riding me gently as she recovered from her orgasm.

“I didn’t…” her kiss broke up her words, but the rest tumbled out between a rain across my lips and down my neck. “Know it would… anything… like this… I can still see you up therrrrnn!”

My own need was still a throbbing bar of steel spearing her body, and I couldn’t ignore it especially with the more beautiful girl I’d ever touched or seen on top of me. My fingers dug into her ass while words babbled out of her, and I ground her pussy down the length of me, pushing myself to the root and feeling her stretch around my girth.

Firm breasts pressed into my face as her hips rolled onto my lap. A shudder passed through Heather and with a far-off realization, I knew she was still cumming. A long string of small orgasms that had her pussy gripping me like a vise. Too tightly for her to rise all the way up, I savored the feel of her shuddering atop me and felt my own orgasm rising once more.

A sound from behind us sent an icy shiver down my spine, and I jerked my head around to find the door swinging open. I tried scrambling clear of Heather and the chair, but she was lost to the world, oblivious to our company as she ground her sex down on my thick cock.

The panic gave way to relief when I spied Anna’s long dark hair swing around the door, but then I froze when a second smaller figure stepped into the room. With a soft click and a finger before her lips, Anna pressed the classroom’s door closed and locked it, while Marcia Cross stood beside the tall girl with jaw hanging open and eyes round as saucers.

“Heather!” Marcia gasped, shocking the blonde out of her reverie atop me.

Jerking upright, Heather took in Anna and her friend staring and instead of leaping off me like I thought she might, the teen flexed her ass back, letting my cock slid half out of her pussy before slamming back down, perfect tits jiggling. Nails digging into my chest; she watched Anna and Marcia as they watched her, and I felt a gush of wetness wash down my cock as she got off on the attention.

“Are you here to… ohh… join in… or just to… mhmm… watch?”

Heather’s voice roughened on the last word, and the walls of her sex gripped me tight before a sigh escaped her. I might have pushed the blonde off my lap, but the look in Anna’s eyes kept me in place and the sight of Heather’s body stretched back and on display above me brought my hands to her waist.

“Uhh…” Marcia looked uncertain but excited, large dark eyes shifting from me to her friend and back.

The expression froze when Anna pressed herself against the tiny girls back, but when the taller girl’s hands began stripping her seductively, and Marcia saw my eyes traveling her slender body, a confident light entered her eyes, and she began swaying her hips and moving to a beat only she could hear.

Heather rode me as her friend stripped before us. Cheek pressed against mine. She watched with me as Anna peeled off Marcia’s clothes until all she wore was a pair of pale blue panties. Slender as a ballerina, the girl’s breasts were tiny mounds, capped in pink nipples that stiffened when the cool air hit them.

“Mmhmm,” she breathed in sharply when Anna pressed lips to her neck, and her large brown shifting from where my thickness was spearing her friend to my face and the hint of trepidation faded as she read the desire in my eyes.

My interactions with Marcia were often unpleasant, but I couldn’t deny how sexy she looked. Tight as only a gymnast can be, her flat tummy and well-sculpted legs sent a throb through my cock that Heather felt. Smiling slyly, she turned and planted a kiss on my check before moving to rise off me. Before she did, her hands rose and cupped my cheeks and I forgot all about Maria, and even Anna’s clothes falling away, as Heather pressed her thick lips against mine.

The kiss felt like it went on for eternity, but only a second or two had passed when we pulled back, breathing heavy. My fingers tightened on the firm swell of her ass and hips and my cock throbbed again inside her, but Heather gave me a wink, and with a hand against my chest rose off me, the warmth of her body leaving mine.

I went to rise and follow her, but the sight of the three teenagers coming together stole the strength from my legs. Anna had continued to kiss her way down Marcia’s neck, who reached forward and drew her friend into a heated kiss. The familiarity of their embrace made me embarrassed for a moment, as if I was peeking in on something I shouldn’t, but they broke off after a second and both turned to Anna, cheating themselves to give me the best view.


CHAPTER 17
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If I thought I was hard before, my dick became a steel bar as I watched the three making out. Heather and Marcia’s hands weren’t idle as the three shared kisses, plucking Anna’s clothes free with even more speed than I’d torn Heather’s off. I wasn’t the only one who appreciated Anna’s high, firm breasts and I nearly came when Heather caressed both and pushed her face down into the pale, soft flesh in almost the same way I had that first evening.

I could have watched Anna and Heather make out for hours, but another set of eyes had locked onto my bouncing dick and Marcia licked her lips nervously as she drew closer. Heather saw where her friend was headed and pulled her lips from Anna’s with some difficulty. When she spoke, it was in a husky voice, distracted as my friend’s fingers explored her.

“Marcia’s a submissive little whore… Use her… hard.”

At the last word, she shivered and turned into Anna, who was pulling her down onto a desk. Marcia’s head jerked back at her friend’s words, but the intense look faded when she turned back to me and something in the set of her eyes, and the way her teeth pressed into her bottom lip, awoke the lion within me.

We came together a few feet from where Anna and Heather twisted. I might have taken my time and been gentle with the diminutive blonde, despite Heather’s words, but her hungry eyes unleashed the beast within and I barely heard her cry of pleasure before she was swallowed within my arms.

Marcia’s hungry kisses were awkward and her fingers on my slick cock unpracticed, but I ignored both until her slender thighs were wrapped around mine and the fiery heat slipping over my cock.

“Fuck you’re tight,” I breathed, savoring the sensation as I pushed Marcia back onto a desk.

The corner of the classroom we’d taken over was in disarray, with desks and chair pushed in a small circle. Heather and Anna were entwined beside us and the sight drew my eyes as I drove into Marcia with insistent thrusts. The tiny girl was so tight I couldn’t enter her in a single thrust and took more than a half dozen before she was stretched enough to accept my thickness. It wasn’t for lack of wetness because she practically gushed around me, mewling and thrashing with growing wildness until I felt the back of her pussy grip my cock.

“Nnnghghh!”

Sharp little nails dug into my hips and heels into my thighs as Marcia pulled at me, but I had another mind and with a firm hand on her tight ass and another pressing her slender torso down, I hauled back and drove forward with all my will.

“Oooff!” Her eyes bulged and mouth formed a small ‘o’, before her long lashes fluttered, one lid locking in place as her pussy gripped me like a vice and a shiver passed through her body.

“Oh god… wait… mmhmm… not… again! Huh huh huhhnnnghhh!”

Anna and Heather had pulled themselves from a pile of sweaty limbs and were watching with twin smiles as I banged Marcia for all I was worth. The desk beneath me shook, and her limbs had gone limp as waves of pleasure swept through her, but I fought off my own orgasm as I relished the moment.

Status is a funny thing. Wealthy beyond my dreams, this girl came from an old and powerful family. All of her instincts had driven her to think less of me, but a single performance had flipped that paradigm on its head. That, coupled with her love and respect for Heather, had led her into this wild encounter, and it all combined to free my restraints.

“Fuck your little groupie whore,” Anna husked, drawing my eyes to where her chin rested on Heather’s shoulder, fingers lazily circling one of the blonde’s nipples. “But cum on her face.”

“Yeah,” Heather agreed, lids fluttering as Anna pinched the nipple, before moaning softly and turning into the brunette to kiss her.

The sight, coupled with Marcia’s gripping, shivering pussy, was too much, and I lost my rhythm. Before I could open my mouth to say anything, the tiny girl was slithering from beneath me, limbs watery and limp, and she fell more than sat on her heels.

“Cumming!” I hissed, focusing with difficulty on the adorable face turned upwards with an ecstatic look, and a tongue that reached impossibly far out to caress the head of my cock.

Table legs scrapped on tile as Anna and Heather flew to my sides. Their hands replacing mine and saving me from collapsing it not for their support, when the world dissolved into whiteness and pleasure raced through me. Muscles tightened, and I felt a stupid expression twist my face but couldn’t bring myself to care as burst after burst swept through me and onto the adorable teen’s face.

“Jesus… you painted her!”

Anna stared in amazement at Marcia’s kneeling before me, head tilted back and thick lines of cum crisscrossing her face. A particularly heavy glob hung from her chin and was about to drop onto her chest before Heather swept it free with her hungry tongue. While the pair made out, sharing my cum back-and-forth, Anna continued to stroke me, only pausing when the other two broke off from their session and turned to me with seductive grins.

“You better not forget us when your touring the world and models are throwing themselves at you two by two,” Heather said, all the while she crab crawled forward with her friend, while Anna pressed me back into the small couch.

“He won’t,” Anna purred, “Because we’ll be there to make sure of it.”

Marcia let out a giggle, but there was nothing funny about Heather’s expression as she nodded in confirmation and, reaching up, pulled Anna down to her other side.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, watching the three sexy girls press themselves between my legs, shifting to find the most comfortable position. “This is… beyond my dreams.”

“Time to make new ones then,” Heather purred, before pressing her perfectly sculpted lips to the underside of my cock.

“Nghh,” I groaned as Marcia and Anna joined her.

The three were in no hurry and took their time licking and sucking my cock. It was like a ballet, the way they danced around one another. Marcia took one side, and Anna the other, while Heather acted as the director. Her hands guiding the others girls around, and breaking one off from their work every few minutes to engage in a passionate kiss.

At one point, I heard giggling voices out in the hall, but they were gone as quickly as they’d come, and my attention remained locked on the three girls before me. Watching Anna and Marcia’s tongues swirl around the head of my cock together, or Anna’s plump lips encase one of Heather’s puffy pink nipples, it was a struggle not to explode across their faces.

As incredible as the afternoon was, the most delightful sight to me was when Anna pulled the other two over to the teacher’s desk. Three pale, beautiful asses wiggled back at me, the girls flashing eager smiles over their shoulders. Anna flashed a smile of pride when I took her first, savoring the kiss she shared with Heather, before I moved over to the blonde.

Heather came quickly with Anna’s fingers between her legs and my dick spearing her, moaning into the kiss. But her little friend got off like a rocket when I moved behind her and thrust to the hilt in one go. Her scream was so loud I worried someone would come to check on us, but the fears faded as Anna and Heather pressed against my sides, slender bodies filling my arms as I throbbed within Marcia.

We collapsed into a pile of sweaty limbs and might have cavorted there all evening and night if nothing disturbed us. The sound of a door slamming open someone in the building sent all four of us scrambling for our clothes and the back way out, laughing all the while as we stumbled into one another.

“That was fucking insane!” Marcia grinned when we broke out into daylight.

“I know,” Anna agreed, peeking through the door’s window to make sure we weren’t followed.

“Next time we need a bed though,” Heather twisted and grimaced, fingers working a spot on her back. “That desk was not comfortable.”

“Next time…?”

The three grinned at my expression and Marcia burst out laughing before hooking an arm in mine opposite my friend. I didn’t have time to process that before we ran into a crowd of kids leaving the auditorium. Simon and Willa were nowhere to be found, but I could imagine what they were up to.

That night, as I lay in bed, it took me hours to fall asleep. Part of it was the energy from our performance still coursing through my blood, and another the fact that we only had two more weeks to prepare before Battle of the bands. The biggest reason I couldn’t fall asleep was Heather. It still felt unreal, and I couldn’t banish the sight of her perfect body from my minds-eye until sleep pulled me under. I thought that afternoon would become the wildest of my life, but it was only the opening act.

To Be Continued…
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