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Chapter 1- Mai Fan- Fall from Grace
Every thrust was inching her ever closer to the edge.
Engaging in the most private of all acts, the girl was lost to the world around her, trapped in her own fantasies.
Her physical body was in her large room atop her queen-sized bed that was adorned with pillows and dolls that many would consider to be "childish" for her age, but she knew that her 36 year old sister had an equally impressive collection. At the m the rocking having knocked most of them off the sides.
She had started her masturbation session in the center of the bed, straddling a plush replica of the man populating her fantasies. With all the drama surrounding his apparent rivalry with another superstar over the love of Mei Shin, the media had jumped on the story and ran with it. Two days ago they released these limited edition plushies and she was first in line to get one.
Currently she was off center of the bed, lost in her own pleasure.
Her current attire could be described as "half dressed". Her pants lay somewhere under a pile of pillows while her slightly sweat stained shirt still caressed her skin. Her panties, damp from her arousal were gliding back and forth along the midsection of the plush toy. The friction upon her lower lips felt good but she still ached for more.
Atop the doll and staring down towards its eyes she increased the pace of her hips to a faster speed, in a race to reach the finish line and go over the edge.
If anyone were to be listening at her door there would be little doubt as to what was happening inside. Her bed may have been of the softest quality but small creaks from her violent movements echoed throughout the room. The creaking was accompanied by hardly suppressed moans and more often deep and forceful grunts one might hear from a busy gym.
Her face was almost a grimace. Brow furled and covered with sweat as she pushed her body to its absolute limits to get the most pleasure in the least amount of time. She shut her eyes tight, eyelids acting as a screen for the scenes rapidly playing through her mind.
This was not a sensual, self-love session. There was no time to take it slow and draw out her pleasure. She needed to get hers and she needed it as soon as possible.
Pressing down harder on her substitute lover she grit her teeth and remembered how her sister had embarrassed her moments before she left the scene by calling out her obvious attraction to the man in question. She slowed her movements down, just slightly so she could catch her breath a bit. She almost growled her words, each sentence taking what little breath she had that wasn't being used to fuel her movements and punctuated each sentence with particularly heavy thrusts. "Maybe Veronica was right. May- unghhh" Her next sentence transforming into a groan as she glided her clit along a particularly rough part of the plush. "Maybe I am just a bitch in heat. But I'm his bitch. To breed as he wishes."
The two-minute walk from the dining hall to her room had been hell enough. There was an ache deep within her that needed to be satisfied now. And probably wouldn't be until several more repeats of this act. But those would cum later. This one cums now.
The edge was closer than ever as the girl turned up the fantasy in her mind. She had been playing a memory of the warrior who had been staying at her place for the last week or so. Just before her primal urges got the best of her he had fixed a door while she sat there and watched, mesmerized by his movements. Despite the fact that overall he did a poor job, nonetheless, watching him work set her off.
She was fascinated with his strong arms, biceps and triceps flexing as he worked. Watching them move beneath his shirt. His strong hands gripping the wood and hammer. She imagined he would use those same arms to caress her with soft touches before turning hard and gripping her body. She would submit under the power of his arms and he would use her in whatever way he wished. She wouldn't be able to escape his grasp if she wanted to, not that she would want to. She was his toy to use and that thought made her grind even harder into the plush.
The next fantasy focused on the part where he just laid on the ground after her sister tackled him and was sitting on top of him. For this one she replaced her sister with herself, straddling the man while he filled her in every way she needed. She mimicked the movements she was doing in the fantasy on the doll, that was now soaked in her juices as she grinded her cloth covered folds even harder and faster on it.
She hadn't noticed that the part of the bed her knees rested on has started to give way more than usual. She couldn't sense anything but the doll beneath her pelvis and the pleasure radiating from her core as she thrusted against it.
Then the moment came, and she sent herself over the edge of ecstasy.
After a few final, desperate motions her body freezes. Her toes curl as far as they can and her head whips up towards the ceiling, her eyes closed tight as a pleased smile spreads upon her face. Though the muscles were locked in place, vibrations and jerking motions ravage her body for the first few, long moments of bliss. She lets out a deep guttural moan.
"Guuuuuuu-AHHHH"
She went off her second edge of the session. Her moment of bliss was interrupted by gravity as she fell off of her bed onto a few of her other plushies. Her body still in the throes of ecstasy she continues to lay face down and ride out the orgasm. She gives a few short, jerky thrusts as she begins to come down from the high, trying to make it last as long as possible.
When the blood stops pumping so loud in her ears it is immediately replaced by a different thumping sound. The sound of someone knocking on her door. Her eyes get even wider as she realizes that her fall drew some VERY unwanted attention.
The doorknob jiggles as the person on the other side tries it and Mai Fan is thankful for the fact that in her rush to masturbate, she hadn't forgotten the first rule. Always lock the door.
"Mai Mai you OK in there? I heard a scream; you have 4 seconds to respond before I break down the door. I've done it before, and I'll do it again!" Mai Fan quickly scrambles to her feet and rushes to the door on shaky legs, still recovering from her monstrous orgasm. Her previous adrenaline having been replaced by fresher, fear driven adrenaline, she puts her body weight against it as if to brace it against the eventual assault though she knows that his sister Lai Chan could easily bench her and the door at the same time.
"No, I'm fine!" she squeaked out, almost a bit too quickly for someone supposed to be not doing something wrong. "I just tripped over one of my dolls. Sorry for the noise!" her eyes squeezed shut hoping her sister would buy the lie and that her voice wasn't too strained from the full body workout she just got done with.
After a too long period of silence, "I told you you are too old for those dolls, another reason you should get rid of them. And while you're at it get Mei shin to get rid of hers too. Most of them are older than me! It's weird."
"And what? Get a collection of weights like you, you gym monkey."
"I'm gonna pretend I didn't hear that for your sake." Mai fan hears her sister's footsteps recede down the hallway.
She slumps down against the door, emotionally and physically drained from having had two extreme feelings almost simultaneously, the fear having added another layer of sweat to her already sticky body. She lets out a deep sigh and relaxes all of her muscles, finally able to enjoy the afterglow.
Until she sees the fighter plushie on the ground next to where she fell and the ache starts to come back.
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Chapter 2- Veronica- Butterflies
Those butterflies were rampaging.
The actors on stage captivated all, but one. While the audience lost themselves in the story on stage, the actors behind it listened intently for their verbal cues. All except Veronica Tan.
She paces back and forth, ignoring the stage and instead focusing on herself.
Veronica always put forth her best effort into whatever role she was chosen to play, but this role was different. It was depraved and dirty. Sultry and seductive. The opposite of every role she's done so far.
For the first time in years she denied the leading female role. Something interested her in the lesser, side role. Having spent the past decade of her life playing princesses and queens, wearing ball gowns and ornate dresses, she craved for something less. In both senses.
Stopping her pacing, Veronica checks her "costume" one more time. Less of a costume and more of fancy undergarments, her fingers trace down her torso, from her bare shoulders, to her precariously covered breasts, to her exposed midsection, and the little more than a thong she wore for bottoms. She traced the natural tattoos that adorned her body from being a water genasi. They seemed to stand out more than ever now, with how much skin was being exposed.
Sandals adorned her feet with their wrapping surrounding her calves. A circlet adorned her head, gold and with an aquamarine in the center of the forehead. Her hair is a special kind of "practiced messy", signaling she had just had a bit of fun but was always ready for more. Veils adorned her arms and waist. Translucent silk that flowed whenever she moved.
After her quick check of all of the components of the costume, she double and triple checked them. While the circlet may have been gold, every single other piece of her outfit was a mixture of blue, cyan and teal. The perfect camouflage for the natural blue hues of her body. The costume was designed for her specifically to fit the role with her special skin tones.
If she moved gracefully enough and the spectator didn't look hard enough it would look as if beyond the veils and circlet and sandals, she could very well be naked. And with how little she was wearing, real wardrobe malfunctions were a very real possibility. More than enough times rehearsals were paused mid scene as the director had to tell her one of her naughty bits was exposed.
She remembered playing it off as no big deal, simply tucking her breasts back away or reorienting her bottoms while laughing it off. But no one is that unaware of their surroundings.
That first nip slip had been an accident. She had noticed a fair number of her peers paying a bit more attention to her during the scene, even though they should be rich nobles turning their noses up at the common whore in their presence. When the director stopped the scene to pull her aside and tell her she felt a cacophony of emotions.
First and foremost, she felt embarrassment, as any person should. Behind embarrassment some form of hurt pride emerged, because she was a professional and professionals don't have costume malfunctions. But then some other feelings emerged. At the realization as to why she had been getting so much attention there the breast in question started to feel hot. The heat that one feels when they know they are being stared at. And the final feeling was a faint tingling in her loins that spread to her entire body. Just enough to be noticeable and definitely confusing.
So naturally afterwards she had a few other "accidental" malfunctions. Each time the feelings persisted, but the tingling grew with each attempt. And with the tingling came arousal and a dampness in her crotch. That wasn't the only part of her body to perspire, as the tingling and perceived heat on her skin caused a healthy sheen of sweat, despite her not having to move as much as this character. Thankfully she was able to play it off as her being a water genasi as they tend to sweat a bit more than others.
She remembered the feelings while tracing one of the tattoos on one of her breasts, a spiral that started at the edges of it and ended on her nipple. The thought with the added stimulation sent a pleasurable and shameful shiver down her spine.
Realizing that for half a second her "check" had turned into her rubbing the sensitive nub for added enjoyment, she needlessly readjusts her top. She hopes that she was able to play it off well enough for the others backstage to think she was simply doing a thorough check.
Sneaking glances around at her fellow cast mates, there seemed to be a few who caught her moment of weakness. A stagehand who quickly averted her gaze, and a fellow actor who attempted to play it off as if he were looking past her.
"They saw. They know." She thought to herself. With the realization came another, stronger and more shameful shiver that tingled her skin and slightly more dampness in her groin.
Veronica turns away from the two witnesses, hoping the dim light backstage hid the blush she felt on her face.
Hearing a line that meant her cue was coming up she ran through her upcoming scene in her head. Everything she would do, from the tone of voice, to the gentle arm touches, the subtle, inviting motions. Her gaze, her costume, her very being. All of it was for the purpose of alluring the audience.
She had a taste of the excitement on a small scale in her rehearsals. Keeping her costume on well after the rehearsals ended, chatting with her friends and fellow actors. Feeling their gazes all over her.
During the rehearsals, when normally others would be practicing lines for their upcoming scenes, everyone watched her perform, entranced by her movements. They hung on every word that came from her lips.
She even grew bolder the closer they got to opening day. Sometimes throwing in improved lines. An extra, longing look at the male lead her character was supposed to be seducing. When she sat, she crossed her legs, and later, not so subtly, uncrossed and re-crossed them when the male lead's character was explaining to his wife who his "new servant" was. She added many of her own little things to draw more and more attention to herself. And the director loved it.
The story was about a young nobleman and how his life was torn apart by his attachment to a local prostitute. The prostitute was supposed to be so alluring that no man or woman could take their eyes off her. Even though some of her improvisations caused viewers to be distracted from the words of the main characters at times, that was what the character is supposed to do. She was simply playing the part of the alluring seductress. At least that was her excuse.
After one last check of her costume Veronica heard her cue. The scene followed the nobleman after a particularly nasty fight with his wife, where he would go into town and in a moment of weakness bed her character. It was the first scene of the play where the audience would see her in action.
Holding back her excitement she settled for a couple of giggles before the professionalism set in. Her face settling into the impish, playful smile of her character. Her eyes alight with mischievous energy, both practiced and very real.
She has grown used to the attention of her acting troupe, as they practiced nearly daily together. This was the real deal. Instead of the 40 people of her troupe she would reveal her character (and with how little clothing she was wearing, herself) to hundreds of people in the audience.
And this was only opening night. After news of her performance spread, who knows how many more would show up for the following shows. How many of them would have already heard of her character?
How many of them would be there just to see her?
Striding towards the stage from off to the side, each step she took only multiplied her feelings. Nervousness on how the world would accept her performance, as any actor or actress would feel. The general nervousness of being up on a stage in front of the public that any performer feels. And of course, the butterflies in her stomach that most people say they feel before a performance.
But unlike most people, she assumed, her butterflies were not in her stomach, but slightly further south.
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Chapter 3- Maria- Slow burn
Your breath and pulse quicken as the darkness surrounds you When you two entered the room you hadn't noticed that there were no sources of light. No candles, the window was closed with the drapes drawn tight, the only light came from the hallway. When the door closed you two were left in total darkness. How someone made partly of fire could disappear in the dark, even with charcoal skin, you have no idea.
Then she started touching you. You gasp at first, the touches coming from the darkness. Each one from a different angle, teasing, prodding a different part of your body. As enjoyable as it is, it all became a bit too much.
"Maria, can we turn on a light?" your voice is shaky with both fear and arousal. "I'm a little scared."
"Don't be." You jump. Her voice is so quiet, her breath tickles your ear and neck. She was behind you. "I'm right here." A pair of red eyes float into your view. Her eyes, alight with the flames of passion, looking at you. You fixate on the eyes, the only source light in this darkness.
So focused on her eyes, you jump again when she touches you once more. She grabs your waist possessively, gently pulls you towards her.
"I'm not gonna hurt you." She pinches your butt, the pain flashing through your body. "Unless you want me to, of course." A shiver runs down your spine. "Now..." the eyes get closer until they disappear from view off to your right. You feel her body up pressed up against you, her breath once again in your ear. "Strip."
And then she was gone. In one motion she silently lets go of your body and dims her eyes. You look all around you, scouring the darkness, searching for the light again. You reach out for her but to no avail. You feel her slap you hand away before scolding you.
"Ah, ah, ah. Strip first, then we can begin." At her promise you immediately begin disrobing. Crossing your arms at the bottom of your shirt you pull it off in one swift motion tossing it haphazardly into the darkness.
You hastily reach back to unhook your bra before she stops you. "So eager." Her voice almost a purr. So she's in front of you. "Relax, no need to rush." Or maybe to the right. "We got all night." This time the left. How could she move so quickly yet so silently?
The thrill of the unknown beckons you to be quick. How can one stand before Pandora's box and be told to not open it as soon as possible? Your voice husky with need, "I want this. I want you as soon as possible."
You hear quiet laughter. "And you will have me in due time," a kiss grazes the nape of your neck. "as I will have you." You turn, reaching out to catch her but she's already gone. "But first you need patience." you hear slight shuffling. "Good things come to those who wait." Something lands on your face.
You recognize the material as a silk. As your hand grabs it to pul- correction peel it off your face you realize three things. First these are a pair of very fine panties. Two, they are soaked. Your nose still feels wet with arousal. And most importantly three, they are still warm.
This makes you want to get undressed all the faster. "How do you expect me to slow down now?"
"I'm sure you can manage. You're a big girl after all." her voice playfully condescending. "Go on. Give me a show."
Fine. If she wants to be a tease, two can play at that game.
You slowly reach back up to your bra, unhooking it. Instead of removing the straps you ignore how it now loosely clings to your bust, showing off more cleavage than before but still hiding your erect nipples.
You then reach down into the dark, sliding your hands sensually against your stomach until you reach your pants. Slowly you unbuckle your belt. When it's done you make a show of removing it, slowly dragging it through each ring until it is free before carelessly tossing it into the darkness.
So far you've adjusted slightly to the darkness. Your eyes used to being blind by now has heightened your other senses, particularly your hearing. You hear nothing, but the rhythmic heartbeat in your chest. You feel nothing but the throbbing in your loins at the same tempo. That was the scariest and sexiest part.
Used to her random touches and calming voice from the ether, her silence weighs on you greatly. Just knowing that someone was out there, watching you undress and wanting you made the throbbing all the deeper.
Maybe she was seated somewhere, merely watching, or maybe she was close, inches away from you, poised to grab you when she wished. You are completely at her mercy. And that was fucking hot.
As you move your hands back down to your pants one of your straps falls from your shoulder. You make a show of pulling it back up. If you have to wait, so can she.
Upon reaching your waist, your hands deftly unbutton them. You widen your stance slightly, making sure she can get a good look. Slowly, you peel down the zipper. One. Notch. At. A. Time.
You feel the mood in the room change. A great impatience floods your senses as you feel yourself being watched.
There she is. You look up, meeting her eyes once again. This time all pretense of playfulness was gone. They looked hungry.
Maintaining eye contact, you finally open the zipper. Despite being beltless and unbuttoned your pants don't feel all that loose. You made sure to wear the tightest, form fitting pair you had to show off your curves.
After a few feeble tugs you fake pout, making as if the task of lowering the pants was impossible. Voice laced with faux distress you say "Oh no, I think they're stuck. Whatever shall we do now?"
The eyes began moving. They move closer and closer until mere inches from your own. You stare into them, feeling the intensity of her passion. You feel her breath on your lips. If you moved your head slightly you could probably kis-her hands grip your pants by the sides and the eyes suddenly drop down. In one swift motion she pulls them down to your ankles. Her breath tickles your pantied crotch. "There."
As the eyes retreat back to their starting position you can't help but giggle. "Now who's eager?"
"Continue."
Don't have to ask you twice. You step out of the pants and stand with your hands on your hips, one step closer to being naked.
Finally deciding to speed things up. You take off your bra and drop it approximately where you think your pants are behind you. You notice her gaze shift downwards.
Lastly, you move your hands to your waist, thankful you decided to wear a string thong today. Slowly you pull one end of the knots on each hip until finally the knots come undone and the fabric calls to the floor.
Now you stand there, bare as the day you were born, in front of the floating eyes. You feel them familiarize themselves with your curves and shape. Then you finally speak up.
"Now what?" You were promised heaven once you were naked. Now that the time was here you would suffer no more delays.
The eyes approach once more. "Now..." She grabs you by the waist and spins you a few times. Whatever mental image you thought you had of the room is now gone. After the final spin she pushes you. You stumble and for a brief second fear flashes through you as you fall until you land on the soft sheets of what must be the bed. "the fun begins"
As exciting as this is you realize the inequality in positions "Enough games Maria. Turn on a light. I want to see you. It's embarrassing if only you can see me."
Her voice, back to the sly condescending tone, comes forth from the floating eyes. "As you wish, princess."
She turned on a light alright. Before your eyes you slowly start to see dim light get brighter and brighter, emanating from key points on her body before you realize she's naked. Her hair sheds the most light, acting as a small bonfire atop her head. Then you see the rest of her.
Genasi have natural tattoos on their bodies from the day they are born. You had assumed they were mostly for decoration, but she proves you wrong. Contrasted against her black skin, her tattoos light up. Not being completely uniform they still left her shrouded in some mystery, the streaks winding and swirling, hinting at curves that you could just barely make out. And to top it all of a nice patch of flame leading down to her fire pit.
The part most recognizable is her face, the face tattoos outlining key features like her eyes, mouth and cheekbones. You can see that her face matches the intensity that her eyes project. It only emphasized the predatory feeling.
"That enough light for ya?" She says with a smug grin.
"It'll do, for now."
From your reclined position on the bed you see her approach. When she reaches the bed she begins crawling on her and knees towards you, like a lioness towards her prey.
She keeps crawling towards you, eventually climbing atop you and forcing your upper half flat onto the bed, her face hovering above yours. Her hands on either side of your head. You tense in preparation for whatever she has in store.
"Hi there." She says smiling down at you.
That releases some tension, you return the greeting in a short exhale. "Hi."
"What do you want to do now?"
"I don't know. What do you want to do?"
She leans in close. "You."
You close your eyes and part your lips, in preparation for the kiss that never comes. Millimeters from your face she pulls back.
"You know... these flames aren't just for show."
You open your eyes in confusion to see a little fire dance across her fingers. She moves the flame to her index finger and brings it down towards your lips.
Panic fills your body. Every nerve is screaming at you to move, that fire will burn. But as you look into her eyes, despite the predatory gaze, something makes you feel safe.
The finger touches your mouth. Instead of pain and burning you feel warmth. She trails the finger down your body, down your neck, over your collar bone, all while bringing the feeling of warmth with it. It pauses at your breast to circle a nipple, making you moan at the sensation, before continuing down its path.
You hold your breath, waiting for her to reach the final destination. For her to finally touch you. She reaches your sternum. Then your stomach. Then you pubic bone. Down through your landing strip until... nothing. She removes her finger, placing her hand right back above your face, the little flame still dancing on it.
You release a needy, desperate moan, almost a whine. She places the finger back on your lips to silence you.
"Remember, to those who wait."
Then she slowly descends her entire body until she's laying atop you, breasts to breasts. She's not putting her full weight on you, but enough to know there's another person there. When her skin makes contact with yours, you release another moan.
That feeling of warmth from the finger, you feel it again but this time covering your entire body at once. When you look down you swear you can see little flames flickering off of both her and your skin.
Using the moan as an opening she quickly takes your mouth with hers, moaning into the kiss as she sends her tongue in to explore your mouth. Good gods even her tongue is warm.
Senses overloaded you take a second to get your bearings, once again leaving yourself at her mercy. You feel her tongue poke at yours, as well as the skin to skin contact and the unnatural warmth across your body. You see her face, her eyes, and flames dancing at the corners of your vision. You can smell her and your sweat mixing together to make a beautiful musk. You taste her mouth in yours. And last, you can hear the fire. The faint crackling of a bonfire surrounds the two of you, so distant that you think you could be imagining it.
The make out session continues for a while, heating you up both inside and out. The steady heat makes you feel like a kettle that's about to boil over. You forcibly separate your mouth from hers, only to moan as it found a new target in nibbling your neck. You can only force out a quick, desperate plea.
"Please."
She pauses her meal, staring you in the eyes again. She appears to be weighing her options, enjoying the way you squirm. "Hmmm." Shifts to lay beside you, making sure to maintain as much skin the skin contact as possible, keeping up the warmth. Her hand snakes its way to your belly as she rubs slow circles on it, causing your hips to gently buck involuntarily.
"I suppose you've been patient enough. You deserve a reward."
Her hand moved towards your slit. You tense once more. Finally, you're going to get what you need.
You didn't realize just how close you were to boiling over. The warmth coming from her body mingled with yours, hiding the state of your arousal. Only after a few seconds of her hand touching your slick folds, the direct warmth sets you off.
Pleasure burns your senses. You close your eyes and your world goes red as every nerve in your body focuses on the heat radiating from your center. The crackling of the fire fading away into the background. Like a kettle you scream, forcing out all of the built up pressure from inside. Then it's over. Like a spark, the pleasure came and went in a moment.
As you come down from you high you pull her closer against you, muttering thanks a thousand times over. After a minute you recover enough to continue the night. You start to snake your hand down her body, towards her core.
"Your turn." a pleased smile spreads over your face.
"No." she grabs your hand, halting its journey.
"What do you mean? That was amazing."
"I told you, good things come to those who wait." You meet her eyes and she looks, disappointed, a little angry, and the hunger from before is still there. "That was too fast. You need to learn patience." Her lights go dim. And with the lights, goes the heat.
Once again in darkness you feel her leave your side. And now you're alone on the bed. You hear shuffling, the sound of drawers opening and closing.
"What are-"
"Quiet." Her voice had an edge that brokered objections.
You lay there in the dark for another minute until suddenly you are blinded by light. Once again Maria lights up her body, tattoos and all. This time though, unlike the dim, low light from before, she glows like a roaring bonfire.
She stands at the foot of the bed, obviously holding something in her hands. "Lay back" You comply, equal parts curious and confused. She walks around to the side of the bed. Gods she's bright, you can't look directly at her. "Arms above your hand." once again you comply.
She grabs your arms, fiddling with something as she fondles your wrists "Since you obviously don't understand the pleasure of delayed gratification, I'm going to teach you." You feel the bindings on your wrists tighten, holding them together. She lets go of your arms. "Keep them above your head until I say so." She goes dark again.
You feel the bed shift as she crawls back on to it, then you feel it shift as she climbs back onto you. You feel the familiar presence of two of her limbs surrounding your head. Once again you feel her lower her weight onto your body. The skin on skin contact returns the warmth that you oh, so missed. Though strangely enough, even though you feel her, you can't see her. Your eyes search the darkness, knowing she is on you but not seeing. Why won't she turn on the light?
Then you feel something you didn't expect. Her hands slowly grab the inside of your thighs and pry them apart, exposing your wetness to the cool air. So, she was upside down. That means... you start to raise your head, reaching out with your tongue, hoping to taste her. To give her some of the pleasure she has given you.
"Put your head back down." she raises her body, enough that when you look towards your feet you see her eyes inverted. "You will lay there until you learn patience. Understood?"
God you loved it when she told you what to do. "Yes." you lower your head back onto the bed staring up at the black void.
"Don't disappoint me again." She lowers her body once again, then shortly after you gasp as you feel her tongue exploring your folds. You feel the warm muscle slowly dig between your lips, tease your hole before going back up to flick your clit and repeat the process. This goes on for several minutes.
The slow pace is excruciating. It feels good, all the warmth from before once again seeping into you from the skin to skin contact. The direct contact of her tongue on you, her heat of her mouth, covering your entire core fuels the fire within you. Moans and mewls escape your lips, each begging for her to do something. To go deeper, to lick harder, anything. Equal with your pleasure was the rising frustration from deep within. It's a cruel middle ground, too stimulating to be called teasing, but not stimulating enough to get you off.
At one point you started grinding your hips against her face, hoping to gain any bit of extra pleasure. At that she had stopped licking you all together, threatening to stop and commanding you to be still.
"Relax and enjoy it. You will climax when I make you climax and not a second earlier. Those who can't be patient don't deserve to be rewarded." Realizing she was not kidding about stopping you became much more docile.
More minutes pass as you exist in your personal pleasure hell. Your body builds up tension, slowly approaching your peak while stoking the fire within you. You can feel sweat covering your body, Maria's own body every so often slipping a bit. You feel that the bed below you is soaked. Has she been raising the heat?
You continue to lay there, staring into the nothingness. Without your vision all you can do is experience the things she does to you. You obviously you feel the heat radiating from your lover. You feel the sweat on the bed. You feel your mouth, slightly dry from all the fluids you're losing. You feel her tongue, the same as when she started. Slowly and methodically eating you out. And you hear the crackling of the fire again, much louder. Seems she can make the noise without making the light.
Then she stops. Immediately you let out involuntary whines. As tortuous as it was, some stimulation was always better than none. She Silences you with a shush. Then you feel something else. Her finger glides along your folds, collecting your juices. Then they are gone, and you hear the telltale sign of someone sucking their fingers clean. "I love the way you taste."
You let out a loud moan at the first change of stimulation in the past ten minutes. You feel her insert one finger, slowly. She twists it around a bit before removing it and inserting it once more, setting an equally slow rhythm as before.
The warmth coming from her finger almost in of itself is too much. You spent the past ten minutes building, the heat rising in your core. Her finger feels a few degrees higher than your own internal temperature. Hot enough to be noticeably stimulating and just shy of scalding.
She wraps her mouth around your clit, focusing it down with slow, forceful, and methodical licks. The new stimulation is greatly appreciated, but the same slow pace once again taunts you.
You don't even know how long you've been under her anymore. It could have been hours or days; all you do know is that she kept up that same pace for each and every last second.
Eventually you do feel yourself approaching the edge, albeit at a snail's pace. Your moans have shorter times in between as well as get louder. It takes all of your concentration to not thrust against the mouth or the finger. It would be so terrible to have her stop now.
In the back of your mind you faintly remember that she said she control's when you reach the peak. Not wanting to disappoint her further you voice your concern amidst gasps and moans.
"I'm -im gonna c-cum soon."
She takes her mouth off of you but never stops moving her fingers. "I know." Her voice no longer had the angry or disappointed edge to it. It sounded as warm as you felt. It was comforting. "You've done well to make it this far. You deserve the reward I made you wait so long for. Good girl." At that your body shivers despite the heat. She gives your clit a small lick, drawing another moan from you before continuing. "When it happens, relax your body and let it go through you. Don't tense up and resist it, go with it. Trust me." She returns to your clit.



After another minute she can tell you are right there, the contraction of your walls near constant. Again she stops with her mouth, the maternal voice drawing you out from inside your inner world of pleasure. "You've been so good, can you just do one last thing for me?"
"W-wh-what?" what else could she want from you?
"Cum for me." With that she returns her lips to your mound, her tongue resuming its erosion of your sensitive nub. Then you feel her slowly insert a second finger this time keeping them both buried to the third knuckle. They scrape around your upper wall, searching for something. When they reach that special spot you gasp, and she chuckles a bit, sending vibrations into your clit.
Instead of the fast paced, rush to the end that most people do when their partner is close, she maintained the slow pace. Having found your special spot she mimicked the movements of her tongue with her fingers. Slow circles. She circles your clit and insides at the same gut-wrenching pace, bringing you to the edge as slow as possible.
Then you are there.
It's unlike any other orgasm you've ever experienced. Usually they follow a strict pattern. You go towards the edge. building up a pressure within the entire time. Then, when the pressure becomes too much, it explodes out of you in a few, pleasantly violent moments before going back to empty. This one was different.
The pressure was still there but instead of an explosion, it was more like water, slowly overflowing from a cup. And like a cup that overflows, there must be a source of the new water. Maria, feeling you arrive at your destination, keeps up her actions, keeping you there for as long as possible.
Before you succumb to the pleasure you remember her previous words and relax your body. You melt into the bed. Her warmth above you spreading throughout your body, mingling with the warm feeling echoing out from your core. The world fades away.
The peak that often lasts for a few milliseconds is drawn out over the course of two full minutes, but it feels like an eternity. Lost in the world of pleasure you know only three things: the heat, the pleasure you are trapped in, and the sound of the crackling fire.
The only signs of your enduring release to the outside world are the deep sighs you release ever so often, and the soft, rhythmic contractions of your walls around her fingers.
Eventually you come down from your high and she withdraws her fingers from your depths. She allows you to bask in the afterglow for a minute, and you lay there with your eyes closed, knowing that even if they were open you wouldn't be able to see a thing anyway.
"How was it?"
"Mmmmm. Amazing. It was worth the wait."
"I thought so. Speaking of waiting, I think I've waited long enough."
Though you agree, you suddenly realize that your tongue feels like sandpaper. "One moment, I need a sip of water, my mouth is a bit dry."
You feel her raise her body off of your, feeling your skin tug a little from the sticky sweat connecting you two. "Don't worry, I'm sure I have plenty of fluids for you to drink."
Her comment makes you open your eyes. Hovering above your face, surrounded by darkness, are her glistening folds. Turns out tattoos aren't the only part of her body she can light up. If you could salivate right now you would.
It glows like a red-hot flower. The petals soaked and wanting. You feel a few droplets of her arousal hit your face. And even more than the visage, you feel the heat radiating off of it. Even from a good foot away you can feel it on your face.
"Open wide." She lowers her hips, bringing her molten core towards you.
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Chapter 1: Finger Exercises
HR stares at the naked woman before him. Every inch of her was crafted to perfection. He just couldn't understand how he got into this situation. He was in bed with this goddess, her bed. And she wanted him there. He replayed the last half year of his life in his mind, trying to piece together when he died and went to heaven.
-Flashback start-
Hilbane Reylynn started his time at the gym several months ago. He'd decided to start because when he asked a girl out, she said he was "too thin" for her, and he figured he needed to bulk up.
Not being accustomed to "gym culture," Hilbane had a little bit of a time getting used to the routine. He couldn't understand why the guys didn't seem to care that they were naked in view of others in the men's locker room.
The skinship of both the men and women was also a surprise. He'd been uncomfortably clasped on the back by more naked men than he'd be ready to admit and more than one woman has had to fix his form, basically pressing themselves up against him.
Speaking of the women, he also had to adjust quickly to the female body. In his 19 years of life, he'd had a few girlfriends and could count the number of times he'd had sex on one finger but this was a whole new playing field. A collection of the most beautiful and sexy women he'd ever seen were around him at all times in the gym.
They fell into 2 categories of dress, very short shorts or skin tight legging, both types wearing sports bras and little else. More than once he's had to excuse himself from his exercises and take a break in the men's room to reset.
All of this had not gone unnoticed. Both guys and girls alike loved to tease him for being so uncomfortable. When sparring with the ladies they would sometimes take extra long beating him, not putting nearly enough pressure on his joints to hurt or make him submit, but enough to keep him in place and hold him close to their bodies. The guys would do similar things in the ring, but mostly they would go out of their way to make conversation and interact with him while naked in the locker room.
In contrast, whenever he made any unintentional contact with someone he would apologize profusely, especially if it was a woman, and try to escape. The escape attempt usually ended in the person telling him "it's fine" and pulling him close to have more fun bullying him. Because of his nervous energy and timid-ness around anything even slightly sexual he got the nickname HR.
This gym didn't have gendered training, as they believed they were training the members for a real fight. In real fights you don't get the luxury of picking weight class or gender in your opponent. This meant there were lots of male and female interaction in the gym, at least when compared to other gyms, and they were not shy about sharing their relationships, or bodies, with each other.
Almost daily HR would enter the locker room and hear new stories of some hookup between two members, sometimes even more if they got worked up enough. During breaks, he'd hear the "gossip" (they were speaking clearly out loud and not really trying to hide it) from the women, openly ranking their experiences with other members. When comparing their comments to his single trist between the sheets it kinda made sense why she didn't want to hang out again.
Hell, even a few times some guys and a handful of women have propositioned HR for an "after hours workout" but he always declined. He rejected the guys because he simply did not swing that way and he denied the women believing that none of the amazons that populated this gym could possibly view him in that way and were only pulling his leg some more. His denial didn't mean they stopped trying.
He'd gotten cornered many a time by a few women (the main offenders being Allison, Jazmín, Flávia) rubbing his arms or back, saying that they could "teach him a few forms of ground work that only more... experienced members could teach." and promising "they wouldn't bite... much." He would politely decline while overstating just how beautiful they were and would be met with faux disappointment, their eyes alight with sly excitement.
Sometimes he wished there was a real HR so he wouldn't get harassed as much. But as much as it made him uncomfortable, female attention, especially attention from these goddesses, did feel good on some base level. They seemed harmless. Mostly.
HR was pretty weak when he started training, at least weak compared to everyone else. Over the past 4 months he's gained a decent amount of muscle and drastically improved his fighting technique. Though the technique was due more to his partner and out of necessity.
Lai Chan, an air genasi from a renowned family, trained at this gym. She was a prodigy, learning different fighting styles at alarming speeds and at times giving even the masters trouble. Because of their relative ages, him being nineteen and her being twenty one, and their comparative builds, him being six two, 200lb, her being six three, 205lb they were often paired together for his training whenever she wasn't training with the masters.
They decided that the best way for HR to learn was trial by fire. His trainer said it was akin to "teaching someone to swim by throwing them in the water with a shark." He had yet to get a win on her, but he at the very least lasts more than 10 seconds against her. His defense is his best asset as he has to try his hardest to stall the inevitable loss against her. His good defense has won him a few wins against other members, even a few older and heavier ones. That's how scary Lai Chan is.
Lai Chan was the exception to the rule in the gym. No one, man nor woman, has had any "after hours sessions" with her. Few have the balls to try and those who did were politely accepted with the most genuine smile they've ever seen. After a few dates/hangouts though they couldn't get a read on her and decided to back off. They said that all she wanted to do was spar and train, never even hinting at "better activities."
Today HR had one of his "hell days." His schedule was filled with harsh training, sparring matches with his worst harassers, and to top it all off he had sparring with Lai Chan at the end.
The training went on as usual but the women treated him extra bad (or well depending on how you view it) today. Purposely using holds that had as much skin to skin contact as possible, letting him escape from holds to prolong the match, pretending to not notice whenever he tapped out, the whole nine yards. Jazmin was bold enough to gyrate atop of him while straddling him in full mount, giving him an impromptu lap dance. A man can only take so much.
Needless to say, he was both physically and emotionally exhausted by the time he got on the mat with Lia Chan, and despite her workload being double his and against better opponents, she barely looked tired. Her long, cloud like hair tied up, her blue skin with a healthy sheen to it, and her patented big smile. He prepared himself for another set of losses.
At least this one wouldn't sexually assault him.
Unfortunately, the reverse couldn't be said. During their matches he had a moment of weakness. After being climbed on and used by several women that day, Lai Chan was the straw that broke the camel's back.
He let his guard down. Knowing he was in for some teasing whenever he interacted with the older women, he naturally raised his mental and emotional walls when they were around. Lai Chan, being both near his age and the nicest person he's ever met, didn't have those natural defenses in place.
He forgot that while she wouldn't sexually assault him, he would still have plenty of skin to skin contact with the cutest girl he's ever seen for extended periods of time. During the match he lost himself in the feeling of being manhandled by Lai Chan, feeling strangely safe in her strong arms. Until he felt something strange.
She had him in a rear naked choke. Luckily he had defended well enough to get an arm in there so that she wasn't cutting off circulation, but the real problem was on his back. As usual her breasts were pressed into it, as he was used to by now, but what was concerning is that he felt two points where he swore something hard was poking into him. Makes sense, fighting tends to get the adrenaline going and the body has natural responses. But man was that distracting.
After escaping the choke, he got the advantage for a second and proceeded to get on top of her. Unfazed she quickly folded her body and wrapped her legs around his shoulders and neck, putting him in a triangle hold. Unfortunately as she tightened the hold it forced his head closer and closer to her groin. That's when it happened.
He only lost control for a second, but it was enough. He caught a whiff of Lai Chan's scent, emanating from her core. Her sweat and natural musk smelling sweet to the hormones that had been building all day under the persistent attacks of the women. He felt the blood rushing to his groin.
Now he was in a war on two fronts, half his brain focused on fighting Lai Chan and the other fighting his own body to try and stop the inevitable. Every time he told his little soldier to stand down his nose filled with another breath of Lai Chan, reminding the little guy what he was fighting for.
He ended up losing both fights. After barely escaping an arm bar, which had his arm pressed up against her squishy mounds, a few seconds of grappling ended with them in the worst possible position. Full mount.
Time slowed down as he realized there was a second pressure on his little man. More than the pressure of it straining against his shorts. A warm pressure. Her position had his dick sliding right up against her crotch. He felt her body tense at the contact.
At the same time, they both looked down at the physical connection. Him in horror in her in confusion. He heard from outside of the cage a variety of responses. Mostly it was laughing, but there were scattered jeers and oooo-ing from the spectators. A few of them whistled very suggestively.
After visually confirming the problem they locked eyes for a split second. In that second HR immediately tapped his hand on the ground three times and bucked Lai Chan off of him. The first time he'd ever managed to do that. Didn't have time to celebrate though.
While the bucking worked, it also ground his dick into her crotch a bit in the moment, sending shivers down his spine and causing her to... moan? He looked over to her in confusion. Meeting her eyes he detected a hint of anger rising up behind her confusion. Nah, definitely a noise of disgust. The crowd on the other hand cheered.
He then jumped up and tried to cover himself while he ran to the locker room, feeling many people clap his back along the way. He ignored the hoots and cheers and made it to the locker room. He sat down in front of his locker on the bench and held his head in his hands.
If this was one of the usual offenders, it would just be another thing to tease him about. Truth be told it wasn't even the first time he'd popped a boner mid match. His abusers were really attractive and good at what they do.
The guilt came from doing it to Lai Chan, one of the few people who hadn't harassed him. There was no way he could look her in the eye ever again. As if she would talk to him in the first place.
HR decided to spend the last hour of this workout time hiding out in the locker room in shame. When the usual late crowd came in to get cleaned up, they naturally brought up and joked about the "Main event" of the day. The jokes were short lived though, as they quickly noticed that the usual embarrassment and awkwardness of HR had been replaced by depression.
In a rare moment of sincerity, several of the men try to cheer him up to no avail. They said things like "it happens to the best of us, kid" and "don't think about it too much" but HR simply waved them off, wanting to brood in peace.
Wanting to make extra sure he would be the last one out HR waited 15 more minutes after the last guy left. Eventually the owner came into the locker room and crushed his spirits.
The owner rubbed the back of his neck, looking a bit awkward to be the middleman here.
"Look kid, she's not leaving until you come out and I can't close up until you two leave. Wife's gonna kill me if I come home late again so hurry up and take your lumps."
Seeing HR's blank face fill up with fear, the owner sighs and sits next to the young man. "Listen." No response. "Look at me, kid." HR meets his eyes.
"I already know the answer but just to be sure. Did you do it on purpose?"
HR's eyes went wide. "Of course not!"
"Then you got nothing to worry about. Maybe she'll take it as a compliment like Allison." The boy grimaced at the memory.
"But I-"
"You didn't do anything kid. Your body had a natural reaction and things got a bit awkward. Lai Chan's a good girl. I'm one hundred percent sure if you explain yourself she'll forgive you." He clapped HR on the back and stands. "Come on, Wife's getting angrier by the minute."
HR packed up his bag and stood to leave. Other people shouldn't have to suffer for his mistakes after all.
Upon leaving the locker room he is ambushed by Lai Chan, who had been leaning against the wall next to the entrance. She grabs his arm and wordlessly drags him out of the gym and into the street. He goes along willingly, waiting to suffer whatever she had in store, be it harsh words or a beating.
The night air sharpens his mind, cool and fresh, a stark contrast to the musty room he spent the past hour in. He recovers enough to resist slightly, causing Lai Chan to also stop and turn on him.
Looking at her face HR could only feel fear. It was around 10 pm, while the moon was out, her natural blue skin seemed to absorb all the light it could. The only things he could see clearly were her eye's.
Her eyes were intense. She held his gaze, the fire from it singeing what little courage he had just built. HR noticed that she was panting as if she was tired, which was strange because she always seemed to have limitless stamina.
Lost in her eyes, he was startled when she spoke to him. Her voice was husky, with an animalistic edge to it.
"Why did you stop the fight?"
"Wh-what?"
Lai Chan grabbed him by his shoulders. She was using quite a bit of strength. She put her face barely two inches from his own. He could feel the heat of her panting on his face as he was forced to get a closer look at her eyes.
"Why did you stop the fight? We were having so much fun, then you stopped it!" the edge still there.
He figured she wanted him to admit guilt. "I stopped the fight because... you know. My penis, it was poking into you. Sorry about that by the way! I'm really really sorry and it won't happen again!"
"But why'd you stop the fight? Doesn't that happen when guys are having fun? I was having fun too! We were both having fun and feeling good so why'd you stop?" she sounded manic now.
Feeling good? This wasn't the chewing out he was expecting. He thought he'd be beaten up or yelled at for being gross or both. He voices his concern.
"What do you mean feeling good?"
"You know! Feeling good. Like when you fight someone and grapple with them and you just get full of this energy! Then you fight harder and win. It's super fun and you ruined it. Now I have all this-this energy and I don't know what to do with it!" Was HR imagining things or did her face somehow get closer?
Something didn't sit right with HR. Of course he knew about adrenaline and it did feel good to win but this sounded like something more. Currently locked in her grip he had no choice but to push forward. He couldn't solve the problem without understanding it first.
"Sorry I don't understand. Can you describe this feeling for me? Maybe if you tell me I can help."
"I just described it. It's like feeling good all over when fighting someone!"
Ok this was going nowhere. He needed to ask leading questions. "So when you have this feeling, you say it is when you are fighting someone right?'
"I said that already, yes."
"Ok. Does it happen for everyone you fight?"
"No, only some people. No girls but some of the guys feel really good to fight."
So it was gender based. "Would you say that you like the people that make you feel good to fight?"
Lai Chan lets out an exasperated sigh "Of course I like them, I like everyone in the gym."
"No, no. Ok. If you had the choice to talk to let's say Flavia or one of those guys that make you feel good. Which would you choose?"
She frowns a bit. "I guess I would choose to talk to the guy."
It couldn't be. "Ok, this feeling, where would you say it starts?"
Lai Chan takes one hand from his shoulder, and moves it down her abs. She rests it just under the last ab, where her pubic bone met her abdomen. "Right here. Then it spreads everywhere and makes me feel good."
It must be something else. "And would you say you get this feeling, not just when you fight them but think about fighting them?"
The intensity rises slightly in her eyes. "Yes!"
"And do you have this feeling not just with people in the gym but with some guys you see outside the gym?"
"Yeah, I think about how fun they must be to fight!"
HR takes a deep breath. "Ok. Going back to the gym. You said there were some guys that gave you this feeling. Who are they?"
Lai Chan lists off six regulars of the gym. All attractive and fit men in their own right, and people he remembers Lai Chan requesting to fight pretty often. After the sixth name she says "And you."
"Me?" She must be pulling his leg, like the others. Besides she always wins with relative ease. No way can he be her favorite to fight.
"Yeah, you're my favorite to fight." Her excitement turns back to anger as she remembers the entire point of this encounter. "And that's why I'm mad that you stopped the fight when it was getting good!"
"Ok. Lai Chan. Just a few more questions." he said, trying to distract her again.
"When you get this feeling while not at the gym, what do you do?"
"I go home and work out until it goes away."
She what? "You do that every single time? Nothing else?"
"No? What else do I do?"
"What do you do when you have it at the gym, after you fight the person?"
"Usually I fight them then use that energy to train harder."
"So every time you ... feel good, you train?"
"Yes." So that explains her rapid growth and killer shape.
Time to make absolutely sure his hypothesis was correct. "Lai Chan this is going to be a really personal question but I need to ask it to help you. You'll answer it, right?" She nods. "Ok. When you get this feeling, in your gut, does your, um," he hesitates a bit but her questioning eyes makes him push on. "Does your vagina get wet?"
"Yes!" Lai Chan gripped him tighter. "Wait, how come you know that?"
In for a penny, in for a pound. "Well. Like you said earlier, when a man's ... penis gets hard, it means he's feeling the same, or at least a very similar, feeling."
"So you feel the same way I do!" The grip turns into a tight hug. Feeling her body up against his again, smelling her again, he couldn't suppress another erection.
Feeling him press up against her thigh she breaks the hug to look down and stare at his penis. "Look, it's up again!" she meets his eyes again. The same intensity from before doubled in her gaze. "That means you want to fight right? Let's go back to my place and fight!"
Lai Chan attempts to drag HR further down the street but once again he resists.
"Lai Chan, I have some more questions and I think you need to hear them."
Lai Chan continues to try to drag HR down the street. "Fine but we are fighting afterwards. Can we at least go home first? It's cold out here."



She was right. She had been so close to him during their talk that he could feel her body heat and for what was missing his own embarrassment provided the heat on his skin. Now that she was a foot or so away, pulling on his arm he was able to feel the cool nip of the wind.
He agreed, letting her lead him back to her estate in the rich side of town. Coming from a lower middle-class family himself, HR could not even believe how big some of these houses were.
When entering the home, after being stared down by several guards, they went past a few of her sisters who seemed to be waiting for her. She breezed past them, dragging him along, simply telling them that they were going to fight in her room. HR doubts that they even heard her, their full attention on the stranger that their sister brought home.
Lai Chan leads HR deep into the house, past several obviously vacant rooms. Was this a house or a hotel? When they got to her room he couldn't believe his eyes. Her room looked just as well, if not better, equipped than the gym, big enough to have a whole ring in it. Looking closely he noticed that her room was actually several rooms with the walls knocked out of them to make them into one giant room.
Seemingly forgetting the agreement, Lai Chan immediately heads over to the ring with barely contained excitement. HR dropped his bag near the door and instead sat on the edge of her bed, noticing there weren't any chairs in the room and workout benches were not really the most comfortable seats.
Lai Chan remembers that there are more questions and plopped down on the bed next to HR, shoulders and hips touching. HR tensed up at the casual contact.
Deciding to speak first HR resumes his questioning. "Ok, so Lai Chan. we established that you have certain men that you like to fight right? And other men that you would like to fight. It feels really good to touch them and when you think about fighting them your..." He hesitates, still not comfortable talking like this. "Vagina gets wet. That's everything right?"
"Yes! Can we fight now?" her impatience causing her to bounce her leg, adding extra stimulation to HR.
Here goes nothing. "Lai Chan that's not wanting to fight someone. That's being attracted to someone."
"Attracted how?" she ponders his words for a second. "You mean like falling in love!?"
She can't possibly be this naive. "No, no, not love. It's a physical feeling, called being aroused. Like being hungry or sleepy. It's completely natural to feel that way for someone you are physically attracted to." Lai Chan nods along, seeming to understand the gist of his words.
"So when my body feels like this, I'm aroused?"
"Yes, exactly." He can't believe he's having "the talk" with a woman two years his senior.
"Ok Lai Chan, I need you to answer me truthfully. Earlier when we were sparring, were you aroused?"
"Yes! I am right now too, so hurry up and finish so we can fight."
"Well you just answered my next question." He looked her in her eyes. Wait didn't she say that she works out to get rid of the feeling?
"Lai Chan, do you know what masturbation is?"
She groaned, obviously impatient with all the questioning. "No, I don't."
Holy Shit. "Ok Lai Chan, I need you to pay attention. So what you are feeling right now is arousal. And I assume that whenever you work out while feeling this way, it eventually goes away but it never feels truly... resolved, right?"
"Yeah, I guess that's true."
Wait maybe he was getting ahead of himself. "You know what sex is right?"
"Of course I know what sex is. Boys stick their penis in a vagina then a baby comes out nine months later."
Isn't this girl older than him? "Ok Lai Chan, well, when you feel this... arousal there are usually three ways to deal with it. This first is waiting for it to go away, like you've been doing. The second is sex and the third masturbation. Masturbation is kinda like sex, but you do it alone."
"But how can I have sex alone without a penis?" The innocence in her voice as she said that caused him to chuckle. "Hey! I'm serious."
"Ok. Ok. Have you ever been intimate with anyone before?"
"You mean like kissing and all that stuff? No, you're supposed to do that with your boyfriend but I've never had one. I don't even know how to get one."
If only she knew that she had every guy in that gym wrapped around her finger already. Or better yet maybe she didn't need to know. Maybe this would be their little secret. She did say that he was her favorite.
"Ok Lai Chan, I'm gonna try something, I need you to trust me."
"Ok."
He turned his upper body to fully face her. He then grabbed and held one of her hands and put his face next to hers, close enough that they could feel each other's breath. He felt her breath quicken and reached up to brush some hair out of her face.
"How do you feel right now?"
"I feel like my heart is going to explode out of my chest. Can we pleeeeease fight now?"
Here goes nothing. "I got something better than a fight"
"Impos-" She was interrupted as he kissed her. The shock seemed to overload her consciousness but her body knew what to do on instinct. She readily and eagerly returned the kiss.
She pressed her body up against his, trying to gain as much pleasure from the interaction as it could.
Eventually HR had to separate them, Grabbing her shoulders and pushing her off of him. Her anger was immediate. "Why'd you stop again!? You keep making me feel good then stopping mid way!"
"Listen, I'm sorry but trust me, there are much better things than just making out."
At this her excitement ascended to even further heights. "Like what? Tell me, tell me!"
"Well, when I said there are three ways to solve this problem, I may have been slightly wrong. There are plenty of in-between things two people can do that are not officially 'sex.' But they still feel very good and will help you relieve that pressure."
"Hurry up and tell me!"
"I'll do you one better. I'll show you. But first I need you to get undressed for me."
For the first time since all of this began Lai Chan seemed skeptical. "My sisters told me not to get naked for just anyone who asks."
Shit, is she twenty one or eight? "I'm not just anyone, am I Lai Chan?" Gods that sounded cheesy.
An obvious battle played out across her face. The rules her family instilled in her and the raging storm of arousal within.
"Fine, but I better not regret this."
"Trust me, you won't." Big talk for a guy who had very limited sexual experience.
Without any grace or attempts to be sexy Lai Chan stood and disrobed. She pulled the sports bra over her head, revealing her breasts and their hard nubs. She then pulled both her shorts and panties down in one smooth motion and stepped out of them. She was fully nude in under ten seconds. She stood in front of him, hand on her hips in all her naked glory. It was better than he could even imagine.
It may not have been the slow, sexy motions he had in his dreams, but the sheer confidence of her movements more than enough made up for it. He noticed a slick sheen on her bald pussy. She noticed him looking and got slightly bashful, though not for the reason he expected.
"I know others have hair down there but we have to cut off most of my hair in order to make weight sometimes." she grabs and holds the cloudlike braid to the side of her head. "I had to fight to keep this much."
HR barely heard her. Still taking in her body his eyes traced the path of the natural tattoos on her skin. Genasi were always exotic to the elf but right now she was perfect. The tattoos having added depth and textures they curved around her toned body. She had plenty of muscle yet still had some fat in all the right places. He was in awe.
Noticing his staring she struck several poses and flexed her muscles. She worked very hard for her body and was proud of it. Not an ounce of shame in her.
Eventually though, Lai Chan waved a hand in front of his face to get his attention. "Hello? What now?" With extreme effort HR tore his eyes off her body, raising it to meet her gaze again. Right, he was in control here. Time to act like it.
He stood up and walked over to Lai Chan surprising her with another kiss. This one he made sure to keep brief, not sure he could hold himself back if it went on any longer. This was about her, not him.
The kiss had the desired effect and made her much more docile. She practically melted in his arms. He led her over to the bed and laid her down gently. Once they were situated on the bed, her on her back and him lying to her side, he gave her one last kiss before speaking to her again.
"Ok, if we are gonna do this I need to set some ground rules."
"Rules?" Her voice was very husky. He could tell she was close to snapping, and with as little knowledge as she had about sex, that could spell disaster for both of them. He wanted to make her first sexual encounter as special as possible.
"Yes rules. I need you to trust me, and I need you to follow these rules. Can you do that for me?"
She swallowed hard and nodded.
"Ok. Rule one, if anything hurts or makes you feel uncomfortable, physically or if you simply don't want to do it, tell me and I'll stop. This ends when you want it to end and not a second later."
She nodded again.
"Two. I need you to let me take control. Just lay back and try to enjoy it as much as possible. This is all for you."
She nodded again, then voiced a question of her own. "Are we about to have sex?"
Gods he wished. "No, no. I'm going to teach you how to masturbate. If you like it then we can discuss sex next time." He hoped with all his heart there would be a next time.
"How can you teach me how to masturbate? Don't I have to do it?"
"Well, I'm going to do some things to you, then you can do those same things to yourself later. I can't imagine how wound up you are after over twenty years of not cumming once."
"Cumming?"
"We'll get to that. Rule three. Tell me what feels good for you. Every person is different and likes different things. Since we are both going in blind here I need you to tell me what feels good."
"Ok. I will." She sounded nervous. Only now did she seem to at least partially understand the gravity of the situation. Her body was laid bare to another person and she just gave him permission to touch her in any way he wanted. Even the proud and confident Lai Chan, undefeated in the ring, was nervous at that aspect. She was always the one in control, in or out of the ring.
And only now did HR realize the situation he himself was in. He had the cutest girl ever offering herself up to him on a silver platter. Any guy would jump on the opportunity and skip straight to sex, and he honestly couldn't blame them. But he realized in their talks that she had absolutely no knowledge of anything sexual. She couldn't even tell the difference between arousal and excitement. He would be violating his own namesake if he did anything uncouth to this poor girl during her (albeit late) sexual awakening. He liked to believe he was a nicer guy than that.
He was used to her excitement, she's a very excitable girl. What wasn't used to was the nervousness of her features. She looked so vulnerable on the bed, and it drove him crazy. But he held back, partly because of his conscience but equally because of his ego. This was the same girl who dominated him on the mat for the past five months with absolute confidence and ease. She even went as far to explain what she was doing to him and going to do to him while she did it. Now the tables were turned. He was the experienced one (when you compare his limited experience to her zero this was technically true) and she was the student. He wanted to savour the feeling of being in control for as long as possible.
HR then realized he might not be up to the task. But what if he did it wrong? What if he ruins her first sexual experience? What if she tells everyone at the gym and he gets kicked out? What if- He was snapped out of his tailspin because he met her eyes again. They had a need in them. A silent plea for something, anything to happen or else she was gonna burst. What kind of guy would he be to keep her waiting any longer? Worrying about it wont get either of them anywhere, time to live in the moment.
-Flashback end-
He swallows hard. "I'm gonna start now. Ok?"
She nods. "Ok." her voice barely above a whisper.
Unable to resist himself he leans over again and kisses her while one hand grabs the back of her head. He feels her reach out to pull him closer but he grabs her wrist and places it back down beside her. He breaks the kiss to look into her eyes.
"Remember rule two?"
Embarrassed, she nods
"Good. So first, what you wanna do is get into the mood. Of course, we both know that you are currently in the mood but just to make sure you understand we will go over it."
"Typically, you want some light touches on areas that feel good. For example." With one hand he slowly pats her head, trying to make her as comfortable as possible. With his other he slowly reaches out and drags his fingertips along her abs.
He jumps a bit when her body tenses and she starts laughing very loudly. "That tickles!"
"Sorry, sorry. Maybe I went too light. Lets try that again." This time he puts more pressure on his hand, this time slightly keading the muscles instead of grazing them. He feels them tense and relax repeatedly under his touch. "How's this feel?"
"Mmmm" she gives a little moan "Good? It feels different. Not like when someone asks to touch my abs normally. It makes the feeling stronger."
"That's a good sign. Lets keep going. Next you wanna touch some erogenous zones."
"Ero-what zones?"
"Places that make you feel really good. Usually for women some of the common ones are..." Here's to hoping those locker room guys were not just all talk. Reciting what he could remember he reaches with the hand cradling her head and starts touching her earlobe. This action gets a more audible moan. He leans in close so she can feel his breath on her ear. "The ears..." he feels her shudder against him. His other hand slides up her abdomen and cups a breast. A breath catches in her throat as he starts massaging the mammary. "the breasts..." Feeling emboldened by her reactions he leans down past the ear and gives her collar bone a lick, savoring the taste of her sweat. "The neck..." The hand on the breast goes down to her legs, kneading her thigh muscles "the legs... and last but not least," He reaches under her to give her bottom a squeeze. She jumps at the sensation. "And the ass."
"You got all that?"
She looks as if she barely understands him. She melts into the bed under his assault on her body. She gives a barely perceptible nod. She's too adorable not to be teased.
"That wasn't too convincing. Lets go over it again to make sure." He repeats the process again, this time putting more pressure in his hands.
This was almost as good as getting off himself. One arm cradling her against him while the other touched her all over. He feels her tense and relax against him, trying her hardest to suppress her moans. So damned cute.
A few times swore he heard some deep rumbling but that must just be his imagination. The blood in his ears or something.
After a few more minutes of this Lai Chan breaks the second rule again. Grabbing HR's arm to stop his actions. "You said this was supposed to help! It just feels stronger now!" her voice desperate for some kind of release.
"Sorry, sorry. It's just you're so cute I couldn't help it."
What's this? Did she just blush? Turning her head away from HR. "Stop that."
"Stop what?" he grins. "Calling you cute?"
"Yes... that."
Recognizing the goldmine presented to him, he pulls her closer to him. Her head still turned, he can only see the blush on her cheek.
"But why? You're cute Lai Chan." She shudders. "Super cute. The cutest."
"Stop it."
"Why would someone so cute not want to be called cute? How can I just sit by and not tell her that she's cute."
She mumbles something too quiet to hear.
"What was that, cutie?"
"I said rule one! Stop it. Please. I'm not cute."
"What makes you say that?"
"Cause I'm all muscles and can fight well. I'm not girly at all. I'm not cute or pretty or anything. I'm just strong." This problem needed to be addressed.
"Look at me Lai Chan." he scolds. She keeps her head turned. "Look." her head stays put. Gently, he reaches over and cups her chin, turning her head toward him and meeting her gaze.
"I mean it Lai Chan. You are cute. You are a pretty, sexy, cute, hot, attractive woman. Having muscles or being strong does not negate any of that."
After a moment she looks away again with a sigh. "Stop lying. You said you would help me get rid of this feeling but all you do is make it worse. And now you are saying all these nice things about me that aren't true."
"Listen, if it really bothers you that much I'll stop. Just say the word." he leaves her ample time for a response, but he doesn't get one. "That's what I thought..." he leans in close to her ear. "cutie." Another shiver.
"Anyway it's time for the main event so pay attention." Lai Chan turns back to face him. "Once you are properly riled up, then you are gonna want to touch yourself."
"Like what you just did? That only made it worse."
"No not like that. When I say touch yourself I meant your vagina."
"But why would I touch that? It's dirty."
"Its the most important spot for both sex and masturbation. You don't want to feel like this forever do you?"
"No!"
"Then we have to touch it. Don't worry, I got you. Remember the rules and trust me." He resumes rubbing her head while his other hand travels down her body. He gets stopped by her legs tightly closed together.
"I need you to open your legs Lai chan."
"Are you sure we have to do this?"
"Yes. It'll feel really good."
After a moment of hesitation she spreads her legs, allowing his hand to reach its goal.
"Ok well this is your vagina, obviously. From what I remember there are a few parts that feel really good to touch." She gasps when his hand finally makes contact with her most private place.
"Wow, you are really wet." His fingers slide effortlessly across her slick skin. "Anyway this part on the outside is a good place to start." Rubs his fingers over her vagina. Kneading into the soft flesh. "Some girls can feel really good from just touching this part alone." He does it for a few seconds, reveling in the feeling of her clinging to him in pleasure.
"And this is the most important part." she slides his fingers up towards the top of her vagina, searching for her little nub. When he finds it he gives it a gentle nudge.
She lets out a moan, too surprised by the sensation to try to suppress it. With the moan came another, unmistakable sound. Thunder. Looks like her genasi bloodline gave her more than cloud hair and blue skin.
Lai Chan quickly covers her mouth, looking at HR with wide eyes. "Sorry!"
Her cuteness was downright diabolical. HR wanted to hear more. "Don't be. Relax and enjoy it. If that happens again, then it happens. What matters most is that you feel good." He moves her hands away from her mouth. She nods again. HR returns to his work with more fervor. At first he wanted to make her scream and moan, but this was much, much better.
This goes on for several minutes. HR experimented by touching different parts of her vagina in different ways he had heard vaguely described in the locker room. Harder and softer. Faster and slower. He showered her in compliments. She might not want to admit that she liked them but her body was honest. He overheard from the women that sex was mental as much as physical. They needed to feel special. His second hand rubbed her all over, looking for more erogenous zones.



He didn't even have to use rule three, he got his answers because whenever he did something right he was rewarded by another moan and thunderclap. She had started thrusting her hips slightly, trying to get as much feeling from his fingers as possible. He never went inside though, sticking to the clit and rubbing her labia.
He could tell she was getting close, the time between thunderclaps became shorter and shorter. He slows down his motions, rubbing small circles around her clit, not enough to get her there but enough to keep the pleasure stable.
For the past few minutes her eyes had been closed, losing herself to the sensations HR was giving her. When he started slowing down she opened them, looking to him with a look of betrayal and desperation.
"Why'd you stop?" whined. Her voice carrying a low rumble behind it.
"Remember that cumming thing I mentioned earlier?" She nodded, desperate for him to get back to fingering her properly. "I think you are getting close to doing that. Do you feel that knot in your stomach, like something is about to break?" he speeds up his rubbing for a second before slowing back down, drawing another thunderclap from her.
"Yes, yes, please just keep going."
"That means you are about to cum. When you do things are going to get pretty intense but don't worry. I'll be right here next to you the entire time. Don't try to fight it, Ok?"
More desperate nodding. Time to finish this. He held her closer to his body, wanting to feel the moment she went over. He put his hand into high gear, massaging her clit relentlessly.
Her moans got loader and loader until the moment came. He heard her suck in a breath and go completely slack. He didn't slow down his hand at all. Having heard from his gym pals that this makes it better he decided to try it.
He leans into her ear, his lips grazing it and whispers. "Cum for me."
That's exactly what she did. He felt all of her tense up against him. Then that tension exploded out of her. Her body convulsed while she let out an ear piercing scream that he was sure at least half the house heard. And if they didn't hear the scream they for sure heard the thunderclap. Ignoring the ringing in his ears he kept up his motions, having heard that it feels better if you continue all the way through.
As she settled down, he slowed his hand until it stopped. Removing his hand from her crotch, he was shocked to see just how wet it was. Not finding a rag or anything available, he felt a bit guilty as he wiped it clean on the sheets.
"So... how was it?" His question falls on deft ears as he notices the soft rise and fall of her chest. Poor girl was so pent up she was already sleeping.
HR gently moved her under the covers and tucked her in, taking great care to not wake her, though he doubted he could with how deep she seemed to be sleeping.
Just as he finished up he heard knocking on the door. Fuck. He stalls for a bit, trying to find a way out of this situation. On the second round of knocking he figured that delaying would only make the problem worse. He walks over to the door and opens it.
"Um, Hello."
He was met with her entire family and quite a few guards on the other side of the door. After confirming the safety of her daughter, the mother sends the family away because they were "scaring the poor boy."
She walked HR to the front gate, all the while he apologized profusely. Once they got to the gate she simply looked at him and asked "Do you really regret what you did?"
He couldn't bring himself to confirm it.
"Exactly. I'm not naive, both of you are young and had some fun. As long as you don't hurt her it's none of my business. Good night Hilbane."
"How do you know my name?"
"She talks about you all the time. I hear you are improving pretty quickly, keep it up." Her eyes travel down his body before going back up. "Also you might want to cover that up." Meng Wei gives the boy a wink and turns back to her home.
HR looked down and noticed that he had a steel rod in his shorts. Had he really met her family for the first time pitching the biggest tent in his life?
He awkwardly shuffled home, unsuccessful in his attempts to get rid of it.
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Bonus Chapter 1: Special Treatment
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Her voice became breathy. "Here," he noticed that her patting had turned into gentle rubbing. She started lowering her body. "Let mommy kiss it better."
There it is.
HR was paralyzed with indecision. Part of him was telling him to let it happen and another part was telling him that he had to go meet Lai Chan outside.
Luckily the decision was made for him as after she hooked her thumbs in his pants and slowly pulled them down. She gasped when she saw the slight bulge in his briefs.
Rubbing her hand against it she looked up at HR. "See? There's definitely some light swelling in this area." She looked up at him from her position with a warm smile on her face. Her voice barely a purr. "Don't worry, I'll make sure alllll the pain goes away."
Turns out little HR had some energy left. Seeing this beautiful woman squatting before him, lovingly looking into his eyes while stroking his bulge, was the jump start he needed to get the engine going.
He was up to about half mast before coming to his senses.
"A-Allison! We can't do this; I mean Lai Chan's waiting for me and don't you and Flavia train together today?" HR backpedaled back into the stall as best he could with his pants around his ankles. He made it about four steps before his back hit the wall, making him remember that the exit was past her.
She giggled as she caught his slip up. "Oh! I see you pay attention to our schedules. I didn't know you cared about us so much. Don't worry, she can wait. Your health is much more important."
He gulped hard as the sight before him somehow got him even harder. Allison from her squatting position shifted onto her hands and knees, crawling after her prize. He could see her heavy breasts, even within the confines of her sports bra, slightly sway at the motion. Not to mention the view of her cleavage. He was up to his full length when she finished her journey back to his pelvis.
HR had a respectable five inches to his name. He definitely wasn't hung like some of the guys he was forced to see daily but hearing from the women that a big penis isn't everything in sex made him feel better about it. Right now, it was making a nice tent in his underwear.
He grit his teeth when she reached up and wrapped her hand around his clothed dick, giving it a little squeeze. "Oh no! The swelling got so much worse! We'll have to take care of this immediately."
HR reached down to remove her hand. "It's-It's fine Allison. I can take care of this myself. We need to get out of here before-" She slapped his hand away and gave him a look that would shut any young person up and probably many adults. She looked like an annoyed mother scolding her child, her eyes making the silent threat that any more backtalk would result in punishment.
Her voice had gone from loving to scolding. "Nonsense! Jazmin did this to you and as your elder it's my job to make sure you're ok. Now you sit there and be a good boy while mommy handles this." She looked him in the eye with the same look for a few seconds just to make sure he understood. Then she melted again back to the loving, if somewhat hungry, look as she brought her eyes back down to his underwear.
HR sat there, paralyzed once again as he let her do her work. Her look was so strong that he felt the instinctual shame as if he were a child that had just angered his mother. He also felt a different kind of shame. He never expected to like a woman calling herself his "mommy" in a sexual manner this much. It seemed slightly weird to him out of context but in the moment, he definitely could see the appeal.
After a light tug over the fabric she slowly pulled down the waistband to come meet his little guy face to face. She took her time pulling them down, pushing his dick downward. She giggled excitedly when the elastic passed over the head, causing it to bounce back up and wobble.
HR had only had one other person in his life touch his penis and it had been his old girlfriend. A few awkward hand jobs and one poorly done, half-finished blowjob. She had always seemed so nervous and scared handling him. Seeing Allison look at his cock with genuine excitement and happiness filled him with a feeling that he couldn't quite explain. It felt good to feel wanted.
Not knowing it was possible to get harder he watched her lean her head forward towards it. She pursed her lips and let out a generous amount of saliva, it feeling slightly cool on his skin. She used her hand, twisting it up and down his length, to spread it around. That drew a small moan out of him.
Hearing himself moan he remembered his "night" with Lai Chan. That's right. She was somewhere out there right now, waiting for him.
"Allison, we can still pretend this ne-" The look again, angrier. She gave him a squeeze. Still gentle but the hardest one yet. Message received. He relaxed fully against the wall, hoping this would be over before Lai Chan got herself into trouble looking for him. Or before he got in trouble for getting caught doing this in the wrong locker room for that matter. The owner knew that members hooked up but he made it known early that they would do it outside of his gym.
After a minute of stroking him, her gaze switching between the dick in front of her and meeting his eyes she seemed to remember something.
"Oh! Silly me. I'm so sorry HR, I just remembered. I promised to kiss the pain away, not massage it."
She kept eye contact with him as she lowered her head towards his little man. Holding it with her right hand, she started from the base. He shuddered as she gleefully looked into his eyes. Slowly she placed kisses all along the underside of his shaft, each one moving only slightly further than the last.
When she reached the top, she slowly leaned her lips down towards the head. Before touching it she gave him a wink and went back to the bottom of the shaft, this time kissing the top side. HR surprised himself with the needy whine he let out as she teased him.
That earned him another squeeze and another scolding. "None of that, young man! I have to kiss the boo-boo all over to make sure my love makes it feel better." She began kissing it again but much more quickly. Instead of the slow, full kisses she did on the bottom, she showered the top and sides of it with little pecks, making sure to cover every piece of it in at least one.
When she reached the top again she noticed a small bead of pre-cum forming from the slit. HR hissed as she tightened her grip and slowly brought her hand from base to top. The slow tug caused the bead to increase in size before it started to drip down his length. Quickly, surprising HR and making him moan a little louder, she used her tongue, sliding it up his shaft to collect the droplet.
"Oh my. It's leaking now! I hope it's not infected. Looks like I'm going to have to suck out all the bad juices." That made it throb harder in her hand. "Ooooh, someone's excited."
Time slowed for HR as he watched her open her mouth and lean towards his dick Her eyes were focused on the meat stick until the last second, where she quickly glanced up to meet his while taking the head into her mouth and closing her lips.
HR's ashamed to admit it but he let out what only could be described as a "girlish moan." Very similar to one Lai Chan made two days earlier without the accompanying thunder. It was all he could do to keep himself standing as she slowly pushed her head forward to swallow him entirely. Then, just as slowly, she pulled her head back. This continued for a very short while.
HR's also ashamed to admit that he barely lasted half a minute. His excuses are that the night prior had left him with a hair trigger and the "fact" that no man alive could withstand her mouth for very long.
The warm wetness and the soft suction proved to be too much for him. She noticed him struggling, trying to hold on for as long as possible and she wasn't having any of it. She pulled off of him with a small pop and held it against her face, one hand still slowly massaging his length. She gave him another stern look, which somehow still worked despite the penis rubbing against her face. Who knew being scolded could be so fucking hot?
"Stop holding it in. The quicker you let out all the bad juices the quicker you'll feel better." She sped up her hand to a moderate pace. HR moaned again, approaching the edge.
She continued to whisper to him while her hand worked, looking at him with a warm smile. "Come on, let it all out. Trust me. You'll feel better." She felt him stiffen in her hand, his scrotum going taut. "That's right. Come on, come on. You can do it."
Her smile combined with the light encouragement sent him over the edge. She squealed happily as he covered her in his ropes of cum. Some part of him felt guilty for ruining such a supportive and loving smile with his seed, but another equal part relished in the wrongness of it. As he spurted she cooed, "Good boy."
Throughout it all she kept moving her hand, coaxing as much of his bad juices out as she could. When he was finished, she let go of his softening cock. He couldn't believe that after last night he still had that much in him. Still showing that wonder smile, she looked up with her face covered in his spunk and still on her knees. He loved seeing the white contrasted against her dark skin. Oh yeah. This was definitely going into the spank bank forever.
She used her finger to wipe some of it out of her eye. "There's so much! At least now we know you're a healthy young man." He looked on with fascination as she stuck the finger in her mouth and sucked it clean. One more for the spank bank.
HR's heart stopped when he heard a voice call from the main locker room. "Allison! What's taking you so long? Leave the boy alone for the love of the gods, we have a workout to do."
Allison called out over her shoulder. "Coming!" She rose from her knees and stood to her full height, standing eye to eye with HR. As she stood, she pulled up his underwear and cupped his crotch with a hand, slowly rubbing it while she spoke. "And you young man. Make sure if you experience any more ...swelling, you come see me right away. Can't have this stuff building up so much. It's not healthy." She gave him one last pat on the crotch before turning and going back to join her gym partner.
It took him a second to realize that she never cleaned off her face.
He heard Flavia's reaction when she reached the main room. "There you are- What the fuck!? Is that? God damnit Allison!" Then after a moment he heard, in a curious, almost amazed voice. "Holy shit that kid shoots a lot... Think he has anymore in him?"
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Chapter 2: Spotting
HR took a day off from the gym for a "medical concern." He technically didn't lie. Ever since he woke up he suffered from what could only be described as "prolonged swelling of the groin." He tried everything he could to satiate the beast, but whenever he thought back to the prior day his little man rose from the ashes like a phoenix.
Besides, no way he would get caught with a boner two days in a row. The ladies were likely to maul him if he didn't die of embarrassment first. Yeah, today was a sit around and tame the dragon kind of day.
The next day HR walked into the gym with his head held high. He learned early that if he showed any kind of weakness the vultures would pounce. Just pretend like he didn't pop a boner mid match with Lai Chan and hopefully they wouldn't bring it up.
The plan failed before it began. He made it all of 4 steps into the gym before hearing a familiar voice yell "Hilbane!" and getting tackled to the ground.
Thankfully he "took care" of himself so much last night that his little buddy couldn't stand even if he wanted to, otherwise he'd be saluting the sun again at familiar sight before him..
It was Lai Chan, excited as always. She was sitting on top of him, straddling him, with her usual big smile. "Where were you yesterday!?" She looked like a puppy who's owner had been away for an hour.
"I was out sick. Had some real bad swelling and now some minor bruising. I'm fine though." That was technically the truth.
"You're hurt? Where!?" Lai Chan immediately started checking him for signs of damage, even going as far as to lift his shirt to check.
Before he could fight her off, or at least attempt to given their sparring record, the owner walked up and hit Lai Chan in the back of the head with a folded towel.
"Ow!"
He looked at the two of them with as stern as a face he could muster but HR saw some enjoyment in his eyes. "If you two wanna fool around, do it outside of my gym." HR hears a couple of snickers and realizes the situation. The entire gym had ground to a halt to watch the scene those two were making. HR was suddenly a lot more conscious of the fact that Lai Chan was still straddling him in the middle of the walkway.
Lai Chan climbed off him in order to argue with the owner about how much that towel hurt and HR took the chance to try to sneak away to the locker room to get changed.
He flinched as he heard the owner turn his voice towards him. "Don't think I didn't hear what you said HR. If you're hurt, go home!"
"I'm fine sir, honest. I spent all of yesterday healing up and I feel good as new." He offered a weak smile, hoping to get the attention back off of him again. He hoped no one asked him exactly where he was bruised.
The owner considered him for a long moment. "Fine you can train. But Lai Chan is spotting you today."
Lai Chan's face went from annoyed to excited in an instant. "Yay!"
"What!? Why? Shouldn't she be training with the others?" HR was a bit skeptical. The owner was usually one of the nicer people, but it wasn't unheard of for him to get in on the action every once and awhile. Maybe he thought to torture HR with a full day with Lai Chan to force another boner out of him. Maybe some of the others put him up to it, they seemed to be enjoying this turn of events.
"Because she kept asking for you all day yesterday and it's annoying." She what? "Also because she can lift more than you and can save you from yourself should you actually be hurt." That one got a laugh.
Not seeing a way out of it HR begrudgingly accepted and began walking towards the locker rooms. He stopped when he realized Lai Chan was walking right behind him.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm following you like the coach said!"
"You know I'm going into the locker room, right?"
"Yeah, I'm coming with."
She can't be serious. "The guy's locker room, Lai Chan."
"I know that. Coach said I have to stay with you today."
For the love of, "Lai Chan you are not going in there with me."
"Why not?" she pondered her own question for a second before looking back at HR with an accusatory gaze. "Are you keeping boy secrets in there? I wanna see!" Where did she even get that idea from?
HR sighs. "There are no 'boy secrets' in there Lai Chan. Just lots, and lots..." he pauses with a thousand-yard stare for a second before recovering. "And lots of naked guys in there."
"I'm fine with that. I used to bath with my brother and nephew all the time!"
"How old were you when this happened?"
"Well mom made Pierre and me stop when we were like, 4 or 5. And Dai Lee made me stop with Jin 3 years ago."
"You, your brother, and Jin were kids, Lai Chan. These are full grown, adult men. You're not coming in with me." HR put some force in his voice, hoping his bark would be enough to sway her. Everyone knew her bite was stronger.
Thankfully Lai Chan wasn't as aggressive outside the ring as she was in it. She switched tactics, begging like a spoiled child. HR held firm on his stance and eventually convinced her to go set up his weights for training when he got out.
After confirming that she was really going to go and not try to follow him, he restarted his walk to the land of naked men. He steeled his mind for what he was about to see. This was his downfall.
He was so focused on ignoring penis that he didn't notice the three women forming around him. That day off caused his natural defenses to wane.
With surprisingly practiced motions two of them restrained his arms while the third covered his mouth with her hand, her other hand giving him the "shhhh" motion. He was then quickly ushered into the women's locker room then quickly rushed into the shower section. They dragged him into the stall in the back.
The first thing HR noticed when he was kidnapped was the smell. While it still smelled of sweat and musk, he somehow found it sweeter. Definitely more enjoyable than the guy's side. After the shock subsided, he recognized the three women who had forced him in there in the first place.
Holding his left arm was Allison, the tall dark elf pressing herself unnecessarily close to the boy. Being another elf, he could guess her age but not really pin it down. Given her slightly mature face, hints of laughing lines and such, he could ballpark her to be around three hundred and fifty to four hundred. That's a few decades younger than his mom.
Her body on the other hand was a few centuries younger. The amount of tone and definition on her body were obvious signs of decades if not at least a century of hard and specific workouts. The amount of dark grey skin showing outside of her sports bra and short shorts made sure everyone could appreciate her hard work.
Currently HR's arm was nestled nicely between her ample bosom, his hand resting dangerously close to her pelvis, the back of it resting on her lower two abs. She was more clutching his arm than restraining it. She cradled his head affectionately against her chest.
Compared to the other two she was definitely the "nicest." If being the most gentle with her advances could count as nice.
His right arm, being gripped tightly in a proper restraint, was held by Flavia. The asimar, who based on what he's deduced is in her late twenties or early thirties, wore her usual skin tight leggings that showed off all of her (her words) "ass-sets." She wasn't as tall as Allison, but what she lacked in height she more than made up for in sheer confidence.
Years of squats and leg presses and all other forms of thigh, glute, and calf exercises has left her lower body built as if crafted by Sune (goddess of beauty) herself. Thick calf muscles, toned thighs and (her words again) "an ass so fat that hippos would be jealous" are the pride and joy of this woman.
There was an unspoken game played in the gym centered around her. The rules were simple, members would try to sneak glances at her bottom and she would try to catch them. A game of cat and mouse where everybody wins.
In front of HR, with her hand still covering his mouth, was Jazmin. She was the youngest, at twenty-six, and most aggressive of the bunch. The pale skinned human had joined the gym shortly after HR, her curly, fire red hair attracting the attention of everyone the moment she first entered. She was already a bombshell of a lady, looking only to get slightly more toned for a modeling gig. She quickly fell in love with the place, seeing it as more of a resource for entertainment than a place to better herself. Though he has heard some stories of her flings with other members, she has made it loud and clear that her favorite activity was toying with HR, whittling him down until he eventually caved and gave her what "they both wanted".
Seeing the evil glint in her green eyes and her smirk that oozed bad intentions HR figured the day he feared had come. That she was tired of waiting and had finally come to take what was hers. Based on what he'd heard, men and women bigger and more capable than he had trouble keeping up with her in bed. She'd eat him alive.
HR quickly scanned the already cramped stall. Even if he could beat any of them one on one, and that was only sometimes, the three of them together were insurmountable. He ran through all of his possible actions and each one came up worse than the last. HR saw no choice but to accept his fate.
Honestly, was it really that bad? There were worse ways to go. Death by snu snu with three lovely women has to be a top 10 way to die.
Wait, no. He doesn't have nearly enough experience to make that go even remotely well, at least for them. He needed to get out of this. Maybe if he calmly and confidently presented his arguments, he could talk his way out of it.
Instead what he got as a nervous rant pleading for his life. The second Jazmin removed her hand he started. "Listen guy-LADIES, ladies, as always, I'm flattered. Really, I am. You are all very beautiful and any man would die to be in the position I'm in and personally I think it would be better for e-everyone here if that other guy did take my place. I-I mean listen you don't want me, I've only had sex once and I'm pretty sure she didn't enjoy it-you probably wouldn't like it either. I wouldn't want to waste your time- I'm-just some kid, there must be - mfph" To shut him up Allison shoved his head further into her breasts, gently smothering him.
"It's Ok HR," She gently rubbed the back of his head and he melted. "When the time comes, I'll teach you everything you need to know. Just make sure you pay attention so you can learn properly." Maybe everything would be fine. He felt so safe and loved. Gods she smelled nic- now was not the time for this. She almost got him.
Allison was different than most drow. Instead of the usual demanding and dominant attitude expected of drow women she was more caring and subservient. Her wide hips and large breasts only add to the loving, motherly persona she displays. All the stories he'd heard about her had been more sensual and slower than the much more common "rigorous training" other members liked to have.
HR fought against his need to be loved and freed his head from its pillowy prison. The other two laughed at him while he regained his composure.
Jazmin was the first to address him. She smiled at him. "Relax HR, we're not here to 'get you' or anything. At least not right now." She used air quotations for emphasis. Then her smile became more sinister. "Besides, when I get you, I'm sure as hell not sharing." She leaned in and gave his cheek a long lick. Her voice lowered, almost a predatory growl. "You'll be all mine until I'm done with you." HR shivered. Mostly out of fear.
HR swallowed hard. "The-then why am I here?"
Flavia tightened her hold slightly, enough to cause discomfort. "We got some questions to ask you and you're gonna answer them truthfully. Understood?"
"Yes ma'am."
She put on a pouty face and whined, "Come on HR. We've known each other for a while now." She pushed modest bust up against him, HR now fully sandwiched between her and Allison. She looked up at him and gave him puppy dog eyes "Call me Flavia, would you?"
HR was once again glad his little guy was on vacation, otherwise he would have probably clocked in right about now.
"Ladies!" Jazmin barked and got everyone's attention. "As fun as it is to bully him, let's stick to the task at hand. If we keep him any longer Lai Chan might go looking for him."
She turned her attention back to HR. "So, Hilbane, you and her fucking?"
What? "What?"
"Are you and our little prodigy bumping uglies between the sheets?" Did she tell them? If so, how much?
"No! No, I would never! She's rich and famous and I'm just a nobody who goes to her gym." Ouch, that hurt to say out loud.
"Then what happened between you two? Yesterday she came in acting all weird. Like she was calmer yet also more excited, hard to explain. She ran through the trainers like they were nothing! We've never seen her perform so well. And all the while she kept asking where you were."
Gods damn it Lai Chan. "Look, I don't know what happened."
Flavia tightened her grip. "According to the owner, you left with her the night before." Damn him. "And we aren't dumb HR. She was positively glowing. The only reason a woman acts like that is when she gets fucked right and proper."
They had him. He might as well come clean now. But if he did then that would cause problems. They for sure would tell everyone else. Rumors would spread and not only affect her but possibly her family. The press looked for any bit of gossip about them. He couldn't do that to Lai Chan. Imagine the damage it would do if her first sexual experience was on the front-page news. Whatever happened to him, she was a nice girl and didn't deserve any of that.
HR prepared for the worst. He puffed out his chest and looked Jazmin in the eye, a feat he could only rarely do, lest he become the target of her aggression. "Yes, I left the gym with Lai Chan that night but no, we are not having relations with one another. I would request that you respect both her and my privacy and not ask any further questions." He closed his eyes and awaited punishment, but none came.
"Damn. Would you look at that? Little guy actually grew some balls." Jazmin seemed impressed.
That earned him more head rubs from Allison. "I for one think it's a good thing. You two are always so mean to him."
"He won't get any better if you keep coddling him." Flavia didn't buy the act. Bet he's still a total bottom." She jostled his arm a bit to get his attention. "Think you can keep that attitude in the sack 'big man?'"
Jazmin just inspected his face for a moment, silently interrogating him. After a while she seemed to come up with a conclusion. "Fine we'll stop, for now. Besides, I like my men with a little fight in them, it's more fun to break them in that way" Jazmin squeezed by him to get to the outside of the stall. As she moved past she put her lips against his ear and whispered. "Just make sure that little girl knows that she's only borrowing you. This," HR flinched as she grabbed a handful of his junk and gave a little squeeze. "Belongs to me."
As Jazmin walked back to the main locker room Flavia walked behind her. "You mean belongs to us. Right?"
"Yeah, sure."
HR let loose a deep sigh of relief. He was safe. For now. They finally left him alone, or he would be alone if not for Allison still clinging to his side.
"Oh no! She didn't hurt you, did she?" The genuine concern in her voice confused HR. Usually she would do something sexual in the guise of "helping him out." Currently she was patting his groin, checking it for damage.
"It's fine really."
"No, it's not, she shouldn't have done that!" She sounded genuinely a little angry.
"Honest, I-"
Her voice became breathy. "Here," he noticed that her patting had turned into gentle rubbing. She started lowering her body. "Let mommy kiss it better."
There it is.
HR was paralyzed with indecision. Part of him was telling him to let it happen and another part was telling him that he had to go meet Lai Chan outside.
Luckily the decision was made for him as after she hooked her thumbs in his pants but before she could pull them down they heard Flavia call out for her. The woman stood up, pouting as she walked away from her catch.
HR continued to stand there, stunned until he too was called out by Flavia. "If you want to get caught peeping in the women's shower's that's fine and all. But if you don't, I suggest you leave before anyone comes in and sees you." That got him moving.
After making sure the coast was clear for him, Flavia let him sneak out of the women's locker room, though not without a parting squeeze of his ass.
He quickly went into the men's side and changed as fast as possible, knowing damn well that if he took any longer there was a legitimate chance Lai Chan would get bored and follow him in there.
When he exited the locker room he was met with a regime that seemed to suggest that Lai Chan had forgotten he was "injured." She had prepared sets of weights that were tough for him to complete even at full strength. She apologized and said that she was just giving him her normal for a light workout. Gods the girl was a monster. Then he blushed a little as he remembered why she was so fit in the first place.
The rest of the session went along as normal as it could have gone with Lai Chan hounding him. They chatted a lot, talking about different things such as her upcoming match and if he was thinking about fighting professionally. It was honestly pretty enjoyable. He never had many chances to just talk to her off the mat. It's amazing how enjoyable talking to someone can be when they aren't trying to forcibly bend your body in ways it shouldn't.
The only problem was that he noticed three women were watching them like hawks, but he tried to ignore it as best he could. That was until he noticed Lai Chan get less talkative and more distracted. She started staring off into space or sometimes just at him with a blank expression.
He finally spoke up when she seemed to be ignoring her job at spotting him on the bench press. He racked the weights and stood up, waving his hand in front of her. "Hey Lai Chan. You good? Kinda spacing out on me."
She jumped at his hand and quickly glanced at his face before looking away, face flushed. Gods please don't let her be sick. She had title defense coming up and it was too late now to reschedule. HR reached up and put a hand to her forehead, it was hot. "We have to tell the coach, you can't fight in this condition." He turned to go find her lead trainer.
She grabbed his arm, stopping him and causing him to turn back towards her. "No!" her outburst caused a few heads to turn their way. She realized and lowered her voice. "I'm fine. Really."
"Lai Chan, you're burning up. It could be a fever."
"Its-its not a fever. It's just... come with me." She pulled over to a corner of the gym no one was using. HR felt the eyes on his back as she dragged him. "I'm not sick."
"Then what is it? And why'd you drag me over here?"
Lai Chan looked flustered, a rare occurrence in the gym. She leaned in close and whispered into his ear. "Th-The feeling's back"
Oh.
"Well can't you just, wait till you get home and masturbate?" HR also began whispering, which he knew would only draw more attention to them, but he couldn't exactly talk about this out loud.
"But it's super bad. And I still don't know how to masturbate."
"Lai Chan, that's the whole reason I went to your place last time. Just... do what I did to you but to yourself."
"But what if i don't do it right? Can't you come and like... I don't know, spot me or something?"
Was she actually asking him to watch her masturbate? "Lai Chan you do realize that masturbation is usually something done alone right?"



"I mean yes but you said it yourself, it's not that much different than what you did to me. So it makes sense that you could tell me what I'm doing wrong!" He couldn't fight that logic. Besides how many guys get to see the girl of their dreams get themselves off in front of them?
"Ok, Ok, fine. Just wait until we finish then we can go back to your plac-"
"I don't think I can wait." It couldn't be that bad.
"Just work out or something like you usually do then-" she gripped his arm pretty tightly. Ok maybe it was that bad.
"I can't. I'm supposed to be watching you today. That's how I got like this in the first place!" Damn that would have been a shot of confidence if his social life weren't about to fall apart around him. He'd unpack that line later, right now she needed help.
Thinking quickly HR came up with a decent-ish plan, or at least he hoped it was. He placed his palm against her forehead again. Still warm, good.
"Come with me. Don't say anything." He tried to ignore all the looks as he grabbed her wrist and dragged her towards her trainer. He noticed their approach and turned, looking at the pair with a slight glint in his eye.
"You two remember what the big guy said. Not flirting in the gym."
"Lai Chan's sick" His face fell instantly.
"Impossible. She never gets sick." He inspected her face up close. HR noticed that her embarrassment from what she was feeling made her back away and hide her face, adding more blush to it. Good. The more it looked like a secret the farther away they'd get from the truth. Her trainer grabbed her to keep her still and placed his forehead against hers. He felt the warmth.
"Shit. Shit shit shit shit Fuck! The one time she gets sick and it's right before a title match. GOD DAMNIT!" The trainer was causing a scene. Not preferable but HR could work with this. Get him while he's not thinking straight.
"Sir if I may, it seems to be pretty early. Maybe if she took the rest of the day off she'll feel better? I could take her home if you want me to." Keep bombarding him with information and questions. Don't give him time to think. The trainer looked at HR like he was a godsend.
"Good idea. Take her home. And make sure she doesn't do ANYTHING!" he poked a finger into Lai Chan's chest. "I know all about that home gym you got young lady. Fuck taking the day off, you take the next couple of days off. Don't come back until you are better and ready to get in that ring." Despite his focus on the match everyone knew he really cared about her health before the match. He treated her like another one of his daughters, even going out to buy her ice cream after every win.
"Right sir. I'll take her right now." HR dragged her over to the locker room and told her to get her stuff while he got his. He got out before her and was confronted by the three women once again.
Flavia gave him a knowing look. "Skipping out on the rest of your workout to get it in huh? Bold of you to make such a scene."
He had to commit. "I don't know what you are talking about Flavia. Lai Chan is sick and I was told to take her home." he hoped his face was as straight as he wanted it to be. He vaguely noticed the owner and trainer yelling at each other, taking out their worries about Lai Chan on each other.
Jazmin opened her mouth to say something but right then a slightly manic looking Lai Chan came out of the locker room holding her bag. She looked between him and the women for a second before grabbing his hand and pulling him towards the door with a quick "Excuse us!"
HR looked back before he was taken through the door. Just quick enough to meet Jazmin's eyes and for her to mouth to him "Remember. Mine." Not knowing how to respond to that he gave her a quick shrug. That didn't go over well as he saw the beginnings of her anger overflowing as he was dragged into the early night. Someone was gonna have to pay for that at some point.
Much like before, the rush through the city was a blur as HR was dragged once again through the threshold of the giant oak doors of her house. He was immediately met with the same two sisters he had "met" the first time.
"You're home ear- Oh." The surprised looks returned to their faces as they realized she had company again.
"We're gonna go do stuff. I'll be out Later." Lai Chan barely looked at them as she dragged him to her room again and closed the door.
Something about the room looked different. There were additions around the walls and door that he didn't remember being there. He didn't have much time to dwell on it as he heard her bag hit the ground along with some other things. He turned and caught a glimpse of a naked Lai Chan before she all but tackled him, mashing her lips against his and kissing him hard.
After a few seconds of this HR remembered his purpose was supposed to be an observer and not an active participant. He pulled her off of him, holding her by her shoulders and trying his absolute best to not look down at her body.
"What are you doing? What happened to your room?"
Lai Chan got a little bit bashful at the question. "Mom had that stuff installed yesterday. She said it was to soundproof the room to stop our... fun from bothering everyone else." Good thinking mom. "And I was kissing you. Like we did last time." She lunged for his lips again but he held firm.
"Lai Chan we can't kiss this time."
She immediately began whining. "Why not!? It feels good."
"Kissing is something you do when the other person is here." "noticing her about to point out the obvious he continues through her interjection. "And yes, while I may be here right now, this is supposed to be about you learning to masturbate. When you masturbate the other person won't be here so pretend I'm not. I'm just here to spot you like you said."
"Then can you at least undress too? It feels weird being the only one naked in my room." HR couldn't think of a good reason to deny her on that one. He let go of her and started undressing, feeling slightly awkward with how intensely she was watching him. He stripped down to his underwear before stopping.
"Why'd you leave that on?"
"Because this is about you, not me. Now get on the bed." She didn't seem satisfied with that answer but she complied. Sitting cross legged on her bed, waiting for him to join her.
Recognizing that joining her on the bed would likely escalate things to a point he couldn't return from, he opted to drag one of the work out benches over and to sit on that in front of the bed.
"Aren't you gonna get in with me?"
"I'm not here. Remember?"
"Oh right."
A minute passed with both of them staring at each other. Their eyes traveled each other's body until their gazes met. HR had to distract himself before he did something he would regret. Like proving the ladies right.
"What are you waiting for? Start or something."
"I don't know how."
"Remember what I did last time, start from there. Think about whoever you like and touch yourself."
"... Ok."
Despite the situation all HR could think about is how adorable she looked trying to remember what he did. She looked needlessly serious as she silently mouthed to herself all the places he had whispered to her as she touched herself in those same spots. There weren't many reactions until she groped her own breast. That seemed to do something for her but not enough.
"Hilbane, it's not working." she complained.
"You're trying too hard. Think about it not like you are following steps or whatever. Just enjoy it. Pretend that instead of you, it's the person you are imagining doing it to you. Close your eyes and try it."
She closed her eyes and again touched her body. HR could see that something was at least working. The way she moved her hands and touched herself got a lot slower and more sensual. She even let out a full moan when she got to her breasts this time.
He got so entranced by watching that he experienced minor whiplash when she looked at him with the big smile on her face. "I think that worked! It felt better!"
HR had to swallow to regain some composure. "That's good. But let me ask you Lai Chan. Are you comfortable sitting up like that?"
Lai Chan looked down at her crossed legs. "Yes? This is how I normally sit when I'm not in a chair." she looked at him confused.
"What I meant was, are you really comfortable? When you masturbate you want to be as comfortable as possible. Try laying back and going through what you just did again."
Lai Chan did as she was told, this time letting out a few more quiet moans. "It worked! It felt much more like when you did it."
"Good. Now remember what I did after that?"
She got a bit shy again. He couldn't figure out where this girl's boundaries were. "Yeah... I remember."
"Good. Now try using one hand to continue touching your body and the other hand to touch yourself down there." HR felt like some kind of dirty director taking advantage of an innocent girl. That couldn't be. This was all for her betterment. If he just so happened to get an infinite supply of future masturbation material then that must be his reward for being such a good guy.
He remembered that you should never touch yourself, male or female, with dry hands. "Oh yeah, you might wanna make the hand you use wet somehow. Maybe lic-" he stopped talking when she instantly followed his directions. Though instead of licking she reached down and scooped up a generous amount of her own wetness to spread on her hand. Hottest thing he'd ever seen.
She followed his orders and more moans ensued. This time they were chased by low rumbling so it must be working.
HR fell back into the role of the observer, reflecting on this bizarre situation. Here he was, getting a front row seat to what should be a person's most private act. As he got further into his position, he recognized that he also got further from her mind. As she continued to touch herself she stopped being so tense and relaxed into it. At one point she seemed to remember what he said the first time and spread her legs wide to gain better access to herself.
HR couldn't believe how beautiful it was. Last time he had just been so happy to see all of her that he never focused on a particular part of her. And even when he fingered her he mostly had the same view she had, looking down from the top. He had mostly gone by touch alone. But from his current vantage point he could see her pussy straight on.
The first thing he noticed was that it wasn't completely bald like it had been the first time. Some white stubble had grown around it. Next was that it looked like some mix of cotton candy or maybe even a bubble gum flavored candy. The outer lips and surrounding skin are sky blue but the further you went in the pinker it got. And it was so wet, practically leaking out of her and onto the bed. Her hand sliding through the slickness to fondle herself. He noticed some things he had done to her and also a few new things he hadn't. He could have watched this all day.
He watched for several minutes mesmerized by the secret show before he noticed her reactions getting a bit strange. She still moaned and even let out small thunderclaps but there were also annoyed groans and impatience. Something was wrong.
"Hey, Lai Chan you ok? Usually masturbating isn't frustrating." He saw her body jump as his voice tore her out of her little world, suddenly remembering he was there. Her hand still a blur on her clit, as she addressed him.
"It feels ...ngh... good but it's not enough. Tell me what to do!"
Ok. Help her masturbate. Not like he's working with completely different equipment that requires a lot less maintenance. Lets see if he can remember what he overheard.
"Um... ok try pinching your nipple a little bit. Some people like that."
A particularly loud thunderclap at that one. Seems she liked it. "More!"
Ok, shit. "Some people like it slower, so maybe try that."
If looks could kill she would have murdered him twice over. "NO!"
HR had nothing. Maybe he was overthinking it. Maybe there was a simple answer to their little problem. He watched her "work" for a few more seconds before he realized. She was only doing and expanding upon what he had done to her. That means lots of rubbing. Not once had she gone inside.
Desperate times call for desperate measures. He looked up from her beautiful pussy to meet her eyes once again. "Ok Lai Chan I think I can help you, but I need you to stop first."
There was that look again. "No!"
"Lai Chan this is supposed to be me helping you masturbate. I can't help you unless you let me. Remember the rules?"
At the mention of the rules he noticed her hands start to slow. She seemed to be having an internal debate. Eventually she let out a very childish sigh and removed the hand from her pussy. The other still massaged her breast. "Fine! But hurry up!"
This being the closest thing to him ever seeing Lai Chan angry, HR was in panic mode. He knew what she was capable was when she was happy and he for damn sure didn't want to awaken some kind of Jazmin complex within her.
She showed no visible reaction as he joined her on the bed, crawling between her legs. An action he would have loved to do under any other circumstance, but this high stress situation wasn't one of them
He saw her tense up as he reached his hands towards her slit and remembered rule 1. "Ok Lai Chan. I'm gonna try something then you are gonna do it yourself. Ok?"
"Whatever, just go!"
"No Lai Chan I need your permission for this. I'm going to... penetrate you."
"Like sex? Doesn't that defeat the purpose of masturbating?"
"No, not like sex. With my finger. There's supposed to be a spot inside you that feels really good. I'm gonna show you where it is, then you can continue where you left off."
"Hurry up!"
Here goes nothing. Placing one hand on her pelvis to steady her, he took his index finger and gently pushed it inside. Or at least he would have if the hole had any give. Lets try this again. This time, using a little more force, HR got his finger in and holy shit she's tight. As far as he remembered his girlfriend had been a virgin but she was nowhere near this tight. Though he supposed she was normal and masturbated regularly. He barely registered Lai Chan's sharp gasp as he entered her.
Man she was tight. It fuck like a compression sleeve on his finger, constricting around it and flexing and much, much wetter. Every small motion caused the girl in front of him to squirm and moan cutely.
As much as he wanted to continue he equally wanted to go back to being an observer. He hoped this hadn't awakened something weird in him.
He pushed in to about the second knuckle and curled his finger upward, feeling for a particular spot. He must have found it because on one particular press she let out a full-fledged scream and roar of thunder. He hit it again, lighter this time and got the same result.
"Lai Chan pay attention. This spot right here, you feel it?" he got no response as she was rolling in pleasure.
"LAI CHAN!" That got her attention. "This spot right here is called a woman's G spot and feels really good. Try using this now."
He quickly removed his finger, lest she came from his actions and not her own. When she noticed his finger gone she looked up at him with the same look of betrayal as she had when he slowed down in their first encounter.
He cut her off before she started. "I'm just here to watch. I showed you where it was, now continue." He climbed off the bed and returned to his position on the bench. Shooting him one last look of annoyance she returned to her task at hand.
Unlike the restraint and care that HR showed, he heard that it could hurt the first time something got inserted, she immediately went to two fingers and was pumping them at alarming speeds.
It seemed to be working though as there were no longer any frustrated groans, now it was all moans and claps. Eventually he watched as Lai Chan took her second hand off of her breasts and opted to move it down to her clit, one hand attacking inside while the other attacked the outside.
There was a strange pleasure to hearing the physical sounds of a woman's pleasure. Sure the moans were great but the wet, schlicking noises as she pumped her fingers was oddly satisfying. He recognized the signs of her impending orgasm and focused intently, he wanted to remember every bit of her blossoming moment.
He was once again jarred from his viewer's perspective when she addressed him. She raised her head from the bed and locked eyes with him while keeping the hands between her legs moving. "I think I'm gonna cum soon. Can- can you do that thing you did before?"
What thing? It didn't matter. He was an observer. "I can't Lai Chan. This is supposed to be masturbation. I've already done too much."
She continued to look at him. Her eyes pleaded. He could tell she was on the very edge, holding herself there by sheer force of will. "Please?"
HR wasn't a monster. He could always just tell her to do it later when he wasn't here. Like he said, he'd already done so much, what's a little more? But what exactly did she want?
He racked his brain while he looked at her, seeing his time run out as her breathing got more and more ragged. What could she possibly want right now?
Oh, maybe? "Um.... Cum for me?"
It's an interesting experience watching someone masturbate. Even more interesting to be making direct eye contact while they did it. After the words left his lips, he saw the moment she went over the edge. When her eyes stopped recognizing the outside world.
He watched with renewed intensity as she threw her head back onto the bed and arched her back. She arched so far she was almost in a perfect bridge, like he'd seen her do many times in training. All the while her hands kept moving.
He had prepared himself for the deafening thunderclap, but it never came. It appeared that while her mouth was open, no sound could be forced out of her throat.
Then it was over. She removed her hands from her pussy and fell limp against the bed with a long groan. She laid so still for a while that he thought she must have passed out again, the rise and fall of her chest being the only movement. That was until she bolted upright back into her cross-legged position with her usual smile on her face. Did she have endless energy?
"That felt great! Thanks, Hilbane!"
Before he could tell her that he really didn't do anything she leaped from the bed, tackling him in a hug that knocked them both onto the ground. Out of sheer habit HR rolled with it and got himself in a favorable position on top of her. That got her going and a mini fight was broke out.
After a short, more than half-hearted struggle by Lai Chan they both stopped moving, each laughing a bit while taking deep breaths. He had her wrists pinned above her head. He looked down at her. Seriously, the girl of his dreams, naked and under him, looking into his eyes and smiling. She still had a light sheen of sweat on her and he breathed in the strong smell of her scent. Probably from the copious amount of juices that strained her hands and thighs. HR prided himself on being a gentleman, but a gentleman was still a man.
He leaned down to kiss her, throwing whatever fears he had about Jazmin's wrath or his own insecurities out of his mind. He was living in the moment and at this very moment he wanted her. It had been interesting to watch her moan at her own touch. But now he wanted to hear her scream because of him.
"Oh! Looks like it's your turn!" His what?
HR stopped his downward momentum to follow her eyes towards their waists.
Well look who decided to show up on his day off.
He saw his hard cock pressed up against her pussy, the fabric of his underwear wet with her juices.
"My turn for what?"



Gods he loved the way she laughs. "To masturbate dummy. You saw me so it's only fair I get to see you."
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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Bonus chapter 2: Friendly Fire

HR looked back before he was taken through the door. Just quick enough to meet Jazmin's eyes and for her to mouth to him "Remember. Mine." Not knowing how to respond to that he gave her a quick shrug. That didn't go over well as he saw the beginnings of her anger overflowing as he was dragged into the early night. Someone was gonna have to pay for that at some point.
Flash forward an hour and some point has arrived. Takes place in the locker room.
Flavia stood under the warm water of the shower, massaging her sore muscles while she lathered up after her rough workout with Allison. She muttered to herself as she went.
"For someone so old she takes these like they're nothing." She let out a tired sigh as she massaged a particularly sore bicep. "At least I'm going to sleep well tonight." She felt a blast of cold air rush against her back and the sound of the shower curtain being quickly opened and closed.
Quickly, she spun around to face the intruder, her scream dying in her mouth as a hand covered it, another grabbing her wrist and pushing her back until she was up against the wall. She felt the intruder's naked body against her, pinning her.
Her terror turned to annoyance as she recognized the wild red hair of Jazmin, also naked beneath their now shared stream of water. She recognized the angry, hungry stare in her green eyes and returned an equally angry gaze of her own.
After a minor standoff Jazmin removed the hand from her mouth, keeping the one hand holding her wrist against the wall.
"Not now Jazmin. I'm tired, go find someone else." She wasn't in the mood for a steamy shower tryst at the moment.
Turns out neither was Jazmin. Her voice came out a low growl. "Shut up." When Flavia went to rebuttal she was interrupted by Jazmin's own mouth, aggressively shoving her tongue into the shorter woman's mouth.
Her next attempt at protest turned into her moaning into her attacker's mouth as Jazmin slid her hand between her legs, wasting no time in attacking her clit.
Flavia struggled for a minute, finding that her focus on her lower body had left her upper strength lacking, barely able to budge her wrist an inch in the ginger's strong grasp. She tried to squeeze her legs together, to prevent further access to her core, but all that did was grind her pussy against the invading hand further. Even her lips couldn't break free, from her vantage point above Jazmin was able to bend her neck down, following every which way Flavia tried to turn her head to escape the kiss.
Eventually Flavia went limp in her grasp, finally accepting her position. Not stopping her hand Jazmin broke off the kiss and looked into her eyes again. "Good." She then turned her mouth to assaulting the neck of the woman before her.
Flavia was none too happy about the situation but she figured the quicker she got this over with the quicker she could go home. But that didn't mean she had to like it. She still had some bite left in her
Between moans she questioned her assailant. "Ngh... Why don't you ever do this to Allison? Mph... She'd love to help you relieve some stress, you bitc-ah!" Her back talk was interrupted by a particularly hard bite to her neck. Mother fucker that was gonna leave a mark.
"I said shut up!"
"You're just mad that... HR f-finally grew some balls and t-Ah-talked back to you today." She tried to manage as much of a shit eating grin as she could despite her situation. "And I know him running off with that girl after your warning must have made you pissed." Jazmin didn't respond this time, just doubled down in her efforts to make Flavia cum.
Flavia knew how Jazmin operated. She fed off of the illusion of control she had over people. After being shown that HR wasn't as secure as she thought he was, she was using this to stroke her ego, showing herself she still had control over someone. And whenever that happens, she came to her.
Being not strangers to each other's bodies Jazmin made quick work of getting Flavia to the edge. She stopped kissing her neck to stare into her eyes, wanting to see the moment she broke under her attack. Flavia, knowing this, stared back into her eyes defiantly, keeping as straight of a face as she could.
When she submitted to her pleasure she made sure her face didn't show it, returning the icy glare to Jazmin while her core leaked its juices onto the other woman's hand.
Having been denied her satisfaction Jazmin clicked her tongue in annoyance as Flavia caught her breath. The shorter women then looked up at her with victory in her eyes. "Happy now?"
"No."
Flavia couldn't suppress her yelp as Jazmin grabbed her by the waist and spun her around. She took the wrist she held and crossed it behind her back, now having Flavia's front pinned to the wall. She wasted no time in starting her second attack, reaching between her prey's legs to cover her fingers in her juices before sliding the hand further up and shoving two fingers into the already loose rosebud, roughly fingering the hole.
Flavia let out a loud moan, now certain that anyone who was still in the showers knew what they were doing, as she lost what little composure she still had. It was no secret that the asimar loved her ass, spending most of her time to keep it toned and fit. It was of little surprise to anyone that based on the stories floating about the locker rooms she loved anal equally as much.
Under the brutal attack on her hole she was reduced to a moaning mess in under a minute. Anyone in earshot could hear the moans and her begging "Ple-please." Though whether she was asking Jazmin to stop or to continue was unclear. In just five minutes Jazmin's deft fingers had brought her to several more orgasms, each stronger and louder than the last.
Finally releasing the woman Jazmin's eyes were alight with grim satisfaction as she watched Flavia slide down the wall to her knees, her legs no longer able to support her. Having gotten what she wanted, she turned to leave the stall, but Flavia had to have the last word.
"I... hah... I know why you never go for Allision. I-Its because you know that if you ever did, she'd be the one in control. Not you."
They never learn.
The anger returned within Jazmin with a vengeance. She stood over Flavia, looking into her eyes with rage. Flavia gasped when her head was violently seized, Jazmin's hands grabbing two handfuls of her hair. Jazmin's words dripped venom.
"If you won't stop running that mouth then at least put it to good use!" Not giving Flavia a chance to respond before giving her a mouth full of pussy had a nose full of red pubes.
Jazmin was in no way gentle with her friend. It was less of Flavia eating her out and more Jazmin getting herself off using her face as a fuck toy. In just a few minutes she roared as she came on Flavia's face, smearing it with her juices. But she didn't stop there. Shortly after she let out another scream, climaxing even harder than the first.
After coming down from her second orgasm with a few final thrusts, grinding her swollen clit against Flavia's nose, she released the head. Then, without a second look or even a word she left Flavia on the floor of the shower, used and discarded.
She grabbed a nearby tower to wipe herself off, bending over in the and spreading her legs to do so, not caring who saw. She just finished wrapping her hair when she noticed who had handed it to her. Allison, her own towel barely able to contain the bust it was wrapped around. She looked at Jazmin with soft eyes.
"You know she's right Jazmin. I would be more than happy to help you work out all your... naughty urges."
"Tch." Jazmin just turned and walked away from the woman, keeping the towel on her head and not bothering to cover up.
As she walked away she couldn't see Allison's eyes drift downward, now hungry. They followed the sway of her hips and the bounce of her ass cheeks. A small grin appeared on the woman's face and she licked her lips before resetting back to the caring look she normally had. She opened the shower curtain to check up on Flavia.
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Chapter 1: The Hallway
My name is Michikatsu and I exist in hell on earth. Most people would consider my situation a blessing, but it is anything but. Recently I was accepted as the apprentice of one of the best dancers in the city, Maria Wei. The fire genasi first turned me down but by the grace of every god her mother, the world renowned singer Meng Wei, insisted that she take me on as her pupil. Something about her having a gift and needing to pass it on to a younger generation. (ignoring the fact that she's only 5 years older than me.)
So started my daily routine of traveling across town (a two hour endeavor as I live in the poorer section) to their estate in order to get training. The problem was that this interfered with my "conditioning" as Maria put it.
She mandates that I get a full 8 hours of sleep despite the fact that I am an elf. When I informed her that elves don't need to sleep she insisted, saying that "proper rest is the cornerstone of any dancer." After finding out that I had been getting up early in order to make it on time for our training she became irate to say the least.
Her mother saved me from her ire by suggesting I just live in their estate. She said that they had plenty of open rooms and having one more person around would hardly make a difference with seven of her children, two grandchildren, and score of guards and servants already living there.
She spoke it over with my mother, who couldn't believe this celebrity would even set place in our home, and they worked out a system where I would spend five days out of the week living in the estate and I would spend the weekends home with my parents. My mother cried nonstop the first time I left to go live in the estate, despite the assurances that she could just come see me whenever she wanted and it was only for a few days. She's way too clingy.
The arrangement backfired the second it began, but only for me it seems. In order to make sure I felt welcome in her household, Meng Wei put my room at the end of a hallway that housed all of her younger children.
The eldest one was Pierre, a goliath that's a year older than me. He seems cool but is always surrounded by a flock of girls so it's a bit intimidating to talk to him with them around.
The second child was Lai Chan, an air genasi mma fighter. She's my age and is the nicest person I've ever met. She always talks to me when she sees me and while it's refreshing and all, her energy can be a bit much at times.
The third child is Veronica. She's a water genasi and my biggest problem. Despite being two years my junior she has confidence that is unmatched by anyone I've ever met. Must be an actress thing. For whatever reason she seems to either have taken a liking to me or at the very least likes watching me squirm. She loves to very aggressively hit on me and makes her intentions known every chance she gets. It's really hard to not give in. But I can't do that. Maria would probably kick me out for fooling around with her little sister. And if not her, then Meng Wei for the same reason except to replace sister with daughter.
The last child is Mai Fan, a half elf three years younger than me. She's a nice enough girl and always polite. She's a gymnast and a pretty good one at that. She has many medals for her accomplishments and she takes pride in her flexibility. Her being nice, like her older sister, makes this so much harder.
The important part I'm leaving out about these children, in fact all of the family members of this house, is that they are all very attractive. Like super attractive. I guess being children to one of the most beautiful women in the world really pays off. Whatever the case, they all range from pretty to downright hot.
Another important fact is that we all share a bathroom at the opposite end of the hallway from my room, which means every morning I have to brave the dangerous hall to prepare for my training.
I'm ashamed to say it but the bathroom has become my personal safe haven. I spend a bit too much time, several times a day, "taking care of myself" just to survive. With the thing's I see on a daily basis, it's a necessity.
Let me give you a prime example.
Yesterday I woke up at eight thirty in the morning, as I always do. Most of the family are early risers but Maria prefers to start later in the day. Anyway I emerge from my room, ready to go shower and prepare for the tough training ahead of me.
First I pass by Pierre's room. And from what I was forced to hear last night I know there were several girls with him last night. As I go to walk past the door it opens and several scantily clad girls come out, ready to go home or more likely go get breakfast for the party inside. When it opened I caught a glimpse of what I could only assume a women's locker room looked like. Several girls in different states of dress and some straight up naked conversing casually after their night of fun. After my glimpse I quickly looked away, feeling like I was invading many people's privacy.
Most of the girls are regulars, but every so often a new one slips into the group or another leaves. Like always, as the girls pass me they look me up and down, obviously checking me out. Most just move on, unimpressed by what they see, but more than a few have given me their names unprompted and told me to tell them if I ever wanted to "hang out." Those ones always make sure to look me in the eye and greet me in a salacious manner whenever we meet. It's not that I'm not tempted to take them up on the offer but I'm already a guest in this house and I feel like taking one of Pierre's girls would cause unneeded problems. This is a one in a lifetime opportunity, and I wont waste it on some girls. No matter how much I may want to.
After watching the girls leave, or more accurately watching their butts as they left,(one of them caught me looking and gave me a wink and a little shake. Great, now my bathroom trip was gonna be longer.) I walked past an empty room in the hallway. Apparently his sisters wanted to be as far away from the noise as possible.
Then I arrived at the next occupied room, Lai Chan's. Now, I've been in there before when getting the tour of the house so I know that she has a fully stocked home gym in there, but knowing something doesn't stop the brain from wandering.
I walked by the closed door and heard grunting. Hard and rhythmic grunting. Logically it was probably her doing some sort of workout. She's always working out. But without the visual, my mental image was of the sky blue bombshell in a compromising position. And by that I mean getting plowed out.
Her usual tight shorts and sports bra leaves little to the imagination, but they do add to the fantasy. I timed her grunts in my head to the hard thrust of a mystery man. He had pulled her shorts down, just enough to get past her ample ass cheeks and was thrusting into her as she bent over a workout bench. Her blue skin turning purple from the bruising she was getting.
Then the grunting stopped. But before I could return to my senses it began anew, this time accompanied by a heavy thud. Probably dead lifts. The fantasy changed shape, this time the shorts were completely off and shoved in her mouth. She laid on her back on the ground with her legs spread wide. Each thump was a heavy thrust from her stud, and she was loving it.
All of this took place in about a minute, with me just standing there listening. Then my imagination took it a step too far. The mystery man's face was revealed and it was me. I shook my head, ending the fantasy and replaced it with immediate guilt.
Memories of her smiling at me and talking to me flood my mind. She was just a nice person and here I was, defiling her in my head. Fuck, I had even started chubbing up at the thoughts. Chastising myself, I moved on down the way, trying to rid myself of this proof of my depravity.
Each door is a new trial, and this one wasn't any different. The next room belonged to Mai Fan, and unfortunately for me her door was open. Similar to Lai Chan, Mai Fan had her own little gymnast set up in her room. Not as expansive though, just a balance beam and a few ribbons and rings hanging from the ceiling.
Well she was in her full leotard, practicing ring exercises. Unfortunately for me she decided to do it in the sexiest way possible. I knew I would regret looking in but who could resist peeking into a room they pass by?
She was on the rings facing away from the door. Instead of the usual routines where the person maneuvers with their hands on the rings she was in a full split. Each leg was through a ring, hooked around it at the knee. And man was I not ready to see that. I was definitely at full mast now.
Mai Fan had the body of a gymnast, meaning she was on the smaller side. Lean and flexible. She's naturally cute but the way that leotard clung to her body just did it for me. It was skin tight, emphasizing every minor curve of her body. My eyes started at the top of her back. I could clearly see the definition of her shoulder blades and delts, her years of training having toned them to perfection. No unnecessary muscle.
Tracing her sides down I arrive at her hips. She may have been a small girl but she still had feminine hips. And god they looked so fucking hot spread like that.
Then I got to the best part of her, at least from behind, her ass. It was for lack of a better term, perfect. Maria has a nice big butt, you could get lost in it. Lai Chan has a nice, toned one. Veronica's was also decent. But hers, hers was crafted by the god of craft himself. It lacked the definition of Lai Chan's but I am certain if I squeezed it, gods I wanted to squeeze it, I would feel the ripple of muscle beneath. Whenever she walked there was only a slight bounce. It looked divine whenever she wore tight pants or shorts. She simply had a nice, tight bubble but. The perfect ass. Squeezable and slappable.
It only added to the allure that I could see so much of it. In her position of the split it had started to rid up a bit, digging into her crack. I would have given anything to be that leotard in the moment.
I was lost in staring at it before she started moving. She started leaning forward, and as she did I realized she was going to go all the way. I quickly shifted my towel to in front of my groin in a "totally natural" way. She then completed the motion with a surprised gasp, now in still in the split but hanging upside down and facing me, her short hair barely brushing the floor.
I couldn't tell which view I preferred. Facing me, my eyes had to once again travel downwards to meet hers. Where her ass was, was replaced by her mound. Seems like the back wasn't the only place that was riding up. I could see pretty much all of her through the leotard with the most pronounced cameltoe I'd ever seen. She might as well have been naked before me.
Then I looked down, past her hips once again. Sliding down (up) her torso. Her smooth stomach with just a hint of abs peeking through the skin. Her petite breasts, firm in their position on her chest despite the reversal of gravity. I swear I could see two little hard points under the spandex. Do they not wear underwear in gymnastics?
Then I looked past her very kissable neck to her face. Upside down, incredibly cute, her freckles and dimples spread in a wide smile and her eyes alight.
"Oh! Good morning Michi!"
"Um-" I cleared my throat. "Good, Good morning Mai Fan."
We spent an awkward moment (at least for me) staring at each other.
"So... did you want something?"
"Oh! No, sorry. I was walking by and just happened to see." Her eyes lit up. In a smooth motion, and with flexibility I can only dream of, she put her hands down in a handstand and unhooked her legs from the rings. Time slowed as she held herself there, in a handstand split combo, showing me everything. Then she effortlessly placed her feet on the ground (her hands still touching the ground) and stood up. Then she turned to face me.
"How'd you like it!? Like out of ten what would you give me?" One fucking hundred.
" I don't really know. I can barely dance, let alone do gymnastics. It looked pretty ho-cool. It looked cool." Nice save.
"I guess cool is good. Thanks Michi! I'm gonna go show Lai Chan!" Without waiting for me to move she squeezed by in the doorway. I'm a full head taller than her and while she didn't touch me her hair grazed my chest. I swear I felt it through my shirt. She smelled really nice. I turned to watch her go and as I did she absent mindedly dug the leotard out of her crack. Yeah, I needed to get to the bathroom now. My shower definitely got longer after that.
I shifted my towel again to cover my shame as much as possible and steeled myself for the last room. Veronica. She was gonna try something. She always did. I hope it wasn't too bad today.
As I walked past her room I noticed her door was ajar. Not open, not closed, just ajar. It was an obvious bait. To be able to look in I would have to try. And obviously I would see her in some compromising position and be branded a pervert for going out of my way to peep. I walked on without paying it any mind.
I even went to gloat "I'm not that stupid Veronica!"
At least I won this round.
With a smile on my face I reached the bathroom door and gripped the handle. I may have lost a bunch this morning, but I got one. Now it was time to take a nice long shower and get rid of this boner.
I opened the door and froze. From the teal skin, I can easily deduce that this was Veronica, even without seeing her face. She looked wet, or at least more wet than a water genasi usually is, so maybe she had just gotten out of the shower. The theory was supported by the fact that she was currently drying off her legs. Bent at the waist. Turned away from the door and with her legs spread a good bit.
I saw everything. This was different that her usual teases. They generally amounted to pulling her shirt to show off more cleavage. Touching me lightly in sensitive places. Whispering in my ear unnecessarily. The farthest she'd gone had been a little nip slip. This eclipsed all of them combined and more.
Though not as tight as her sister's, Veronica definitely was bigger than Mai Fan. Her ass was shapely, with a good amount to grab on to. Her hips were wider than her sister's, definitely a plus. Honestly I dont think it's fair to compare any of them. Variety is the spice of life.
As my eyes traveled down the curve of her ass I noticed something odd. Or I guess not odd considering where I was looking. Where her cheeks met there was a section half hidden behind them. It was a darker shade than the rest of her skin, closer to a deep blue than the normal teal. I could only assume that was her asshole. Normally the thought of that orifice would make anyone uneasy but seeing it in the fleshy only made my boner that much harder.
Below her cheeks was her vagina, in all its glory. Now I don't exactly have much to base it on. Or anything to base it on for that matter, but I would describe it pretty. Smooth outer lips, smaller inner lips just peeking out. The sets of lips were slightly spread, letting me see a splash of pink and what appeared to be some sort of opening. It was just really pretty. I could look at it all day.
Then I met her eyes. Or at least tried to. She was looking at me from between her legs, towel still on one of them. She gasped and immediately straightened up and turned to face me. She covered herself with the towel as best she could, holding it up to her front. She was a tad bit too slow though, as I did notice a well-kept patch of hair above her crotch before the towel covered it. Unfortunately for her, she hadn't wrapped the towel around herself and she had her back to the mirror.
An awkward silence fell in the room. We looked at each other in some sort of anxiety ridden standoff. I couldn't stop thinking how hot she looked, barely covered by that towel, her wavy seaweed like hair still dripping onto the floor. My eyes scanned her body, especially the view in the mirror.
At some point I realized that I was also getting viewed. Unlike me though, her gaze was fixated on one point of my body. With one hand still gripping the doorknob and the other carrying my toiletries there was no covering for the tent I was pitching in my shorts. Suddenly feeling a lot more embarrassed I shifted the toiletries hand to cover myself. That seemed to wake her up
"Michi!" She sounded shocked and angry. "Didn't anyone teach you to knock!?"
"Sorry! I- I thought you were in your room and the bathroom was empty an-" I realized something. "Hey wait a second, if you didn't want to be seen then you would have locked the door! This is on you, not me. Can't believe you would go this far just to tease me!" This had to be some sort of set up.
She stumbled "I-I didn't plan this. I just forgot to lock the door, that's all!" This was the most flustered I've seen the actress. Maybe she didn't plan this.
She stumbled over her words for a few seconds before following my eyes to the mirrors, face becoming one of horror as she realized I could still see her backside.
"Get out!" And I did.
After ten minutes of waiting outside of the bathroom, trying desperately to will my boner away and failing she came out. She looked annoyed. She barely stopped to look at me, giving me one up and down look, lingering on my crotch for a few seconds. Then she turned her nose up at me with a "Hmphf. Pervert." And off she went to her room.
I solemnly entered the now vacant bathroom. Making sure to lock the door. Then I entered the shower, making sure the water was nice and hot. I tried not to think about the past 20 minutes of my life.
I lathered up my hair and tried to relax my mind, not thinking about anything in particular. I thought about my training. It was going to be hard, as usual. Maria never went easy on me. But I guess it could be worse. My training was probably nothing to Lai chan. From the weights I've seen in her room and what I hear of her regime, she was a physical specimen. I'm honestly a bit impressed. How could she be so strong yet still so undeniably feminine. She had so much muscle yet still soft to the touch. Gods I wish I had her abs, and her ass was to die for! And those legs, she could probably squash my head if she squeezed hard enough with those thighs. And her breasts. I think those sports bras have to have some sort of magic in them, how they could contain those things baffles me. I've seen her a few rare times when she hasn't worn one and damn. Her abs and back muscles have to be toned at least partly from lugging those things around all day. What a woma- No. I stopped my train of thought as I felt the turgid need swinging between my legs. Thinking about Lai Chan wasn't going to get rid of this any time soon.
I reset my brain back to training. Remembering the stretches. All the stretches Maria makes me do. At first I couldn't do any of them, I was stiff as a board. But now I could do them pretty well, getting pretty limber. Though I've seen Mai Fan bend in more crazy ways for fun. I guess that was a benefit of being so small. Not to say being small was a problem. She would probably make a perfect little spoon. Or better yet she was the perfect size to manhandle. Like a cute, articulate fuck doll. For most women the thought would be to simply bend them over something and have at it, but not her. I've seen what she can do. I'm certain she could take whatever position I wanted her in and I definitely have a few ideas. The first being on her back with her legs crossed behind her head as I just wre-NO! Somehow I had become harder. I could probably use my dick to break cement right now. I took a deep breath.
I started to lather my up my mid-section, I traced my fingers over the growing forms of abs, feeling the grooves beneath the skin. At least all this training was worth something. My dancing was getting better and at the very least my body was getting toned. Speaking of bodies Veronica's was pretty go- Gods be damned.



With a deep sigh I put my head against the tile of the shower, with the water cascading down my back. I then slowly wrapped my hand around my dick, squeezing it like a vice. I then gathered all the women I thought of this morning in my mind. Lai Chan, Veronica, Mai Fan, and that girl that shook her ass at me. All of them naked on my bed, waiting for me to join them. All except for Mai Fan, I liked her with the leotard on. Then I began pumping my hand at the fantasy. Before I completely lost myself in the act I hoped that it would be over after once or twice. I still had 30 minutes until practice.
I was late to practice yesterday. By a full 20 minutes.
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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Aster Bouquet got home first, around 4pm, this Friday afternoon as planned. He knew the general schedule of all of his family members by now. His parents, Petunia and Gardener Bouquet, would be out taking his younger siblings on playdates and to various other events. The middle children would be out with friends or club activities until at least five-thirty. Meanwhile he and his twin sister, Rose, would have the house to themselves until then. They had turned 18 two weeks prior, sharing a party as usual, and as their final year of high school dwindled down so did their after-school activities.
Aster was no longer the star player on the school football team, and Rose was no longer the pretty head cheerleader. Now they were both seniors waiting for the school year to end so that they could enjoy their final summer before going off to college.
Aster got accepted to D1 athletics program for his skill at playing ball, his only skill if he was to be honest. His sister also got an offer from there for cheerleading, but she excelled in academics as well, so she had choices. She hadn't decided yet.
Aster entered the front door and grimaced slightly at the interior design of his home, the same as it had always been. Both of his parents were renowned botanists, having discovered and classified at least fifty-seven new species of plants between them. Their love of flowers unfortunately boiled over into their home lives. The decor of the home was full of flowers, both real and fake. They added a new type of flower every time they had a kid. There was a family table with a healthy flower of every one of their names. They made each kid take care of another's every week for some sort of weird familial bonding. As a dirty joke they thought the kids didn't get, they had a digging tool embedded in the pot that housed the petunia, to represent their father.
Flower designs covered the walls and objects in the home that could be customized to show one. He remembered the lessons he and Rose got as children and could recall each type perfectly. As college professors, they were proficient at teaching their children about their jobs. If any of them wanted to go into botany they could probably enter college as a sophomore at least.
They learned early on to just ignore it, but internally both were happy they were going to leave this artificial greenhouse in just a few months.
Aster shook off his distaste and went upstairs to reach his destination, not his room but his sister's. As he opened the door, he heard the tell-tale sound of her Prius pulling up the driveway. Just in time. He quickly moved into the room and closed the door, attempting not to bother anything as he slid into and hid in her closet. She had one of those ones with the little wooden blinds, perfect for peeking through.
The Bouquets were a mostly normal family. Happy parents and happy kids. Star quarterback son and pretty, popular daughter. And that was just the twins. There were 5 other children after them. Each member loved and cared for each other member of the family. But the abnormal part was the habit picked up by Aster.
Before the other kids came along it was just the four of them, Petunia, Gardener, Aster and Rose. For the majority of their young life Aster and Rose shared a room, being twins and all they were inseparable. They did everything together. Their were also inseparable, outside the bedroom and inside the bedroom.
As Time went on, the twins grew apart. They were still nice to each other, the few times they interacted but it was a far cry from the past. They started middle school and created different friend groups. Aster started getting into sports with the boys and Rose quickly became one of the popular girls that had many of the boys telling Aster that they had crushes on his sister.
In high school that rift only got further apart, the only times they would see each other outside of the house would be at practice or a game. They took turns taking care of their younger siblings who their parents couldn't seem to stop having. When questioned on how many they were going to have, their parents simply explained that their love was like a flower, and that each child was another beautiful petal on that flower that made their love more beautiful. The twins just took that to mean "until they physically couldn't anymore." Both of them were in their mid 30's, so that would be a lot more.
Aster was a little too proud to admit it, but he missed his sister. He missed when they would talk for hours about their days to each other despite having spent it together. The adventures they would go on when left unattended. He even missed the trouble Rose would get him in with her crazy ideas. He missed just interacting with her more than the occasional "Hi" at school or in the hallway. And with college coming up he was certain that gap would only get wider.
He had wanted to hang out with her after winning the last game of the season but that didn't pan out too well. He went over to ask her after the game. Their eyes met and she seemed to visibly light up. How he missed seeing that smile. She opened her mouth to say something but was interrupted when he was swarmed by the rest of the cheer squad, each basically throwing themselves at him. And after prying them off of him he was interrupted again when the team and coaches lifted him up onto their shoulders and carried him in front of the team's bleachers so everyone else could celebrate the MVP. As he was carried away their eyes met for a fleeting moment and he could swear he saw a hint of sadness, mirroring the feeling he had inside.
At the after party he fared not much better. Between his teammates wanting to drown him in alcohol, the girls wanting to drown him in their juices, and the guys showering his sister with last minute attempts to ask her out, the two never got within ten feet of one another, let alone time for a conversation. It was then that Aster finally realized just how far apart they had grown. From two flowers, sharing a pot and facing the sun together, ready to brave the world at each other's side, to flowers in completely different pots. No matter how close their ceramic prisons may be, their roots were destined to never again entwine with one another's.
He was still too awkward to do it at home. He didn't want to seem desperate, and doing it at home felt like he was almost forcing her to hang out with him or make the last few months at home awkward by declining.
And so because he had the problem of wanting to hang with his sister but having no way to justify asking her at home he developed a crazy idea. After both of their sports shut down they had a lot more free time, usually spent in their separate rooms. So to find out about his sister he would simply spy on her. For totally, non sexual motives of course.
It started out simple. For the first week he just sat there, listening to her talk to her friends on the phone, planning future hangouts and gossiping. He got quite a bit of information he didn't necessarily need to know. Like him, his friends on the football field frequented the loins of the cheerleaders. He learned the size and shape of the penis of all of the starting line up, how long they last in bed, who was good and who was bad. He started cross referencing himself against what he heard and he decided he was middle ground. So, this is what his sister did when alone.
As one might expect being in their room alone, he also saw his sister do normal things, such as changing. It didn't happen for the first few days, but on the fifth she got a phone call for a last minute hangout with the girls.
She quickly threw off her school clothes and looked over her bed/floor for an outfit to wear. Thank god she wasn't completely put together and kept most of her clothes in some form of pile instead of in the closet.
As she searched through the clothes for a cute outfit he got a very good look at her body.
Everyone in the Bouquet family was relatively good looking. Their parents referred to their children as "pretty petals" but Rose was a cut above the rest. Aster was average looking but his physical size and prowess in sports made him attractive. Rose could easily be a model.
He watched from his hiding placed as she held up different outfits to the full-length mirror across the room. As she swapped shirts and pants, he admired her back.
Her slim shoulders, her shoulder blades prominent and flexing, her triceps. He appreciated just how toned she was. Cheerleading must have been hard work.
His eyes naturally drifted downwards but when he reached her ass he quickened his scan and went down to her legs. Toned and fit thighs with thick calf muscles. The body of an athlete.
His eyes naturally went back up and this time settled on her ass. It seems that she leaned into her name unlike himself. She wore a set of white panties that appeared to be polka-dotted at first but upon closer inspection they were the red petals of a rose. He internally chuckled, she always liked the flower aesthetic and they would argue for hours when they were younger about how stupid/great flowers were.
Lost in his thoughts, his eyes remained trained on her ass. They trailed her lower back, eyes tracing the curves of her hips. Wide and childbearing. Just how he liked them. He also noticed how her panties were in a slight wedgie, showing off her crack and conforming nicely to her cheeks, outlining that perfect bubble butt. He remembered that she ran a lot, even outside of practice. Truly runner's butt, shaped and without excess fat. Those were his favorites, it bounced when the person walked, and retained its shape in any kind of pants.
Lost in both memories and absent-mindedly thinking about the ass before him, his thoughts were interrupted when she dropped something and bent over to pick it up. Now she had his full attention.
Her perfect ass somehow got more perfect when he saw her bend at the waist. He'd been with a few of her cheer mates but amongst the guys it was unanimous that she had the best ass. Many men would kill for a view like this.
He then saw that the back wasn't the only place where the panties were riding up. He got a full shot of her camel toe, the fabric stretched tight over her flower and showing him every little detail.
He stared for the half second it took for her to pick up the object and resume standing. When he was released from his trance he noticed the pressure felt in his pants. His dick straining against his briefs and jeans. Confused, he stared at the bulge, trying to process what he felt.
This had to be because of the memories right? Thinking about past sex would be a turn on to anyone. That's what was happening, there was no way that he popped a boner for his sister, a plant grown from the same seed as he. He was attracted to what her body represented, not her. Or at least that's what he told himself.
He was snapped out of his self-reflection as he heard the sound of the door closing. She had gotten dressed and left the room.
"I'm going out with some friends! Tell mom and dad I'll be home late!" He heard her call out to what he assumed was his empty room.
His blood froze. He couldn't respond. At least verbally, he'd be exposed. But if he didn't respond she might get suspicious. Ten seconds passed slowly, his panic growing with each one. Then he remembered. His phone! He could text a response!
As he reached into the (other) bulge in his jeans to retrieve the device he heard, "Fine! Be that way." Followed by stomping out of the house. Shortly he heard the sound of her Prius starting and backing out of the driveway. Safe for now.
He slowly came out of the closet, feeling a similar mixture of emotions that he had all those years ago. He walked into his room and closed the door, proceeding to do what any young man does when their pants are too tight. Except maybe with not as many thoughts about their sibling.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose was halfway to her friend's house, lazily driving through the streets of San Diego with her prius top down, before she realized what she did. She slammed on the breaks, she had almost blown a red light from her panic.
She had undressed in front of Aster.
She knew that idiot was there the very first day he sat in her closet. It's kinda hard to be sneaky when you're a 6'3, 270lb football player and one who's pretty dumb based on what she overheard whenever their parents got their report cards.
At first, she had thought he was just there to scare her or something. Some dumb prank like the ones he was always doing on their younger siblings. For being a dumb jock, she did appreciate how great he was with kids. He'd at least make a great father someday.
She would simply ignore him and then wherever he did jump out, deny him the satisfaction of scaring her.
He never did pop out. She spent all of the first day waiting for it, but it never happened. Eventually she went to the bathroom, maybe he'd do it when she came back in the room, but upon her return he was gone.
He repeated that same routine everyday and each day she figured he would come out but never did. Eventually she got comfortable with him being there. Too comfortable.
Sure, he was her brother and sure they had bathed and dressed together before but all of that was before she became conscious of others. It was the first time she had ever undressed in front of a boy. And for some reason she didn't completely hate the idea that it was him.
Realizing that he had seen her as very few others except her teammates have seen her brought up a well of emotions. She tried to ignore them as she squirmed in her seat, feeling her petals become damp.
The next day: Saturday
Aster didn't expect to hide in the closet much on weekends, since both he and Rose usually spent those days hanging with friends. Unfortunately for him all of his friends bailed on him. With all of his other family having weekend activities or going out with friends he had the house to himself. Really boring.
Aster was chilling in his room, surfing the internet when he heard the sound of Rose's prius. That's weird. She said she'd be gone all day. Without thinking, having become a habit by now, he snuck into her room and hid in the closet.
He soon discovered he made a mistake when he heard not one but two pairs of footsteps coming up the stairs. He heard the sound of giggling as Rose and her best friend, Beatrice (everyone called her Bee), entered the room. Though they were doing things that best friends don't usually do.
As soon as the door closed, they were all over each other. The lips were locked as they felt each other up. After a bit of a stalemate it appeared that Rose came out on top, Bee taking a more subservient role in the make out. Bee had her back to him and he could see Rose's hands kneading her ass, molding her flesh. He didn't know she was gay.
Eventually Rose took her mouth off of her partner's and placed it onto her neck, making Bee moan. He could swear that several times during this Rose has met his eyes. But that couldn't be, she would have stopped if she did. Right?
Rose moved her hands to the front of Bee's waist, and he heard the sound of a zipper being undone. Her head thrown back, clutching Rose as she moaned to the ceiling, He heard Bee speak in ragged breaths.
"W-Wait. What about Ah!- Aster? You said he wouldn't be here but his car is in the drivewa-AYY!" At the end of her statement, he saw Rose bite down hard on her neck. That would definitely leave a mark. He wondered if he would have heard that yelp had he been in his room.
Rose's actions shifted from aggression to sedation. She turned them 90 degrees, so that he could now see both of them from the side. Her arms wrapped slowly and comfortingly around Bee's waist, pulling her in tighter like a Venus fly trap with its prey. She gave her a kiss, this one deep and sensual compared to the originals.
"It's fine, he barely comes out of his room anyway. As long as you keep your voice down, he won't know a thing." Again he swore she looked right at him.
Bee gazed into Rose's eyes for a few seconds before relenting. "Ok. I'll try to keep it do-AAAH!" Another moan, louder than the last, ripped from her throat as Rose slipped her hand down the front of Bee's unzipped pants, the other still holding onto her tight.
"Keep that up and he'll know for sure." she paused for a second before leaning into her ear. "Unless of course, you want him to know." At that Bee stiffened up. Rose didn't relent, with her hand or her words. "I've seen the way you look at him during practices. Watching him during the games. Maybe you want him to know. For him to hear you scream and to rush in here and save you from whatever danger you might be in, only to see you with me, quivering in pleasure like the little slut you are."
He'd never heard his sister speak like that before. She sounded confident and predatory. Almost dangerous. She was so nice at school and the games. It seems every rose really does have thorns.
He hadn't noticed it before but after that he could no longer ignore the tent in his sweatpants. He was even harder than yesterday. In fact he couldn't think of a time in his life when he had ever been this hard.
"n-No" Bee tried to refute the claim but her body was obviously reacting to it.
"Maybe, you'll get lucky. Maybe instead of being disgusted at your shaking, sweaty body he'll take pity on you. Maybe he'll join us and you can finally complete the set. Isn't that what you want Bee? Both Bouquet twins touching you all over. Drowning you in pleasure until you beg us to stop. And then breaking completely when we don't." Again, another look. Why was she so interested in the closet at a time like this? Hopefully there wasn't a sex toy she kept in here that she would need to get.
Bee didn't get a chance to respond, all of her energy obviously focused on keeping her voice down. And to her credit she succeeded. As she had been talking Rose had been increasing the speed and force of her movements.
There was a moment of odd serenity. Aster thought it akin to watching two beautiful plants in the midst of a hurricane, having weathered half of the storm and currently resting in the eye before the raging winds returned.
Rose looked into Bee's eyes, her arm a blur. Bee looked back, but her eyes didn't see. Aster looked at Bee as her body went slack. There were several seconds of near silence. The only sounds being a slightly muffled yet extremely wet squishing coming from beneath Bee's panties and her breaths getting more and more sparse.
Then Bee started to convulse, still maintaining her eye contact with the female twin. Rose didn't let up in the slightest. If anything, she moved faster as the violent orgasm shook through her friend, the only thing keeping her standing being Rose's solid grip on her waist and Bee's arms locked around Rose's neck.
Even after her orgasm started receding Rose didn't let up. The squelching noises did grow louder, suggesting that Bee may be quite the squirter. Once again Aster had to give it to Bee. She didn't raise her voice despite being in obvious torment. Her orgasmic convulsions had turned into agonizing resistance.
She writhed against Rose, trying everything in her power to try to escape, as weak as she was post orgasm. She tried to move her bottom half, thrusting it both away and towards the moving hand, seeking escape. But Rose's grip on her remained strong.
She then changed tactics and tried pleading with his sister. She pulled herself closer to Rose's face to kiss her anywhere her mouth could reach. Her lips, her cheeks, her collar, anywhere in an attempt to appease her and stop the pleasure on her pussy.



Each word separated by a kiss she begged Rose to stop, her voice barely a whisper but equally strained in both need and agony. "Please. Please, Please. Rose, Please."
Rose didn't stop, instead she grew a predatory smile and simply responded "Not until you cum again, my little Honeybee."
Time dragged one for Aster as he watched the scene play out, and if it was long for him, it must have felt like a lifetime to Bee.
Once again he saw her start to shake, more violently this time. She must have had one hell of an orgasm. At this point Rose was holding her up all on her own, Bee having lost all of her strength only able to Mutter out the occasional "Please."
Rose did eventually slow her motions, her hand taking a minute or so to actually stop. By the time she did it sounded to Aster like a dog drinking water in her pants.
Before she took her hand out of Bee's pants, she laid her down on the bed, taking a position above her.
"Good girl. You came so nicely for me." Aster heard his sister purr. If his dick got any harder he was certain that it would burst. "And you feel that? Your clit is so hard. Almost makes me want to go squeeze it and go again."
As she spoke it appeared she did squeeze it as the resting girl suddenly jumped and moved both hands Rose's forearm, resuming her pleading for a break. Rose just giggled.
Aster heard one last moan from Bee as he saw Rose's hands moving around in circular motions, almost as if collecting something. Then she slowly withdrew her hand and raised it up to sit between their faces.
It was glistening, and not just a covering, the hand was dripping in a slightly viscous liquid, slowly dripping down onto Bee's face.
"Oh my! You are a little Honeybee! Look how much you made!" Noticing the drippings, "Ah ah ah. Don't waste it after we worked so hard to make it. Otherwise we'd have to make another batch." Catching the Underlying threat Bee quickly learned up and started licking her hand clean. Rose moaned a bit when she started sucking her fingers.
When she was done Rose said "Open." and he saw Bee open her mouth, presumably showing her all of the honey still in there. "That looks delicious. I hope you planned on sharing." and with that she leaned down and started another make out session. This one is slow and deep. He could see Rose's tongue pushing up against the other's girl's cheeks to get every nook and cranny. And he could clearly see her throat moving as his sister gulped down the contents of the other woman's mouth.
When she finished her meal, Rose backed off the bed. Once she stood in front of it, Bee looking up at her from her back, Rose began to dance.
Aster immediately recognized it as one of their cheer routines, only slower and somehow more sexual. Both he and Bee were captivated as she did her strip tease. They watched her hips slowly gyrate as she crossed her arms and removed her top, revealing a deep red bra with black lining. Then they watched as she slowly unbuckled her jeans and shimmied out of them revealing a matching thong. All black except for the red print of a rose. Even from his position Aster could see the dark spot on the crotch.
She then reached behind her back and unhooked the bra, unceremoniously tossing it aside revealing her dark nipples, compared to the rest of her skin. Both of her audience immediately locked on to the little thorns on her chest. She was sporting two glass cutters, an obvious sign that she was enjoying what was happening.
"Wow. They're harder than usual." Bee commented.
Rose gave a grin and reached up, releasing a small moan as she tweaked her nipples. "Of course they're hard. Every rose has thorns."
This continued for a second, Aster and Bee watching her fondle herself, until Rose gave an impatient sigh. "So are you gonna get undressed or are we just gonna sit here forever?"
"Oh! Right" Bee quickly got to her feet, undressing with much less flair than. She followed suit in a similar fashion to Rose, after taking off her yellow bra they stood there, taking in each other;s bodies. Aster saw that where Rose was damp, Bee was downright soaked. Her yellow and black striped panties squished with each movement. She really had made a lot of "honey."
Rose took the lead once more. She grabbed Bee by the shoulders, putting her in front of the bed while she herself climbed onto it. When she was far enough, she laid on her back and shimmied out of the thong. After discarding the garment off the side of the bed she slowly spread her legs. All. The. Way.
Showing off her flexibility Rose exposed herself in a full split. Her legs making perfect right angles to her body.
Aster and Bee once again just stared at her. It was the most beautiful pussy Aster had ever seen. A beautiful flower befitting of her name. The outer petals shape and outline the entire form. Her inner petals, slightly pinker, peeking out from between them, adding depth and more color. The entire thing was surrounded by a light tuft of hair. Her dark bush, contrasting and emphasizing the color of her petals.
Because of her split, the petals were spread apart further, allowing him to see all of her. He could see her little bud, sitting at the top of the flower. But most importantly he could see her stigma. The hole was open, slightly flexing around nothing. And while the outside had been glistening, this was the source of her sweet nectar, a small trail of it dripping out of her.
Without taking his eyes off of it he reached over to a shelf and one of the extra bottles of lotion she kept in her closet. He needed the cum. To spread his seed somewhere. As he lubed up his hand and grabbed his dick his only thoughts were on the need before him.
It was the perfect flower. Beautiful and waiting to be fertilized. Aster always wore a condom when her had sex. After having five other siblings with more on the way, he sure as hell didn't want kids anytime soon but this made it all change. Looking into that hole, the pink flesh promising to be both warm and wet, he wanted nothing more than to fertilize it. To take his thick, hard stamen and stick it as deep as it would go and to release his pollen, drowning her ovaries and ensuring fertilization. And he didn't want to stop at just once. He wanted to do it over and over again until he knew she was nice and seeded.
His hand started to slowly move as he continued watching the two girls. Or more accurately one girl. Rose, his sister.
Rose called out to the stunned girl from her position. "I've had my meal. Now I think it's time you had yours. I think you'll like it." Aster felt his dick throb harder as rose slid her finger through her petals, slathering it in her own nectar before testing it. "It's sweet."
Bee wordlessly climbed onto the bed and crawled between her legs. She was face to face with the flower now. It was twitching in anticipation.
"I sure do hope you do a good job." Bee's eyes tore themselves from her lower half to meet Rose's. "If you don't, we'll have to trade positions. Then I'll show you how to do it the right way. And I won't stop until I have a tummy full of your delicious honey." Rose licked her lips and Aster saw Bee shiver. "No matter how hard you beg."
Bee Gulped and nodded before looking back down at her meal. Aster watched as she stuck out her tongue and took a tentative lick. Rose moaned slightly and shifted her hips. "Mmmmm. Like that. Don't be afraid to get a bit rougher. It's not as delicate as it seems."
Bee returned to her task, putting much more pressure behind her tongue, sliding it back and forth through the petals. Rose kept up her split but bent her knee's inward, moaning without restraint. Aster's hand got slightly faster as he watched her writhe on the bed.
Eventually her hands went from grasping her own breasts to entwining themselves in Bee's har. Her moans got louder. Then she gripped the head and moved it slightly upwards, Bee moving along obediently.
"Don't forget this little bud, Honeybee."
Instead of answering Bee just wrapped her mouth around the nub, sucking on it gently while massaging it with her tongue. That drove Rose wild.
Bee wasn't entirely passive in this. Her hands were roaming Every inch of Rose's body they could. They rubbed her calves. Massaged her thighs and butt.
Then Rose gasped and called out. "Stop!". Aster's hand froze. What was wrong? Then he saw the problem. Bee's hands had moved from outward in. While she had been nibbling on his sister's clit, she was begun trying to stick a finger inside of Rose.
"What?"
"You know what. I don't want anything inside of me." Rose seemed to be conflicted. Her previous pleasure hampering her current anger.
"Oh Come on Rose! We've been doing this for a while now. It'll feel good. Trust me, you do it to me all the time."
"No. I'm saving myself for marriage."
"We've fucked several times now."
"That was all outside stuff. It doesn't count." Bee Rolled her eyes. "Anyway, finish your meal." And with that Rose returned to her aggressive side. She shoved Bee's head back into her crotch. This time taking a much active role.
She crossed and locked her legs behind Bee's head. Then proceeded to grind herself on her face. Bee tried to keep up as best she could, sucking and licking whatever passed by her mouth, but this was Rose's rodeo now.
Aster's hand was a blur as he watched his sister fuck herself with her friends face. He could feel his own orgasm coming.
Rose started whispering things under her breath. Playful threats to her lover. Promises of pleasure so good it would be painful. She also released quieter compliments. Telling Bee how pretty she looked from this angle and how good of a job she was going. Several times she was referred to as her "little Honeybee."
This continued for a minute, sliding along Bee's face, spreading her nectar, while Aster jerked off as fast as he could. When he was rounding the corner to his orgasm, he and Rose locked eyes again. Or she looked in his direction. But to him it really felt like he was looking at him. Whatever the case, the simulated eye contact sent him over the edge. He kept looking at her as she reached her peak as well. Her thrusts went from face short to long and forceful ones. Each one accompanied by a groan. Aster on the other hand had to stifle his orgasm, despite it being the best one he's had in recent memory, including sex. He breathed out forcefully as he covered a part of the door in his seed. Only stopping when he saw Rose had also come down from her peak.
Satiated for now, he Started to feel guilt for what he had done. Did he really just jerk off to his si- his thoughts interrupted as he was once again greeted with the view of her flower, this time having changed color.
Rose unhooked her legs and allowed Bee to pull herself away. Bee's face was slick with nectar, a clear sheen covering the entire button half of her face. Several long strands still connected her to the flower. Rose on the other had looked slightly different. She laid back, finally looking relaxed as her chest heaved with deep breaths. Her petals had gone from a nice pink color to a deep red and looked puffier, as if inflamed. Her Bud poked out prominently and he could swear he saw it pulse slightly in time with her heartbeat.
All thoughts of guilt were removed as His dick was rock hard again, reminding him of his urge to fertilize.
Bee traveled up Rose's body to lay next to her and Snuggled in close.
"So.. did I do a good job?"
Between breaths Rose forced out a "Better than good" and wrapped an arm around Bee. They laid there for a minute. Giggling And rubbing each other. Just enjoying the company until Bee spoke up. "Um, do you have anything to wipe my face off with?"
Wordlessly Rose und her hand off the Bed and retrieved her discarded thong. Then she handed it to Bee who looked at it in confusion. "Seriously, with this?"
Rose just looked at her. "Your face was just where it used to be and now you have a problem with it?"
After a moment of hesitation Bee said "Fair enough" and wiped herself clean using the undergarment before tossing it back off the bed. Then she discarded her own pair.
After a moment of rest the two girls went back at it. Going a full three more rounds before calling it quits. Overall, it took little over an hour and a half. All the while Aster watched them from the closet. Shamelessly masturbating to their lovemaking.
When they decided to go take a shower together Aster decided it was time to take his mistake. But his sex addled brain couldn't leave without taking a few souvenirs.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose was insatiable. Even after four rounds she still needed more. Let's just say her shower with Bee took at least thirty minutes.
Each time only heightened her arousal. She had the crazy idea to bring over Bee after she realized how good it felt to have Aster watching her. Of course, Bee didn't know he was there but what she didn't know can't hurt her.
She had never cum so hard in her life. The moment when she locked eyes with her brother, combined with the hot and wet face grinding against her pussy, she could swear she saw god. Even in the come down from the orgasm and during the rest of the encounter the shame only improved the feeling.
She felt her skin tingle and burn wherever he looked at him. Whenever she locked eyes with him, a burst of lighting shot through her nervous system. And the strongest stimulation of all, enough to turn her post orgasm aftershocks into mini orgasms from the shame alone, was imagining that in place of Bee, it was him doing all of these naughty things to her.
She didn't know exactly what this was. But she sure as hell liked it. Something about the wrongness of it all made her extremely wet.
She knew she liked both girls and boys. She'd figured that out early. But she never really found a boy that clicked with her. Sure some were good looking, but they had nothing on how soft and warm and beautiful a girl was. But she was saving herself for a man. Her parents won't stop having kids and are non-too subtle about their want for grandkids. She just hadn't found the right one yet. So, for now she sated herself on the wonderful girls on her cheer squad.
When Bee was eventually able to pull Ross off her, they both returned to the room. Though not before having a little tussle in the hallway because Rose tried to pull off her towel and Bee thought they might actually get caught by Aster. (too late for that one Honeybee) Once they got to the room Bee had to once again fight off Rose and recognized that she was just not in the mood for anything but sex.
Deciding to cut her losses for fear of not being able to walk straight for the next couple of days Bee started collecting her clothes to get dressed. Reluctantly Rose did the same, seeing that Bee wasn't playing ball anymore. Bee walked around the room looking for something while Rose put on a random pair of short shorts and a tee shirt as she wasn't planning on leaving the house again.
She was lost in staring at Bee's naked form wandering around the room before the question brought her back to reality.
"Rose, where are my panties?"
Confused, Rose looked over in the general direction she remembered them being discarded. They weren't there. Then she looked over to where her pair had been. They were also gone. Then it clicked. She glanced at the closet. Aster wasn't there either. An sly grin spread onto her face.
Her tone was playful when she responded, crossing her arms in the process. "I don't know where they are Bee."
Bee sighed, tired of the games. "Come, on Rose. Just give them back."
The mischievous glint was still in her eyes. "But now you have a reason to come back later and get them." her voice dripping with lust, revealing her true intention.
"I can just come back anyway. You don't need to lure me back here"
"But it's more fun this way." Before Bee could demand her panties once again Rose stepped closer, wrapping her arms around Bee's waist. "But... I could be convinced to give them back if we do something even more fun." She leans into Bee's ear. "For example, you could earn them back." She started trailing one of her hands towards Bee's honey pot.
Bee quickly stopped the hand and stepped back, out of Rose's reach. "Good lord, what is with you today?"
She hurriedly got dressed, keeping on eye on Rose to prevent any more surprise attacks. Rose just sat there patiently, but she eyed her like a predator. Bee felt like she was dealing with a tiger in the zoo. It was calm as long as you were behind the bars, but you knew that given the chance it would not hesitate to pounce on you. Going commando for now was the lesser of the two evils.
Wordlessly she exited the room and headed down the stairs to the front door, hearing Rose following behind a little too close to comfort. She definitely didn't imagine those grazes to her bottom.
Upon reaching the front door Bee opened it then stepped through it, only stopping when she heard Rose speak up, slightly disappointed.
"Awwww. No kiss goodbye?"
Bee knew she shouldn't have. She marched back over, intending to just give her a peck and be on her way. Instead she got grabbed and once again felt Rose's tongue exploring her mouth. She pulled away with a huff and looked incredulously at her squad mate.
"Really!?"
"I couldn't help it. You taste so sweet."
"Next time I come over here you better have my panties and some form of an apology ready."
Rose licked her lips, eyes burning a hole in the crotch of her friend's jeans. "I can think of a way to make it up to you."
Bee just slammed the front door shut and walked down the path towards her car. "Why do I even try?"
Rose stared at the closed door for a minute. You never know, she might realize the error of her ways and come back. When she heard the car start, she knew it was over. For now.
Now onto more pressing concerns. Rose's smile grew to Cheshire cat proportions as she slowly snuck up the stairs, careful to make as little sound as possible.
First, she checked her room, making sure that the panties were really gone. Then she checked the closet and boy was she surprised by the mess she found against the door. He heart and another part of her fluttered as she recognized the liquid cloning to the wood. She couldn't resist, leaning down and giving it a cautionary whiff. It smelled so... manly. Fertile. That really got the faucets leaking. She thought she could feel her ovulation kickstart. She left her room to go confront her twin.
She stealthily approached Aster's room, the room they had shared. Leaning her ear against the door she heard muffles shuffling from behind it. If her grin could have gotten wider it would.
She had it all planned out, she made some rando excuse, something about needing his help reaching something in the house. She would open the door and catch him with their panties, then use it to blackmail him. She didn't exactly know what for yet, but having a star athlete at your beck and call could only be a bonus.
Her fingers closed around the doorknob and gave it a slow turn until she heard it click. Idiot didn't even lock the door. She slowly slid the door open, ready to burst in to catch him trying to hide their underwear. Instead she stopped, hearing unexpected sounds. Wet sliding and muffled groans.
Opening the door slightly more she peeked one eye in. And boy did she get an eye full.
She saw several stains on the floor, not even bothered to be cleaned up. She could tell from the strong smell in the room it was the same substance that currently stained her closet.
While her olfactory glands were assaulted by the scent, her eyes took in the rest of the scene. The first thing she noticed was the crumpled pair of panties on the grown. They looked discarded and forgotten.



Her eyes then locked in on the motion in the room. The source of the sound. Aster had his pants down around his ankles, sitting in the chair and masturbating furiously.
As she took in the sight, her sense of reason left her. Her breath grew heavy as her hand casually went down the front of her shorts, fingers gathering a decent amount of her wetness before she began manhandling her clit. She needed to cum and cum now. She'd slept with a lot of girls, all eight's and up on the ten point scale, and she could honestly say that this was the hottest thing she'd ever seen.
He'd definitely grown since the last time she'd seen him naked. At least five and a half to six inches of pure man flesh. Attached to it were a set of heavy balls, sure to carry more thick and fertile pollen.
She watched his hand slide up and down his thick stem. The clear liquid lessened the friction, allowing him to go as fast as he wanted. She attempted to match her movements to his. Her breath got heavier by the second.
She looked at the flared head, red and throbbing. She felt something deep inside herself quiver She recognized it as her womb. This was the one. This was the man she had been saving herself for. She didn't know Why or how. She just knew. Her body wanted it. She wanted him to stick that thick, throbbing stamen inside of her.
She wanted to feel it in her. As deep as it could go. She wanted it pressed against her cervix. She wanted to feel the moment when he let go, filling her to the brim, flooding her womb and ovaries. She wanted him to drown her ovaries in it, and to feel each of her ovules become fertilized with his strong seed.
Though she had just started, she was already racing towards her orgasm. What sent her over the edge was what Aster had in his hand.
He had a pair of panties held up to his face, his eyes closed and head leaned back as he took deep whiffs of the material. A material she knew well. It was her favorite thong, complete with the little rose covering his mouth. He was smelling her. Then she saw the fabric of the rose move slightly, and heard him groan louder, his hand moving faster. The realization sent her headfirst into the strongest orgasm of the day. He wasn't just smelling her scent. He was tasting her. Licking the nectar that had soaked into the fabric.
In her pleasure she lost control of her legs. She leaned against the door for support but it opened inward with her weight. She fell to her hand and knees, the one hand in her shorts never stopping and her eyes never leaving the dick in her brother's hand.
At the sudden intrusion Aster stood to face the intruder, stopping his hand mere seconds away from cumming. As he stood there for just a second, taking in the sight before him.
His sister on her hands and knees, one hand furiously moving in her shorts, her nipples damn near poking holes in her shirt, and her face, obviously in the throws of an orgasm, and less than a foot away staring directly at his hard dick. His own orgasm came down on him hard.
It was right there. Flared head, growing even larger and she saw his scrotum tighten up and it throbbed up and down. When the first shot of warm seed landed on her face and the fresh smell filled her nostrils, her eyes rolled back and she saw white. Well, white light, not the cream currently covering her face.
The two of them existed in the moment for a lifetime. Both of them experiencing orgasms of cosmic proportions. Rose shuddered as she received her first ever facial, while Aster found a tie for the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. It was his sister on her knees in front of him, face covered in his cum. Both of them shook and convulsed. Then the orgasms ended.
Several minutes passed. Both siblings stayed in their positions, panting as they each came down from heights never before reached by mortal men. Aster was the first to regain his senses. He looked in horror at the scene before him. He had covered his sister in his cum, and liked it. And she was somehow in his room and... masturbating? He noticed that her hand still gently moved beneath her shorts. Then the realization hit him. All of those times while he was in the closet. While she was with Bee. She had been looking at him. What did this mean? What happens now? He was stunned by the revelations and the possibilities of what came next.
Rose on the other hand, had a much nicer descent. She had slowed her hand but not stopped it, wanting to gain as much pleasure from the aftershocks as possible. She moaned salaciously as she settled. Unlike Aster she was enjoying the moment. The wet warmth on her face and still eye level with his dick. Which she happily noticed was still rock hard. Whatever shame she felt only fueled the fire within her.
Her hand sped up as she transitioned from post orgasm to seeking another. she focused solely on the cock in front of her. She had only been with women so far and had no experience handling a dick. But that didn't mean she wasn't willing to learn.
She was milliseconds away from leaning forward to take him in her mouth when he moved first, awkwardly presenting her with her own thing.
"Umm... here. Sorry for uh... for taking it." His nervous demeanor and hard cock were a funny combination.
Rose just started laughing as she stopped her hand movements and rose to her feet. "You came on my face and that's what you apologize for!?"
Realizing she was right, Aster started sputtering out an apology but before he could formulate any actual words rose shushed him with a finger to his lips.
"Shhhhh, Don't say it. We obviously both enjoyed it." He blushed as they both looked down and his still hard cock poking out towards him. She trailed one finger up the shaft, feeling it tremble at her touch. She also noticed that despite the obvious pleasure there was visible shame in his features. "I can see you still have some hang ups about..." she gestured to both of them. "Whatever this is. I just want to let you know that personally, I have absolutely no problems with it."
With that she took the thong from his hand. She then walked over to where Bee's panties were, making sure to add extra sway in her hips. She bent at the waist, taking her sweet time picking them up, giving him a long look at her tight ass in those shorts. She smiled when she looked between her legs and saw he had somehow gotten harder.
She then walked to the door and gave him one last look. "Let me know when you want to step out of the closet and have some real fun. I'm sure I can convince Bee to make her dream a reality." And with a wink she was gone. And Aster realized three things.
One, she still had her face covered in his seed. Two, the spot on his mouth where she had shushed him was wet. And three, this boner was not going away anytime soon.
Later that day
The Bouquet family sat around the dinner table in their usual arrangement. The parents at the head and kids seated around them in order of age. All were present but Rose at the table.
"Aster go get your sister, She's gonna be late." Gardener said offhandedly, busy disgusting his lineage by openly flirting (non to subtly) with their mom.
Aster's face sunk at that. He hadn't seen Rose since the incident. He heard her take another shower, probably to clean up the mess he made, and go right back into her room. And he had stayed in his, wrestling with his feelings and conscience. He was honestly afraid that if he went up there now he would jump her. Or more likely she would jump him. Then they'd both be late and god forbid they sent one of the younger ones to get them.
"Sh-She's fine. She's a big girl." Aster forced out his response, refusing to rise from his seat.
"He's right, I am a big girl." Rose came down the stairs at that moment. Wearing a normal pair of sweatpants with a floral pattern on them and a loose t-shirt. She looked tired. Aster swore he could see a slight gleam on a few of her fingers...
Petunia looked up from gazing into her husband's eyes to give a worried look to her eldest daughter. "My god, Rose! You look horrible. Did something happen?"
Rose played it off and gave her mom a knowing look. "Nothing much, just a heavy day."
Petunia got the message and stopped worrying as much but not without a "Well let me know if you need anything, my little seedling" half the kids at the table groaned at that. Once you hit a certain age you hated the nicknames your parents gave you.
As Rose walked to her seat next to Aster, Gardener cleared his throat. "So you two choose schools yet? The year is almost over."
Aster really only had one option since he got a full ride on a sports scholarship. "I mean we already know I'm going to Redwood state university. Full ride and great team."
Eyes shifted to Rose as she surprised everyone at the table. Instead of sitting in her own chair, she playfully sat on Asters lap, theatrically draping herself over him. "And so I too must go to Redwood university. For what is the MVP without his good luck charm."
Aster looked at her in shock and confusion, definitely noticing the way she subtly ground her ass into his crotch. "And what do you mean by that?"
"Oh come on Aster. We both know you do so well because the other team is too distracted looking at me." She flashed him a confident smile and dug in a little harder. She could feel him start to poke into her butt.
Gardener spoke up, shocked that his perfect little Rose would say something so scandalous. "Rose!"
Petunia calmed him with a hand on his shoulder and gave a soft laugh. "Oh calm down Gardy. Our little Rose has blossomed into a beautiful flower. There just might be some truth to her words yet."
Gardener turned his shock to his loving wife while Rose continued. "And besides, we all know that I got all the brains in this pair. Who knows what type of trouble my baby brother would get into without me?" That got a laugh from some of the kids as she clung to her twin in mock despair and worry.
"It was three minutes!"
"Three minutes too slow."
Petunia cut in, noticing their behavior. She acknowledged it with a smile. "Did something happen between you two? I haven't seen you two this close in years."
Aster got flustered more but Rose kept her cool. "Of course we're close, mom. Even though I'm older we are still twins. And it's the job of the eldest sister to take care of all of her younger siblings." Then she got the younger kids to laugh harder as she gave Aster and exaggerated and sloppy smooch on the cheek. While the others laughed, Aster didn't miss the clear lick she gave him during it.
Then she jumped off him and rushed around the table to the younger side. "I don't know why you're laughing. You guys are next!"
Rose went on to delay dinner further as all of the kids took off from their seats, trying to escape their older sister and her smooches. While the entire family laughed and screamed Aster sat in his seat, trying to hide his raging boner.
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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Ai shuddered as she felt the hot cum shoot into her, giggling around the cock currently in her mouth as she felt the warmth spread to the rest of "special" fan meetups, where only her top 10 fans were permitted to participate. It wasn't uncommon for idols and pop stars to do fan meetups, though usually they had whole events for them and not private meetings in an unmarked building. Most fan meetups are mostly acted out. The performers pretend and "put up" with their fans just to generate some ground swell for an upcoming performance. Ai did those events as well but she was always genuine with her fans. She truly appreciated them and loved each and every one of them as they loved her. Hence she had the idea for a more "personal" meetup.
It was an easy enough system. Her manager and team of experts looked at all of her fans and picked the top 10 most dedicated ones each month. How they calculated who was most dedicated she didn't know nor care about, as long as they were there. Once the fans arrived they would be sent into a locker room to strip down and put away their belongings. Once that was taken care of they were taken into a grand bedroom. It contained a queen-sized beds, a comfortable carpet for when anyone wanted some floor action, and a box of sex toys to use at one's leisure. And it also contained the naked body of their favorite idol.
It was an open secret amongst her fans. Most knew about the rumors but few have actually gone to one of them. But even the rumors had it right. Be loyal enough to Ai and you might get to spend a night of uninterrupted passion with her.
Ai figured this was the best way to interact with and thank her fanbase. And honestly there weren't any drawbacks. She got to experience their love in the most intimate way possible, she got to love them back the same way, and it's just good sex. It's a win-win for everyone.
So there she was, on her back, dick in her mouth, one in each hand, and one in her pussy, filling it up for the nth time this night.
The man inside of her held her hips as closely to him as possible, really riding out the orgasm and making sure to shoot his load as deep inside of her as possible. After taking a few seconds to enjoy the moment she returned to her previous tasks of blowing and jerking off the three others.
Shortly after the creampie she heard the man in her right hand moan, and felt her chest covered in his love. She kept on jerking him off, trying to wring as much as she could before he eventually pulled away to reset. When he left, her hand was immediately filled with another, and she began jerking anew.
She moaned when she felt something warm and fleshy gliding across her skin, stopping frequently to suck at her nipples before returning to its tongue bath. She glanced down and saw it was one of her regulars, a female elf who was number one each month, taking immense enjoyment in cleaning her "goddess." The woman loved to watch Ai get dirty and covered in semen, and took even greater enjoyment cleaning it up.
The man inside of her finally decided he had had enough soaking in her and pulled out to allow another man his turn. She whined at the feeling of being left empty but was pleasantly surprised when another cock, not as long but definitely wider was shoved into her.
She moaned again, this time the vibrations of her thoat setting the man in her mouth off. She happily accepted his seed, making sure to keep it all in her mouth. When he was finished she gave the tip of his penis a little goodbye kiss. Then she opened her mouth and waited.
Like a moth to a flame, the elf was upon her in a second, stradling Ai's stomach and leaning down to roughly make out with her. Right before making contact, Ai closed her mouth tight, only allowing the elf to kiss her lips. A struggle ensued for a few seconds of the elf trying to force her tongue into Ai's mouth and Ai denying her entry.
The elf gripped Ai's face by the chin, her fingers firmly pressing into her cheeks. She spoke to her like a pet that had something it shouldn't have in its mouth and had a face to match such an annoyance.
"Open." Ai met her gaze with a teasing look of her own.
"MmmmMmm."She refused. The elf gripped slightly tighter, looking into the idols eyes with such intensity that Ai almost forgot about the nine other fans in the room, including the one currently inside of her.
"Open." the elf repeated.
Ai decided she had teased the woman enough and obediently opened her mouth, but not without first making the elf watch as she swallowed some of the cum.
Seeing what Ai was doing, the elf locked her lips against Ai's and began using her tongue to invade Ai's mouth and scoop out the cum into her own. It was too dirty to be allowed into her goddess.
The others watched as Ai laid there passively with her mouth open, allowing the elf to do her work but every now and then swallowing a small amount, which only drove the elf to work faster.
When she was almost done, the men in Ai's hands tapped the elf on the shoulder. She sat up and watched as both pointed their cocks at Ai's awaiting face.
Then they stroked themselves hard and fast, both covering smiling face and refilling her open mouth. Spent, they stepped back and let the elf get back to her self-appointed job, though this time with more active resistance. Instead of passively letting the elf clean her AI instead fought back. Their tongues battled for dominance as each fought to devour as much cum as possible. Ai's tongue pushed the elf's away from pockets of cum in her mouth, and when the elf eventually got some it tried its best to scoop it back into her own. Ai's expression was one of mischievous glee while the elf's brow furrowed in annoyance that her goddess wouldn't hold still and allow herself to be cleaned.
This went on for a while. The other eight people stood around the bed and jerked off while watching the two women make out and fight for control of the cum. Both of their bodies rocking as the man inside her rutted away.
After a few minutes or an eternity, Ai couldn't tell but she didn't want it to end. She let out another moan as an orgasm took over her as the man filled her. She always looked forward to accepting their love. Being covered in it and feeling to dry on her skin (at least before the elf could get to it). She loved drinking it and feeling the warmth slide down her throat. But most of all she loved feeling it fill her. Nothing felt better than a fan injecting his love directly into her.
As Ai laid beneath her in orgasmic bliss the elf seized the opportunity. With Ai distracted on cloud nine she used the time to clean her as much as possible before she came down and started resisting again. She rubbed some of her erogenous zones and pinched her nipples, trying to keep Ai up there for as long as possible.
Ai barely registered when the man pulled out. As another approached to take his place he stopped him.
"I think it's time the ladies had their fun."
He then grabbed a handful of the elf's ample butt, startling her. Her head whipped towards him in anger but the man just jerked a thumb at freshly used pussy, dripping at least 6 loads from just as many men and said "Got a mess for you to clean."
The elf stopped, abandoning her post on Ai's face, and turned herself around to face the love filled pussy. Soiling the outside of their goddess was one thing, but defiling her insides was an unforgivable sin. She greedily leaned down and dug her tongue into Ai, scooping out the vile contaminant and drinking it, taking the sin within herself to spare her Goddess.
Ai came down from one heaven only to find herself in another. A tongue lodged in her pussy and a pussy above her face. Obviously, she had to return the love she was being given and dove in, eagerly eating out the elf.
As they watched, all but one of the men stood around the bed, lazily jerking themselves off and shooting the shit. Most of them were regulars and had become great friends through these meetings. A younger man, obviously new to these as no one recognized him, stood off to the side, rock hard at the scene on the bed but not joining in on the festivities. One of the other members approached him, never stopping the casual strokes of his dick.
"Hey kid how's it hanging?" Without waiting for an answer he looked down at the younger man's erection and let out a low whistle. "Damn. I'd say it's hangin pretty damn low! First time?" The other man nodded. "Thought you looked new. Come on over and join us." he gestured over to the rest of the men who stood around the bed. When they noticed the men waved the two over… "Don't wanna miss the main event." he nodded at the two women locked in a fierce sixty-nine. "You think she's mad now? Wait till we cover both of them at the same time." He flashed a confident and lighthearted smile as he put an arm around the younger man's shoulder, guiding him over to the group for the main event.
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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Chapter 2: Insomnia.

This one is about the time I slept with three girls in one night.
I had made it to my morning shower relatively unaccosted that morning, only had to spend 10 minutes "getting myself ready for the day." After drying off and exiting the bathroom though, I was ambushed in the hallway.
Mai Fan called out to me and got my attention and before I knew it Lai Chan was holding me from behind, arms wrapped around my chest, pinning my arms to my side. Her ample chest smushed into my back.
I turned my head to see her beautiful smiling face next to mine.
"Good morning Michi!" Always full of energy, that one. Then she surprised me by taking a deep whiff of my neck. "You smell good!"
"Uhhhh... Good morning Lai Chan. And thanks... I just got out of the shower..." I turned away from her before she did some other random thing to revive my boner. "So Mai Fan. What, uh, what is this?"
The woman in question shifted on her feet. She looked as if something wasn't going the way she thought it would.
"Lai Chan! We told you to only grab him if he tried to run!" If I tried to what?
"And why would I try to run?" I experimentally flexed my muscles to test Lai Chan's grip. It didn't budge even a little. I resigned myself to the fact that I was stuck until she decided to let me go. It wasn't all bad. If you ignored the fact that she could probably snap me in two if she really wanted, having a heavy chested girl clinging to you isn't the worst existence. Silver linings.
"Veronica said you would." Fear set in instantly. No telling what she could and would do if she caught me unable to move. I shifted my feet frantically to turn myself (and by extension Lai Chan) around in a circle, checking for the water genasi. The coast was clear for now. But that didn't mean she wasn't on her way.
Lai Chan thought it was a game, and after my check continued to spin me like a child, laughing all the while. At least she was having fun.
The spinning had started to make me nauseous. "Please stop."
Still laughing, she eventually did stop but not before two last rotations. "You started it!"
She had me there.
Mai Fan spoke up. "She's not coming. She said you would probably run away if she did."
They knew me so well.
"So what do yo-" at that moment Lai Chan had decided to shift her grip without letting go. I felt her arms loosen slightly around me and the pressure of her breasts on my back left, only for it to return a second later, somehow feeling even more compressed against me. It was then I noticed how warm she was. She wasn't just restraining me, she was almost fully pressed against my back. My "affliction" had me take cold showers often to help alleviate some of the stress and the contrast of the fresh shower and her warm body was definitely noticeable. Correction, her warm and soft body.
Something was tickling my right collar bone and instinctively I tried to reach up and scratch it before remembering she had my arms pinned. I turned to see what it was and my cheek was met with her cheek. I (and my penis) immediately recognized that the tickling sensation was her breathing onto my shoulder.
Having noticed my movements and then having our cheeks pressed together I guess she thought I was trying to escape. She gave me a little squeeze and removed her cheek to press her lips to my ear. I assume she meant it to be lighthearted and funny based on her huge smile. But to me it was the hottest thing I'd ever heard.
"You aren't going anywhere Michi." she whispered. I felt her hot breath on my ear.
I shivered. And for my trouble I got another squeeze. I prayed to every god up in heaven for this to be over quickly or else I was gonna pop a giant boner and have to go take another shower.
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I felt her breath on me and her body up against me and tried my best to shut it out.
I opened my eyes and focused all of my attention on the shorter woman in front of me. Maybe I looked a bit too intense because she flinched when she met my hard stare.
I cleared my throat. "As I was saying. What do you want?"
"What are you doing later?"
"Training with your sister."
"No, I meant after that."
". . . Recovering from training with your sister?"
Her eyes lit up. "So you're free?" What was she planning?
I tried to scan her face and look past the cute smile to find her hidden intentions. I failed
miserably ". . . yes?"
"Great! Come to our sleep over tonight!"
"Sleep over?" they've had a few friends come over before but usually it's just during the day. They've maybe had one or two sleepovers since I've been living here. None of their friends really interacted with me even after they introduced me and I doubt that they would want me at their gathering.
Lai Chan spoke up. I had to relent slightly and transferred one percent of my processing
power to acknowledge her presence. "Yeah! You're coming right?"
"I don't know. I don't think your friends like me very much. And even then I don't think
a bunch of girls would like some guy they don't know at their sleepover."
Mai Fan looked unfazed. "Oh that's fine. It's just gonna be me, Lai Chan and Veronica anyway."
Lai Chan made it even harder to ignore her with another squeeze. "And we know you! Besides, Pierre has girls sleep over all the time!" And now I was thinking about the nightly orgies that I hear from my room.
Mai Fan quickly cut in, losing some of her composure, her face beet red. "But, not like those sleepovers! You know just a normal one. With us four. Not like what they do." Annnnd now I was thinking about a foursome with them.
"That's not a sleep over then. Don't you guys stay over each other's rooms basically every night?"
From my ear that I desperately tried to ignore the hot breath on, I heard, "That's why we are adding you. If we add you then it's a sleepover."
I needed a way out. At this rate I was going to get roped into spending the night with three beautiful girls. That I couldn't touch. Or at least in the way I did in my hourly fantasies. Hell, this was a two way street. I also feared for what Veronica would do to me.
"I don't know. Maria has me on a strict sleep schedule." Maybe that stupid rule can get me out of this.
"Then we can all just go to sleep early with you." Fuck. New plan.
Lai Chan was too thick headed to negotiate with, so I decided to appeal to Mai Fan. She seemed the purest of the three. I decided to scare her a bit. "Are you sure you want this? I mean even if you know me, wouldn't it be weird to have a guy sleeping in the same room with you?"
She seemed to realize for the first time that a part of having a sleepover is the actual sleeping part. I'm sure she was focused on the games we would play or just hanging out part. Her face got a nice blush to it.
"I mean. It's fine I guess. That is what a sleep over is so we kind of have to be ok with it."
I pressed harder. "You seem to be hesitating a bit. Are you sure you want this? That it's not just something Veronica told you to do?"
Lai Chan once again tried her best to break my resolve. "I want it!" Gods only know how many times I wanted to hear her say that in a very different context. Oddly enough still wrapped around me.
"I know you do Lai Chan, but does Mai Fan?" I kept my gaze on the girl as she seemed to think it over in her mind, absentmindedly fidgeting as she thought more and more about the reality of the situation.
She looked at me for several more seconds before she answered. ". . . Yes. I'm sure." She seemed to be talking herself into it. "It'll be fun."
Damn they were persistent. I didn't want to use my ace in the hole but desperate times. I told them the truth. It was better they knew and nothing happened than the reverse.
I looked her square in the eyes, she flinched again, and I told her what I was afraid of. "Mai Fan. You and your sisters are beautiful." That got her attention. "You three are down right gorgeous. Maria is hot, the twins are sexy. Ai is fucking fantastic. Your mother has only gotten better with age."
She interrupted me. Face red once again. "Wait! Why are you telling me this?"
"Because, sometimes it gets to be a bit... much. I'm just afraid that this sleepover may lead to some... awkward but natural circumstances." She didn't quite seem to understand what I had been hinting at. Based on the healthy blush in her cheeks she was probably still on the barrage of compliments aimed at her bloodline.
There was a silence in the hallway. For about four seconds before I felt myself get squeezed again. "Awww that's so sweet. You're great too Michi!" As I said before, lost cause. I kept my eyes on the small one, waiting for an answer.
Eventually she was able to meet my eyes for more than an instant. She looked up at me very hesitantly and said,
"I still don't understand why you said all that."
"Because I don't want to ruin the fun by getting ... weird." How was she not getting this?
"Weird how?"
"I just think that if I spent the night with three of you, in close proximity, I might get a little too excited. Then things would get awkward and I don't want to ruin the fun."
Lai Chan chimed in. "I'm excited too!" I continued to ignore her.
Mai Fan still did not grasp the situation. "I mean, being excited is fine. That just means you wanna go right? I don't see what the problem is."
I sighed. I didn't want to have to spell it out to her but it seems like I had to. "Mai Fan. I'm a boy. And you are a girl. A cute one." More blushing. "So are your sisters. I'm not saying I don't want to go. I'm just saying that if I do, I might get a little over excited having a sleepover with three very pretty girls." Still nothing. "Or at least a certain part of me would get excited."
I watched as the pieces finally fell into place in that pretty little head of hers. Her cute face went from embarrassment, to confusion, then to shock in rapid succession. She looked up and met my eyes and I watched hers as they slowly trailed down my restrained body and rested on my crotch. Then they slowly came back up and met mine again. I just solemnly nodded.
At this point Lai Chan was nuzzling into me like I was some life sized pillow as her sister and I shared what had to be the most awkward moment of my life. Then she surprised me with her response.
She stopped looking at me directly and shifted her gaze to the floor while she spoke. "I mean. It's natural right? You can't exactly control it-I think-so it should be fine. If we just ignore it and don't bring it up then it should go away." she paused for a second before adding. "And I-I mean like you said before. If I'm-WE. If we're the reason it-you get like that then it's just another compliment. I think."
Then we stood there for another moment. Lai Chan hugged me, her staring at the ground and me staring at the girl shifting her weight while staring at the ground in front of me. Before I recovered enough to ask, she escaped. She turned on her heel and ran to her room, disappearing inside and shutting the door. Before it closed she yelled out "You can still come if you want!"
I just stared at the door handle until I was jostled again by Lai Chan.
"So does that mean you're coming?"
Absent-mindedly I went "yeah, sure."
With that Lai Chan squealed and squeezed me again. But she didn't let go. A few seconds passed of us just standing in the middle of the hallway with her gripping me from behind.
"You can let me go now."
"This is a lot more fun than I thought it would be! Can we do this for a little longer?" Goddamnit I couldn't deal with whatever Mai Fan just said and her innocent innuendos.
"If I'm late to practice, I'll tell Maria it was your fault." She let go instantly. Maria may have been one of the middle children but even the oldest brother, Dai Lee, held a respectable amount of fear of the fire genasi.
After dance practice
I got caught again after my practice. Once again it was as I walked out of my second shower of the day, as stated earlier Maria is figuratively and literally hot so I take multiple showers a day to cleanse both body and soul.
This time thankfully Lai Chan didn't immediately latch onto me, but from her smile and twitchy movements I could tell she was waiting for any excuse to restrain me again. I hoped that this didn't become a habit for her.
This time was a simple chat, confirming that I would at least show up to Veronica's room for the sleepover in 20 minutes. I did ask if the rooms could change as I didnt want Veronica to have home field advantage but they stood firm on that point. They left and I went to my room to get ready for the sleepover. By getting ready I mean spending two minutes throwing on a pair of comfortable shorts and a tee-shirt and the other eighteen meditating/preparing my body to resist their wiles. Though nothing could have prepared me for that night.
When I showed up, the first thing I noticed was the sleepwear for the girls. Starting with Lai Chan, she had her white,cloudlike hair tied in a loose braid down to her shoulder blade instead of the usual ponytail or bun it was in when she was training. This was also one of the few times where she wasn't wearing a sports bra. Or any bra at all for that matter. There was a very noticeable shift in position from where here breasts usually were. Slightly lower but also appeared to be much, much larger, no longer restrained as they usually were.
She appeared to have stolen one of her older brother's shirts as, despite being a hell of a woman herself, the shoulders were even broader than her own and the hem of the shirt went down to her thighs. At first I had the fear that since she had neglected to wear top underwear she had also gone commando underneath but my fears were sated when she moved and I saw what appeared to be volleyball shorts hugging her ass in all the right ways. This was going to be a long evening.
Then my eyes went over to Mai Fan. The shorter girl really liked to lean into the adorable look. It was very refreshing when compared to her other sisters. Lai Chan was a bombshell who was unknowingly being sexy and hot while Veronica's attractiveness was fully calculated. She wore a simple matching set of pajamas with her shoulder length hair free as it always was. The top was a nice green button down made of an obviously soft material and the bottoms were a matching pair of shorts that barely reached down mid thigh. On first view of her anyone's first thought would be how fucking cute she looked. But after prolonged exposure they would start looking at the parts of her body that it didn't cover, like her smooth, toned legs.
And finally Veronica who wore nothing special, just long pajama bottoms and a tank top with her seaweed like, wavy hair down freely flowing. Of course I noted that she had no bra on, I couldn't help it. As well as I did notice that she noticed that I noticed that her tank top was a shade of blue that was only slightly lighter than her natural teal skin tone. I assume a calculated measure to make me assume at glances that she was topless. Well it fucking worked.
After being ushered into the large room I looked around it. There was a nice large carpet with some bean bag chairs, a very large bed against the center of the back wall. Some light weights and yoga mats for keeping herself toned when not at acting practice. And several large wardrobes which I had been told housed many of the costumes she wore for past performances.
I was then seated in a very nice bean bag chair then all three of them sat in front of me. They seemed to be expecting something as they all stared at me. Lai Chan looked happy I was there, Mai Fan would only sneak embarrassed glances at me and Veronica sat in the center, arms crossed under her breasts, looking at me with one eyebrow raised.
"Well?" she said.
"Um... well... what?"
"Are you gonna do it or not?" she said nodding towards my lower half.
"Do what?"
She feigned a sigh of annoyance. If I didn't know her true nature I would have been fooled completely. She wasn't a rising young actress for nothing. Every part of her oozed impatience but her eyes had the usual excited glint that she had when she tormented me.
"Your boner. Mai Fan told me about what you said. Just get one now so we can get it out of the way." Her eyes went back to my crotch.
Then they stared at me for another awkward twenty seconds.
"Sorry, but it's not that easy to get one." Oh it was. I just had built up resistance and some level of self control.
Veronica gave me a look that could only be perceived as the phrase "challenge accepted." Then she turned to Mai Fan.
"See? I told you it would be fine."
After that hurdle we did some usual sleepover activities. We played some board games, we watched a movie, we talked about general things. It was truly a fun time. Then the activities started getting a bit more personal.
The first one was a "talent" show of sorts. Being in a family full of performers, they had a monthly family meeting in a built in house auditorium where they would perform for each other to show improvement and new skills. We decided to do a mini one here. Mai Fan did some usual contortion tricks that were equal parts disturbing and hot. It was always strange to just see her so bent out of the regular humanoid shape.
Veronica performed a few scenes from her upcoming performance, handing us scripts so we could play the other roles. Watching her performance was captivating. We all had our faces in the scripts but she had memorized every line, both her's and other character's. Because of the constant sexual harassment I had forgotten just how good of a performer she was.
They made me dance for my part, so I pretty much just repeated what their sister spent the past afternoon making me do.
Finally we ended on Lai Chan, who unlike everyone else in her family didn't do any performance arts. She was a mma fighter, so to test her talent she used me as a dummy and showed us a few of her new combinations and takedowns. She obviously stopped short on the strikes and slowed down the takedowns so that I wouldn't be hurt but man. She's such a sexy and beautiful girl. The nicest person I know. But getting first hand experience to the speed of her punches and feeling her strength as she manipulated my body, there was also a rise in extreme fear. There was a reason she was undefeated in the ring, and that reason is simply she is a force to be reckoned with. It filled me with both a sense of legitimate fear and some mixture of fear and arousal.
The next activity was a pillow fight, which was actually pretty fun. We just threw pillows at each other and went in close for some "pillow to pillow" combat at times. There was a minor incident where Lai Chan caught me off guard. She had been pretty tame with her sisters and at first with me. Then the pillow fight ended when I was watching Veronica mercilessly beat a curled up and squealing Mai Fan with a pillow when she hit me.
I didn't even know it was possible to feel the impact of a pillow that hard. Thinking back on it I heard a noise right before it hit me. And I now know what that noise was. She swung the pillow so hard that it whistled through the air as she swung it. I don't even know how you could get enough power to do that or even knew that pillows could reach that velocity. Needless to say I was out of commission for a few minutes while the girls fussed over me. Silver linings.
The last activity was a suggestion of Veronica's and with the look she gave me right before she told us I knew it wasn't going to be good for me. She suggested a fashion show. She had all of those costumes in her room and she revealed that these also housed costumes she had commissioned as surprises for her sisters. Mai Fan and Lai Chan jumped at the idea.



Veronica laid out several different costumes for the three of them and told them to choose. I was about to excuse myself for them to get changed but that was when Veronica just pulled out dividers and told me, "These will be fine as long as you don't peek." The look in her eyes suggested a challenge that I was willing to not accept.
I sat there for a while and watched Veronica and Mai Fan run different suggestions past each other for costume ideas. Meanwhile I watched Lai Chan grab a few articles and walk off. No one really paid her much mind. After another minute of debating with Veronica, Mai Fan picked up a pair of brightly colored pants and turned to me.
"Michi what do you think about..." her eyes went wide as I watched her stare at something behind me. "Lai Chan what are you doing!?"
Naturally, I followed her eyes to see what she was so scared of and boy was I surprised. I shifted my torso from my seated position to look behind me and was greeted with the sight of a top less Lai Chan. She stood there, confused wearing nothing but the tight volleyball shorts. Her large blue breasts exposed to the world while she held the costume top she had been about to put on, the oversized shirt over on the ground beside her.
I just stared, the words of Mai Fan barely registering to me. Of course I looked at her breasts. They were very big and what man doesn't like a good rack? Her nice pink nipple contrasted against the sky blue skin made me think of one cotton candy or bubblegum flavored candy and I suddenly got the urge to taste them to find out.
But Lai Chan was more than her breasts. Much more. Her arms were shredded, you could see them flex at every small movement. Her legs were also hand crafted to perfection. But the main event was her torso. Just under those heavy tits were here abs. She had the perfect eight-pack. Casually flexing as she turned towards her sister. They looked so hard but I knew from experience that they were also soft. I wanted nothing more than to touch them right now. She was a perfect physical specimen that captured both athleticism and femininity.
She casually replied to her younger sister. "What do you mean? I'm changing into my costume."
"You can't do that out in the open. We have the dividers for a reason."
"Why not? We change in front of each other all the time." Now my fantasies added half naked versions of her sisters along with the sight I was seeing.
Mai Fan's voice rose in pitch. "That's different! We told you you can't change in front of guys and people you don't know!"
Lai Chan looked annoyed and shifted her weight, placing one fist on her hip in annoyance. That slight movement caused her breast to jiggle and her muscles to flex some more.
"We know Michi."
"That's true but he's still a boy! You can just undress in front of him."
Another annoyed sigh from the Air genasi. "Well I'm not changing in front of him. That's why I'm standing behind him."
"He can still see you!"
At that I locked eyes with Lai Chan as she glanced my way before returning to her sister.
"Well it's not my fault that he turned around."
Then she started walking towards me. Each step caused another plethora of jiggling. Then she stood next to me, towering above me. We were both six foot three, so from my sitting position she damn near looked like a goddess. Then she leaned down and grabbed my shoulders. At the new angle her breasts hung even lower, now perpendicular to her torso and dangling just in front of my face. I etched that sight into the back of my eyelids for future shower use. Then she simply turned me back around so that I was facing her sisters again. I got a good look at Mai Fan's horrified face. Then I noticed Veronica was strangely silent, suppressing some laughter but her eyes were not on her sister but on my crotch. She was scanning me for any reactions. Having been exposed to these girls for so long my body had long since started subconsciously holding my erections. But it was indeed a fight.
I heard from behind me, "Now I'm not in front of him. Better?'
"No! Just use the divider."
"Fiiiiiiine" and I heard her stomp off to my side and drag a divider into place behind me. And that was only the second most stimulating thing that happened to me that night.
After that incident and Veronica's visible annoyance at my lack of an erection the rest of the fashion show went pretty well. Lai Chan chose outfits that showed off as much of her body as possible, especially her abs. She chose "cool" outfits like battle bikinis straight out of Red Sonja. She was proud of her body and Gods know she should be.
Mai Fan chose extravagant outfits, sometimes being covered in so many layers she could barely move. She preferred mixing and matching vibrant colors like a peacock. What she did not show off in skin was matched with her face. Her smile filled me with a warm and fuzzy feeling.
Then there was Veronica who, as expected, chose purposefully sexy outfits. She used her experience in performing to try to be as seductive as possible. She was not shy with her looks to my crotch. Sometimes Mai Fan would swat her for staring. She grew noticeably and increasingly more frustrated that her costumes weren't getting the reaction out of me that she wanted.
Since she went first, Lai Chan sat uncomfortably close to me while we watched her sisters, still wearing that battle bikini. I noticed her starting to yawn a bit as the show went on and at one point found her slumped against me. I took that as my cue to go.
I gently lowered Lai Chan onto the bean bag chair I was sitting on then got up. As I was getting ready to leave, Mai Fan finished up changing back into her pajamas and came out from behind her divider.
"It's been fun Mai Fan, but-" I gestured to her sleeping sister "-think it's time for me to go."
She looked slightly disappointed. "You're not staying the night?" Why'd she have to look at me with those big ol' eyes and say that? She was making it very hard to leave.
"I think it's for the best. I've been pretty good up until now but... I may be reaching my limit soon. Especially if I have to look at that any longer." Another gesture to the sleeping girl in the bikini.
She realized the problem and proceeded to look down in half embarrassment and half sadness. "Oh, Ok. Well if you have to go, you have to go."
Then I surprised myself. Something inside me just didn't like seeing this cute girl not smiling. I walked over to her and put a hand on her shoulder causing her to look at me. I looked into her eyes as sincerely as possible.
"Listen. I had fun. Truly. I would love to do this again. So instead of being sad, how about you look forward to next time?" I offered her a smile.
Thankfully she returned it and gave me a silent nod.
"Good night, Mai Fan." I turned towards the door and started to walk towards it.
"Good night, Michi."
I almost made it too.
As I was taking my final steps towards freedom I heard Veronica call out loudly from behind, "Hey Michi! Where ya goin!?"
Before I could even turn around to address her, there was movement behind me. Near instantly I found myself once again restrained by Lai Chan in a reverse bear hug. Startled by the sheer speed of her going from sleeping to attack mode I didn't put up any resistance. Not that I could actually defend myself against her.
Unlike last time this was less a restraint as it was a desperate hug. There wasn't nearly as much force as last time but I still knew I couldn't escape without her permission. Turning my head I saw her face in a big frown.
"Where are you going?" she whined
"Back to my room. You seemed tired so I figured I'd call it a night."
"But you have to stay the night! Otherwise it's not a sleepover."
I went to remind her about the conversation we had that morning about the circumstances and the issue with me spending the night, but she interrupted me with a "You promised!"
I knew fully well that I did no such thing but looking on her face it was obvious that she took my noncommittal agreement as some ironclad contract that if broken would lead to a major breach in trust.
I had a choice to make and I still like to believe I made the right one. I could have spared myself the trouble of spending the night and the only cost would have been breaking her heart.
I realized in that moment that I had never actually seen her express a negative emotion. Usually she was happy or excited about something and the most negative she ever went was confused. And in that moment she was damn near in tears. Now I don't exactly know why she cared so much, but this clearly meant the world to her. I had never seen her cry and I wasn't going to see it then.
I let out a sigh "You're right. I promised." her face returned back to its natural state. A big goofy smile. As it should be. "So. What's the plan? You got a sleeping bag or something? Or I could sleep on a pile of the bean bags." Those things were really fucking comfy.
"No silly. We sleep in the bed." Wait what?
"We?"
"Yes we. It's big enough." And with that she effortlessly picked me up and started carrying me over to the large bed in the room. I struggled and protested as much as I could but she just kept going.
Before anyone could stop her, of course Mai Fan and I were the only ones who tried while Veronica looked on like this was all going according to plan, she unceremoniously jumped into the center of the bed with me still in her arms.
I tried to protest some more but then I felt the rhythmic breaths on the back of my neck and felt her snuggle in closer to me. She was already asleep, and now I just served as her life sized, elf shaped body pillow. So of course, I panicked.
Veronica stood there cackling while Mai Fan attempted to wake her sister up and extract me from her grip. We gave up on that plan very quickly as we discovered Lai Chan must have been part boa constrictor. Every attempt from me to struggle or from Mai Fan to pry open the strong arms around me only resulted in the sleeping beauty to snuggle closer and squeeze tighter. If that kept up I probably wouldn't have been able to breath eventually.
"Why are you guys trying to get him out? I say it's safer this way."
Mai Fan faced her sister. "What do you mean by that?"
"I mean, with him locked up tight like that we don't have to worry about him doing anything naughty to us while we sleep." She gave me a sly glance. I was more worried about her doing something to me.
"I would never!"
Mai Fan had my back. "Yeah Michi wouldn't do something like that."
"I don't know Mai Fan. He told you himself. He's a boy and we are all pretty girls. What if he reaches his 'limit' in the middle of the night and tries to do something?"
Mai Fan reddened, remembering my warning but she persisted. "He was being honest. That shows that he's nice and wouldn't do that."
"But you never know. Besides, this way we don't have to worry at all about it happening. He can't even move his arms." She meant I couldn't defend myself. "But of course nothing is ever zero percent, so I'll sleep between you and him to make sure that even if he does get out of there he can only reach me or Lai Chan." Or so she could reach me unobstructed. She pulled on Mai Fans cheek. "Wouldn't want anything bad to happen to the family baby, now would we?"
Mai Fan broke the grip. "Just because I'm the youngest doesn't make me a baby! And no, I'm sleeping next to him. I trust him to not do anything and I don't trust you to not do anything weird to him while we sleep."
Having two girls argue over who'd get to sleep with me would have been much better if the conversation did not involve my chastity being on the line. Or maybe that made it better?
"Fine, whatever. But if he does something, don't come crying to me." Her face displayed reluctance but her eyes betrayed her annoyance. She had been planning something and Mai fan got in the way.
Seeing as how we couldn't pry me from Lai Chan's grip, we did the next best thing of shuffling the covers out from underneath our bodies then draping it over us. Then Mai Fan crawled into bed next, and made Veronica get on the other side of her.
She made sure to keep at least a foot of space between us on the bed and I could tell she was just as uncomfortable with the situation as I was. After tentative goodnights we all just kinda laid there.
At first Mai Fan just laid awake, staring at me. Then she seemingly realized how weird that was on top of the rest of the situation and turned around so that she was facing away from me.
And then it was just me and my thoughts. And a girl wearing a bikini clinging to me like a pillow pet.
This embrace was somewhat different from the one in the hallway. The one in the hallways had a firm grip, it was meant to keep me from escaping. Even while she stood there snuggling me it was still firm. This grip was deceptively lax. She was still pressing up against me but at times her arms felt like a light hug. Whenever I tried to move though, it tightened and she snuggled in closer with a little groan, like she didn't want me to go. Half of me didn't want to go.
It was a fucking struggle. Her rhythmic breath on my neck, the feeling of her breasts against me, her strong arms that felt somehow both restricting and safe. Even the little moans when she snuggled closer. It all felt heavenly and made it impossible to sleep. Not that I really needed to sleep, I could just trance. Hours passed like this.
At some point it seems Lai Chan was no longer satisfied with simply being up against me. I noticed her shifting behind me and then her legs came around my waist and locked in an almost perfect rear naked choke, minus the choking part. I like to believe that it was just her hours of training kicking in in her sleep but whatever it was it didn't matter, now all of her was up against me.
An immediate difference I noticed was the body heat. In the hallway, it was mostly her upper body and head connected to me, which felt nice but she had been wearing a sports bra and shirt at the time. She had already been spilling out of the bikini, the strings dug into her hips in that special way to show you they had some meat on them, and her breasts could barely be contained by the top.
With all that skin up against me and with me wearing only a thin tee shirt, all of her heat was easily transferred to me. She was so warm. So strong. So soft. I started to wonder if she was this warm on the outside, how warm she would be on the inside but caught myself. Now was definitely not the time to get a boner. I didn't want to betray their trust.
It was as this point, when I snapped myself out of horny stupor about the things happening behind me, that I realized something about Mai Fan in front of me. She was now facing me. And closer than before.
She was sleeping soundly. I felt strange watching her but I just couldn't help it. It's a very rare thing to see someone sleeping in such close proximity. Apparently it's a sign that someone trusts you. Judging from the situation I'd say Lai Chan trusts me with her life.
She looked so different from her usual self. The woman wrapped around me was always smiling, but I'd seen her napping around the house plenty of times. Mai Fan on the other hand I had never seen sleeping. She always had an emotion on her face. Unlike Lai Chan's patented smile or Veronica's calculated expressions (one of the perks of being an actress), Mai Fan's face was never quite the same minute to minute. There were times where she's smiling happily and then something happens and she immediately shifts to confusion, or embarrassment, or guilt, or sadness, or excitement. She just had so many genuine expressions minute to minute that I'd never gotten just a clear look at it in its natural state.
I know I say this a lot but there's no other way to describe her. She's cute. More so than the others. Lai Chan was a fit bombshell and Veronica could be a model if she wanted but Mai Fan was the definition of a cute girl. Her short hair was messily splayed against the pillow, slightly obscuring the top half of her face. Her smooth skin was perfect, like it never had even seen a blemish before. When I looked at her eyes instead of meeting the green orbs I saw just her eyelids, ending in her pretty eyelashes.
It was at this point that I realized that this was just her. She was herself all the time. Veronica at times would wear make up for a role or just to look better, but the other two never wore makeup, not that any of them really needed it. Lai Chan didn't like having to spend the time to put it on and "It's just going to sweat off when I work out anyway." Mai Fan didn't wear any because she simply didn't see the point. She was perfect the way she is.
I looked at her little nose. Perfectly proportional to the rest of her face in order to really accentuate her cuteness. Then I looked at her cheeks. Her few freckles spotten them, each one a little beauty mark that added unique value to her face. Despite her smaller size and how toned she kept being a gymnast, her cheeks were one of the only places that were still a bit pudgy. She didn't seem to like that about herself but it was nothing but a benefit. It made her cheeks so pinchable, as I've seen her older sisters and mother do many times. The added meat also made her dimples more defined. They really popped (or I guess indented) when she smiled wide.
I spent more time than I'd like to admit looking at her mouth. It was slightly open, showing a hint of her white teeth. Her lips were plump and kissable. At that moment I wanted nothing more than to do that. Looking at her mouth just made me think about how good it would feel. How good it would feel to kiss her. How good those lips would feel wrapped around my- I had to stop at that point. I began feeling blood rush down my body and a slight stiffening in my groin. I closed my eyes and took deep breaths until the process was reversed.
I opened my eyes when I felt air on my face. She had gotten closer while I was taking care of my problem and now we were face to face. I considered saying something to wake her up but she looked so peaceful. And the view wasn't exactly bad on my end.
As I was admiring the view, she began to move again. This time she went under the covers and I panicked. I went stiff as she touched my chest, just below where Lai Chan gripped me. What transpired next is something that I can only assume is possible after two people have slept in the same bed many times.
Without waking up, Mai Fan and Lai Chan had an argument made entirely out of grunts and groans. I felt Mai Fan try to force her blue sister's arms from around my chest. A feat we couldn't accomplish when she was awake. Finding that the arms wouldn't budge she let out an annoyed noise. Lai Chan responded with an annoyed sound of her own, which I could tell was some sort of refusal, and she pulled me tighter. Again Mai Fan tried to pry open the grip and again Lai Chan refused. On the third time Lai Chan relented with a noise and an annoyed sigh that sounded so coherent I could have sworn she was awake.
She moved her grip from my chest up to my collar bone, moving from a back hug to almost a lover's embrace. Then the process repeated when Mai Fan started tugging at the legs wrapped around my waist. Interrupting their grunts at one point was one from Veronica which I guess translated into "shut up." Once again the eldest sister relented to the youngest though this one was a compromise. She removed the leg lock around my waist and removed the bottom leg from under me, but her top leg stayed on me, instead stretching down to intertwine itself with mine. It really did feel like she was spooning me.
Now basically free from her grasp, I didn't have time to even stretch my stiff arms before I discovered the reason for the unconscious familial dispute. As soon as Lai Chan's legs were removed from my waist, Mai Fan moved her small body closer to mine. With her head snuggled into my chest, she replaced her sister on my abdomen, wrapping her arms around my back in a front hug, letting out a happy noise followed by a content sigh, that judging from Lai Chan's annoyed response probably meant "thank you" and a disgruntled "whatever."



And so my one woman prison became a girl sandwich with me in the middle, both occasionally shifting to try to snuggle in as much as possible throughout the rest of the night. As I tranced I used all my remaining brain power to prevent my body from realizing how close this was to one of my many "shower time thoughts" lest it react the same way it does during shower time. With the small half-elf pressed up against my front I definitely couldn't afford to slip up and get a boner now.
More hours passed as I laid there, struggling to overcome the temptation surrounding my body. Eventually I assume morning came because one of the sisters started to stir. But it was the wrong one.
I watched as the lump in the sheets known as Veronica began to shuffle around, eventually sitting up, her messy bed head looking sexy as she rubbed her eyes.
"Morning..." she mumbled. Unlike me and Mai Fan, Water genasi don't have darkvision, so she couldn't see my current predicament.
"... Good morning." I mumbled back.
She yawned and stretched. She reached over to space between us and pushed into the bed. "Hey Mai Fan get up... oh she must be up already. Know where she went Michi?"
I hesitated. "No..."
"Whatever. Is Lai Chan still there?"
"Yeah."
"Ok. Do you mind if I hit the light?"
"No. Go ahead."
She got up and sauntered over to the light switch. From my limited view I was greeted with the casual swing of her hips in her sweatpants. It was slightly different then I was used to. This was her natural movement, not some air she put on to seduce me. Somehow it was more alluring than when she was trying. Honestly she's overall better when she's being herself. I guess she got used to playing characters so much that she couldn't stop.
She turned on the light and stretched some more before turning around and heading back to the bed. "Alright, time to get you out of there." She gripped the sheets.
"No! I-I'm fine. I'll just wait until she wakes up."
Finally shaking off of her sleepiness, she gave me an inquisitive look, followed by her usual mischievous grin. Oh no.
She let go of the sheets and looked at Lai Chan's snoring face. "Ohhhhh I see what's going on again. You like having my almost naked sister holding you, don't you?" She had me there. "You like feeling her big boobs squished up against you huh?" Got me again.
She groped her own breasts sensually, giving each one a solid squeeze through her shirt. "Well, she's got me beat in the chest department. And I guess we are pretty much even in ass." She feigned a look of sadness as she fake pouted at me. "I'm hurt Michi." She whined. "I know she has an edge on me in physical ability but I can make up for it in other ways."
I stiffened up as she got on all fours on the bed in front of me. She began crawling towards me like a cat approaching a trapped mouse. "I know she's taller and stronger and bigger than me." She stopped close to me and cupped my face, leaning in close to my ear. "But I'm willing. And very eager to please." She planted a kiss on my cheek.
It took everything I had to not get a full erection. I had already started chubbing up but I held on.
"That's nice Veronica but you know I wouldn't do anything to you." She continued to rub my cheek, making it very hard to concentrate. "But what would your mother think? What would Maria?"
She just laughed softly and leaned into my ear again. "They don't have to know." That got me to seventy-five percent mast. I froze as I felt Mai Fan stir. I then realized that I was poking her stomach. I prayed to every god I could think of that this would end soon.
Unfortunately Veronica also felt the movement beneath the covers. Confused, she quickly pulled the covers back, exposing the fact that I had not one but two of her sisters on my person.
She looked up at me with another sly grin. "Well, well, well. You thought you could keep this from me?" She removed the covers completely, then surprised me by once again leaning over my face. "You thought you could sleep with my sisters and not include me?"
And that pushed me over the edge. I was rock hard and definitely digging into Mai Fan's stomach. She stirred some more.
"Mmmmm Michi move your hand." She mumbled in her sleep.
"I- uh- I can't"
After stirring some more she opened her eyes, still clouded with sleep. Turned her head to look up at Veronica. "Morning V."
Veronica smiled and reached down to rub Mai Fan's head affectionately. "Mornin MF. You sleep well?"
"It was fine but Michi won't move his hand."
"You mean the Michi you are currently cuddling with?"
"The... wha?" She turned her head to look up at me from my chest. I watched the sleep leave her eyes and be replaced by panic as she looked down and realized she was holding me. Veronica didn't help and whispered into her ear the final nail in my coffin.
"Oh, and by the way. I don't think that's his hand."
Mai Fan's gaze went further down as she scooched over a bit to see between us. And low and behold she saw the tent I was pitching in my pants that had been digging into her moments before.
Quickly she scrambled away a foot or two on the bed, still keeping her eyes on my erection with a look of shock on her face. Before I could move to get up and explain myself, the sleeping Lai Chan noticed her obstruction was gone and returned to her previous sleeping state of the rear naked choke in record time, trapping me again.
Veronica dug in the knife further. In a sing-song voice she went, "I told you something would happen~ Though I didn't think you would also attack him. Look at you, being so bold!"
"I-I-I-I I didn't mean to, I-I was sleeping and I didnt know what I was doing and-"
Veronica shused the girl giving her a supportive hug. "It's ok. Honestly, I'm proud of you. Being aggressive is the right way to get into a guy's heart."
Mai Fan looked up at her in confusion and horror. "What?"
"I mean you must like Michi right? Isn't that why you cuddled with him all night?"
"I told you that was an accident!"
"Right, an accident. I crawl into bed with guys by accident all the time." Sarcasm dripped from her voice.
"But-" Once again she was interrupted by Veronica.
"And look at that!" she pointed at my dick, causing Mai Fan's eyes to lock back onto it. "You did that." I don't know what the expression on Mai Fans face was, but I knew it wasn't anything good.
I had to say something. I don't think it made the situation better though. "It wasn't you! Or, it wasn't just you... It was all of you. This is why I didn't want to stay the night." I was at my mental and emotional limit. I may have sounded a bit defeated.
Realizing that I was a person and not just a dick on a stick Mai Fan looked at me for the first time since she noticed the dick. At first it was concerning but that quickly gave way to guilt.
"No! It's... it's not your fault. You warned us and we still made you stay. And it's my fault because even after you told me I still... slept with you." Why'd she have to phrase it like that? "I'm sorry for causing this."
Seeing her so downtrodden made guilt rise up in me. "You were sleeping, It's not your fault. I'm sure you thought it was Lai Chan or something. It's my fault for not having enough self control."
"But I'm the one who-" Veronica cut in.
"Yeah this little back and forth is cute and all but let's say it's no one's fault and move on." She pointed at her sister. "You were sleeping when you cuddled with him. Besides, he said it himself, it's a compliment. I think he likes you." That caused Mai Fans' face to become redder. And I couldn't exactly deny it.Then she pointed at me. "And you were being cuddled by two pretty girls and saw a sexy third. Of course you got like that." There was a pause while we all internally accepted what she said. Then she started reaching towards me.
Mai Fan grabbed her arm. "What are you doing!?"
"Relaaaax. I'm just taking a peek." she continued to push her arm towards my shorts.
"Wait stop!" I tried to struggle free but that only made Lai Chan grip harder.
"Why!?" Mai Fan questioned.
Veronica was matter of fact with her response. "Why not? It's there. I've never seen it and I'm fairly certain you haven't." Then she gave her sister another teasing glance. "Or based on how you were holding him, maybe you have?" She wiggled her eyebrows.
Mai Fan got indignant. "Of course not! But what about Michi?"
"What about him? He got to see mine, it's only fair I see his." Mai Fan gasped and looked at me..
"Wait it isn't like that! It was an accident and she was changing and I walked in and already apologized!"
Veronica shrugged and continued reaching despite the protests of her sister. "Fair's fair. Besides, I'm not gonna touch it or anything." She gave me a look that said 'unless you want me too.' "I just wanna see."
"But I don't want to see it!"
Veronica sighed. "Then don't look, dummy." I struggled more but that only made my prison more secure. I also noticed that despite the protests Mai Fan didn't look away.
Her hand reached the waistband of my shorts.
It was then that there was a knock at the door. The smell of fresh bacon, pancakes, and eggs wafted into the room.
"Girls? Michi? I heard about your little sleep over and thought I'd bring you some breakfast." It was their mother, Meng Wei.
I felt freedom as Lai Chan materialized outside of the bed, up and already running for the door. Using my newfound freedom, I quickly pushed Veronica away and gathered the sheets up to cover my shame as Lai Chan opened the door.
"Good morn-" she paused and looked at her daughter who was already reaching for the tray of food. "Sweetie, what are you wearing?"
Through a mouthful of bacon Lai Chan said, "We had a fashion show."
Giving up on her eldest of the three, she peeked into the room and saw me on the bed with her other two daughters. All of us looked away from each other in shame and embarrassment.
"Did all of you sleep in the same bed?" she seemed confused.
"Yep! It was fun!" Lai Chan had moved on to some pancakes with a hearty serving of syrup. At the word "fun" she raised an eyebrow.
She studied the three on the bed, looking at me in particular. I thought I saw a look of recognition in her eyes. "Did something happen?"
"It's no big deal. Michi just had a little mishap." My eyes shot over to the woman while she mouth the words "morning" and "wood" to her mother. Meng Wei's face relaxed and she let out a little laugh.
"Oh! Well if that's all. Try not to bother him too much about it. You know men can't control it."
The rest of the morning went by pretty quickly. Meng Wei made sure Lai Chan didn't eat our portions of the breakfast and we ate in awkward silence. Then I quietly excused myself and went back to my room to get my shower items.
Then I took a long, cold shower. I was late for practice again.
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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Summary
This is the tale of a recent modded game of stellaris where I played a custom race of salamander-human hybrids I created who like to fuck. This is a brief summary of the 300 years of in game events as the current leader tells the tale of her people.
The race is called the Salamanadas. I based them off of "basic bitches" and "Chads" and just ran with the concept by naming all of my planets after stores in a mall.
Note: There is bonus Steamy scene at the end.
Story
I, Amanda Amanda of the Salamandas, sit in this stuffy dress at this galactic event horny, insulted, and bored out of my mind. If no one is fucking, then what is the point of coming here? I could be back home having orgies in my quarters. But I had to because it was my duty as the leader of the Salamandas, the Amanda Amanda. While they celebrate and drink, let me tell you the history of my people, the saviors of the galaxy.
We started out as any other race, barely sapient, bent on survival. We were native to the solar system we named "The Mall," on our home planet "The Gap." The Gap is an arid, dry desert world. Not much could grow on it and we spent our time either scavenging for food or fucking to keep the species alive. We used various acts of sex to cycle moisture between each other in order to survive the hot, desert days. The history books say that life expectancy was around five to seven years. This was just fine for us. Our empire's motto pays homage to our humble beginnings and the struggle of those before us, "Born dry, Die wet."
We developed smarter brains in order to develop new and more pleasurable ways to fuck as well as more efficient ways to store/transfer moisture. Eventually we didn't need to fuck in order to swap moisture for survival, but we did it anyway for fun. With some of the struggles of survival lessened out life expectancy grew, which was great cause that meant more time to fuck.
In our society, every male is named Bryce and every female Amanda. We saw no need for anything more complicated than that. Then one day a true leader was born. An Amanda to lead us to a new era. My predecessor. Under her sharp mind, she organized all the Salamandas on the planet into a cohesive empire called "Girl Squad." Despite the name, males had an equal part in our society. They didn't really mind the name because much like in sex, they didn't mind letting the women be on top. In order to preserve the heritage but also differentiate between the leader and the rest of the species we call our leaders Amanda or Bryce. So if a male were leader he would be Bryce Bryce. And she was the first Amanda Amanda. My mother.
She took our best minds and turned their skills away from inventing new acts of pleasure long enough to develop better ways to produce food and space travel. She was able to see beyond the orgy in of Salamandas front of her, she dreamed of orgies of many peoples and races.
With food and moisture taken care of, my people lived for longer than ever and our population expanded very quickly. Then we left The Gap and The Mall to spread out into the galaxy to find new planets to live on and species to fuck. Our first colonies were planets we named Zumiez, Lids, Sears, Hot Topic, and Forever 21. Turns out the way we developed food was hyper efficient, we produced enough food for all of our citizens twice over. Amanda Amanda led us into a true golden age but she didn't stop there. She wanted more.
At some point in this process we evolved to have psychic powers. That only made the fucking more pleasurable, as we discovered the pleasures of the flesh could be simultaneous with a literal "mind fuck." A secondary application of our newfound powers was to expedite out technological research.
Eventually we met aliens out there in the vastness of space. We welcomed them with open arms and open legs. The orgies were grand, new and exciting. Most of the new species loved us. Most.
We learned that while we prospered, other planets struggled. Some of the other species had to struggle daily for survival, just like we had. So we ramped up our food production. We produced enough food for all of our neighbors and ourselves. If you are not hungry, you can fuck better and longer. Eventually we spread enough and had to stop, but that's when we became inducted into the galactic community. The galaxy was so much bigger than we first thought. So many new peoples to have sex with. Amanda Amanda's dream was coming to fruition.
Much like our neighbors, there were other places that needed food, so once again we ramped up production. We became the breadbasket of the galaxy. Food stores overflowed on all planets. We wanted to feed everyone, so that like us they could know the pleasures of having more time to fuck.
Some of our neighbors liked us so much that they invited us to join their Federation. Amanda Amanda got the empire on board by describing it as an "orgy of empires." Thus the "Federation of Equal Partners" was established. Then an opposing Coalition rose up, led by an empire sheep people called the "Thubans." They were the "Unstoppable Coalition." They hated our ways and to this day we don't understand why. They hated our peaceful lie. They hated our hegemony and willingness to accept any species into our empire as well as into ourselves. They claimed that we poisoned the food we gave the galaxy. They threatened war.
Though my people wanted only peace, the Unstoppable Coalition threatened the freedom of my people and that of our allies. By association they threatened the food supply to the entire galaxy. We just wanted to fuck, but we would have to fight to defend our right to. So my mother and her top scientists built fleets and armies. They weaponized our psychic abilities, using the indescribable pleasure we could cause to paralyze or even kill enemies. And then we waited.
Before the War began my mother died. But she left me all of her notes on how to handle the empire in case war broke out. She left me all of her hopes and dreams for our people. She trained me from birth to be a worthy successor. I share her keen mind, her want for peace, and her love for all forms of life. And so, after mourning her death, I took her place and title as Amanda Amanda.
Shortly after her death, the Coalition struck. They declared war and attacked us and our allies indiscriminately. Though they caused damage in the initial stage, the war was very short lived. We used our superior technology, our superior numbers, and our psychic powers to subdue and assimilate them into our culture. Some would say we "conquered" them but that's not true. We simply made sure they could never threaten the freedom to fuck again by showing them the pleasures of our decades of sex science and the wonders of mind fucking. I was praised for my quick action and decision making but really, I just read off of my mother's notes, and continued to do so for the next thirty years. That's when the notes ended, and I was on my own.
After the war we became one of the top contenders in the galactic political spectrum. We were elected into the Galactic Security Council and forced to weigh in on galactic policies. I readily went to all of the meetings and fought for peace at every occasion I could. It was worth giving up some of my fuck time to guarantee all of the peoples of the galaxy could have theirs. It's what my mother would have wanted.
Eventually tensions rose again. A corporation of vampires called "Bloodsuckers, Inc." started their own federation called "The League of Non-Aligned Powers." Through their aggressive recruitment tactics, all other empires were forced to join either their group or mine. There was no longer room for neutrality in the galaxy.
For one hundred years there was strained peace between the two factions. Having gone to war before and having experienced soldiers Girl Squad somehow became the military leader of the Federation of Equal Partners. Likewise, Bloodsuckers, Inc. lead their group in military power. We kept peace through a thinly veiled threat of mutually assured destruction, as any war would result in the eradication of all the other nations then a drag out fight between Girl Squad and the Bloodsuckers.
A relic from the first war, I recommissioned the use of the colossus project called a "planet pacifier" we had used to end the first war against the Unstoppable Coalition by surrounding the home world of the Thubans in an impenetrable shield, cutting them off from the rest of the galaxy forever. A fate worse than death. Though they will obviously survive on the planet, they would live on knowing about all the other people in the galaxy and never get a chance to fuck them. I hoped we would not have to use it again.
The years of peace were "peaceful" on the outside, but both sides were locked in an arms race. I fortified every entrance to the empire with fortresses that had the foremost defensive technologies while I equipped the fleets and armies with weapons meant for attack and killing. I didn't want to have to do it, but like before, if they forced our hand, we would have no choice but to defend ourselves and our right to fuck freely. An interesting fact was that all throughout these hostilities, they League had no problem accepting our food. Wasn't there a saying about biting the hand that feeds you?
After the century of peace, war broke out, but not in the way everyone expected. Each empire received a message from a hivemind of space crabs who openly threatened the entire galaxy. And so the galaxy temporarily forgot about their differences to prepare for this threat. Or so I thought.
Eventually the space crabs arrived in a force millions strong. They sought the destruction of our way of life. Their only mistake was that they landed in the territory of the Girl Squad.
The fighting was hard, we almost lost at several key points. If it weren't for the sacrifices and actions of every single soldier in the Girl Squad military, we would have indeed lost, and doomed the galaxy.
While we fought for the sake of all we knew, we opened our borders, pleading for the other nations to help. This was bigger than the petty squabbles amongst ourselves. The lives of every single organism were at stake. But nobody came. Not the League and nor any of our allies in the Federation. We were left to face the threat alone.
We persevered. Our love for life was stronger than their thirst for death. We pushed back the alien horde and destroyed them. We even took a queen spawnling, training her to produce broods and swarms for our own forces.
After we recovered enough, tended to our wounded and provided aid for the planets devastated by the attack, we turned our eyes from our own backyard back into the rest of the galaxy. While we had been fighting the swarm, the Bloodsuckers had fought a war of their own.
With their only military equal preoccupied saving all life, they conquered one of three members of the Federation and crippled the second. They were forced to stop when the Girl Squad recovered enough to interfere. We may have still been weakened from the invasion, but we had enough forces to take out their allies and put a serious dent in their own empire. "Peace" had been restored.
And so, another hundred years went by and eventually the galaxy was "unified" under the League. They absorbed the Federation into their fold, as the balance of power was barely kept before and the loss of our ally tipped the scales in their favor. Instead of fighting a pointless war and causing many unneeded deaths, we submitted to the unification.
And so here I sit, at a corner table at the celebration of the "great unification," in a stuffy dress, over two hundred and forty years old and still in my prime, with a wet pussy that will go unfilled and not even a participation trophy for my contributions to the galactic community. I'm watching the leaders of every empire congratulate the Bloodsucker leader on her contributions to society and peace. On her strides to push our galaxy into a golden age. Such bullshit.
For over two hundred years my people fed and continue to feed the entire galaxy. We fought for peace and passed reforms to ensure prosperity in the galactic council. We single handedly fought back a swarm of space crabs that would have destroyed the galaxy. And yet everyone here is praising the Bloodsuckers for an empire built on the corpses of my and, at one point, their friends. All while Girl Squad hasn't even gotten as much as a "thank you."
Not that we even want thanks. We do everything we do for peace and prosperity. To make sure all can live comfortable lives. All citizens of Girl Squad want the same thing the aching pussy of their leader, Amanda Amanda, wants right now.
We just want to fuck.

Bonus because my friend alerted me to the title of Bloodsucker Inc's Chairwoman.

I may not have gotten any recognition for my empire's actions in the perseverance of the galaxy that night, but I did get something I wanted a lot more.
After her acceptance speech, Chairwoman Suitarka caught me on my way out. There was no obligation for me to stay and I had a suite full of willing lovers waiting for me. She piqued my interest when she extended an offer for me to have a drink in her office while she personally thanked me for all my people have done for the galaxy.
She never did get me that drink.
Instead she had me bent over her desk, her hand on the back of my head, mushing my face into the quality wood while her other hand gripped my ass. I moaned at her actions. She was not holding back, and it only made me wetter.
She leaned over my back and put her lips to my ear. She nibbled on it a bit too hard, enough to draw blood. It made me yelp as she licked up the droplets of red. She whispered through gritted teeth.
"I was going to thank you for your galactic contributions, but I know what your kind is like." She hiked up my dress roughly. "You don't want thanks for saving the galaxy. You don't even want thanks for producing the food. You don't even want to be a leader." She touched my pussy through my tights. They were soaked through as I hadn't worn panties. I rarely do.
Her hand explored my folds before she found her target. I whimpered as she pinched my clit between her fingers. "All you want is this loose hole to be filled, don't you?" After a second, I yelped again as she pinched harder. "Answer me."
I couldn't deny her. At this point I couldn't tell if she took control or if I gave it away, but I knew it didn't matter which. I was hers. "Yessssssss" I groaned. By this point I could feel most of my inner thighs soaked as the material continued to absorb all the fluids I leaked.
She gripped my hair, roughly yanking my head up but keeping my body on the desk. I felt her fangs brush up against my neck. If she wanted to she could suck me dry right now. And while the threat further stimulated my loins, I knew she wouldn't do it. That would cause an international incident. Probably a war. And she would be at fault. All that she "fought for" would be lost. I could also tell that with my psychic powers that she wanted this as much as I did.
She pushed my face back onto the table and released me. "Stay." My body locked up. I could only shiver as the dampness on my legs felt cool in the breeze. The tights were certainly ruined and the dress wasn't doing much better wrinkled around my hips.
I waited with anticipation as I heard her open and close a drawer in the desk. Then she returned to me. I gasped as she tore open my tights, exposing my wet pussy to the air.
She leaned over me again. "Do you know what my title is, little salamander?"
"It's Chairwoman. Is it not?" That got me a slap on the ass. I groaned as the pain mixed with pleasure.
"That's my official title. Do you know what they call me back in the office?"
"No." That earned me another smack on the other cheek.
"It's not good to be so unaware of potential enemies. Allow me to educate you." She grabbed my hips as if a man would from behind. I felt something cool and hard push up against my core, spreading my lips as it prepared to enter me. My hips involuntarily wiggled in anticipation. I tried to push back onto it, but her hands held my hips firmly in place. "Everyone calls me Chairwoman Suitarka. But my close friends know me as Suitarka, the Impaler."
Without any further warning she slammed her hips forward, impaling me with the large strap on. Lost in the sensation my hands gripped the edge of the desk and I screamed as I adjusted to the object lodged in my pussy.
"Good idea, you might want to prepare yourself." I moaned loudly as she slowly withdrew, leaving only the head of it in me. "I'm not stopping until either you or this desk breaks." She settled herself again, getting an even better grip on my hips for more leverage. "And I'll warn you. This desk is very sturdy." She slammed her hips into me again, harder this time. My body and the table shake from the impact. Unlike the first thrust though, this time she kept going.
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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Note: This Story features characters from "Learning the ropes," but you do not need to have read that to read this, they are completely different stories.
Chapter 1; Cumming of age
Hilbane (known as HR to his friends) walked into the penthouse apartment he shared with his two girlfriends. Even in through his sulking he was still amazed by the place. Every time he entered, he wondered what Allison did to get this apartment. She never seemed to go to work, yet she could easily afford to live this lavish lifestyle and support two other's living with her.
Since she was an elf, like himself, he figured one of her relatives made some investments then lived the few centuries needed to cash it out or something.
He kicked off his shoes in the entrance and walked past the kitchen. Then he saw one of his girlfriends, the aforementioned Allison, laying on the couch under a quilt, watching television. When was within eyesight she raised her head and greeted him.
"Hey sweetie, how'd it go?" Just hearing her voice soothed his frazzled nerves.
"Just as poorly as I said it would." She sat up at his downtrodden tone. She noticed the slump of his shoulders as he walked past the couch and headed towards his room. She called out to his back.
"HR came back. Tell me what happened." He just sighed and kept walking.
"It's fine Allison"
She put some bass in her voice. A tone that offered no rebuttal. "Hilbane!" He stopped in his tracks. "You turn around and come over here right now young man." She noticed him flinch hard when she added the "young man." Strange, he'd never done that before.
HR followed her instructions despite obviously not wanting to. He felt like curling up in bed and going to sleep.
He stood in front of the couch, blocking her view of the TV. He watched her as she inspected him from her reclined position. Then she wordlessly used one arm to raise the quilt covering her body. A clear invitation for him to join her under it.
He couldn't meet her eyes so he looked at her body, which made him feel an abundance of emotions, especially after what he had just gone through.
Allison was an elf like him, but where he was a high elf, she was a drow or "dark elf." She had grey skin, red eyes, and flowing silver hair. Her body was out of this world. He looked at her laying there, in lounging leggings and a tank top. He could still see the outline of her abs from beneath the fabric and saw the toned arm holding the quilt. It made sense she was fit, they had met in a gym after all. A gym that she had frequented probably long before he was born. That was part of the problem.
Elves can easily live up at least seven centuries and they are considered adults by elven standards once they reach one hundred. HR was twenty one years old and Allison was somewhere north of two fifty. That put her at slightly younger than his own mother. Being in such a multi racial city, with many races having astonishingly short life spans when compared to elves, the age of "adulthood," at least in the more metropolitan areas, was more lax and often considered to be around the late teens to fit with most other races.
HR's parents were also pretty lax on traditional elven rules but for a very obvious reason his mother stayed firm on him not being an "adult" until he hit one hundred.
His inner monologue was cut short by a stern look from her. "Hilbane. Get in the blanket." Her age isn't the only thing she had in common with his mother. She had other maternal qualities. She was caring, loving and soft and comforting like a mother should be. But even more so than his own mother she also knew how to scold people. He's seen her give full grown bodybuilders looks that made them react like scolded toddlers. She was giving him one said looks now.
He crawled into the blanket, placing his back to her front and letting her close the blanket around them. He was no stranger being the little spoon with Allison, she loved to hold him. She wrapped one arm around his chest with the other, ran her fingers through his hair. He was starting to feel better already.
They were both relatively tall at six-three, but height wasn't a problem. It actually made it easier for him to fit perfectly up against her. They laid there for a minute, her brushing his hair while they both watched the action flick on the TV screen. When he seemed to be warmed up enough she started questioning him.
"So, tell me. What happened? What did she say?"
Remembering the argument with his mother, HR tensed against her. With her other hand she rubbed his chest to soothe him. "She said she wouldn't allow it. She said it was wrong and that I'm still a child." Then he started getting angry. "But I don't need her permission. I've been living here for months now, before she even knew and it's been fine. I dont ne-" Allison interrupted his rant.
"Don't say something you don't mean. She's still your mother."
"Bu-"
The scolding tone returned "But nothing young man." She felt him tense against her again.
"Stop calling me that." he muttered.
"Why? You are younger than me, why shouldn't I call you a young man?"
"Because you sound like her. She's always treating me like I'm still a baby. I'm an adult now. I have a job. I live with my two girlfriends. I'm a man dammit!" That last line came out more as a whine than a declaration.
Allison held him tighter and increased her rubbing of his chest. He melted against her, calming down. He couldn't stay mad around her. He felt so safe and warm in her embrace. How could anyone stay angry when they felt so loved?
After a few seconds she spoke. "Are you calm now?"
"... Yes. Sorry for snapping at you." Embarrassment and shame added blush to his face
"It's fine HR. Tell me exactly what happened. Why are you so mad?"
He took a deep breath and explained. "She always treats me like a child. I had to fight to move out in the first place. When I got a job she said that children like me shouldn't be working and that I should let her take care of me. When I told her I had girlfriends she treated it like I was a toddler with a crush. She called it cute." He spat the last word out. "Then when I told her more about you guys and that I moved in with you she flipped out and demanded I move back in with her and dad as soon as possible. I don't understand what her problem is." Allison just held him for a time, once again letting him simmer down. Something else obviously happened. He never got this angry when his mom acted this way.
"So your mom still treats you like a child? This isn't anything new. What made you so mad this time?"
HR pondered for a long time, debating whether or not to actually tell her the truth. He figured that she knew him so well that she would figure out if he's lying and that would only earn him another scolding. "She... she insulted you."
Allison wasn't exactly surprised. Given the closeness in age she knew this was a possibility and she could guess what his mother said. "And how did she do that?"
"She said- she said you were trying to steal me away from her. She mentioned how close you two are in age..." His voice trailed off as if he were attempting to hide something. The hand in his hair gave him an encouraging pat. He continued, "...and she also called you a few names. That's why I'm mad. She can get mad at me all she wants for my decisions but she has no right to judge you!" He had started raising his voice again and she shushed him back down.
"Well first off, thank you for defending my honor." She gave him a little squeeze. "But I can see where she's coming from."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Hilbane," he knew she was serious whenever she pulled out the real name. "Your mother isn't wrong on some accounts. I expected my age to be a problem."
"You shouldn't have to apologize for your age. I love you for you, and the age is just another part of you." He sounded like he was pouting a bit. Allison smiled warmly. Most of the time he wore a mask of maturity, but sometimes, like this, he couldn't keep his youth from showing through the cracks. Such righteous indignation.
She kissed the top of his head. "And I love you sweetie, but the fact is my age is still closer to hers than it is yours. I can see how she might see it that way."
HR was not expecting this outcome."Why are you defending her?"
"Not defending her. I'm just explaining where she's coming from." She gave him another squeeze. "You are a fine young," He tensed again, she kept going before he could interrupt, putting emphasis on her next word. "Man. Any woman would be lucky to have you as a son, and even luckier to be your girlfriend. That's why she's scared, HR. She thinks I've come to steal you away, but that's not... completely true." She put on a bit of a tone that he recognized as her playful one. "I'm willing to share. Sometimes."
"This is serious Allison."
Her voice returned to normal. "And so am I. Hibane, you are a fine young man. I mean that. And she is your mother. Just like how no matter how big and how strong you grow to be, you will always be a young man in my eyes, you will always be her baby in hers. Parents have a hard time recognizing when their children are no longer children, but you have to be patient with them. Especially elven parents. She's lived for a very long time, and you've only been in her life for a little less than ten percent of it. To her, it feels as if she had you one day and the next day you were moving out. She just wants to hold on to you a little longer."
"But I still see her all the time. It's not like I'm just gonna abandon her and dad."
"Fear isn't rational Hilbane. A parent has to treasure every moment they have with their child, because soon that child will grow up and leave. Especially since you aren't one hundred yet, she might feel as if she didn't get her fair share of being able to coddle you. That's why I think she's so adamant on the old ways. That make sense?"
HR considered her words for a second. She made sense, but the emotion behind the words seemed to speak more than simple speculation. As far as he knew she didn't have any children, and they've been dating for a while so he was sure if she did the topic would have come up. He decided that was a conversation for another time.
He was pouting again. "Yeah, I understand. She still didn't have to insult you."
Her little knight in shining armor. She gave him a longer squeeze this time. "I know, I know sweetie. But next time you see her, or whenever she eventually accepts me, you can tell her that I forgive her."
And so they spent another twenty minutes on the couch, lounging around with Allison rubbing HR and him still being angry at his mother. Then an idea popped into her head. She thought of a way to make them both feel better and get him to relax, emotionally and physically. HR tensed hard when he realized the hand on his chest had begun traveling down his torso.
"Allison?"
She shushed him. "I have something I want to try. It'll make you feel better. I Promise." HR then recognized a very familiar edge in her voice. Her switch had been flipped. "And it'll be a good way to thank you for sticking up for me."
He relaxed against her as her hand reached his waist, starting to unbutton his pants. "Allll you have to do is lay here and be good for me. Think you can do that?" He nodded in affirmation. "Good boy."
Instead of going straight for the kill she rubbed him through the outside of his underwear, feeling him grow stiff in her hand.
"I want to do a little thought exercise with you. A game of pretend." HR felt her run the tips of her fingers over his bulge.
"Pretend what?" he fought to keep his voice steady.
"It's an easy one dont worry. Let's pretend that your mom was right. That I wanted to steal you away." She whispered in his ear. "To be your new mommy." she felt him shiver then went back to her normal voice. "And let's say I was successful in doing so and everyone was happy." She emphasised the next word by gripping his cock through the underwear, causing him to suck in a breath. "But, let's say that I had the same problem as your real mother. That I always treat you like a child and you don't like that. All you have to do is tell me how that makes you feel." She started slowly moving her hand up and down over the underwear.
He got where she was going. "Wouldn't this be better to just say to my actual mother?"
"Do you think you could talk to her without getting angry right now?"
He thought it over for a second. "Not really."
"Then this is the next best thing." Then she put on a voice. It was very similar to her normal voice but this one oozed with maternal emphasis. "It's not good for my little boy to be so riled up."
"But Ali-" She squeezed his dick to silence him.
"Mommy." there was that scolding voice again.
HR hesitated to get into his character. "Mo-Mommy?"
Mommy gave hum of approval and with her other arm held him closer to her. With the hand in his pants she lowered his underwear, allowing his dick to be free in the space between the couch and the blanket. "Yes?"
He felt her hand leave him and rise back up her body. Turning his head, he watched as she looked him directly in the eyes and let out some saliva into her palm. Then she reached back down and spread it over his length.
"If this is supposed to make me feel better about the situation, the-" she resumed her strokes, throwing him off a bit. "How is the handjob helping?"
She laughed like a mother whose child asked a silly question. She was really good at this, he thought. "Didn't I tell you? It's not good for my baby to be so riled up. I'm just giving you a massage to help relieve some of your tension. Now relax and tell me what's wrong sweetie."
He tried to ignore her glorious hand while he spoke. "Well, I don't like how you treat me like a child."
Her voice feigned shock. "What do you mean? You are a child. My sweet, handsome boy." She sped up her hand a little.
"But-ngh. But I'm twenty one now. I've moved out. I have a job. And I have some girlfriends. I'm doing just fine."
"I know you moved out sweetie but I wish you would just come home. I'll buy you whatever you want. You don't need those girls. Stay with me and I'll give you everything you need." She changed her technique for a few seconds, rubbing her palm all around the head of his dick and making him writhe against her before returning to her long, slow strokes.. HR, didn't want to admit it but even with the impromptu therapy, this whole "mommy" thing was doing it for him. He wouldn't mind if she brought it up every now and again.
"I already have a life outside of home. I want you to be in it but you can't keep smothering me like this. I'm not five anymore."
"Is it not my job as your mommy to coddle you? To make sure you are healthy and happy and cared for? Why won't you let me love you?" That one got to him. His mother had said that word for word. Allison even put in the exact same level of sadness his mother had. If he didn't know any better he would think she had said that before and meant it. It took him out of the moment. He turned his head to face her.
"Al-" Her hand stopped.
Another warning tone and an agitated look in her eyes. "Mommy."
"I'm serious Alison." She removed her hand.
"So am I." They had a tense standoff for a few seconds before HR decided it wasn't worth the fight. Getting mad at her would make him no better than his mother. She didn't cause any of this, nor deserved any of the fallout.
He lowered his head and relaxed against her once more. "Sorry." Her talented hand did not return. Before he could ask for a continuation they were interrupted by the third member of their polyamorous group.
"Hey HR, how'd the mom thing go?" Jazmin stood at the foot of the couch, eating a freshly opened cup of yogurt with two more in her arms. She wore her usual at home get up, which was pretty casual despite the fact that she was a high tier model. She wore a simple pair of boy shorts with a loose t-shirt.
HR got a little heated thinking about it again, the sexual frustration of his half finished handjob definitely not helping. "Not well," he spat out the words, which caused Allison to try to soothe him again, though noticeably not going back to his erection.
Allison looked up at Jazmin, breaking character. "Don't mind him. He and his mom had a little fight and he's a bit cranky." She ruffled his hair. As he shook her hand off Jazmin snorted. "I'm trying to make him feel better." Her eyes lit up in that way that told Jazmin she had an idea. Jazmin hated when she had ideas. "You should help us!"
Jazmin rolled her eyes. "You seem to have it covered. No thanks." She turned to return to her room until she heard the warning.
"Jazmin. HR needs our help right now. I really think you should stay." Her voice implied there would be consequences if she refused. Consequences that Jazmin were fully aware of and did not want to deal with at the moment. She sighed and turned back to face her two partners under the blanket.
"Fine. What do you want me to do?"
"Well. The situation is I'm HR's Mommy, an-"
Jazmin almost spat out her mouth full of yogurt. "His mommy!? What is he, eight?" She stopped laughing immediately when she saw the glare Allison gave her. The message was clear. Strike one.
"Yes. In this example I'm a mother figure in his life. HR here is trying to convince me that he's already a man but I won't stop treating him like my little baby." She thought for a few seconds. "I guess, since I'm the devil, you can be the angel on his shoulder. You don't even have to be a different character. You can be his girlfriend who I think is stealing him away from me. All you have to do is say nice things to him, encouraging him and affirming his adulthood."
Jazmin looked down at the man in question currently playing the little spoon to the woman. She grinned. "I don't know. He seems fine being your baby boy." Another look.
"This is serious."
"Fine, fine."
"Good." Allison took a deep breath and got into character. Jazmin was taken aback for a second. She really looked like a mother holding her son.
"Don't listen to her Sweetie. She just wants to steal you away from me. Stay here with me." She looked at Jazmin to signal something.
"Oh. Um. He's a man right? Why don't you let him decide for himself what he wants to do...?" She got an approving nod from Allison.
"No! You don't need to be independent yet. You can spend at least a few more years with mommy, right?"
"Um... No. You 're a grown man already." She looked at "Mommy." "The longer you keep him here, the harder it's gonna be to let go. Just let him go now." Then she looked back at HR. "And you! If you are a man then be one already! Weak arguments while still being held aren't very convincing."
Mommy gripped her baby closer. "No! What can you give him that I can't?"
"Well first of all I can fuck him nice and hard. Mommy can't do that now can she?" Jazmin looked proud of herself for thinking of that one.
Mommy blushed as if this were a real situation. Jazmin noted the stellar performance. "Well. No Mommy can't do that but he shouldn't be doing that anyway. He's still just a boy! And. And if he really does have those needs... there are other ways besides sex to take care of them."
HR finally butted in, interrupting the two women's performance. "Um, Speaking of those needs, Allison. Could you uhh, continue what you were doing?"
Mommy looked at him with a confused face. "What do you mean sweetie? Who's Allison." Man she was really committing to the bit huh?
"Sorry, Mommy. Could you please continue the uh, massage?" The smile returned to her face when he called her by her "true" title.



"Of course sweetie, anything for you." At this point Jazmin hadn't noticed the tent in the blanket but she sure as hell noticed the way HR moaned a little when there was movement near his groin. That made Jazmin break character.
"Good gods, I'm eating!" she held up the half empty tin. "And how exactly is that supposed to help?"
Allison also broke character "Well, for starters he's still pretty riled up about everything so figured this would be a good stress reliever." Then the joking tone returned with a grin. "And second, speaking of food I'm sure if you wait around a while HR here can add some protein to your meal."
Jazmin recoiled in disgust. "Fucking ew!"
Allison kept her grin along with the hand motions, "What's wrong? You never had a problem swallowing before."
"Thats different, and it didn't involve food." Jazmin was already on the fence about this whole thing but that pushed her straight into being done with this.
"Yeah whatever. HR if you were a real man you would get up right now and go jerk yourself off." Another look, strike two. She didn't care at this point. Jazmin turned and started walking to her room.
Mommy returned. "You see!? They don't care about you like I do. She didn't even offer to help with the massage." Jazmin rolled her eyes. Then she heard the threat, no, the promise. A barely perceptible malicious edge crept into Mommy's voice and she could feel the woman's gaze on her back. "It's Ok dear. I'll take care of her later." Guess she got strike three. Fine, not like she cared.
As Jazmin walked away she heard HR speak to his Mommy.
"M-mommy."
Mommy tore her eyes from Jazmin's back to look down at her boy. "Yes dear?"
"I'm close." Jazmin barely caught that as she entered her room and closed her door.
"Close? Close to what?" She feigned confusion as her hand sped up slightly.
"I'm gonna cum soon." Mommy gasped.
"You can't do that! That's only fo-for adults. My little boy can't cum!"
HR was trying his best to hold back. "I told you I aaahh-m an adult. I don't think I can hold it much longer."
"No! Good boys don't cum! You stop that right now you-" Mommy was interrupted by the sound of Jazmin's door slamming open and the woman herself stomped over to the couch again.
She pointed an angry finger at HR. "Don't you fucking dare!" Her burst of anger took both of her partners out of the roleplay. Allison's hand stopped and the sudden rush of fear kept HR's orgasm at bay. Barely.
HR was confused. "What?"
"Don't you fucking cum. That's my blanket you're under you piece of shit."
Allison realized this was a perfect way to get her back for her disobedience. Or at least part way, there would still need to be direct punishment. All she needed to do was flip the script.
HR opened his mouth to respond but was interrupted by Mommy.
"HR sweetie, you wanted to show me that you're a big boy right?" Both HR and Jazmin looked at the woman with immense confusion.
HR hesitated. "Uh, yes?"
He closed his eyes and groaned again as she started moving her hand again, faster than before. She looked Jazmin in the eyes as she spoke to him.
"You know what would show Mommy that you're a big boy? By cumming a whole lot. Only big, strong men can cum. And you're a big man aren't you?" She flashed Jazmin a smug grin.
Jazmin picked up the plan immediately. "Oh no you fucking don't! I swear to every god if you cum on my blanket HR."
Mommy only sped up her hand and grew her smile seeing Jazmin get so worked up. She leaned down to whisper to her big boy while maintaining eye contact. "Make sure you cum nice and strong for mommy. You can do it. Make lots of it. Show mommy how big of a man you are. Go on. Cum for Mommy."
Jazmin only got angrier. "If you fucking ruin my blanket I wi-" She was interrupted by a loud groan.
HR had passed the point of no return. As he convulsed under the blanket, he let out a guilty apology. "I'm so sorry."
Jazmin's rage hit a new peak as she heard him cum. She heard several dull thumps as he fired hard against the blanket. Then she heard the squelching of Allison's hand, which hadn't stopped, as it got absolutely covered. By the sound of it he was letting out a lot. He let out several moans as she emptied him onto the blanket.
Throughout the orgasm Allison, if anything, pumped him harder. "Gooood boy" she cooed. "Let it all out. Show Jazmin how much of a man you are. Good boy." She didn't stop pumping until he was limp and trembling in her hands.
With a final pump, she kissed the top of his head. "Good job sweetie."
Jazmin stood there seething in anger. She couldn't find the words to verbalize her emotions. She watched as Allsion carefully removed her hand from the blanket. It was covered in a layer of semen so thick, it didn't even drip off her hand.
She offered the hand to Jazmin. "You sure you don't want some?"
Jazmin watched dark spots seep into her blanket for a few seconds before she processed what Allison was saying.Her emerald eyes were alight alight rage as she looked. All she could do was stomp back to her room and slam the door closed.
Allison shrugged. "More for me." Then HR watched as she began licking her hand clean. Taking long slow licks to enjoy his taste to the fullest.
When she was done with her meal, Allison felt the fire in her still burning. She wanted more. And she knew just how to get it.
She looked down at her relaxed boyfriend. "Feel better now?"
He sounded sleepy. "Yes. Thank you."
"You don't need to thank me. I love you and I don't like seeing you not happy." She gave him another forehead kiss before adding "I love you HR."
"I love you too." He sounded much more relaxed. "What about Jazmin?"
"Don't worry about her, you know how she is. Nothing an apology and a laundry load won't fix." Enough about Jazmin, time to get what she wanted.
HR was so relaxed that he had almost fallen asleep against her. That was until he felt her hand going back down his chest. "Allison I-" He was shushed again.
"We have to make sure." Mommy was back. "I need to check again to see if you really have grown up. Any boy can get lucky and cum once, but a man has several big, strong loads in him. And you're a man right?"
HR felt himself start to stiffen up again. "Yes, Mommy. I'm a man."
HR shuddered against her as her hand gripped his half hard dick, working it back up for round two.
Several days later
After a particularly long shoot, Jazmin was happy to get back to the apartment for some R&R. She walked into the door and kicked her shoes off, despite switching out of her heels before traveling home her feet were still killing her.
Passing by the living room she saw HR watching tv on the couch. She called out to him as she walked past.
"Sup, loverboy." He didn't turn to look at her when he replied. He just stared blankly at the tv screen.
"Oh. Hey Jazz. How was the shoot?" He sounded depressed and uninterested.
"Boring as usual." Her brow furrowed and she clicked her tongue at his lack of genuine interest in her day. She headed to her room
30 minutes later, after a quick shower and changing into her regular homewear she joined him on the couch, sitting on the opposite end and placing her feet in his lap. He slowly raised his head to
"Man my feet are killing me. Heels should be outlawed." She wiggled her toes to complete the obvious command. He got the hint and started massaging her feet, although with a little less enthusiasm than he usually did. It did still feel nice though as she closed her eyes relaxed into the couch.
When the massage slowed down she cracked one eye to see HR staring blankly at the coffee table, his hands getting slower by the second. His head whipped towards her as she addressed him.
"You look like shit. What's eating you?"
It took him a second to process what she was saying. Part of him couldn't believe she was even asking. "I had another fight with mom. This one... was bad."
Jazmin figured it must have been. Last time he was all fire and brimstone but today he was just burnt out ashes. She needed to help him out a bit. At this rate the massage would never end.
She thought a joke might help a bit. "Well it's too bad your mommy isn't here to make it all better." Her tease had the opposite of the desired effect. She saw HR looked around for the first time and sulk, non-verbally agreeing with her instead of joining in the fun.
Jazmin furrowed her brow. Why did he need to rely on Allison so much? His other girlfriend was right there.
Pushing her annoyance to the side, she continued her questioning."So... what happened this time?"
"She got mad at me again... and this time she insulted both of you." Before Jazmin could interject and ask what she said about her he continued, voice growing frantic with shame and disbelief. "And-and I snapped. I started yelling back. I don't even remember what I said. I just remember being done and looking at their faces." She saw tears start to well up in the corner of his eyes. "I-I made her cry."
At the revelation he started to truly break down. Taking his hands off her feet to hold his face he continued through the sobs. "And dad. He looked at me like I had gone crazy. I didn't even say goodbye. I just left. I always say goodbye and I love you when I leave, no matter what..."
Seeing him get worse, Jazmin had no idea how to make him feel better. She started thinking about what Allison would do. Allison would do something to take his mind off of it.
She sat up on the couch and scooched over to the middle, then flipped her position so that instead her head was in his lap, her red hair splayed out on his legs.. She offered him a smile when he parted his hands to look at her.
"Hey." They looked at each other for a minute and she hoped that her smile would at least spark some positive feelings in him, but she watched as he sank even further in his depression.
"Sooo, what did your mom say about us?"
"She said Allison was trying to steal me again. And she called you some model floozy who only wanted me as a boy toy. I couldn't just let her talk bad about you. I love you guys..."
Of course that made him angry. It was making her angry right now. "Well, I understand now. You snapped because your mom was being a bitch." As the words left her mouth she saw his face change. For a single moment she saw HR truly angry for the first time. She saw his mouth twitch as if to open before he regained control.
He looked her in the eye and with an obviously measured tone he said, "That's my mother. Watch your mouth." She jumped a little in his lap at the intensity of his gaze.
She panicked. "Sorry. I just thought that you would feel better if you could rant about her to me. Like you know, you do with Allison." At the realization that he was scaring her, HR's face melted back into shame only this time doubled. Not only did he hurt his mother, now he was hurting his girlfriend too.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to snap at you too, it's just." He sighed into his hands. "I love you. I love Allison. And I love my mom and dad. Why do I have to choose between the people I love? I don't want to be the baby she sees me as forever but I also don't want to lose her. And on the other side I don't want to lose you two just to make her happy."
Jazmin was at a loss. She had nothing to say so help him out so she went with the default. "I'm sure she'll come around eventually. Just give her time." Then she hesitated before offering, "If you want you can just rant at me or whatever and let all your feelings out."
HR just looked down at her and offered a sad smile. "Thanks but, I think I'll just wait for Allison to get back." Her heart sank.
Was she really that worthless? Why won't he share his problems with her? She's even asking him to do it and he still won't. A mix of anger and sadness welled up in Jazmin before she refocused on his face. He looked worse than before she started. Some girlfriend she was. Why couldn't she get this right?
Well if she couldn't fix it, maybe Allison can. What would Allison do next? Oh yeah, she'd fuck him and make him feel better doing it.
The vermillion vamp lifted herself off the couch and stood in front of her melancholy male. "Get up."
Her saddened suitor looked up at his cherry chick in sullen confusion. "What?"
She sighed and pulled on his arm. "Come on!" He reluctantly got up and allowed himself to be placed next to her in front of the couch.
"Now strip." she commanded him while performing the act herself. Only wearing underwear and a shirt she was naked within seconds before he had even moved. He just looked at her blankly.
"What are you doing?"
Impatient, the ginger gal took it upon herself to start undressing the glum guy. He was docile and compliant as she removed his clothes for him. "What I'm doing is making you feel better. Step out of your pants." He followed her orders.
After a minute the two of them stood nude in the living room. The carmine queen stood with her hands proudly on her hips, looking at him in appreciation. Despite his sadness, she noticed that her sorrowful swain could not help but take in her body as well. She watched with pride as his dick started hardening, though only halfway.
"I don't know if I have it in me right now Jazz." The blue boy still didn't seem motivated despite the red hot piece of ass in front of him. That made her slightly angry.
She ignored that comment as she bent over the couch, sticking her ass out towards him. To entice him further she gave it a little shake. She figured he needed some positive reinforcement after being treated like a boy again. "You're a man right?"
He was captivated by the derriere of the flaming female. She grinned as she watched him rise to full mast over her shoulder. But unfortunately, if he kept staring like that they'd be here all day.
"HR!" that snapped him out of his stupor.
"Huh?"
"I asked if you were a man."
He was about to answer until he remembered the fights he had with his mother. "Depends on who you ask."
Gods dammit why was he so sad when she was offering herself to him? He really knew how to make a girl feel wanted. Jazmin sighed. "And I'm asking you. Are. You. A. Man?" She gave him an impish smile as she added, "or is your mother right?"
That got to him. Through the melancholy a spark of fire could be seen behind his eyes. He put some bass in his voice as he responded. "I'm a man."
She reached between her legs and spread her folds, letting him see everything. "Then what are you waiting for? A real man would never pass up a tight, wet pussy." Another shake. "Let's get down to business."
The spark grew into a small flame as she kept berating him. "Fine." He moved behind his sanguine sweetheart and held her hip with one hand to guide himself inside with the other. Unfortunately for him it wouldn't be that easy as when he went to gently ease himself in, the wine red woman moved away from her inconsolable inamorato.
Insincerity lacing her voice, she explained, "Sorry, had to reposition."
HR grumbled something as he readjusted. When he went to insert the second time Jazmin sneezed and once again jumped out of the way. "Sorry about that. Dust." Her smile said otherwise.
Visibly angry now, HR grabbed tightly onto her waist, hand digging into her flesh. His grip only tightened when she gave an experimental wiggle, blatantly testing to see how much "wiggle room" she had while giving him a challenging stare.
This time HR tried to stick it in faster, but she used force that could be nothing but intentional to pry herself from his grip. He snapped.
"What the fuck Jazmin? We doing this or what!?" She only looked back at him, giving a faux innocent look.
"What do you mean? I'm waiting for you to fuck me but you are taking so long." She paused for a second before adding the finishing touch. "Did your parents actually have a daughter? " She sighed loudly. "I thought I asked for a son." She turned away from him dismissively. "A man would have been balls deep in me by now." She gave him the slightest of shakes. She could sense him about to snap. I'll make a man out of you yet Mister she thought, waiting for the inevitable.
HR reached his breaking point. The combined guilt of having yelled at his mom earlier and the action of actually snapping brought his emotional much limit lower than it usually was. HR was not a very aggressive man, on the contrary many would consider him docile, and very accommodating. It was one of the reasons everyone loved him.
But many mistake his lack of aggression for passivity and weakness. He still had feelings as any other person. As his mother found out, and Jazmin was about to find out, there was a limit to his patience.
HR had had the general energy of a tranquil forest, with a fire within. When too much fuel gets added to that fire it leaps out of its brazier, turning the once peaceful forest into a raging inferno.
Giving into his rage he used both hands to grip his girlfriend and hold her still. He then used nothing but his hips to guide his cock towards her. As he poked around down there, his hands stayed firm, making sure she couldn't get away this time. As she faced away from him she smiled and patiently waited. That's right. A Man doesn't ease it in. They are confident and rough in their fucking. She felt him get closer to her soaked entrance. Once you find my center, you'll be sure to win against your stupid sadness.
She was interrupted when she felt him press up against the hole. She didn't have time to prepare herself before he thrusted into her with all his might, causing her to let out an unintentional and needy moan. He paused inside of her, buried to the hilt and keeping his iron grip on her hips. His hands undoubtedly leaving red marks on her smooth cream colored skin. He grinded his hips a little from side to side, savouring the first taste of his conquest.
She looked back at him and met his searing gaze. She liked what she saw. "Took a little longer than I would have liked, but what you lack in timeliness you make up for in enthusiasm. I'll make a man out of you yet, somehow."
The pause was really the calm before the storm. She felt his grip relax and immediately attempted to lean forward, slipping an inch of him out of her before he re-captured her. He had passed the test. Then she felt him rear back his hips, his new grip giving him much more leverage as he pulled almost completely out of her. Then the storm broke.
The room exploded into sounds of primal grunts, Jazmin's moans, and loudest of all, the slaps of human flesh connecting with human flesh as he railed her.
Jazmin was ecstatic. He was being much rougher than usual. She had to spend whatever potion of her will power that wasn't being fucked into oblivion on just staying standing. While she was having the time of her life, her macho man was lost in his head.
Where Allison employed the strategy of gently draining the dam whenever the water rose too high, Jazmin stirred up a storm and broke it. All of his pent up aggression from people in his life questioning his manhood came out in one giant flood. Be a man was the only thought flowing through his head as he fucked her.
Being man means fucking a woman right. Be a man. His hips followed the flow of his mental state, thrusting in and out of her as swift as the coursing river. Be a man. With speed comes power. Flesh met flesh, the claps resounded through the apartment as he plowed her with all the force of the great typhoon raging in his mind. Be a-
"Wai- Wait" HR was momentarily jarred from singular purpose. Hearing his girlfriend asking for a pause broke through to the old him. Had he gone too far? Was she in pain? Was she Ok?



Jazmin just needed a short break but she could tell at how his face softened that she was losing him fast. "My legs are a little sore standing here. Let me just-" The act of her repositioning ultimately forced her to move her ass, causing the shake pavlov effect to kick in. Some part of HR figured she was testing him again. That spark relit the flame in his forest.
She let out an embarrassing squeak as he lifted her up by the waist. Effortlessly, with all the strength of the raging fire within, he spun her around and placed her back on the couch so that she was on her back and feet were off the ground.
Before she could really process what had happened she felt him pry her legs apart. Maybe she hadn't completely lost him yet.
But that doesn't mean they were out of the woods just yet. When HR restarted, he had nowhere near the same power as before. His breathing grew more ragged. She felt the drops of sweat fall on her like rain as he towered above.
That slight break had let his body realize just how tired it was. She could see it in his face, the frustration from not being able to go as hard was starting to overshadow the manliness. He was overthinking and returning back to his old self. She had to think fast. TIme was racing towards them, til the old HR arrived.
"Hey!" She snapped him out of his headspace and his eyes met hers. She could see the man within him slowly dying. The flame was dying out. "Why'd you slow down? We aren't done yet."
Gasping for breath he replied, "I know, I'm sorry. Just a little gassed." A man wouldn't apologize for being tired. A man wouldn't even get tired
"No, you think you're gassed. You don't need to think. Just listen to me. All you need to do is heed my every order." She pulled him down and gave him a passionate kiss, then looked deep into his eyes. "Fuck me." She saw the flame rise slightly. The man might survive.
He started doing better, but the fucking still was not what it once was. The broken dam had released all its contents and was merely trickling now. She had to fill it back up.
HR was caught off guard yet again when she yawned. He was fucking her as hard as he could, and she yawned. The anger returned.
"Is there a problem?"
Jazmin saw she was getting to him and yawned again. "Sorry, I was just getting a bit bored. You almost done? Think I might take a nap after this." She studied his face as he processed her disrespect.
He had considered this a battle between the two of them. He was fighting to prove her wrong. That he was a man. But he fatigued. Fatigue on the battlefield ment death. She was telling him that he was unsuited for the rage of war.
She saw the chance. A slight twitch in his right eyebrow. He was about to snap again, he just needed one final push. "Listen, I get it. You're tired, I'm tired. We should probably just call it here." HR stopped him motions, staring down at her in disbelief.
"Bu-"
"You don't have to play tough with me HR. I'll still be here whether you are a man or not. Not everyone's cut out for it." She saw the slightest physical recoil from her words. It was working.
Once again she saw the flame rise. Close to the old high, but not quite there yet. "I am a man." He sounded angry.
"You're slowing down HR. I barely feel it anymore. If you can't pleasure a woman correctly then you aren't a man. Might as well go back to mom's house. Pack up, go home, you're through." Almost there. She pretended to not notice his hands sliding down her torso, running his thumbs over her abs before resting and resuming their grip on her waist.
"I don't know what I was thinking. How could I make a man out of you?"
The anger that took over HR was of the same caliber of the previous, yet slightly different. The other one was generalized and uncoordinated. He wanted to prove to the world he was a man. This anger was cold and calculating. He stared down at the red head beneath him with cold determination. The world could wait, he was going to show her right here and right now that he was a man.
"One more chance." She noticed his change. He looked calmer, more sure of himself, and somehow less fatigued. As if the anger itself was revitalizing his body. Perfect.
"If I give it to you, you're just gonna waste our time again?"
"No."
She sighed. "Fine."
He adjusted them. He took some pillows and placed them under her lower back, raising her hips towards the sky. Then he began, rougher and more calculated than before. If she wanted pleasure, he'd fucking give her pleasure.
The previous fucking had been rough for the sake of being rough, With a clear head behind it, this one was targeted. Previously he had been fucking her almost parallel to the couch, making it rock with each thrust. Now, with the new angle, he was fucking her into it.
He made sure to move his hips in just the right ways he knew she liked. He gripped her hair, pinched and sucked her nipples. He pinched the spots he knew she was sensitive at and he played with her clit as he tried to put her through the couch. A grin formed as he took a cold satisfaction watching her uncaring facade fade away into a moaning mess.
She had expected the ferocity but she had not been expecting him to be so focused. She had been able to control the volume of her first orgasm but that one hit her unexpectedly. She was pretty sure they'd be getting at least one noise complaint for how loud she screamed. And continued to scream as her partner gave her no reprieve, purposefully pushing her to have another as quickly as possible.
"That's more fucking like it!" Her voice sounded like music to his ears. It was no longer cold and uncaring. No longer condescending. She was breaking apart at the seams because of him.
He was able to bring her to another shrieking finish before he felt the need start to rise up in him. Just because he was being a manly man doesn't mean he couldn't also be a gentleman. He gave her a warning in the form of a question.
"Where do you want it?"
Recognizing the signs she immediately wrapped her legs around his waist and locked them tight as the ankles. She dragged him into another, less coordinated kiss. She whispered, "A real mean cums hard and deep inside his woman's cunt. You're a man aren't you?" Her smile had returned. One last challenge he was more than happy to complete.
His final few thrusts were uncoordinated, focused solely on his own pleasure. She felt his dick twitching inside of him and decided to give some final encouragement.
She grabbed his face and made him stay that way as his orgasm began. "Be a man."
That sent him over the edge. He felt this thick cum quickly rushing through and out his dick, as copious and swift as a coursing river.
She shivered as she felt him start to spill his warmth inside her. "Be a man."
He groaned as he hilted himself one last time with all the force of that great typhoon, his pleasure amplified by her passionate stare.
"Be a man"
The passion gave way to one last puff of flame from within. He locked his lips with hers and rode out the rest of the orgasm feeling her quiver against him. Though some part of him knew she was on birth control, his inner man used the last of its power to hold her down with the strength of the raging fire, keeping her still as she was thoroughly bred. They stayed like that for another moment or two as he finished emptying himself into her.
She felt HR go limp on top of her, finally having used up all of his reserves. She didn't know he had it in him and she doubted he knew either. She wondered where all that energy came from. Most of it had to have been pent up feelings, but the ending seemed different. He was in full control of his actions. Maybe every guy had that hidden man somewhere inside of them?
Whatever the case, he was spent. His burst of energy disappeared as quickly as it appeared. It came from a place that one normally does not have access to. A mysterious place, like the dark side of the moon.
She basked in their shared afterglow for a few minutes. She liked feeling his weight and heat on top of her, his chest heaving as he fought to recover from the exertion of fucking her right and proper. That was the hardest he had ever fucked her, and she was trying to figure out how to make this a more common occurrence, though without the need for the pre-fuck depression.
Eventually though, the feeling of being wet and sticky turned from arousing to gross as it eventually does when the passion simmers down. She rolled him off of her onto his back while she got up and stretched. She would definitely be sore later. She noted how much it felt like he pumped in her as she still felt full. She also noted that it must have been very thick as none of the cum leaked out when she stood. She gathered her clothes and began walking back to the bathroom to take another, much needed shower before her hand was grabbed. She looked down and saw her exhausted lover looking up at her, back to his normal self.
"Hey, I just wanted to say that-that I was in a bad place and... " He paused, not quite being able to articulate exactly what happened. "I just wanted to say thanks." He gave her hand an appreciative squeeze.
"Don't mention it." She squeezed back then let go, wishing to get herself clean as quickly as possible. "Let me know whenever you need to 'man up' again." She continued walking.
She heard him call out from behind her. "I love you, Jazmin."
She turned back and offered him one of her patented smiles and poses that graced the cover of many fashion magazines. Though on those she was wearing clothes. "Of course you do."
Reaching the bathroom door, Jazmin damn near jumped out of her skin when the door opened on its own and Allison walked out, almost bumping into her.
"Oh, are you two done?" Shocked, Jazmin tried to cover herself up, but it's kind of hard to do that with a shirt and panties that didn't cover much to begin with. Allison just laughed. "It's nothin' I haven't seen before." She reached around and gave Jazmin's but a pinch before the woman slapped her hand away.
"When did you even get home?" She would have had to walk by the couch to get this far into the apartment. She didn't even hear the door open.
Allison put a finger to her chin. "Right around the time he got gassed. I watched for a bit then left you two alone." Jazmin sunk even further into embarrassment. Then Allison got a little serious and put her hand on Jazmin's arm, looking her in the eyes. "Thanks for taking care of him while I was gone."
Jazmin shrugged the hand off indignantly. She hadn't forgotten how he wanted to wait for her. "What was I supposed to do, let him sulk all day? I'm his girlfriend too." Allison noticed the slight venom in that statement.
"No one is saying you aren't. We're all in this together. Thank you all the same." She leaned in and gave Jazmin a hug, ignoring the sweat and other juices covering her body and giving her a kiss on the cheek.
"Whatever." She stood there and waited for the hug to end but it didn't. She felt Allison's hands go from her back down to her ass. "Hey!"
Allison only pulled her closer and whispered into her ear. "I would be lying if I said hearing you two go at it didn't drive me crazy. How about I join you in the shower and prove my thankfulness to you?"
Jazmin scoffed. "Us fucking had nothing to do with it. You're always horny."
Allison continued to knead her ass. "It's you two's fault for being so fuckable."
A small part of Jazmin wanted to agree but she wasn't kidding about being tired from her long shoot. Coupled with her still recovering from her two mind blowing orgasms and the feeling of soreness starting to settle in she was forced to decline. Plus HR was there. She couldn't do that with her with him in the apartment.
She pried herself from the dark elf's clutches and looked into the pouting face, seeing the lascivious gaze hidden behind the pout. "I'm good." She knew Allison wasn't likely to take that for an answer, especially with their whole situation, so she needed to divert her attention. "HR only came once though. I'm sure if you bother him enough he's got at least one or two more in him."
She watched as the drow's eyes shifted towards the back of the couch they knew him to be resting on. Allison licked her lips. "Don't mind if I do." Before she left though, her hand snaked out and cupped Jazmin's sore pussy, a finger slipping inside to collect some of what HR had given her. Jazmin went to chastise her and stopped as she watched the other woman suck on the finger, tasting their combined juices. "It's thicker than usual." Jazmin just stared at her in disbelief. Does she even have an off switch?
She then watched her walk towards the couch, disrobing as she went. "Ooooooh Hilllbane." Lust dripped from her voice.
Poor bastard. She thought. Welp, better him than me. Jazmin entered the bathroom and took her shower, trying to ignore the noises coming from outside the door.
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Chapter 3: Wrist training
Note: This one's a bit shorter than the others. I work on whatever the flame of passion guides me to and right now it's pointing in a different direction. Eventually it will shift back to this series though. Next one will be more plot heavy and probably a little longer to compensate.
"You... want to see me masturbate?" Being on the receiving end was an interesting feeling.
"It's only fair." Right. It is fair. Reciprocation is a very important part of sex and relationships. Speaking of relationships, what even was this? Was he her mentor? Her lover? She said she had feelings for him, but she was extremely horny at the time. Was that just lust speaking or was there more to i-
He was interrupted by Lai Chan rolling him off of her and effortlessly pulling him to his feet. She guided him over to the bed. Or more accurately dragged him. He was out of his element. He was so used to being the one in control, the one observing that he was unprepared to have the roles switched.
He suddenly felt like he had run 8 miles. His palms were sweaty, his knees weak, his arms were heavy. When he reached the bed, he allowed her to pick him up princess style and lay him down. It would have been embarrassing had he been paying attention to anything outside of his mental space.
Lai Chan settled herself down next to him, facing the opposite so her head was closer to his crotch. The mild panic attack he was suffering had caused his dick to start to soften, which confused her. It had been so hard this whole time, why was it going away now? Was he not having fun?
HR reconnected with the outside world when he felt her poke him. His eyes focused and he raised his head to look down himself, watching the naked girl lay on her stomach and poke his dick. Getting an amazing view of her ass, he started to immediately harden again, and her excited reaction only quickened the process.
"It's back!" she beamed up at him.
"Uh, yeah. Are you sure you want this?" Stage fright was only half the problem here. He never expected her to want to touch him. He felt this would cross the line he had been so close to breaking nearly a minute before. Plus it just felt weird. Sex was one thing but masturbating in front of someone felt... vulnerable.
He didn't have her lack of shame. He didn't have her winning smile. He sure as hell didn't have her body. She could make anything look good. HR thought that the way she had just cum was downright beautiful and he couldn't live up to that. He'd never thought about how he looked jacking off but he knew it wasn't good. No one wanted to see that.
"Yeah. I wanna see it!" The genuine excitement from her was intoxicating. It only took a moment of hesitation for him to make up his mind.
"...Ok." He lifted his hips slightly and shuffled his briefs down and off his legs. He heard her giggle once again when it sprang from the elastic, bouncing to and fro. After he got it off, they laid there for a moment. He watched her as she intensely watched his dick, the way it throbbed with his heartbeat.
When she had had enough observation, he watched as she reached out to touch it directly. Unconsciously he flinched and she recoiled. She looked up to him worried.
"What's wrong? Rule one?" She sounded disappointed. He could tell how much she was looking forward to... this.
"No, no. I just wasn't expecting this to happen. At least not right now. You can go ahead." He remembered her monster strength and added "Gently! Please."
Her smile returned. "Ok." This time he held still as she reached out her hand and wrapped it around the shaft. The warmth of her hand felt amazing.
They spent another moment or two of her experimenting with his dick. HR noted her grip was surprisingly delicate. She squeezed and rubbed different parts. She rubbed and poked the head. A few times when she did something that felt really good it jumped in her hand, causing her to pull back and look at him worried. Each time he gave her a nod to let her know he was alright and let her get back to exploring.
She gave it an experimental stroke, and when her hand reached the bottom she then noticed his balls. She fondled them for a while, rolling them together and individually in her palms. He felt more like an anatomy model than a sexual partner.
He waited patiently for her to finish her inspection. The look of fascination and wonder on her face was too precious to interrupt.
"What's it feel like?" She didn't stop her hand and kept her eye on the prize as she questioned him.
"What do you mean?"
"Like it's just, there. How do you deal with something down here all the time? Sometimes I wear pads and even that gets annoying."
HR shrugged, then realized she didn't actually see the shrug and explained, "I don't know, I was born with it so I'm used to it. I could ask you the same thing, how do you deal with nothing being there?"
"That's true." She cradled his balls. "Do these shrink too? Like the penis bit?"
"Well, they don't shrink per se. Depending on the temperature or how I'm feeling they sorta just go up into my body." At that she finally looked at him, her face practically screamed skepticism.
"I'm serious."
"Do it right now." He wasn't prepared to be called out on the spot.
"I can't. It just happens. I don't control it." She seemed to believe him but was unsatisfied by his answer none the less. She went back to prodding and squeezing his shaft. She tested every inch of him, seeming to expect differences somewhere. Then she just held him for a full minute.
"One hundred twenty beats per minute. Your heart rate is kinda high."
"Well, this isn't your average situation, I think. I'm a little nervous."
"Why? You have a nice body. What's to be nervous about?" She felt him stiffen even more in her hand as the words hit him. He was not ready for that.
"It's not really often I let someone just play with my body." He remembered all of their sparring matches. "Or at least my penis like this."
"Why not? I think it's fun." This sweet summer child.
"It's just not something I normally do."
She went back to playing with his dick, eventually moving her inspection to the head. She poked it. Then she took it between her index and forefinger and gave it a little pinch. She removed her hand immediately when his hips jumped and he released a hiss through his teeth.
"Sorry!" Guilt radiated from the girl.
"It's fine, just be careful especially around that part. It's kinda like the guy equivalent of your clit."
Something seemed to click for her. "Oooooooh." She returned her hand and pinched it again, this time much softer. "Like this?"
HR had to fight back a moan. "Yeah, like that." Then he lost that fight when she gripped the shaft with her hand and started to knead and rub the head with her thumb.
He let out a drawn-out moan and thrusted up into her hand a bit, closing his eyes at the pleasure. Then he heard her give a little giggle.
"Now who's cute?" He opened his eyes and looked down at her. Was this revenge for earlier? He didn't know she was capable of holding grudges. And did she just call him cu- she continued her head rubbing and soft strokes and his brain decided it could save deep contemplation for later.
This went on for another minute. It was heaven in hell for HR. Her hand felt so good, but she wasn't going really fast enough or hard enough to get him anywhere.
He spoke up when she had stopped stroking and began literally playing with it. Pushing it down and watching it spring back up and lightly batting it to watch it swing like a metronome. "So, what do you think?"
She pondered his penis a little, giving it a few more strokes. "I don't know. It's not what I expected but I don't know what I expected. It looks weird. Do all of them look like this?"
That hurt his pride slightly but he looked past it. "No, every one is unique. Just like vaginas."
"How many vaginas have you seen?"
He decided not to lie. But also not tell the whole truth. "A few." If you counted hers, his ex-girlfriend's, and a couple of porn stars.
"I didn't expect it to be so soft. I always thought getting hard would be like, hard."
"Yeah I don't know how to explain that one."
"It's also smaller than I thought it'd be." That one hit him. And the matter of fact tone she had did not help. "It looked a lot bigger in your underwear."
"Everyone is unique. That includes size." Some were more unique than others and it isn't fair but that was a conversation for another day.
The shots at his manhood did not deter his need to cum though. He decided that the time for learning was over. "So. You want me to start now?"
"Start what?" She looked confused.
"Masturbating, isn't that what you wanted?"
"I thought I was gonna do that. Like you did me." There's the innocence he forgot about.
"Wait, no. Lai Chan what I did to you was called 'fingering.' That wasn't masturbation. It's only masturbation when you do it to yourself.'
"Ooooh. Well then how do I 'finger' you?" He panicked when she started looking at his urethra.
"Wait! When it's for a guy it's a hand job or, 'jerking off.' It's different from what I did to you."
Lai Chan was committed to the whole "fair" thing. "Well what do I do? You did me first so I wanna do you first." If a naked demigod of a woman wants to jerk him off, who was he to stop her?
"Well first you're gonna need to get your hand wet. Do you have any lotion or oil or some-" Once again he throbbed hard as he once again watched her reach between her legs and slather her palm in her own juices.
"Done!" He would never understand how she could do such obscene things with that smile on her face.
"Ok. Well that's the hard part down. Now you just gotta do what you were doing before but more and a little harder?" She gave him a confused look, then shifted her gaze back to his dick.
She gave it a solid smack and watched as it bounced back in forth, then looked back at him. "That feels good?"
The slap didn't hurt him, but it sure as hell startled him. Then he realized who he was dealing with and he pretty much walked into that one. "No. No not like that. I meant like before." Another confused look. HR sensed the danger and decided to guide her.
"Ok. First take your hand and wrap it around it. Lightly." She nodded and gingerly gripped it. He could feel her skin and the slickness of her juices but there was no pressure. "Good, but now I want you to slowly start squeezing and I'll tell you when to stop."
"Ok." Her grip slowly tightened around him, when it got around to what he would normally he stopped her.
"Good. Now just go up and down on it like you were before. Try to mix up going faster and slower but when I'm about to cum go fast." He remembered her experiments. "Oh, and sometimes throw in rubbing the head like you did before."
"That's it?" She looked confused again.
"Yeah, that's about it. Why?"
"That's like, two things. When you do me you do a lot of different things. Like touching my hair or my boobs or holding me. Even when you fingered me you did a bunch of different stuff. You don't want any of that?"
"Guys and girls are different," or so he heard. Being held sounded pretty good right about now. "Girls feel it more when all that stuff happens. Not to say that guys don't like it too, but all we really need to get off are those two things. It's pretty simple."
"Get off?"
"Sorry. Get off means to cum."
"Do... do you want me to do those things to you?" He could tell by her tone that it was less of asking him if he wanted them and more of her wanting to do them to him.
"Sure, just do what you think feels right. If anything bothers me I'll use rule one ok?"
"Ok." And with that he shut up and left her to her own desires.
First she tried to hold him but that didn't work out that well since they were reversed on the bed. She settled for pressing up against him as much as she could. Then, while one hand pumped she had the other one explore. At first she caressed his inner thighs and down his legs before switching hands and using the now free one to run along his pelvis and toned abdomen.
HR almost couldn't process how good this felt. He definitely got the appeal as to why girls liked this sort of thing. Doing it yourself, you just focus on your genitals to cum as quickly as possible but when it's done like this, especially with another person, there's a layer of intimacy that enhances the sensations tenfold.
Lai Chan seemed to be having a blast. She alternated between staring intensely at his dick and flashing him smiles everytime he moaned and/or thrusted slightly. She was a quick learner as she alternated her hand speeds, sometimes going fast and other times taking long, slower strokes. She seemed especially pleased with herself whenever she rubbed the head with her thumb and watched him squirm. Then an idea popped into her head.
"You said the head was like the clit, right?" She brought him back down from cloud nine.
"Yeah. Why?"
"Well, rubbing my clit earlier felt really good but sometimes if I did it too hard or long I had to stop because it felt too good. You know what I mean?" The whole time she was talking to him her thumb was rubbing hard circles on the crown of his dick.
He struggled to respond as she proved her point and had him writhing next to her. "Ye- Yeah. I get what you mean."
"I wanna try something!" The juxtaposition of her excited smile and her tortuous hand made it hard to say no. Even if he had a clear head the smile alone would have probably won him over.
"Sure. Just, be careful." At this point his head was clouded enough that as long as it got him to cum he was down for almost anything.
He watched as she shifted a bit, slathering her other hand in her own lubricant. Her other hand stopped stroking and instead gripped his dick just beneath the head. She flashed him one last quick smile before using her newly slick hand to roughly massage the head.
HR's brain temporarily shut down from the feeling. She used her hand in alternating ways in quick succession. At first she cupped the head in her palm, rotating her wrist and hand to rub his flesh mercilessly. He started thrashing on the bed, his body trying in any way to stop whatever it was feeling. In small doses it could have been considered pleasure, but this was overwhelming,
Lai Chan on the other hand was enjoying the power she had over him. The noises he made and his face contorted in... pleasure (?) were among the cutest things she had ever seen. She liked knowing that she was causing him the same feelings that he gave her. Though all his movement made it difficult to continue. So she decided to stop the movement.
Using her training she casually mounted his stomach, catching his arms between her strong thighs. When he continued to thrash she casually stayed on, bucking her own hips with him like a rodeo and leaving a nice couple of smears of her own fluids on his stomach. She smiled while on her wild ride. The cute thing wasn't the only grudge she held.
Despite her lust-addled brain two days ago, she still took offence to the fact that not only had he bucked her off, he had done it so easily. This was the perfect opportunity for a little bit of payback.
Once locked into position she gave him a brief reprise, only a second or two, before going to phase two of her plan. She took her palm and laid it flat against his tip, hand stiff as a board. Then the bucking began again as this time she slid her hand back and forth over it. She loved hearing his screams resume.
Trapped in his agonizing heaven, a deep part of HR's mind recognized a tension building. One that he felt obligated to warn her about. If he could muster the ability to. The clock was ticking down fast.
Lai Chan slowed her hand when the moans started to form words. "L-Lai Chan wait." He sucked in air as she did the exact opposite. "Please."
"Say you're cute and I might." Her usual smile was there, but it had a hint of something else. Something almost... sadistic.
"Wha-what!?"
"Say it!" He considered using rule one but she was having so much fun. And technically he broke rule one when he kept calling her cute. Fair is fair.
"I'm cute! Please, just stop for a second!" Hearing what she wanted along with the desperation in his voice she decided to give him a break. She slowed her hand until it stopped, then slowly she lifted her hand from his now almost inflamed tip.
Her heart dropped. She noticed that in her hand, it throbbed harder than before. It felt more solid than before. The head was red and with every throb it expanded and contracted a little. The most worrying part was that when she removed her palm a string of clear liquid that wasn't hers still connected her hand to the dick. Upon closer inspection the dick appears to be leaking more of this liquid onto the hand that was gripping it. Leaking couldn't be good.
Spinning on his abdomen until she was facing him, she looked down at his face. He was out of breath from all the borderline screaming and was panting to recover. What if she mistook his groans of pain to mean pleasure? Tears welled in her eyes as she leaned down, wrapping her arms around his shoulders.
"I'm sorry! You told me to stop and I didn't. You said to be careful and I went too rough and now I hurt you and -"
HR, having gotten some breath back was confused by her sudden one-eighty. "What are you talking about?"
"You told me to stop and I didn't! And now it's all red and bigger and it's leaking. I think I broke it." Oh, it was just that.
"No Lai Chan you didn't break my penis. Though you sure did try to."
"But it's leaking!"
"That's lubricant. Like when your vagina gets wet, when guys reach a certain point their dicks start letting out some liquid." Lai Chan raised her head from his shoulder to look him in the eyes.
"So I didn't hurt you?"
Remembering the experience he was quick to correct her. "Well I wouldn't say that. Just you didn't break it." Seeing her start to cry again he then corrected himself. "No, what I mean is. It's like what you said, when something feels too good. It felt good, but too good. Just... ask before you do that again."
She looked down at him, still not entirely convinced that he was telling the truth about her hurting him.
"You didn't hurt me Lai Chan. I'm fine. Well, more than fine actually."
"What do you mean?"
"I stopped you because you were-" This was weird to say out loud. "You were about to make me cum. And I wanted to warn you." Also because if he had to go through an orgasm feeling that level of pleasure she might have actually broken his dick.
"Isn't that the point of this?" She had already recovered from her crying fit.
"Yeah but I just wanted to warn you. You said you know where babies come from right?"
"Yeah, when the penis goes in the vagina."
"... that's all you know?"
"That's what happens right?" For the love of every god.
"Well it's good that I stopped you then. That's only half true. To make a baby a man has to cum inside a vagina."
"Why?"
"Well, when a guy cums he shoots out this liquid called semen, or cum. Semen has stuff in it that when it goes inside of a vagina, a woman gets pregnant."
"So guys are like some sorta sea cucumber?"
What in the fu- "Yeah sure. Like that."
The smile returned. "I wanna see!" Quickly, she spun back around and began jerking him off the normal way, very fast, causing him to start to writhe under her again. "Hurry up. Cum!"
Hearing herself, she remembered the password to make people cum. She turned to him over her shoulder and said "cum for me Hilbane," with the biggest, most genuine smile yet before turning back to her task.
If he weren't already cumming, that would have sent him over the edge. He closed his eyes and let out a groan as he followed her command.



He felt himself release a large amount of cum during his orgasm. Even larger than the norm, which was surprising since at the end of yesterday he was basically shooting blanks. The only reaction he got from her was a gasp followed by several giggles, her hand not stopping until he started going soft in it.
He opened his eyes when he felt her climb off of him and say, "How was that?"
"It was amazing. Tha-" He stopped mid-sentence as he got an entire lifetime's worth of spank bank material.
Lai Chan sat next to him with her legs folded and looked at him with glee. What wasn't normal was all the off white, thick cum covering her face and front. One of her eyes was glued shut and yet she still smiled at him, obviously pleased with herself.
HR would have sat there staring forever if she didn't say anything. She gave him a curious look, casually using her finger to wipe him off of her closed eye.
"So, what now?"
HR shot out of bed, suddenly feeling bad for her. His eyes scanned the room. "Do you have any rags or something?"
"Yeah, over there in the corner."
He spotted the rack of towels and went over to get one. As he grabbed one he heard her make a noise of disgust from the bed. Of course she hated it. And she probably hated him now.
He turned back with towel in hand and saw her face set in a grimace. "What's wrong?" He handed her the towel.
As she took it she looked at him and said "It tastes terrible. Thanks."
Did. Did she eat it? And he missed it? HR was caught between being angry he missed her innocent taste test and surprised she was taking all of this so well. Or maybe it hadn't set in yet.
HR sat back down next to her and waited for her to be done cleaning herself. She got most of it off, or at least the visible portion, then handed him the towel back. As he awkwardly just put it on the floor next to the bed she grabbed him and leaned him back.
Then they shared what HR could only describe as a moment. They laid there and she tangled her legs with his. Both of their hands absentmindedly exploring each other's bodies while they looked in at each other. She had her patented smile on but HR was sure that he had a dumb one of his own.
"So, what do we do now?" He was taken aback by her tone. It was full of lust, not like her usual excited voice the last few times they did things like this. She wanted this as much as he did.
"I have a few ideas." She giggled a bit as his hand found one of her full asscheeks and squeezed. He pulled her closer and they made out for a while. He loved how she moaned into the kiss when one of his fingers briefly blushed her clit. He gave her a look that must have screamed the word "cute." as she returned the favor, grinning at his reaction as she cupped his balls.
Their hands become more centralized, his working between her legs to play with her dripping pussy, hers slowly jerking his re-hardening dick. The moment was perfect. This, was perfect.
But one concern came to the forefront of HR's mind at that moment. A nagging concern that refused to be ignored before they went any further. What exactly was this? Everything was perfect. He was here with the girl of his dreams. He liked her and she liked him. Everything should have been perfect. But he had to know.
His feelings for her went beyond this moment. He wanted many more moments. Sexual and non-sexual. He wanted to be with her, in every sense. But given her track record for sexual knowledge he couldn't be sure what she wanted.
He stopped his hands and then stopped hers. She gave him a confused look and he kissed her, this one different from the others. Less passion, more sensual. If this was quite possibly the last time he'd do this, he wanted to do it right.
When the kiss ended, she looked over his face, concern forming on hers.
"What's wrong? Did I do something wrong?"
"No, no. You didn't. You were-are perfect. Everything about you is perfect. I hate to ruin the mood and everything, but I have to make sure Lai Chan." He paused and took a deep breath. Out of all the things they had done together, this was probably the single most nerve wracking moment of it all, but he couldn't back down now.
If you had one shot or opportunity to seize everything you ever wanted in one moment. Would you capture it or just let it slip?
"I like you Lai Chan." His confession brought a smile to her face.
"I like you too." She tried to hug him closer but he resisted. He couldn't get distracted now.
"No, I mean I really like you. I like you a whole lot and I just... I don't know what this is. It's great and it feels good and all of that is fine. But are we just having a bit of fun or is there something more here?" She didn't seem to understand.
"Why can't it be both? I mean, it's fun doing these things with you. I like it a lot. Why can't we keep having fun and still do ... more?"
"No, Lai Chan when I say more I mean-"
"Sex?" HR was so locked into the conversation he missed the glimmer of hope in her eye.
"No. I mean yes. Yes, sex but that's not the 'more' I'm talking about right now. I like you, Lai Chan. Whenever I see you smile, it makes my day. I..." He was at a loss for words. His heart was laid bare before her and he couldn't convey what he wanted to her. And it wasn't her fault, she was new to all of this. He then realized that he had been focusing on how he felt and not enough on her feelings. "Enough about me. How do you feel about the past few days? About what we've been doing?"
"I think that this is really fun! I've never felt anything like this. I always felt so, pent up I guess? But after you fingering me and masturbating I feel so relaxed and happy. I'm grateful that you would take the time to help me. I asked some of my family members about it yesterday, but they just looked at me like I was weird." That can be dealt with later. She was getting off topic.
"And how do you feel about me?"
"Well, like you said, I get happy every time I see you. An-"
"Happy or aroused?"
"Both. I think you're great too. Why are we talking in circles?"
"I just wanted to know where we stand. Lai Chan I-" He was about to say how much he liked her again. "I want to be with you. Not just in doing things like this but doing other things. What would you call our relationship?"
"I don't know. Maybe some sort of trainer? You are helping me learn all this stuff." That hurt. A lot.
"Not like a friend or anything?"
Then she started getting lost in her own head. "I don't think friend is strong enough. I like all my trainers. They spend the time to make me better and I appreciate them and you. But even trainer feels not good enough. I don't know. It's like you're my best friend but that would be rude to Song Shi. Every word I can think of isn't enough."
"So I'm like a better friend?" There was hope yet. Maybe she just didn't know how to phrase her feelings, like him.
"I guess."
"Would you say I would be closer to a... boyfriend?"
He watched as she considered his words. Things seemed to be clicking. "Is that what this is? Are you my boyfriend?"
"That's not something I get to decide Lai Chan. It's something we decide together. But that's what I've been trying to say. I want to be your boyfriend." Moment of truth. "Will you be my girlfriend?"
Zero hesitation. She wrapped her arms around him. "Yes!" After the initial squeeze she pulled back. "Wait but we haven't gone on dates or anything. Are we doing this wrong?" She seemed really concerned and on the verge of panic.
His face hurt; he was smiling so hard. He brushed her hair to calm her. "There's no set order for these things. They sorta just happen. But you have no idea how happy it makes me that you feel the same way."
He pulled her in close and she nuzzled her face into his chest. He felt her start to shiver in his arms. Then she squeezed him harder and squealed into his chest "I have a boyfriend!"
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Chapter 1:
Professor Amirah Akila Mubarak walked the halls of one of the UN's most prestigious private universities, Lawrence's Institute for Young Women, with her face set in her usual scowl. Students and fellow staff alike gave her a wide berth, as they always did. Being the headmistress and top teacher in the university meant she had a reputation to keep and being "approachable" was not on the list of traits she needed.
Though being approached sounded very good right about now to the Professor. Underneath the tight blouse, the pencil skirt and high heels, the tight bun, the glasses, and the scowl was a woman who hadn't gotten laid in a very long time. Her work schedule and persona didn't lend well to flourishing personal relationships. It also didn't lend much time for personal intimacy.
The classes were done for the day and the halls had been full before she emerged from her office to walk the halls. She there was an unconscious stirring in her skirt as she saw her students talking and hanging out with each other. Each one a different flavor, every shade of skin tone, every unique body type, she even had a mental list rating each one from cute to down right sexy. But they were fruits she was forbidden from tasting. First because it would go against the rules as a teacher and the headmistress of the school, and second because even if they did return the sentiment, they were all afraid of her. Like the other staff and most people her age. And from experience, she knew that even if she did find a man or woman that wasn't afraid of her strong personality, they would definitely flee once they got into her pants.
Seeing their biggest fear coming at them, the students quickly vacated the halls, returning to their dorms or any other place that wasn't within her sight to continue their fun. A couple of stragglers scampered out of her way as she headed to her classroom to collect the day's assignments and take them back to her office for another long night of grading. She couldn't help but glance at the backs of their skirts as they fast walked away. The stirring in her loins grew stronger but she kept it down. If she worked hard enough, she might be able to finish in time to relieve herself before her mandated sleep time.
Rounding the now empty hallway corridor, she approached her classroom and stopped when she heard muffled noises coming from the room. At first she thought it was maybe a couple of her students having a conversation. She'd had to chase many a student off the premises for losing track of time and hanging out in classrooms. But never hers. No one would dare.
There's a first time for everything. She placed her hand on the knob, but before entering she heard a new noise. Moaning. It was very uncommon but not unheard of for students to be found fooling around the school. They were healthy young ladies after all. Unfortunately, that conduct was not proper for upper echelon such as they and was usually met with harsh repercussions. Unfortunately for whoever was inside the sexual frustration already had Amirah in a terrible mood, and with the personal disrespect of doing it in the headmistress' own classroom the students were likely looking at immediate expulsion.
With her scowl showing genuine anger, Amirah opened the door and stopped when the scene before her defied her expectations. The school's model student, Lacey Cambell, was sitting at her desk, in the front row of the classroom, masturbating. And that was the third most shocking thing to the teacher.
The second most shocking thing was the fact that she had caught the pale beauty doing anything against the rules at all. Lacey was the daughter of English nobility. As such everything about her was meant to be perfect, even her looks. Her blonde hair, blue eyes and pale skin stood out above the rest of the school, almost eerily crafted like a fine doll. She was always the highest scoring in every class and the standard that every other student, like it or not, was held to. That didn't win her many friends but at the very least the faculty all adored her. She was such a darling that none of them could even imagine her doing something as depraved as saying a bad word, let alone masturbating.
The most shocking thing was that, instead of the usual way one would expect a young lady to get off, this one had the front of her skirt hiked up above her waist and her stockings pulled down to mid-thigh. Out of her crotch stood a penis, around five inches in length and she was stroking it feverishly. She hadn't noticed the headmistress enter as she had her head back and eyes shut tight and she "worked."
This was a surprise to Amirah. As headmistress, she and the nurse alone were privy to the nature of students at the school. It wasn't uncommon for some girls to have some extra equipment along with the norm, but this was news to her. She made it a goal to memorize the name and face of each student in her care, as well as read over all profiles to get an idea on how to handle them should she ever need to but none of Lacey's files mentioned her little friend, not even the medical ones that usually stated it next to gender.
Still shocked Amirah watched her star pupil masturbate for another minute. Something told her she should put an end to it but another voice, a voice that had been ignored for far too long, told her to keep watching. She felt her own length stiffen in her skirt but was too distracted to avert brainpower to keep it down. She watched Lacey jerk off and was filled with three very distinct emotions. The first was the tingle of anxiety, obviously because each second more she watched, she became more complicit and risked her job and reputation. The second was the unbridled lust at seeing another person just as horny as she was, though she would never stoop to public masturbation. And the last was an unexpected one. Disgust.
Lacey's movements were simply... inelegant. Amirah spent all of her time trying to make sure these women would go into the world as refined as possible. Her motions were barbaric to say the least. It was almost as if she had never even seen a cock before, let alone pleased one. The angry teacher within overshadowed the rational one as she closed the door behind her.
At the slam, Lacy was jolted from her own pleasure and was shocked to see the headmistress herself standing in front of the door. Amirah glared at Lacey while the girl in question had frozen like a deer in headlights. The click of her locking the door echoed through the room, followed by the sound of her heels on tile as she approached her own desk.
Reaching it, she sat on the edge and crossed one leg over the other, like a lady should. All the while she glared at the younger woman who still had her dick in her hand.
"What did you think you were doing?" Her tone made the question sound rhetorical, her anger insinuating that she already knew what Lacey had been doing. It would have been obvious to anyone.
She watched as Lacey panicked, letting go of her penis and starting to fix her clothes. "Headmistress I'm so s-"
"Stop!" At the command the girl froze readily. Amirah looked into the eyes full of fear as she said her next words. "I didn't say you could stop or get dressed. I asked you what you were doing."
Amirah waited for an answer while looking at the girl, who had stopped getting dressed and now stood there, her face almost red like a tomato, matching the inflamed looking head of her still ridgid dick that poked out from beneath her skirt.
"I was masturbating. I'm so sorry I -"
"If I wanted an explanation I would have asked for one young lady. Answer the questions you are given." That line, with a sharp look, shut the girl up fast. Then she didn't hide her gaze as she stared directly at the girl's cock, unashamed. She watched Lacey stiffen up in both cock and posture as the gaze but made no attempt to cover herself.
She probably thinks that I would scold her again if she did anything without permission. She always was smart. I would. Amirah cleared her throat and pointed to the desk she stood next to. "Sit." Lacey followed directions immediately, sitting up straight and tall like she was supposed to in class. Her dick followed suit.
"Now. If you were truly masturbating, then finish."
"What?"
Amirah sighed. "If you want, I could just report this and you can get expelled like the normal procedure but that won't get either of us anywhere. So unless you want to be expelled I suggest you backup your claim and finish 'masturbating.'' The emphasis on the last word was full of skepticism.
Lacey wasted no time, already knowing her choice. "... Ok." She took her hand and began slowly jerking off again, but it was obvious that the moment had been lost. She had already started shrinking from fear and was steadily going limp in her hand.
Can't even get it up to perform. Disgraceful. "Look at me." Lacey locked eyes with Amirah. "You are lucky that it was me who found you and not any other staff. If I give you some motivation would you be able to continue?" Lacey quickly nodded.
Amirah sighed and started unbuttoning her blouse in front of the wide eyed student. When she was done, she carefully took it off and folded it, then placed it on the desk next to her. She repeated the same process with her bra and before long sat on her desk, still in proper, ladylike posture, only now with her upper body naked to the world and her heavy chest bared to Lacey.
The girl had stopped trying to masturbate but was once again rock hard as she dumbfoundedly stared at her professor's chest. The large brown orbs with chocolate areolas.
"You may begin." That snapped her out of it.
"Oh, right."
"That's not the proper response." She watched as Lacey mentally kicked herself for making another mistake.
"I mean, yes, Headmistress." Amirah nodded as Lacey went back to stroking herself, at first hesitant and slow but quickly picking back up to her previous speed as she stared at her headmistress' breasts.
The look of disgust stayed plastered on Amirah's face as she watched her student grip her shaft. She watched the foreskin slide back and forth over the head, briefly hiding and then proudly revealing the red tip. The glistening wetness that came from beneath her testicles and coated her thighs and the desk suggested that she also had a pussy, but that wasn't the current problem.
Her hand motions were all wrong. There was no tact, not grace, no thought. It was all base and guttural instinct. The noises she made while doing so were equally atrocious. Less moans and more groans and animalistic pants. Utterly distasteful.
The scene reached its crescendo when the girl spoke.
"Headmistress, may I finish?" At least the girl still has enough sense to ask permission. There may be hope for her yet.
"You may." At those words the girl did one final stroke as her hand slammed to the base, she arched her back and scrunched up her pretty face into a disgusting grimace. She made very unlady-like noises As she unloaded onto the floor between the two in several strong shots. One of which almost reached the headmistress's leg, short by mere centimeters. She can't even finish properly. Have I taught her nothing?
She gave the girl the bare minimum of time to recover from her sub par performance. The second she looked coherent enough to listen, the verdict was given.
"F minus."
She saw the girl stiffen at the grade. Both confused why she was being graded, but even more so surprised that it was so low. Amirah had seen her semester summaries, straight A's.
"What?"
"That was a truly distasteful performance."
She watched the horror fill the girl's features. She had already forgotten the previous several minutes or even the fact that her flaccid cock still hung out in the open, she couldn't get a failing grade.
"What was wrong about it?"
Amirah clicked her tongue and shook her head. "I had higher hopes in you than this Ms. Cambell. You don't even know what you did wrong." She decided to take pity on the girl, who seemed to be breaking down further by the second. "First, nothing about your motions were elegant. Second, the noises you made were atrocious. Third, you handled your cock like some back alley whore and not like a lady of your status should. As someone who, I believed, always strived for excellence, you have truly disappointed me, Miss Cambell."
The girl looked to be on the verge of tears. "I don't - mean. I don't know how to be very ladylike when I have one of these swinging between my legs." She grabbed her cock as if to show it to the headmistress for the first time.
Amirah simply shook her head again, further disappointed "And now you make excuses. Is this really who you are Ms. Cambell?" As she spoke, she uncrossed her legs, allowing the very visible tent that was in her skirt to be seen by the student. Her eyes locked onto it instantly as she continued. "I know firsthand that it is possible to be ladylike with that appendage. No matter what is between your legs, you are a lady. You have been a student here for four years now Ms. Cambell, how do you think it makes me feel to see the one I thought I taught the best show me such a base act?"
"I'm sorry, Headmistress." Lacey hung her head in shame.
"If I wanted an apology I would have asked for one. What I do want however is for you to not only do better, but be better. Anything you do is not only a reflection of your house but also a reflection on me." Amirah figured making a student jerk off to completion was sufficient evidence of this being a situation of mutually assured destruction if this information ever got out. "I will not be alerting the administration of your poor performance. Thank whatever higher power you believe in that you caught me in such a charitable mood. Now, you are dismissed." Amirah started to reach over to grab her shirt and bra again before she heard her student call out, voice nervous and shaky.
"Headmistress. I know you said I was dismissed... but I can't get a failing grade. I don't want to disappoint you or my family or anyone." By the end of it she sounded frantic.
"Of course you don't. No one does. Why are you telling me?"
"I may be overstepping my boundaries and I know that you are a very busy woman but could you... teach me how to be more ladylike? In this regard I mean."
Both her heart and penis throbbed at the suggestion. Having grown up in Egypt, Amirah had grown accustomed to the brown beauties of the world. As such she found those of a fairer complexion to be exotic, and Lacey Cambell stood above the rest in her mind. The throbbing within her skirt refused to be ignored any longer. Maybe I can kill two birds with one stone.
She pondered the offer for a second. "I may consider it. But are you sure you want to do this? I will expect nothing but the best from you." The girl before her nodded. "You will follow everything I say, without question. And you will not tell another soul about this, are we clear?" Again the girl nodded. "Good. Now stand before me."
Quickly, Lacey moved to stand in front of her mentor, making sure not to step in her own mess.
"Good. At least your other manners are still presentable. Kneel." The girl looked at the ground covered in her own cum and then raised a questioning glance to Amirah. She immediately dropped to her knees, with her back up straight when she saw the glare that the woman was giving her. She tried to ignore the feeling of her own spunk seeping into the fabric of her stockings.
"Too slow, but it will do for now." She looked down at the girl as she stood from her seated position on the desk. Then she watched the girl go wide eyed as she casually lifted up her own skirt to her waist and pulled her own panties to the side, revealing her tan and thick eight inch length to the girl. It was just inches from her face.
She waited for the girl to get accustomed to it and when their gazes met she simply stated her next command. "Pleasure me."
Lacey's face became confused and once again embarrassed, sitting face to face with a length longer and thicker than her own. She opened her mouth to say something, but Amirah beat her to the punch.
"I sure hope you aren't about to question me young lady?" The stern voice caused her to shut her mouth, yet her eyes still asked. "If you must know, you obviously failed at doing a satisfactory job on yourself. The only way to get better at something is to practice, but if you do it to yourself as you are now, you would simply fall back into bad habits. Thus, you will pleasure me and follow my every command. This way you can learn without distraction. Eventually this will become second nature and you will be able to repeat it on yourself and others without fail. Now, pleasure me. And make sure to take in both my words and body language. Every sound I make, every twitch and flex. You must witness elegance first to truly understand it."
The girl just took in the entire speech, her eagerness to please overwhelming any thought of how wrong this situation was. "Yes, Headmistress." she reached up and let a tentative hand grasp the length, feeling a warmth other than her own for the first time.
"Stop. You made the first mistake. The first rule to pleasuring anyone, penis or vagina, is to make sure they, or yourself, are properly lubricated." She removed Lacey's hand from her cock and walked around her desk. She opened a drawer and pulled out a bottle of cocoa butter body oil and returned to her position before the girl, handing her the bottle.
"Lubricant works best, but when not on hand the next best thing is body oil. Now, apply it."
The girl nodded, taking the bottle and looking back to the daunting task at hand. She applied a glob of the oil to her left hand and quickly gripped the shaft. She used long, slow strokes to spread the oil around, trying to make sure she got every inch of the monster in her face.
Amirah grew impatient. She made a disapproving noise. "We don't have all day, Ms. Campbell. Both hands please."
Quickly she added her other hand to the mix, spreading the oil around much quicker.
"And make sure to get the head too, especially the part under it." She let out a low moan as her body finally caught up with the sight below her.
She had fancied Lacey since the second she laid eyes on her. She was a perfect little doll, waiting to be defiled, but the barrier of teacher and student prevented her from doing so. As she watched the previously scared, now mesmerized (by her dick) girl, stroking her brown cock, making sure to moisturize the head with one hand and gently rub the oil into her frenulum with the other thumb, she couldn't help but feel some form of triumph.
She caught her moan midway. This is supposed to be a teaching moment. Not some act of pleasure. Or so she told herself.
"Did you hear that dear? That was a moan. When a lady feels pleasure, she lets out only the most pleasing of noises to further their partner's own pleasure. Not the animalistic noises that you were letting out earlier."
She locked eyes with the girl as she looked up from her kneeling position, her hand still absentmindedly massaging the head "Can I... can I hear another one to make sure?" Always eager to please, this one. This could be more fun than I thought.
"That has to be earned young lady. Did you forget that this is a lesson in pleasuring cocks? A lady does not fake her pleasure, as it will only lead to poor partners for future ladies. You will hear me moan if you pleasure me sufficiently." The girl nodded and turned her attention back to the dick at hand.
Amirah thought she looked adorable down there. Her cute dick was stiff again. On her knees before the headmistress, serving her cock. Where she belongs.



She studied Lacey with a grin. The girl's current face was one she knew all too well. The studious face of concentration she had when taking an exam. She used one of her oily hands to move her blonde hair behind her ear, and action that caused Amirah to throb all the harder. That cute little face, those plump lips, the big blue eyes. Her creamy smooth skin. This was quite possibly one of the worst hand jobs ever given, but the fact that it was her doing it made up for it and then some. Amirah decided that this had to continue beyond today.
She's trying so hard. Too bad effort is only half the battle. The other half is... practice. Lots and lots of practice.
Lacey had gone back to her default, after making sure the lube was applied everywhere she took the thick cock in both hands and began rubbing it back and forth as fast as she could. Distasteful.
"Stop." The hands froze but did not remove themselves from the brown pillar. "Now I want you to think about what you did wrong." That's right. Look up at me past my cock.
Her scowl returned as the girl racked her brain for what she did wrong. "I... was doing the way I did myself."
"Exactly. And what grade did that afford you last time?"
Lacey mumbled something. Amirah knew what she said but this would not stand.
"Miss Cambell. When I ask you a question I expect an answer. An audible and intelligent answer." The girl jumped at her tone. Judging by her demeanor one would think she's never been reprimanded in her life. Amirah mentally went through her transcripts and record. Maybe she hasn't.
"A F minus."
"Exactly. And what would you have gotten if I allowed you to continue to go on like that?"
"An... F minus." She looked up at Amirah, her eyes pleading for forgiveness. She couldn't help herself. She took a step forward, closing the distance enough so that her length now casted a shadow over her student's features.
"Now. Pleasure me correctly."
Lacey looked up at the dick now covering her face and gulped. She slid backwards in her own cum, smearing it on the floor even more, then replaced her grip on the dick. Then she paused.
"I don't know how" She looked down at the ground at her confession.
"When you speak to someone you make eye contact, Miss Cambell. I taught you that day one." She could have sworn her cock got bigger seeing her eyes again. This was her favorite view of all time. "Good. Now, what do we do if we don't know how to do something?"
"We ask for help."
"Now, do you have something to ask me?" Lacey lowered her eyes back to the cock in front of her, seemingly forgetting her time and place.
"How do I jerk you off?" Her voice was distant, distracted, before she realized what she said and slapped a hand over her mouth, looking up with scared eyes. Maybe she wasn't as innocent as she seemed?
"Language young lady. I will look past that slip up this one time, but ladies don't use such vulgar language. But I do appreciate you swallowing your pride and asking. You can pleasure me by following my instructions. First, grip me." Lacey shakingly raised her hand.
"Two hands." She quickly had the other one join the first until both were wrapped around the shaft again.
"Now stroke it. Slowly." Lacey followed directions. Never taking her eyes off of her headmistress's. Amirah suppressed a moan and kept her face straight. She's going to have to work harder than that if she wants to see me unravel.
"Good. Now as you do it, twist your hands. Almost as if you are wringing out a towel." Lacey followed suit, her hands gliding and twisting around the length in slow, languid strokes. "Perfect. You see Miss Cambell, when pleasuring oneself, or another, things must not be fast like that shameful display you performed earlier." More blush came to the girl's cheeks. "To get the most pleasure out of any act, it must be slow, methodical and performed with the utmost skill." She was keeping her face straight, but the dry spell for her had her resisting the urge to cum before they really began.
"Next you want to play with specific parts. You have two hands, one must always be stroking the cock. Use your other to fondle my testicles. Do not grip them, simply lay them in your hand gently and massage them."
The blonde followed her directions to the letter, massaging each testicle individually before doing both at the same time, all while keeping one hand moving on her cock. Amirah could not resist the moan that came out of her mouth. Some part of her was worried that it had been too loud. Any passerby would undoubtedly understand something sexual was happening in the classroom. Though despite it sneaking up on her, she still was able to make it sexy and ladylike. One must be ready at all times, of course.
"Next, use one hand to play with only the head. Give it short, quick strokes, or use a thumb to massage the top or underside." Lacey went to move the hand stroking the cock, the other occupied with the balls.
Amirah let out a loud sigh. "One hand must always be stroking dear." Quick to amend her mistake, she moved the ball hand to replace the other one in stroking. Then she gingerly wrapped the head with her thumb and ring finger. She squeezed the head tightly and began pumping it as if it were its own, mini cock.
For once Amirah was glad that Lacey hadn't been making eye contact with her, or she would have witnessed a crack in the teacher's armor. Her face had broken for a second, the stimulation almost causing her to orgasm prematurely. It took everything in her not to let out another moan. I can't wait to cum all over that pretty little face.
Just when she recovered Lacey switched up her style, first running her thumb roughly over the crown before switching position to rub the underside.
This set the professor off. Feeling the familiar rush of her balls tightening she quickly grabbed the girl's head to position her cock directly in front of it. Startled, Lacey stopped her movements. "Never stop your hands, Miss Cambell." Her motions continued. She could feel the semen rising up through her dick. "Look at my face, I'm going to show you how a real lady orgasms."
Looking into those curious, blue eyes Amirah had one of the strongest orgasms she could remember. Because of the slow pace of the hands, her first spurt did not shoot out with tremendous force but it was enough to still land it square on Lacey's face. And what she lacked in power she made up in sheer volume and thickness. Panicked, Lacey once again stopped her hand, but Amirah was having none of that. She quickly grabbed the girl's wrist and moved it back and forth, using the hand like a sleeve to extend her orgasm.
All throughout, even with globs of cum slowly slipping down her face only to be replaced by more, they made eye contact. Amirah, despite the monumental orgasm, managed to keep her face straight, the only signs of her ascension being the drawn-out sigh she let out and the stars dancing in her eyes.
When she had finally finished delivering her payload, she let go of the wrist, the hand falling to the girl's side as Amirah admired her work. Seeing her cum contrasted against the perfect, pale skin all she could think was beautiful. If that orgasm hadn't taken everything out of her she would have been hard again and ready for round two. She did however feel it twitch when she noticed that the cum had started dripping off of her face, some of it landing on the girl's own erection. Almost looks good enough to eat. She was interrupted by her student asking the important questions.
"What grade was that?" The eyes looked up at her hopeful for improvement. She didn't even bother to wipe any of the cum off of her face first.
Amirah thought, for a second. If I give her a lower grade, that'll motivate her. "A D minus. An improvement, but not a major one. If you noticed, I didn't do a lot of moaning, and you stopped your hand during the orgasm. Don't stop your hand until you or your partner is completely spent, otherwise you are missing out on added pleasure during the most important part." Finished with her scolding she turned towards her desk, looking for tissues to clean the girl up with. Then she heard the sobs.
Turning around she was surprised to see that now tears were running down the girl's face along with the cum. "I'm sorry! You told me to do better and I didn't. Please don't be mad."
The scene before her melted Amirah's heart. Sure she had a reputation to keep as a mean, badass headmistress, but she wasn't heartless. She remembered Lacey's file as well as the ways she seems to idolize her whenever they interacted, and she put the pieces together.
Lacey Cambell came from the noble house Cambell in English society. She had been raised mostly by nannies until the age of seven before quickly being shipped off to a boarding school. Then, each level of education was another boarding school until eventually she graduated secondary school and ended up at Amirah's own tertiary university. She only gets to see her real family every other holiday. It was a lonely existence. Being hundreds of miles away from the nearest real family. As such Lacey had started idolizing her professors, substituting them for her paternal and maternal figures. It's why she is always so eager to please, she wants the approval of an authority figure that she never got from her own parents. And after years of being the best she could be, her current maternal figure had not only given her the worst two grades she had ever received, she embarrassed herself in front of her, and got scolded for the first time ever.
I was too hard on her. What she needs right now is encouragement, not reprimands. Amirah shocked the girl when she knelt down on the ground with her, staining her own stockings with their now mixed loads on the floor. She took one hand and cupped Lacey's cheek, raising the girls head until they were making eye contact again. She used her thumb to wipe away some cum that was dangerously close to her eye.
Her voice was the softest that Lacey had ever heard it, and her tone was sympathetic and understanding. "I know you tried your best, but it was your first time. No one is good from the start. If they were, I wouldn't have a job in the first place. It's your job to learn and my job to teach you. Don't feel too down about it. I have the utmost confidence that as the top of the school, you will quickly outdo my expectations." Then she surprised herself when she leaned in and kissed the girl on the forehead, ignoring tasting herself in favor of the kind gesture.
Lacey was too stunned to respond, but at least she had stopped crying. Amirah stood up and surveyed the damage done to her stockings. They were unsalvageable so she decided to take them off. She grabbed her clothes and redressed her upper half and returned her skirt to its proper position. Afterwards she handed the stunned Lacey three items: a container of wipes, a paper towel roll, and a slip of paper with a number on it. Then she returned to her desk and started gathering the papers she still had to grade.
"Now. I expect this room to be spotless when I come back tomorrow Miss Cambell. And I expect you to still have done all your normal homework as well and the new daily assignment I'm assigning for our next lesson."
That snapped Lacey out of it. "Next lesson?"
"Of course, I told you it was my job to teach you didn't I? I can't let you go around with such a p-" She had been about to say 'poor performance' but remembered the fragile mental state of the girl still kneeling in a pile of cum. "I mean you don't want to keep that D minus forever do you?"
"No!" she was quick to respond. Anything to please her surrogate parents.
"There's that drive that I like." She surprised Lacey again by flashing a quick smile before reverting back to her stern face. "Now as I said, this room better not have an ounce of semen still in it by the morning. And as for your new daily assignment," she pointed at the slip of paper she had handed her. "That is my personal cell. I assume I don't have to tell you not to leak it to anyone?" The girl frantically shook her head. "Good. Your assignment is simple. You will masturbate at least once a night and send a recording to me. I will judge it and grade it accordingly. If you are who I know you to be, I expect rapid improvement. And, I expect to see you here everyday after classes are done for more lessons." She reached the door and opened it before turning back to the kneeling girl. "Have a good night Miss Cambell."
"You too, Headmistress."
And with that Amirah shut the door behind her and walked off to her office. She was good at compartmentalizing things in her head. All of her feelings had stayed in that room with Lacey and would only come back the next evening when they met up again and briefly when she pleasured herself to the videos of her favorite student masturbating. But for now, she had a whole stack of papers to grade and had wasted 45 minutes on the first of many private lessons.
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2 weeks after chapter 1. There have been daily meetings and assignments.
Lacey Cambell smiled up at her Headmistress as she brought her to another orgasm with her hands. The smile only grew larger as she felt the large load splash onto her features. It felt thicker and more copious than when she started weeks ago, a sign that she was improving according to Headmistress Murbarak. She remembered to keep her mands moving as she listened to her teacher let out beautiful noises as she covered her.
Her heart swelled. She was sure to get the best grade now. At the beginning she was lucky to get a single moan out of her, even when she was cumming. But now she had Headmistress making sweet noises and thrusting her hips from the second she started each time. She always was a quick learner.
This was Lacey's second favorite moment of their sessions. The warm semen on her face and the look in Headmistress' eyes as she orgasmed were second only to one thing.
When the deluge stopped, and Headmistress regained her composure, she reached down, like she always did, and touched Lacey's head with a hand. Sometimes she brushed a cum stained strand out of her face, sometimes she cupped her cheek and wiped up some of her own cum with her thumb, and others it was a simple hand upon her head. But it was always this moment that made her heart skip a beat. When Headmistress would touch her head, look her in the eyes and go-
"Thank you, Miss Cambell." It was a genuine moment. She really felt like she broke past the teacher student line and had a genuine connection to one of her role models. And if that takes taking loads on her face from the woman she idolized to do it, then that's what she'd do.
Her smile grew sly. "My pleasure, Headmistress." And then she got a little brave. "Or should I say, yours." Lacey froze when Headmistress looked down at her with an eyebrow raised. Did I cross a line? I know ladies are supposed to have a sense of humor but maybe not about something so crass. Please don't be mad at me. Her anxiety left her when the look of confusion turned into a smile and a soft chuckle.
"You would be right, Miss Cambell. Let's just say it's our pleasure, shall we?"
Lacey let out a giggle of her own, while she sat on her heels with her hands neatly folded on her knees and her back straight. This was her third favorite part of their encounters. Headmistress would always kneel down with her on the stained floor, (they had both learned to take their stockings off before their lessons) and wipe down her face. Lacey imagined this is what it must feel like to have a mother clean your face after a day of playing in the dirt.
She waited until Headmistress had finished before she asked her usual question. "How did I do?"
"A." Lacey waited for the 'plus' that never came.
"Just an A?"
"Are you questioning me young lady?" Panic.
"No! I just wanted criticism so I could do better."
Headmistress sighed and looked Lacey in the eye. "Honestly, I don't know. It's just a feeling. You are doing so well. I want you to know how proud I am of you." She placed a hand on Lacey's arm in an affectionate manner. Lacey resisted leaning into the soft touch. "In such a short time you've become such a refined, wonderful little sl- young lady. The videos you send me are stellar. There's just something missing, but you're right there. It's a 95%. I believe you'll get there eventually."
That's just a long winded way to say I'm a failure. Lacey lost her smile and gained a frown. She had failed her mentor. She looked towards her fiddling hands. Headmistress is kind enough to spend her time with me and me alone. She shows me sides of her that she doesn't show anyone else. And this is how I repay her.
Her sulking was interrupted by a soft hand cupping her chin and lifting her face. She was met with the caring eyes of her Headmistress.
"Hey. Don't be so down. I told you, I am so proud of you." She was surprised when Headmistress gave her a tight hug. Her nose tickled as the hug caused Headmistress' hair to graze it. Oh, right, No one gets to see this either. Her hair was always in the tight bun during the day, but recently she had begun letting it down during their sessions. She only gets comfortable around me.
Lacey was distracted from her inner monologue as she realized that the hug had continued for longer than five seconds, making it the longest one she'd ever received. She would know. She's counted. Even the maids that raised her in her childhood made sure to keep a healthy professional relationship. They made it clear they were master and servant instead of friends. And even with her 'friends,' or at least people she acts friendly with, it's usually a quick squeeze.
Speaking of squeezing, the hug had now surpassed 15 seconds. And Headmistress was still squeezing her tightly. This was a level of affection she wasn't equipped to handle. She started to cry.
"Oh. I'm sorry." She quickly ended the hug but still gripped the girl's shoulders. Headmistress seemed to be flustered by the tears. Another sight only for me. "Was that the wrong thing to do?"
Between her sobs she whipped her face. Despite the tears, she had a big smile. "No! I'm sorry, it's just. I'm so happy. Thank you, for that."
She sat there and cried her tears of joy while Headmistress gave her tissues. She's too good to me. When she had calmed down, Headmistress spoke to her once more.
"If you want... we can move onto the next course of the lessons."
"Next course?"
"Yes. You didn't think the only thing to pleasing your partner was using your hands, did you?" Lacey shook her head. "Now. Because you've been so good, we will be adding another lesson on top of the advanced one. Think you can handle it? You can always stop now and we can pick it up another time." And disappoint you more? I would rather die.
"I can handle it."
"Ok. As a reward for your improvement, we will be doing your course first." And as quickly as she melted, Headmistress returned to her proper and professional demeanor.
She extended a hand and helped Lacey to her feet, then walked behind her desk and sat in her chair. Then patted her lap.
"Please take a seat Miss Cambell." Lacey's eyes were locked onto the hard cock standing at attention in the woman's lap.
"Do you want me t-"
"Is that a question, Miss Cambell?"
"I apologize Headmistress but it's a clarifying question."
"I don't see what's so difficult about the command, but continue."
"Do. so you want me to sit on your lap or...." her voice got small. "Your- your penis?" Despite her blush and hesitation, she felt herself get extremely wet at the thought. Please say penis.
Headmistress looked down and noticed the confusion. "Oh no! I meant for you to simply sit on my lap." Lacey's heart fell.
"Oh, ok." She walked over and turned around. Awkwardly she sat on her teachers lap, or really her legs as she didn't make it past mid thigh, back straight and tense.
"Miss Cambell, this is the only time and place I will permit this. Relax. Lean into me."
"...Ok." Lacey scooted back a bit, into the lap, her heart rate quickening when she felt the undeniable shape of a cock slide between her buttcheeks and touch her lower back. Then she leaned backwards and pressed herself up against Headmistress' front. She felt the large breasts of her mentor press into her back through her blazer.
"I said to relax Miss Cambell."
"I'm sorry. I'm trying but-"
"No matter. I'm sure you'll relax eventually."
Lacey was not prepared for her new lesson. She let out a squeak as she felt the strong arms of her mentor wrap themselves around her midsection. One hand lightly caressed her stomach as another fondled a breast through her blouse. She tried to stop the noises she made from the new sensations.
"Headmistress?"
"Not another word Miss Cambell. This is your reward for such great progress as well as one of your next courses. You may have mastered the art of self pleasure, but you are still new to receiving pleasure. Starting from now I will be treating you as you have been treating me." She really is too good for me. Lacey let out a very unladylike groan as she felt a hand slide under her plaid skirt and wrap around her hard dick.
"Not refined at all Miss Cambell"
"I'm so-" Another gasp as the hand gripping her squeezed harder.
"I said no talking."
She felt the hand leave her length and she watched as it went back up to to fondle her other breast through her shirt.
"Nonverbal responses only. May I remove both your blouse and bra?" Lacey grit her teeth and nodded.
She felt cooler air as one by one the buttons were undone, exposing more of herself to both the air and her idol. Then she effortlessly removed her bra. When her hard nipples reached the air, she suddenly felt a wave of shame. I can't be as ladylike as her. She's so beautiful. She has such wide hips, and wonderful breasts. I look like a child compared to her.
Her lamenting was interrupted by the gentle yet strong hands of her mentor prying her arms open. She had crossed them over her chest in embarrassment.
"None of that young lady. You are beautiful the way you are." Can she read my mind? "No, I can't read your mind. I'm remembering. I was your age once too." Headmistress cupped one of her small yet supple breasts and gave it a squeeze, causing another moan to slip past, albeit this one more ladylike than the last.
"You are perfect. So what if you aren't as big as me or don't have the same cup size as me? You are not me. You are Lacey Cambell, and you are a woman in your own right, not anyone else's." While she spoke she continued to grope the breasts. "One upside of smaller breasts is that they are more sensitive."
Lacey couldn't handle it. To be rewarded by Headmistress, touched by Headmistress, complimented by Headmistress, and reassured by Headmistress caused her to fall into another fit of tears of joy within the arms of her mentor. She's nicer to me than my own mother.
Without missing a beat, Headmistress reached over and grabbed tissues, taking it upon herself to wipe up the tears streaming down Lacey's face. "Miss Cambell, need I remind you that you are a grown woman? Do I have to implement a no crying policy for future meetings?"
Between the tears and sobs, "No, I'm sorry. I'll do better."
"You don't need to do better Miss Cambell. You are fine as you are." That only redoubled the tears.
Distracted by her emotions, Lacey was caught off guard when she felt a cold sensation beneath her skirt. Headmistress had oiled up her hand and started applying it to her penis. Her body had to choose between sensations and it aptly chose to focus on the pleasure and stop the tears. She was then startled when she felt a warm feeling against her testicles. Headmistress had shifted so that her own shaft was now in the front, rising up from between both of their legs and brushing up against her own. Headmistress noticed her staring down at both of their dicks, Lacey's being slightly thinner and shorter than the thick, brown shaft.
"Don't even think about getting jealous again, young lady. As I said before, you are good the way you are. That includes penis size." To punctuate her point she extended her grip for a moment, wrapping her hand around both of their dicks and pressing them up against each other.
She's so warm. She felt the leaking from her pussy escalate, almost certainly staining the chair they sat on as it ran down both of their thighs.
"Now. Are you finished? Can we continue with the lesson?"
"Yes Headmistress."
"No talking, remember?" Lacey nodded. "Now, sit back and try to enjoy it. Remember, when receiving pleasure, you must be totally relaxed. Don't hold back, don't hide how you feel. If you need to make a noise, let it out. Let your partner know how good they are making you feel. Genuine noises are the most ladylike. When one tries too hard or tries to hold back is when you get those base and barbaric grunts."
And with that the "lesson" began. Lacey tried to relax as much as she could but was quickly overwhelmed by her feelings. She was already reeling so much from the sheer emotional aspect of this lesson that she barely made it five strokes.
When she realized what was happening she wanted to warn Headmistress somehow. But without speech all she could do was moan loudly as she covered her own torso and Headmistress' hands in her cum. It felt as if all of the feelings welled up in her heart traveled down her body and out through her cock. The already incredible feeling of an orgasm amplified by a feeling wholly new to her. The feeling of love and being loved.
As she came she vaguely noticed that along with the feeling, the volume of her own cum was greater. As if her body wanted to return the love she was given and the only way it could think to do that was pump out as much of her cream as possible in appreciation of Headmistress.
When it finally ended she fully relaxed against Headmistress for the first time, waiting for the reprimand or punishment that was sure to come. She also noticed that her cheeks were wet, though no cum had hit her face. During the orgasm she has started crying again.
Instead of scolding, all Headmistress said was, "As I said, you have limited experience being pleasured. It's a different sensation all together." As she wiped off her hands as she continued. "Though I expected you to last a little longer than that." Before Lacey could go into another sadness fit she continued," But at the very least you let out a wonderful noise. Good job."
Headmistress returned her hand to Lacey's limp penis. She gave it a few strokes but it refused to grow again. After jerking off earlier and the mind-blowing orgasm she just had, Lacey was spent. Or so she thought. She felt the hand travel lower, under her testicles, and graze her lower lips.
"Looks like it's time for a quick anatomy lesson. Miss Cambell, do you know what the prostate is?"
Blushing, Lacey nodded. "You can speak for now dear."
"Yes."
"Do you know that men can feel intense pleasure from having it stimulated?"
Remembering her search history, once again Lacey nodded before quickly adding, "Yes, I do."
"Good. Now you probably know that some people refer to it as the 'male G-spot' because of the pleasure it can give men. But did you know that women also have a prostate?" Her hand on her lower lips started to press a finger against her hole and it quickly gained entry.
"No?"
"That's fair. This is fairly recent. Well, akin to calling the prostate the male G-spot, the G-spot can be referred to as the female prostate." Lacey whimpered as the finger began exploring her insides. "The Skene's gland is a little gland on the upper wall of the vagina, where the G-spot is. When stimulated it causes great pleasure, like the prostate, and if stimulated enough it can even secrete a fluid, which results in female ejaculation. For a man, stimulating the prostate can be used to cause erections." Lacey moaned as she felt the finger gently slide against a spot within her, on the upper walls of her pussy that felt really good. "Well, Miss Cambell, for women like us, who have both, these two glands are actually one and the same. Some studies have shown that we even feel a minor to significant amount of extra pleasure compared to people with only one set. We're going to try this lesson again, but first..." Lacey quickly stiffened, her body trying to escape the pleasure but Headmistress's free arm held her fast against her as the finger within started to roughly stimulate the gland against her G-spot.
The results were immediate as her once soft penis soon rose to its full length once more, this time appearing to be harder than the last two times. Headmistress played with the button a little more, just to make sure the erection stayed. By the time she removed her finger, the cock was rock hard and leaking precum in a small stream.
"There we are. The 'no talking' rule is now in effect. Please try to last longer this time." And her hand once again began stroking.
To her credit Lacey did last longer the second time. She still whimpered and sighed at the touch of her Headmistress but she was able to hold on. At least until the hickies began. Lacey let out a startled yelp as she felt the lips touch her collar bone. She squealed when she felt the nip of her teacher's teeth upon her skin. And she came when her teacher began whispering encouragement in her ear. She whispered about how proud she was of her improvement, how much of a beautiful young lady she was, and the final straw was telling her how she wished she had a daughter as diligent and studious as her.
As she covered herself again her only thought was, I wish I had a mother as loving and caring as you.
Headmistress held the limp cock in her hand. "Hmmm. Your stamina definitely needs work. But, you made wonderful noises. I'd give it a C, maybe a C plus. Not bad for your first time Miss Cambell."
Lacey struggled to recover from her second mind-blowing orgasm of the session. "Than-thank you, Headmistress."
"Now. It's time for your other new course. On your feet." Lacey got up on shaky legs and turned to face her mentor. "Now. On your knees." Lacey assumed the position she was in for every hanjdob she had given Headmistress. She sat on her knees with her back perfectly straight and her head held high. Notably, though, Headmistress stayed seated.
She watched with great interest as Headmistress spread her legs, giving more room around her pillar of learning. She reached out a hand and started softly running it through Lacey's hair, and petting her head. Lacey closed her eyes and reveled in the feeling.
"Your manual technique is superb." Lacey just moaned affirmation while the hand continued to pet her. "Now it's time to learn the next step of pleasuring a partner." Lacey opened her eyes when the hand slowly reached behind her head and started guiding it forward until she was less than an inch from the penis of the woman she worshipped. "Oral pleasure. It's not that different from using your hands. In fact in some ways it's easier. This way you can work the head, the shaft and the testicles at once." Lacey's head was moved the little distance there was between them until the head rubbed up against her lips. Then she was moved as Headmistress casually rubbed it against her cheek, spreading its precum on her face.
"Now, I will allow you to go at your own pace the first time. Just to get a baseline for where we are starting. But do remember, no teeth. Understood?"
Lacey's eyes were glued to the length rubbing against her cheek, most of her mind focused on the wetness and warmth there. "Mmmhmm"
"Now. You may begin." Suddenly the hand was gone and she was in control of her own movements again.
Little did Headmistress know, much like the rest of her courses, Lacey was a goody two shoes in these lessons as well. She had "read ahead" so to speak. Or less read ahead and more prepared for this moment because she hoped it would come to pass. Many of the videos she had sent Headmistress were her pleasuring herself to the thought of orally pleasuring Headmistress. And sometimes being used by Headmistress fully. To say she was excited to show the results of her research would be an understatement. I'm definitely getting at least a B+.
She froze for a second when presented with the moment. But only for a second. Her excitement pushed her to motion and the first thing she did surprised both her and Headmistress alike. On instinct she went straight for something that she had wondered about since the first meeting, but never got close enough to experience.



With one hand she took the cock and raised it while simultaneously shoving her nose into her idol's crotch. She pressed her nose right up against her testicles and took a deep whiff. I knew she would smell good. So strong and regal. Her nose filled with the strange mixture of masculine scent of a penis, combined with the natural feminine scent of a woman. She compared it to her own and found it, more pungent, stronger. A secondary, slightly fainter, but equally as strong scent reached her nose. It intrigued her.
She reached with her other hand and raised the testicles to reveal what she believed to be what the gates of heaven must look like. The glistening petals of her goddess. Before she could do anything else, she felt a hand on her own, causing her to push the orbs back down akin to a curtain falling.
"I appreciate the enthusiasm Miss Cambell, but that course is for another time. For now, just stick to what you know."
"Yes Headmistress."
Lacey decided to show off for Headmistress. This was another chance to show her gratitude for all she did for her. She opened her mouth and took one of the testicles into her mouth, sucking on it. Above her she heard Headmistress moan as the hand returned to her scalp and resumed its rubbing, encouraging her to continue.
Her taste buds exploded with different flavors, all of which she assumed what the mythical ambrosia must have tasted like. The first taste was the salty taste of sweat from a day's work at the university. The second she recognized, because of some curious experiments of her own, to be her own taste from earlier when she leaked onto Headmistress' lap. And the third was similar to the second but different, which she deduced must have been Headmistress' own nectar. She moaned around the testicle, wanting to savor the flavor forever, but she had a job to do.
After releasing the first one and quickly repeating the action with the second, she stuck out her tongue and slowly trailed it up the shaft, giving the tip a flick when she finished her lick. She looked up to meet Headmistress' eyes with a mischievous smile on her face. How'd you like that?
She felt the hand quickly grip a part of her hair before releasing it as Headmistress moaned from the action. Then she looked down at her student, eyes alight with both surprise and lust. "Why Miss Cambell. You seem to have more skill than you let on. Have you perhaps taken this course before?"
No one but you deserves my mouth. "No. But I may have read ahead in the syllabus, if that's okay with you, Headmistress." She gave her an innocent look while simultaneously wrapping her mouth around the tip and began sucking.
This time as she moaned she raised her other hand to the head and threw her head back as she let out a noise that was simply divine to Lacey's ears.
"I believe you made the right choice Miss Cambell."
The next few minutes were heaven for both women. Lacey loved hearing the noises that came out of her mentor, they were much more numerous than when she just used her hands. Speaking of her hands, she made sure to use her hands to stroke the parts of the length that she couldn't fit into her mouth and fondle her testicles.
Lacey was trying out every single thing she had seen in the tutorial videos she watched and was pleased with the results. She twisted the hand she was stroking with, she gripped the testicles with a decent amount of force. She even allowed saliva to build up in her mouth to make the noises of her act much more audible and sloppy as she read somewhere that people like that. And as the Headmistress herself taught her, she moaned whoreishly throughout the process, letting her know just how much she enjoyed servicing her mentor's cock. Though up until this point she had mainly used her mouth to stimulate the head. But she wanted to show her full devotion to her Headmistress.
Slowly she started lowering her head further and further down the shaft, until it hit the back of her throat. Then she immediately gagged and started coughing. I guess research can't make up for experience in some areas.
She was prepared to try again until the hands entangled in her hair gripped her golden locks and slowly but firmly pulled her off of the meatstick, much to her displeasure. She looked up and saw her Headmistress looking her over, seemingly checking her for damage.
"Don't do that again."
"But Headmistress I want to-"
"I know, but things like that take time. First work on mastering the basics. Work at your current level. We'll get to that when the time comes. I don't want to see you hurt yourself because you got overzealous." While her cock continued to be soft, Lacey's folds fluttered. The genuine feeling behind the words, the worried look she was being given. Everything she had been missing her whole life was right here in this woman before her.
"Yes Headmistress."
"Now, you were doing a wonderful job Miss Cambell, but we've gone a little over time. I'm sure you have homework to do and I have plenty of grading. You wouldn't mind if I took over for the last bit would you?" I am yours to use as you wish.
"Of course not, Headmistress."
"Good. Tap me three times somewhere if I'm being too rough." You can be as rough as you like.
"Yes Headmistress."
Without relaxing her grip, Headmistress stood from the chair, now staring down at her. She felt powerless before her, yet so safe. Even if something were to bother her, as long as it was in worship to Headmistress, she would bear it with a smile on her face.
Headmistress hissed through her teeth as she reinserted herself into the waiting mouth, which immediately latched onto her and started sucking. Without anything to do except suck and lick, Lacey continued looking up and starting into the woman's eyes as she used her. She only has that look when she's with me. I'm as special to her as she is to me.
Their moment continued for a minute or two longer, Headmistress slowly moving Lacey's head, back and forth along her length, never breaking eye contact. Then came the warning.
"I'm getting close." Lacey understood the warning as a question. A question that had only one answer. She tried her best to push her head further, but was resisted by the hands gripping her hair. But the message was received.
The home stretch swapped the motions. The grip held Lacey's head still while Headmistress gently thrusted her hips back and forth, running her head against the tongue that eagerly licked at every available inch. Lacey felt the power behind the thrusts and more specifically the lack thereof. They always started out with some speed but decelerated very quickly. Headmistress was holding back. That only made her suck harder. Use me. Fuck my mouth however you want. Don't hold it in!
She felt the cock in her mouth twitch in the ways she recognized from her previous manual lessons. Give it to me. Give it all to me.
Headmistress stopped her motions, throwing her head back and letting out the loudest noise yet in all of their sessions. It was a loud yell, surely to be heard by anyone in the hallways would anyone be there, but being how it was both after school and specifically the hallway where students knew Headmistress resided, it was sure to be empty as students steered clear of it.
Lacey let out a moan of her own as the tip in her mouth began to deliver her reward to her. Globs of cum filled her mouth immediately. She didn't have time to savor the first shot before she swallowed to make room for the second. Each shot went down slowly, as the thick fluid clung to and coated her throat. She felt the warmth travel down her esophagus and into her stomach. She kept her tongue moving all throughout, wanting to please Headmistress as much as she could.
When the torrent ended and Headmistress removed herself, Lacey held the last shot in her mouth. She tasted it and it sent shivers down her spine before she swallowed the last of it. Then she opened her mouth wide with an "Ahhhh" to show Headmistress that she had swallowed it all.
The grip on her hair finally relaxed back into the comforting head rubs. Then one hand went down to cup her cheek, the thumb rubbing over her eye brow as in they stared into each other's eyes after the moment they just shared. No, the moment they were still sharing.
"Wonderful job Miss Cambell. A+. And I didn't even have to remind you that young ladies don't spit." Then the facade dropped again, just for a second. This look was the deepest into the true Headmistress Lacey believed she'd ever gotten. The closest she'd been to the real feelings behind the teacher act. The hand on her cheek suddenly conveyed a new feeling. Along with the comfort it felt almost... possessive. As if Headmistress was claiming her. I belong to only you. She tried to convey that though with her eyes. Headmistress then, let slip a line that she had meant to be purely a thought.
"Good girl."
That pushed Lacey over the edge she didn't even know she was at. She squealed as the sudden orgasm over took her. She felt the wetness on her legs as her pussy gushed out juices and felt the sticky sensation against her skirt as her still soft penis began letting a load of its own. This did not go unnoticed by Headmistress but she didn't draw attention to it. She just kept her grip on Lacey's head and stared inter her eyes as she came sans stimulation.
Then, the moment was gone and they were right back to the status quo, Headmistress packed up her things and set her hair back into the tight bun. She prepared to leave while Lacey stayed behind to clean up the room. Before she left she added, "Oh, and Miss Cambell? This will not be the last time you take the oral course. Just because you got an A+ once does not mean you can rest easy. Besides, it's going to take practice if you truly want to take me as deep as you tried to earlier." And with that she was gone.
Lacey spent the rest of her time cleaning continuously having to swallow as her mouth watered from the implications. I can't wait for tomorrow's session. Then she noticed that there was once again a tent in her skirt. Maybe she won't mind if tonight's homework video had a change of scenery, she thought to herself, as she pulled out her phone and lifted the skirt.
Authors note: As usual, whether it s something you liked or feedback, comments are welcome.
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Another two weeks and many swallowed loads later...
Amirah was nearing her peak as she roughly face fucked the girl kneeling before her. The only thing better than the feeling of her cock entering and exiting her tight throat were the moans and wet gurgles that the act produced. Music to her ears.
"Here it comes!" Her warning came a bit too late as while the words were leaving her mouth, the semen was leaving her dick.
This one was strong enough to almost knock her off her feet. The girl below squealed as Amirah went knock kneed, doubling over her head and pushing her nose as far as it would go into her crotch. She quickly regained her footing but kept the girls head in her crotch, forcing her to swallow it all. After the first failed deepthroat, they quickly made sure to destroy Lacey's gag reflex, and after a little over a week of taking it daily, she could throat her cock with ease.
And there they stayed for several seconds as Amirah tried to hold her head even closer, to force every centimeter possible down Lacey's throat and she filled her stomach for the third time that session. They kept eye contact the entire time. Amirah loved it. Look at me you little slut. Look me in the eye while you swallow my children. Those big blue orbs staring up at her own brown eyes always made her cum harder.
As the shots of cum dwindled, Amirah altered her grip on Lacey's head. One hand still gripped her hair and forced her forward, while the other caressed her face. She hissed through her teeth, trying to get every portion of pleasure out of the situation as she whispered, "Good girl."
Almost immediately she felt wet warmth on her leg as Lacey's aquamarine eyes fluttered and she let out a groan of her own. Pavlov would be proud. Ever since the first blow job, Amirah learned immediately that Lacey had a hair trigger. The smallest amount of praise would leave her throbbing so hard it was probably painful. And whenever she was called a 'good girl' she would immediately cum, it didn't matter if her dick had been touched or not.
Amirah basked in the warmth of her student's throat while Lacey came down from her high. And then spent another few seconds in that position, Lacey now aware again and silently staring up at Amirah, while Amirah simply enjoyed the rhythmic convulsions of her throat trying to swallow the foreign object lodged in her airway.
Then the contractions started getting more and more frequent and less rhythmic. Stacey coughed around the brown object lodged in throat and her eyes started watering as she looked up at her. Amirah could see the panic welling up in her eyes, but the spasms felt heavenly.
When Lacey began instinctually pulling away, Amirah calmed her with her hand and her words. "Shhh, shhh I know. I know. I'm almost done, I promise." Lacey stopped her struggling, obviously resisting the urge to pull away and looking up in determination while a few tears went down her face. She's so brave. Just for me.
Then Amirah suddenly and quickly pulled out, freeing the airway. Immediately Lacey started coughing, gasping to fill her deprived lungs with fresh air. Amirah dropped to her knees and hugged her, rubbing her back throughout the fit. "It's Ok. It's Ok Lacey. I'm here. Just breath." Lacey started taking deep breaths as she returned the hug. "That's right. Nice and deep. You are such a g- brave girl." She doesn't need an orgasm while she can't breathe... again. "It felt so nice. Thank you."
They have gotten pretty comfortable with being vulnerable around each other since these sessions began. Hugs were not uncommon. In fact they were fairly regular as Lacey got emotional often during their sessions and they were needed to calm her down. Another sign of the advancement of their relationships was the naming convention. Amirah had been calling Lacey by her first name during their sessions for a while now. But while she would be ok with Lacey doing the same, she instead adamantly refuses, addressing her solely by her title. 'Headmistress.'
While Amirah was happy about the developments, she had to reprimand Lacey a few times for acting too casual outside of the lessons. They now conversed often outside of the classroom and she made sure to always say hi to Amirah whenever they passed in the hallway. No one questioned it as the students considered it her just being a teacher's pet while the faculty were slightly dismayed that they weren't here her favorite. The real problem was the one time Lacey got a one hundred on a hard exam. In her excitement she ran up to and hugged Amirah in front of a good portion of the student body and faculty. The shock of the act caused Amirah to get flustered in the moment, exposing a weakness in her carefully crafted persona. She made sure to reprimand Lacey in a moment to prevent any potential repeats by saying "I appreciate the sentiment Miss Cambell and I do congratulate you on your score. But I am your headmistress, not one of your friends. This is entirely improper conduct." Of course she made sure to properly reward Lacey later by repeatedly calling her a good girl and patting her head while her cock was halfway down the girl's throat.
Needless to say their relationship was getting deeper by the day.
Eventually Lacey did catch her breath, but neither of them could bring themselves to end the embrace. Amirah just held the girl close, feeling her chest rise and fall with each breath, smelling her hair. Her grip got a little tighter as her mind started to wonder, and her penis re-hardened.
This girl was perfect. Prefect and hers. Within this classroom she would do anything for me, and I her. But there was a frustration deep within Amirah. She wanted more. Sure she had an external hard drive back at her home that was being continually filled with jerk off material from Lacey. Sure she had covered her adorable face in many loads, though nowadays she preferred to launch them directly into her pretty little mouth unless Lacey specifically asks for a facial. Lacey had swallowed countless loads of hers in their short time together. It's not enough. It was like having the best smelling and sweetest tasting dish in front of you, and only getting to take a single bite. She wanted the whole meal.
Amirah started to pull away from the hug but Lacey held fast. After applying a little force she was able to separate the two of them and they looked at each other wordlessly. Each taking deep and labored breaths as if their own lust was suffocating them. As they gazed into each other's eyes, Amirah recognized the look on her student's face. It was probably the same one she had on hers. She wants this just as much as I do.
The realization broke through the tension and spurned Amirah into action. She quickly stood and dragged lacey to her feet. She lifted the smaller girl up by the waist and lacey instantly wrapped her legs around Amirah, their lengths smushed together as Lacey held on.
The hold was short lived however as in a few long strides Amirah placed her bottom on the edge of her desk and laid her down. She looked at her student, laying before her, still mostly dressed in her uniform. I always liked the uniforms here. Just the right amount of elegance and still looks good when things get... less elegant.
Lacey knew her part in the situation, spreading her legs and lifting her skirt to give her headmistress access to her goal. Amirah was lining herself up for the kill until she remembered.
Didn't she say she didn't have experience with blowjobs before? Odds are she's a virgin. The thought killed the mood. I can't do this to her.
Lacey felt the mood shift along with the hesitation. "Headmistress? What's wrong?"
"Lacey, you're a virgin I assume."
"Yes. Is-is that a problem?"
"No, no. That's good. A lady's chastity is important." Amirah stepped back from the desk. Lacey sat up, now sitting on the edge. "We should probably end it here for today."
Lacey hopped off the desk and approached Amirah reaching out a hand. "Headmistress?"
"That's enough Lacey. We shouldn't go any further than this."
"But why?"
"Your chastity is important to your lineage. It belongs to your future husband. Someone special to you."
Lacey grabs the Amirah's hand. "But... you're someone special." Then she added "To me."
"Lacey you don-"
"I do! You're special to me, and I want you to have it." Then a little quieter. "To-to have me."
Amirah was at a loss forwards. Lacey Cambell talked back to her. She interrupted her. And she wanted her. The mixture of emotions was too much to handle so her brain focused on one of the thoughts. That Lacey wanted her.
"Lacey, you do understand what you are saying don't you?"
Lacey looked her square in the eyes. Behind the flames of lust Amirah thought she could see another emotion. A deeper and more concrete feeling. One that will persist beyond this moment, and outside of their sessions. "Yes, Headmistress."
"And you are sure you want this." Now it was Amirah's turn to hesitate. "...That you want me?"
She stood her ground. "Yes, Headmistress."
"Ok then."
Lacey took the lead this time. She guided Amirah by the hand back to the desk and sat herself on it. Then she opened her legs and pulled Amirah between them.
Amirah hesitated again. Until Lacey gave her the final straw that broke her will. She looked up at her with those big blue eyes, and barely above a whisper she begged. "Please."
Amirah let go of her inhibitions. She lined herself up with the glistening folds that were being offered to her. She gave Lacey one last look. One last chance to call it off. Lacey nodded, her eyes full of determination. So brave.
Amirah went slow as she could as she pushed into Lacey. She heard Lacey gasp as she entered her, feeling the tight hole resist being split by her cock. She leaned over her and looked into her eyes to offer encouragement.
"It's Ok. This is the hardest part Lacey. I'll be done soon." Lacey nodded, obviously having some discomfort.
She got around halfway in before feeling a barrier. Oh right. Her Hymen.
Amirah cradled Lacey's face as she prepared to break the wall. "Lacey. I'm not going to lie to you. This is going to hurt. I don't want to hurt you, but if you really want this I have to. Are you Ok with that?"
"Yes, Headmistress."
Amirah jutted her hips forward the rest of the way, wanting to get any discomfort out of the way, hidden behind the initial pain of the hymen tearing. And then she was in. All eight inches of her. And it felt glorious. But before she could bask in the tightness of the hole she just claimed, she had to make sure her protege was Ok.
Beneath her Lacey was gasping, attempting to adjust to the feeling of being full of Amirah and the pain of her ruptured hymen. Amirah placed one forearm next to Lacey's head and leaned over her, using the other hand to soothe Lacey by rubbing her head.
"It's done Lacey. It's Ok. It's over now. The worst part is over. I'm so proud of you. You are doing so well. It'll only feel better from here on out. Let me know when you are ready to proceed."
Lacey responded, obviously still in pain. "Yes, Headmistress."
And so they laid there for a several minutes, Lacey never quiet getting used to the cock and Amirah resisting the urge to roughly fuck the tight hole she was enveloped in. And then Lacey gave the go ahead.
"I'm ready."
And so Amirah started to slowly pull her hips back, feeling Lacey wraith beneath her at the sensation. When she had only the head left inside, she reminded herself. I need to go slow. For her. And she gently thrusted back in until their hips met again.
They repeated this several times. Slow thrusts in and even slower withdrawals. All the while they looked into each others eyes, breathing and gasping at the shared experience.
Then Lacey pulled out yet another surprise. "Headmistress."
She stopped her movements, scared she had hurt her in some way. "Yes?"
"You... can go a bit faster." We'll make a whore out of you yet.
And that's what they did. Amirah went slightly faster, still worried about hurting her. Then lacey would ask again, and she'd speed up a little again. This went on until they had a nice, slow rhythm going. They weren't going exactly fast, but it was fast and hard enough to have soft claps of flesh reach their ears.
Lacey was putting on a show for Amirah. Not intentionally but all the same. She watched her face change, Each thrust causing it to morph into a new and equally exciting visage. Since the first request for speed, she had had less grimaces of pain and more faces of pleasure. She let out beautiful little moans as they continued. Her gasps when the pleasure spiked were so sweet. Amirah made sure to watch all of it. So beautiful.
As they went on, the urge to cum wasn't the only thing building up. A feeling in her chest that had been building. One that she tried to ignore but she couldn't any longer.
On one of her thrusts she went in extra hard, hilting herself within. Then she pressed her body up against hers, pressing her weight down onto the smaller frame. When Lacey opened her mouth to let out her sweet voice, Amirah stole her lips.
And then the real fucking began. The speed was cut back down. Only half of what it had been, but the force behind each thrust rocked the desk, knocking loose pens and papers to the floor. All the while, She made sure to keep her lips connected to Lacey's.
The fucking had multiple goals. The first was a race to bring herself to orgasm. The second and more important one was to claim Lacey completely. Now she had done it. Her first hand job. Her first blowjob. Her first time. And now, her first kiss.
The hard thrusts lasted only about a minute as each woman had already been close. Lacey had quickly gotten over the surprise of the kiss and was now fully into it. She moaned into Amirah's mouth as she was claimed, wholeheartedly giving herself to her conqueror.
Amirah felt Lacey reach her peak before she realized what was happening. Lacey moaned loudly into her mouth as she writhed beneath her. Then Amirah felt a wetness seep through her blouse as Lacey's cock covered both of their midsections, ruining their clothes.
When she felt her pussy spasm around her, it set her off as well. She pushed as far as she could go into the girl, giving the desk one last, powerful shake before unloading.
Their shared orgasm had as much emotional impact as it did physical. A connection between them that had been building for the past weeks. As she filled Lacey with her cum, they filled each other's hearts.
When they both came down from their highs, they stayed connected. Looking into each others eyes. The emotion that she had seen earlier was now front and center. And then Lacey said the words that they both felt.
"I love you, Headmistress." Amirah's reaction to the words she had wanted to hear was not as positive as she had hoped.
Unacceptable. This cannot happen. This. Isn't. Right. This could not be. They were student and teacher. Mentor and protege. This was wrong. Lacey should be with a lover he own age, someone who she can spend the rest of her life with. She may want me. She may think she needs me. But she doesn't. She deserves someone better than me.
Amirah was slapped with a wave of guilt. She couldn't be with Lacey. It was not just because of the scandal it would cause because of her position as headmistress or their age gap. It was because of those things exactly. Her love for Lacey, her position as Headmistress, and her more years of experience. Each and every one of those things wanted what was best for her. And she knew, deep down in her heart, no matter how much she willed it to be, she was not what was best for Lacey.
Amirah pulled out and away from Lacey, the guilt overwhelming her.
"Headmistress?"
"This was a mistake Miss Cambell." She saw the look of pain on Lacey's face when she reverted back to using her last name.
"What?"
"This isn't right and..." She realized an even bigger mistake. "And I finished inside. I'm an idiot." She went over to the table and went into her purse, taking out a wad of cash. "Take this an- No. You can't be seen doing that. Not in your uniform, it'll ruin you. I'll get it."
"What are you talking about?"
"Tomorrow morning I am going to give you a pill. You must take it."
"What about right now? Why was this a mistake?" The pain in her voice was tearing Amirah apart. She distracted herself by quickly packing her things and picking up what fell on the floor. After that she noticed the wet spot that adorned her blouse. "It just was Miss Cambell. I'm sorryfor forcing you into this."
"You didn't force me into anything! Why are you making this to be like you attacked me? You wanted to be here, I wanted to be here. We both consented and we're both adults! What's the problem?!" Lacey's voice grew more desperate as she saw the woman she loved seemingly ignoring her after the moment they had shared. "What's so wrong about what we have!?"
Amirah didn't look up from packing to meet Lacey's eyes. Not because she didn't want to but because she couldn't. It would ruin her, much like what she imagined Miss Cambell to be going through at the moment.
She kept her voice cold and professional, the years of practice kicking in. "The problem is that we have it, Miss Cambell. I don't know how else to explain it to you other than that." Amirah decided to use her blazer to cover the stain and gathered her things. She reached the door and stopped for a moment. For just a second her composure broke and her real emotions came through. "I'm sorry." She took another step.
Behind her she heard a distraught Lacey call out to her in confusion and pain. "Wait!" Against her better judgement she stopped, still not turning to meet her eyes, but refusing to abandon Lacey before she got her last words in. I assume this is the part where she tells me I'm going to be reported. That's fine. I deserve it for what I've done to her.
Instead what she got were the most gut wrenching words yet. Lacey had long since abandoned the tears, despair setting in. These words were laced with a near tangible plea. They carried all of the hope left in her student's heart. Her last ditch effort to save what they both knew they had but Amirah was trying to deny.
"Will there be another lesson tomorrow?" The question hung in the air.
No. say no. No there will not be another lesson. There cannot be. This has to end. We can't keep doing this.
"Yes." And then she walked out the door.
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11:30 pm later that night in a dorm the author was too lazy to name.
Lacey hugged her knees on her bed while starting off into the dark room. She still wore the soiled clothes from that day's lesson. She wasn't crying. She had done that enough while she had cleaned up the room. Her eyes red, she stared off into the void, preoccupied with her thoughts.
Why did Headmistress say that? She didn't mean what she said. She couldn't have. We shared something. No, we share something. I know it and she knows it. She loves me. I know she does. Lacey absentmindedly shifted and felt the feeling in her lower abdomen. Residual soreness from her first time. And she was still full of Headmistress' spunk. Her love.
Why? Lacey had repeated this thought the entire night in her head. She couldn't understand why. The worst part is that she feared she would never understand why. Then something clicked in her head.
I don't need to know why. I need to focus on the future, on how. How am I going to get her to admit her love for me?
Lacey reflected on how their lessons had progressed. At first she had been happy just following orders from Headmistress. Heeding her every command. But quickly she learned that an even greater feeling than following orders was being proactive. It always felt good hearing Headmistress gasp and moan from her own actions.
As time went on Headmistress gave fewer and fewer orders. Lacey was quick on the uptake and quickly learned what headmistress liked. She had to, it was the best way for her to prove her devotion.
But her devotion was not in question. The question was how to make Headmistress give in to her real feelings.
That's it! She doesn't need to make Headmistress express her love for her. She simply has to bait her into doing it herself. There was often a point in their sessions where Headmistress took control. Sometimes it was because she was nearing her peak and other times it was long before her peak because Lacey was working too slow for her liking. Purposefully.
Even more than being proactive in their sessions, Lacey loved it when Headmistress herself was proactive. When she wanted it, she knew how to tease Headmistress just enough to cause her to take control. When she grabbed her head and simply used her mouth as well as gave her hand jobs for the secondary course and whispered both the dirtiest and sweetest things into her ear, Lacey was in heaven. The memories brought another dull pang of sadness heep in her chest. I refuse to believe all of that was a lie.
She pushed her feelings back down. Now was not the time for tears. It was the time for action. She had to entice Headmistress. Seduce her even more than she already had. The only problem was, she didn't know how to do that.
Lacey had not really thought about being in a relationship or attracting someone. Of course she had fantasies late into the might of meeting Mr. or Ms. right. (which usually ended in her covered in a layer of her own semen as she dreamed of the love they would make) But she never actively searched for someone. She never changed her appearance to attract someone. Since she was young, everyone had called her cute. She was numb to it, but any attention was good attention for her so she kept up the cute look. But when Headmistress whispered it into her ear while stroking her, or moaned it out while pumping into her throat, it felt different. It felt special.
She then remembered the times when Headmistress really lost control. When she used Lacey's throat with little care but her own pleasure, or when she got really into the reach around, biting down on Lacey's neck and letting her comments out in low growls instead of the usual loving whispers while her hand unrelentingly emptied Lacey's balls. In those times she had not used the words "cute" or "adorable." She used "hot" and "sexy." Her language took a turn from light praise to hot dirty talk. Usually, Headmistress had some sense in the back of her mind to be careful with Lacey, to care for her, and as it seems, a sense of "right and wrong". There's nothing wrong about what we have. It's part of why Lacey loves her.
But in those moments she was as rough as she wanted to be and they both loved it. Every time it happened Headmistress would come to her senses after orgasm and apologize profusely for losing control, coddling and holding Lacey close as if she were scared she had killed the girl. And every time Lacey would enthusiastically tell her it was perfectly fine while massaging her sore throat and enjoying the closeness.
That's what Lacey needed to be. She needed to be sexy more often in order to draw out the inner Headmistress. Now. How does one be sexy? The dark room lit up as Lacey unlocked her phone to google her question, the internet would surely know better than her, and she looked down at herself. She realized she was sticky with sweat, and her blouse still stuck to her stomach from her own seed. Ok. first a shower, then studying on how to get sexy.
A week later, Amirah's office.
Amirah sat behind her desk barely focusing on her work. She had a cacophony of emotions running through her brain, the foremost being anger, and close second being deep seeded lust. Her boner uncomfortably rested against the underside of her disk as it tented her skirt.
Lacey had gone on the offensive, and she didn't know how much longer she could hold out. This past week had been the most trying period in her entire life.
Lacey was trying to tempt her. And it was working. She had started out grand and bold. At the beginning of their fist session after the ... incident, Amirah had wanted to set up some ground rules with a serious talk. Instead, as soon as the door closed Lacey had thrown herself into Amirah's arms. Before she had any time to think, Lacey laced her limbs languidly around her lover's neck and pulled her lips close. Their lips had been centimeters away before Amirah realized what she was doing and quickly pushed them apart. She then sat Lacey down and had a serious talk, one which she was sure Lacey ignored since she pouted the entire time and immediately after tried it again.
After the third attempt Amirah got fed up with her. She was more energetic than usual. More feisty and disobedient. And so Amirah did the only thing she could think of to make the over eager girl complacent. She bent her over her desk and took her hard and fast. Several times.
As they laid in a sweaty pile of limbs, Amirah panicked again. She had once again came deep inside of Lacey, multiple times. Her panic was interrupted when Lacey, through her cum drunk haze, groaned about how everything was fine and she was starting birth control, and even produced packaging to prove it.
And so went the following sessions. There was little pretense, and few words spoken between the two. They would enter the room and simply fuck each other senseless. At some point or another Lacey would try to steal a kiss and Amirah would stop her and punish her by fucking her even harder. By now she had had Lacey in almost every position possible in all corners of the room. Besides the avoided kisses, she was proud of the fact that she maintained the "Ms. Campbell'' barrier. Lord knows she had almost screwed up and reverted back to "Lacey" many times in the past week.
But what occurred during their lessons wasn't the problem here. The problem was what was beginning to happen outside of their lessons.
Lacey was breaking the unspoken rule between them. All of their lo-... affection was to be contained to their lessons, to that room.
There were both subtle and obvious ways. The obvious were starting to get attention from the student body and faculty. Lacey upped the amount of time she spent with Amirah outside of their lessons. If both of them were in between classes, one could bet money that Lacey was talking to Amirah. Even when Amirah adamantly ignored her, Lacey hung around like a neglected puppy.
Amirah noticed that students seemed to be even more scared of her than usual and didn't understand until she caught Lacey glaring at another girl who got too close. Lacey was non-verbally staking her claim. She claimed she was scaring off other girls and sometimes even staff to "prevent them from bothering" Amirah. They had several conversations about it and yet Lacey refused to stop.
By this point it was obvious to students and faculty that there was at least a one sided crush between them. Other faculty have asked Amirah why she allowed it and she told them that it was better to ignore it and let the crush die out. Any acknowledgement was sure to only prolong her actions. Amirah chuckled to herself dryly. Yeah. Like talking to her about it could do any more damage than fucking her daily wouldn't.
The subtle ways were ways that Lacey knew would only get to her. They were even worse than the obvious ones. First and foremost were the looks that Lacey would give her. Whenever they interacted before, Lacey would act shy and adorable. Sometimes unsure of how to conduct herself around Amirah. Those days were gone. Now when they interacted Lacey was confident and sure. Whenever their eyes met, no longer did she quickly avert them. She held Amirah's gaze in a silent challenge. And that challenge said, "Fuck me."
The look had that much more power behind it now that she had started wearing make up. Not enough to cake her face, but just enough to highlight her already perfect features. Her eyes seemed bluer, her face fuller. She had even started stylizing her hair. Instead of her usual style, straight down her back, some days it was wavy, other days put up. She had overheard students contemplating that she was doing it to attract her attention. They were right on the money.
The next one was her uniform. She had started wearing her skirt shorter. Not enough for most people to notice, but Amirah had the school's uniform memorized down to the millimeter. Almost every girl at the university besides Lacey had been reprimanded for their uniform being improper in some minor, almost imperceptible way. She knew that only Amirah would pick up on it. And they both knew she liked it.
Her behavior in class was problematic as well. She sat up front, giving her free range to send her lustful looks to Amirah all class without fear of others finding out. Sometimes she would even throw in lewd motions, such as opening her mouth slightly and rolling her tongue around, a clear invitation for Amirah's cock. Sometimes when she got really brave, she would meet her Amirah's eyes and slowly start lifting the front of her skirt, showing off more and more of her porcelain skin and distracting the professor more than once during her lessons.
Today Lacey even crossed the physical barrier outside of the room. She had pinched Amirah's ass during one of their hallway walks. Amirah stumbled, the act overloading her senses as she could not believe anyone would dare, especially Lacey, now that the entire school already suspected. And of course after the stumble Lacey had pressed herself up against Amirah in a fake attempt to keep her steady. While her face and words feigned concern, the hand on Amirah's side traced slow circles.
After that Amirah retreated to her office for the day, no longer able to keep her boner down. As she lamented of the past few days and about the future, she got the final straw.
Her phone vibrated on her desk. When the name "Cumslut" appeared she quickly picked it up. The students were not allowed to use their devices unless specified in class or in designated areas, and Amirah knew Lacey's schedule. She was in class right now.
The flare of anger that rose in her quickly faded as she absorbed the video sent to her by her top student.
The text above it said "Don't worry. I already went over this topic on my own so I don't need to pay attention. At least to the lesson..."
It started out as a shot of a classroom. One of the faculty was teaching something or other about math. Immediately Amirah realized that Lacey was in the back of the class. Something unheard off in her four years at the school. The camera panned to show the entire class diligently taking notes before panning down to her desk and already filled out the notebook.
Amirah thought Lacey had sent the video to brag, which was highly unlike her. Maybe she wants some sort of praise in today's lesson? She was right about her wanting praise, but wrong about when she wanted it.
The video was three minutes long and only fifteen seconds had passed. The phone started going under the desk. Amirah's eyes could not believe the sight before them. Lacey had her skirt hiked up to just below her waist, and her hard cock was exposed to the air under her desk. It was clear to Amirah she wasn't wearing any form of underwear. Thirty seconds of video had passed. Amirah watched in equal horror and arousal as Lacey's other hand entered the frame, lubed up with something and proceeded to touch herself. Slowly. The wet sliding of flesh and her soft moans may have been inaudible to those around her, but the phone picked up every sound.
Her hand started speeding up but at the two minute mark the camera emerged from under the desk to point at its user's face. There was an obvious blush to Lacey's face as the hand under the desk kept up its work. Looked into the camera with eyes of pure lust as she held back her moans. Then, towards the end of the video her hand abruptly stopped and she tensed up, sucking in a breath. She didn't. After a second Lacey released the breath with a shuddering sigh. The camera moved back under the table and Amirah expected to see a mess. Instead her dick was still rock hard and there was not a trace of semen. Well other than the stream of precum leaking from her tip. Amirah realized what she had done. Lacey got herself right to the edge. Her usually cute cock was red and flaring, demanding release. It looked as if a small breeze would set it off.
Then the camera went back to Lacey's face and she held the camera close enough to hear her whisper. Her breath shrouded in lust as she said, "If you want to see me paint my desk to the thought of you, all you have to do is say the magic words." Then the video ended.
Amirah's brain had shut down while viewing the video. It kickstarted when the screen went black and she was ashamed at her very first thought. The thought of giving Lacey what she wanted. Good girl. Then her professor mode kicked in. What is she doing!? What if she gets caught? They would check the phone and see my number with this and every other video she'd sent me. Then her panic grew as she thought of the other and, in her mind, the worse consequence. I would be forced to expel her. Then I would lose my job. Her family almost definitely demands some sort of punishment. We would be separated. Kept apart. I would never see her again. Why would she risk that, after all we've been through? Why would she risk what we ha- She caught herself and took a minute to take deep breaths and calm down. Then she checked her clock. There was still an hour left of that lecture. At any moment someone could turn around and see her in the act. She's fucking crazy. Amirah picked up her office phone and made a call.
Ten minutes later Lacey entered her office, shyly holding her bag in front of herself and closed the door behind her. As soon as she entered, Amirah saw the goody two shoes facade drop. She dropped her bag by the door and smiled seductively at her while lifting up her skirt to show her still on edge dick to Amirah.
"So I guess you wanted to see it in person." Her confident tone and grin set Amirah off.
She stood from her chair and slammed her palms on her desk. Lacey was unfazed. "Lacey what in the fuck do you think you were doing? You could have gotten caught!"
Lacey started taking steps towards Amirah and put on an innocent and condescending tone. "Oh. Are we back on a first name basis? And I don't think that's proper language Headmistress. What if anyone else heard you speak like that? I don't think that would set a good example for them. Or me, for that matter. Especially with that tent in your skirt." Her smile pissed Amirah off to no end. Lacey had reached the desk and started walking around it. She grasped her penis and gave it a small pump, closing her eyes as she hissed in pleasure.
"You got what you wanted, Headmistress. I'm here. So. Do you want me to finish on your command?" Lacey noticed Amirah's eyes were glued to her cock. "Or maybe did you want to finish me off yourself?" She gave her hips a little sway, causing it to swing back and forth.
Amirah had reached her boiling point. She grabbed Lacey and spun her around. She barely registered Lacey's excited squeal as Amirah restrained her arm behind her back and bent her over the desk.
45 minutes later, same office.
Amirah lucked out. The walls of her office were pretty thick, and she had cleared her usually busy schedule because of her boner problem. That meant both that one, they had almost all the time in the world to let out their frustrations on each other. And two, they wouldn't be interrupted. Or so she thought.
Over half an hour and three creampies later and their roles were reversed. Amirah usually paced herself during their lessons. But this was no lesson, and she wasn't usually blind with a lustful rage. She gassed earlier than she ever had before and Lacey was not having it.
Currently she was in her office chair while Lacey straddled and rode her. Amirah recognized that instead of straight up and down, Lacey never took more than half of her length out of her, instead opting to move her hips back and forth or gyrate them in small circles. I wonder where she learned this?
Amirah realized that this position left her little hope to escape her once docile lov-partner. She had spent the majority of her rage in the first three rounds, mercilessly ramming herself into Lacey as she herself covered the underside of her desk in seed. Now that she was tired, the other feelings started to emerge. Feelings she had meant to suppress. And they only grew with the fact that they were now face to face with one another. She tried to take Lacey from behind as much as possible, partially to escape the kiss attempts. Mostly worried that she might make one of her own.
That fear was justified as now that she could feel Lacey's breath on her face, the blue orbs closer than they had been in a week, she definitely felt the urge. To resist this urge she turned her head to the side, looking anywhere in the room except in front of her, trying to focus solely on the feeling of the warm hole encompassing her cock.
But as it turns out Lacey was still full of surprises as she cupped Amirah's chin and turned her head towards her. While a look of shock adorned Amirah's face, she recognized one of annoyance in Lacey's. Amirah didn't particularly like seeing Lacey unhappy, but the only way she could think to make her happy was to kiss it better. And that was exactly what she was trying not to do. So she turned her head again.
She heard Lacey make a noise akin to "Hmpf." So fucking adorable. Then she was shocked once again when something warm and wet slid across her neck, leaving a wet trail and sending a shiver down her spine. Did she just- it happened again, this time on her cheek. She turned her head back to look at the girl, who's annoyance turned into obvious pride at having gotten Amirah to turn her way.
And then she licked her again. And again. And again. Each time a different place on her face or neck, all the while keeping her hips moving. Amirah watched as the initial excitement from the act quickly gave way to boredom on the girl's face. She then watched as Lacey had an idea, and her sly smile returned.



Lacey leaned down and licked Amirah on her lips. Unlike the previous ones, this one was quick, more of a flick of the tongue, before moving her head back and smiling. An obvious invitation for Amirah to join in on the impromptu grooming session. Amirah hesitated too long, instead using the time to continue to look at her in shock. What have I created?
Lacey's face went back to pouting after noticing the lack of action on Amirah's part. She gave her another lick, equally as quick but this time much more forceful. Then a third. Amirah was still lost in her thoughts.
What did get her attention was when Lacey stopped moving on her lap, hovering above her with half of Amirah inside. An inspection of the pouty face and crossed arms revealed an obvious message. If she wanted Lacey to continue, she would have to play along.
That sparked something inside Amirah. Some kind of deep indignation. Lacey was her plaything, not the other way around. To demonstrate that point she reached out and grabbed Lacey's waist before slamming it down, hilting herself in the girl. That broke her annoyed look momentarily and she let out a moan from the unexpected pleasure.
But then the look came back with a vengeance. Instead of heeding the non-verbal command and continuing, she instead lowered her hips completely and dropped her full weight onto Amirah's lap. Amirah tried to drive her point home with another thrust, attempting to lift Lacey and slam her back down but no dice. Despite the differences in stature, Lacey was still a full-grown woman and Amirah was tired from hard fucking.
They sat like that for a few seconds, Amirah feeling Lacey's walls rhythmically pulse around her cock and Lacey's cock press up against her stomach before she gave in.
Tentatively she leaned in close to Lacey's face, ready to move if she went in for a surprise kiss. If it was going to come, it would be now. Instead Lacey offered no resistance when she got close enough to extend her tongue and lick Lacey's cheek before pulling back.
Lacey's expression turned to one of glee instantly. She gave Amriah a few pumps of her hips before stopping and giving her another inviting lick and smile. Then Amirah fully understood the game. They would have to keep going back and forth if she wanted Lacey to continue. If she wanted Lacey to reward her with pleasure. Another bout of spite built up in her. I am the one who does the rewarding here, girl. Not you. Unfortunately for her she currently lacked the strength to back up her claim. And so she swallowed her pride and licked Lacey again.
That is how the next couple of minutes proceeded the two of them licking each other while Lacey moved for the both of them. Amirah learned that each lick earned her only a few movements from Lacey. So in order to have a constant pace she would have to lick Lacey a second after she herself was licked. This led to both of their faces being close to one another, one licking the other within a heartbeat of the last lick. At this point both of them didn't bother putting their tongues back in their mouth unless it was to rewet them. Despite her initial anger, Amirah was getting quite into this game.
Time slowed for Amirah when one of Lacey's licks didn't touch her face or neck but instead her tongue. Her taste buds exploded with a flavor they remembered fondly and craved. The flavor of Lacey. She didn't think about what she was doing as she licked Lacey's tongue back, hearing Lacey let out a pleased noise. And so for the next minute that was what they did, licking each other's tongues with increasing frequency until she couldn't tell when one lick ended and another one started.
Lacey almost got her. Later, Amirah would look back on this moment with pride for her student. It took a lot to outsmart her.
Everything was planned perfectly. Amirah would have been tricked completely had Lacey not had an unconscious tell. Their mouths were almost an inch away from one another, their tongues play-fighting between their faces as they looked into each other's eyes. The happiness in Lacey's eyes took on a barely perceptible difference. They shifted to the happiness of someone who had won a game instead of someone playing it. That of a hunter that had successfully captured its prey. That microsecond of change brought Amirah to her senses as she saw Lacey prepare to spring the trap.
Lacey slammed her hips down again and stopped. Amirah noticed just how close their mouths were to each other and it clicked. At the same time, Amirah threw her head to the side while Lacey pushed hers forward. As they passed each other Amirah reached her arms up, one of them cradling Lacey's head beside her own and the other wrapping around her lower back, keeping their bodies pressed up against one another. More than likely Lacey could have easily pulled them apart and tried again but she accepted her defeat.
There was a momentary pause in the fucking as they both held each other, panting into the other's ear. Lacey was the first to speak while Amirah came down from the adrenaline rush of almost being caught.
"Hah... Almost got you, Headmistress." She sounded defeated yet determined.
"Almost isn't good enough, Miss Cambell." Amirah had a genuine fear of the girl now. This surpassed all expectations she had. She might very well catch me one of these days. And she knew that if they ever did kiss again, there would be no going back.
"I'll get you eventually." Amirah realized she was right. She would eventually slip up. And it was a slip up that neither of them could afford, no matter how much they both wanted it.
Her thoughts were interrupted by Lacey's movements. This time she was grinding against Amirah hard and fast, trying to get both of them off. The danger of what just happened left her especially sensitive as her nerves were on fire, and she could feel herself getting ready to pump another load into the already full girl when they both heard a knock on the door.
"Just a second!"
2 minutes later
"Come in."
Amirah had lucked out once again. Because she found it hot to fuck a student in their uniform, both her and Lacey were still mostly dressed. Without anywhere to go she shoved Lacey under her desk while she cleaned up her own disheveled clothes and wiped the saliva off her face. She then pushed in her chair, apologizing under her breath for the tight fit.
In walked Shani Almasi, another star student and a fellow Egyptian. Shani was a big girl in the literal sense of the word, standing equal in flats with Amirah in her heels. And though they had similar statures, both of them having wide hips and a large chest, their body types were less similar. Amirah was slim and at the very best she could be called "toned," though she achieved this form with a balanced diet with little physical activity. Shani was captain of the university's volleyball team and a regular sub for any other sport that was short handed. Where Amirah would have some softness or dare she say "flab," Shani was firm. And on a personal note, Amirah absolutely adored her emerald green eyes, the way the contrasted her shoulder length black locks.
Besides her physical excellence, Shani was also highly intelligent, only ever being bested by Lacey in academics. A lot of the faculty hoped that she would eventually surpass Lacey at least once. People love a good underdog story. It was also very obvious to everyone that she held some form of animosity towards the brit for always doing better, though with how politely Lacey acted it was hard to tell if she ever got the message.
The only downside to her was that she was definitely lacking in the tact of being a proper lady. Often she had to be reminded to tuck in her shirt or to use proper language. Her mannerisms were mostly boyish. Not that she didn't try, they all recognized at least the attempts, but in reading her file Amirah knew that she came from a household with eight brothers and old habits die hard. If they didn't she wouldn't have a job.
All in all Amirah had a great appreciation for Shani. She was a peak physical specimen and an intelligent woman, a true show of Egyptian potential. Interactions with her filled her with a sense of nationalism she hadn't felt since she was a young girl.
But in her current circumstance the only feeling she felt upon seeing Shani was lust. She had been seconds from orgasm and her cock ached under the desk for release. She couldn't help giving the girl's body a once over as she approached the desk.
"Good afternoon Professor Mubarak, I hope you are well today." The unusual etiquette did not get past Amirah.
Wow she really is trying hard. I wonder what for. "Good afternoon Miss Almasi. What can I do for you?" She felt Lacey start to shuffle under the desk but then used her leg to pin the girl down, lest she make noise and they be discovered. I'm sorry Lacey but please bear with it.
"I wanted to... Are you feeling well? Your face is flushed and you seem to be sweating. Should I go call the medical staff?"
"Thank you for your concern, but I'm fine. Just a hot flash. Something you have to look forward to as you get older." Amirah offered a smile as the reality caused Shani to shuffle uncomfortably.
"Ok. I wanted to ask you if you had any free time to spare." Oh? Due to her current predicament she couldn't help but consider the comment as sexual. She raised her gaze as she caught her eyes lingering on Shani's comparable chest. She felt Lacey start to struggle a bit harder under the desk. She decided it would probably be better for both of them if she allowed her to get comfortable and released her from her leg.
"I might. Why are you asking?"
"I wanted to ask you personally if you could tutor me in some subjects."
More shuffling for Lacey. She's going to hear you! "Why me specifically? I'm sure your professors or fellow students would be happy to help. Why not ask Miss Cambell? I'm sure you two working together would only produce the best results."
At the questions and suggestion Amirah was surprised when Shani physically got a bit bashful. It was normally cute but right now it made her want to eat her up. For such a strong woman in both body and will, she is surprisingly cute when she gets like this. "That's the problem. I wanted to beat Lacey in the upcoming exam period and so asking her to study would be a bit..."
"I understand. But still, why me?" Shani got even cuter and averted her gaze.
"Because we're both from Egypt. I... respect you a lot and I think that you are a very good role model for girls everywhere, especially from the homeland." Now it was Amirah's turn to blush. It wasn't often that people came right out and said it. All she ever wanted was to be a positive role model for young women and it felt good to have one of her students voice their appreciation.
The touching moment was interrupted when Amirah felt the shuffling stop and a tongue flick the tip of her dick. She couldn't fully suppress the noise she let out but she was able to disguise it as an embarrassed cough as she reached a hand down and palmed Lacey's head, attempting to push her away.
"Ahem... well, thank you for the praise Miss Almasi. I think you should be proud of yourself as well, a fine Egyptian woman you are. As for the tutoring, I might have some free time coming up soon. I'll get in touch if I do." Stop it Lacey! Amirah's facial control came in handy as she felt her hand slapped away and a warm mouth engulf her cock.
Shani's attitude picked up and she smiled warmly at Amirah. "Great. Thank you professor!" She turned to exit the room and took several steps. Immediately Amirah reached both hands down to grab Lacey's head but by then it was too late. Watching the sway of Shani's skirt as her hips moved. She eye-trailed her legs and stopped on her ass, shapely even under the skirt. She felt herself unload down Lacey's throat as her brain contemplated the wonders beneath the skirt. As the orgasm was still going Shani stopped and looked down by the door, noticing the discarded bag. She turned back towards Amirah.
"Isn't this Lacey's bag?"
It was hard to pretend to be fine whilst in the middle of cloud nine but she managed. Barely. "Oh!... Yes she must have left it here last time she came to pester me. I'm sure she'll come pick it up eventually." The girl in question only sucked harder.
"Ok. Have a good day professor!" And she excitedly left, closing the door behind her.
Amirah let out a sigh as her orgasm finally tapered off. She muttered under her breath. "You too Miss Almasi."
Now onto the problem at hand. Amirah pushed her chair back from the desk, withdrawing herself from Lacey's mouth. Lacey herself crawled out on all fours after her.
"Lacey, that crossed the line! We could have actually been caught. What were you thinking!?" She reached down and grabbed Lacey's face, holding her cheeks in her palms. Then she saw the look on said face and realized that she probably wasn't thinking. Rationally at least.
Lacey's face was one of pure lust, and when her face got grabbed she immediately turned it slightly to take one of Amirah's thumbs into her mouth. She began suckling on it softly while looking up at Amirah with hungry eyes.
The choice had been made for her. She had been heavily considering ending their sessions after the first kiss but couldn't quite bring herself to do it.. The near miss earlier only elevated that feeling. But looking into Lacey's eyes she realized that she couldn't try to have the best of both worlds anymore. Lacey wouldn't stop. And even worse, part of her didn't want her to stop. Some part of her looked into her face and wanted to say the two words that Lacey wanted to hear. She wanted to pet her head and praise her for doing such a good job. That part of her was growing stronger by the day. Before it got too strong, she knew she had to end it.
This cannot continue.
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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The next day, 5pm, Amirah's Classroom
Being Headmistress does have its perks, such as no one questioning your actions. No one questioned her when she had dragged a deflated air mattress into her office. No one questioned why she had brought along an assortment of handmade foods either. And the few who stayed around after classes let out did not question why she then brought those things to her classroom.
As she set up, Amirah had several emotions running through her head and each taking turns stabbing her heart. The biggest and most painful emotion she pushed down. I'll get to that when the time comes. And so she was left with the second biggest emotion. One she hadn't felt so strong in almost a decade. She caught herself succumbing to the anxiety as she set up the air mattress. I hope she likes i-What am I doing? Of course she'll like it. She'll like it because I'm the one doing it for her. The realization made that first feeling well up again but she beat it back down. Later.
When she was finished setting up she looked at the clock on the wall. Six thirty. Now to wait. And so she sat on the mattress. Waiting for the minutes to pass Amirah noticed that her room had a draft she hadn't noticed before.
7pm, outside of Headmistress' classroom.
Lacey Stood outside the door, elated when her phone's clock finally said seven pm. Turthly she had been outside the room for the past fifteen minutes but Headmistress had given her strict orders to not come until seven.
Headmistress had canceled their lesson yesterday, stating that they both had had enough in the office. Despite Lacey's adamant protesting she stood firm. When she mentioned that she would have a surprise for her though, Lacey stopped all complaints. The price to pay was that Headmistress had ordered her to complete all of her (actual) homework for the next couple of days in advance. She said we would be staying until midnight! She excitedly remembered. After taking care of the homework within the first hour of being in her dorm, Lacey had waited very impatiently for this time to come.
Finally allowed to enter, Lacey opened the door and her brain, that had been racing to think of all of the possibilities, stopped as it was met with a possibility she could have never imagined.
The classroom had been rearranged. The majority of the chairs and desks were stacked in the back. Two of them sat in front of Headmistress' desk. On that desk sat several Tupperware containers with what appeared to be food, complete with plates, utensils, and a bottle of wine with two glasses. That's why she told me not to eat dinner before coming. In the center of the room was an air mattress, made up with sheets and pillows. And finally, standing in front of said mattress was Headmistress herself, fully naked and rock hard.
Lacey's brain may have taken a break, but her eyes didn't. She's seen so little of Headmistress. After the first time where she took her shirt off, she strictly stuck to hiking up her skirt, sometimes taking it off if that was easier. Now Lacey got to see all of her. Her eyes ignored the cock she was so intimately familiar with and explored the rest of her. The first place they went was to her breasts, just as large and glorious as she remembered them to be. After taking in those voluptuous mammaries, she didn't know what to focus on next and so her eyes just went over her entire body, several times. Her hips, her stomach, her shoulders, the fact that she could she could start at her bare legs and look up to her face without an article of clothing inhibiting her sight. Standing there dumbfounded, Lacey herself grew as hard as she could ever remember.
She was stirred from her stupor when Headmistress cleared her throat. Lacey's eyes snapped to her face. A face that seemed to have slightly more color to it than normal. Is... is she blushing right now?
"Lacey, I appreciate the staring but can you at least close the door first? There's already quite a draft and that's only making it worse." Lacey quickly closed the door and locked it. Then went back to staring. Headmistress spoke up again. "Are you going to just look at me all night?"
Lacey felt like a dunce for the first time in her entire life. I'm being offered the best gift in the world right now and I just look at it? That sparked an inner monologue that spanned the entirety of this semester. She simultaneously reviewed all of their past sessions to verify that claim, and at the same time she wondered what the future held.
Another throat clear from Headmistress. Right, the rest of all time could wait. She needed to focus on the here and now. Did her cheeks get fuller again? Headmistress' body language changed. She looked almost... vulnerable. She saw Headmistress shift. Her arms crossed in front of her ample chest as if to shield them from the cold. It almost appeared natural. Almost. Lacey smiled and walked up to her almost assuredly blushing Headmistress and grabbed her arms. Pulling them apart, she repaid a favor long overdue. "None of that, Headmistress. You are... " She almost got the line out all at once, but in removing her arms she now saw Headmistress' breasts point blank. Her smile faded away to wonder as she whispered, "beautiful." Her next action was more of an instinct than a voluntary thought.
7:10pm, Amirah's Classroom.
Amirah had hoped that this time would be quick to start like the others. She wasn't lying about the chill in the room, but more importantly this was the first time she's bared herself to someone in... quite a long time. Lacey's stare did make her feel reassured but it also stoked a shyness she didn't think she still had in her. While lacey had stood there she felt her nipples stiffen in the cool air, equal parts from temperature and the strange excitement of just being watched.
Amirah's embarrassment at being gawked vanished when she felt Lacey's lips latch onto her areola. She let out an involuntary moan when the suction started. "Lacey!?" The act shocked her. It had never occurred to her that anyone would or want to do such a thing.
Of course, she wasn't naive. She saw the looks people gave her. The public seemed to love her breasts and the few partners she's had before loved folding them. But never had she thought that any would want to suck on them.
It gave her conflicting feelings Amirah had long since forgotten. Her line of work left very little time for relationships and that meant it left even less for having and raising children. Not that she had ever been too keen on having any in the first place. But she had been subjected to many sexist and objectifying comments in her life (too many of which came from family and friends) which basically boiled down to some joke or sad comment about her having large breasts was a waste if she had no children to feed. Years of that does tend to instill a longing for a childless woman.
This act felt leagues more personal than anything else they had done together besides the kiss. A thought that Amirah immediately shamed herself for as she considered it hypocritical. I've choked her lord knows how many times on my dick but this is too far? Though too far wasn't the right way to describe it. It was an act that, while personal in some ways to her, was innately intimate.
It was because Lacey was willing to wholeheartedly do this to her with no hesitation, though it must have seemed minor to her. The act was sexual but it wasn't a "main event." It wouldn't lead to orgasm like all the other things they've done together. It was something that Lacey was doing purely to give Amirah pleasure. And based on how Lacey had her eyes closed with a look of pure pleasure it seems that the pleasure went both ways.
Amirah was brought out of her head and shock when Lacey brought her hands and tongue into the mix. Amirah shivered as she felt the muscle start to toy with her nub. Lacey's hands came up, one slowly grasping the one in her mouth while the other more roughly toyed with the other. It felt heavenly. Not knowing what to do with her hands, she wrapped Lacey in a makeshift hug, one hand flowing through her hair as she rubbed the back of her head and the other tracing circles on her lower.
And there they stood, in the center of a classroom while a student suckled from the bosom of her teacher, both of them letting out moans every now and then. That was until Amirah noticed that Lacey's noises started to shift from want to need. She then noticed the motions going on with their lower halves. She herself was hard, but she had been from the start so that wasn't new. Being so focused on the action upstairs she had failed to notice that at some point Lacey had started, probably unconsciously as she was still absorbed in playing with the breasts, lightly humping against Amirah's leg along with her pitiful noises. It made Amirah's heart melt all over again. How cute. So absorbed in my breasts that she's ignoring her own needs. A feeling of... something overtook Amirah as she pushed harder on Lacey's head, causing her mouth to slip off of her nub with a distressed whimper and find its new place in the valley between her breasts. Amirah held the embrace until Lacey broke free with a small gulp of air. She found herself cursing something she has cursed many times before. Damn her need to breathe.
Amirah came to her senses after it ended. The experience of having her breast fondled and sucked was one she was eager to have again but she also knew the goal of their meeting today. Tonight is about her. Well... mostly her. She figured a way to solve both problems at once.
Before Lacey could reattach herself to Amirah's nipple Amirah spoke up. "You know Lacey. It feels weird to be the only one nude."
Lacey looked over Amirah one more time and then looked down at herself. She began stripping off her clothes at an alarming rate, until Amirah stopped her.
"No need to go so fast. We've got all night."
Lacey stopped, at first appearing confused at the comment then she realized what Amirah wanted. She stopped her rushing and started to slowly slip off her clothing. Slower than a normal person might take. I would have never guessed in a million years that little Lacey Cambell would strip for me.
Amirah walked over to her desk and rolled her office chair to the middle of the room to get a perfect seat for the show.
First Lacey took her time unbuttoning the rest of her half-buttoned shit, revealing more and more of the creamy skin of her stomach to Amirah. Then she slowly slipped her arms out of it and tossed it to the side, leaving her in a black, lacey bra. That one's new. She must have gotten it recently.
Lacey's confident smile had returned, she made eye contact with Amirah while her hands slowly trailed up her torso. She made as if to reach back to undo the bra but at the last second swerved, instead groping her own modest chest for Amirah's viewing pleasure. Amirah saw Lacey's smile widen as the eyes shot to her groin and she felt her dick twitch at the sight. Lacey then followed the same example with her skirt. Amirah was both surprised and aroused at the fact that there was no underwear down there. But she did get to see Lacey turn one-eighty and seductively bend over as she shimmied out of her stockings. Amirah wanted nothing more then to walk over there right now and fuck her senseless, with her stockings still halfway down her legs. She was already in the position. But once again she reminded herself that she wasn't the star of this show.
Tossing the stockings to the side, lacey finally removed her bra and stood naked before Amirah. She struck a pose and spread her arms in a "ta-daa" motion.
Again, Amirah suppressed her urges. Instead she simply leaned back a little and patted her lap, a signal Lacey knew all too well. No longer able to contain her excitement behind the veil of seduction Lacey did something less than a run but more than a walk to Amirah. She couldn't quite put a term to it but the closest thing was... a skip?
When Lacey got to the chair she made as if to straddle Amirah from the front, so she could ride her while facing each other. When Amirah stopped her she thought she wanted reverse cowgirl and went to line up Amirah's cock from behind but was once again stopped. Being denied twice she showed her displeasure in the form of pouting and crossing her arms. How can one person be so god damned cute?
"Not yet Lacey. I thought you could use a... refresher of an earlier course. Sit on my lap." Lacey's eyes lit up. I guess it has been a while since we've done this. Amirah guided Lacey gently on to her lap, though unlike usual she had her sideways. One of her arms cradling Lacey's back and she held her against herself. Also unlike before, where Lacey's ass would provide a nice groove for her cock to fit into, she had to slide her own cock between Lacey's thighs. Judging on the wetness she felt and the ease of the motion, she doubted Lacey could wait any longer for some sort of relief.
She started reaching her hand down before Lacey stopped her. "Headmistress. What about the lubrication?"
Now in position Amirah enacted her own master plan. "Don't worry about that dear. I think we both have that covered." And with that she snuck her hand between Lacey's thighs, scooping up copious amounts of her fluids, fondling Lacey's clit as she went. Then she took her hand out and showed it to her. Lacey blushed a bit as she saw the strands of her essence connect Amirahs fingers as she spread them. Then, once Arimah made sure Lacey was watching her hand, she stuck her hand in between Lacey's legs again, this time going deeper and through her own. She shivered a bit as she touched herself, gathering her own juices and mixing them with Lacey's. Then she raised her hand once again, obviously wetter than it had been before.
Lacey gasped "Headmistress..."
"Yes, Lacey?"
Lacey considered her words and found that she had none. So she just nodded. Amirah then surprised her by drawing Lacey closer with the arm that cradled her, putting her head resting against her breast, the other one that hadn't been sucked yet.
"I think you know what to do." Without question Lacey once again latched on to her nipple, suckling gently. Amirah moaned and then placed her wet hand on Lacey's cock, feeling it tense under her touch.
As she spread the lubrication around, she heard and felt Lacey moan, the vibrations traveling through her nipple and down her spine.
Time moved slowly for the two of them. At moments it felt like time didn't move at all. Lacey was a mess in Amirah's arms. If Amirah's arm wasn't wrapped around her she would have fallen off of her lap. Amirah on the other hand was content to hold Lacey up. What kind of teacher doesn't support her students? One had rubbed Lacey's shoulder as the other one mad slow, methodical strokes up and down her length.
Minutes passed but it felt like hours or maybe even days. All that could be heard in the room were the soft sounds of fluid moving as Amirah's hand worked, the sound of sucking on something, and Lacey's soft mewls and she indulged in the pleasures granted to her.
Despite knowing Lacey was getting close, Amirah kept her hands slow and steady. She wanted to prolong Lacey's pleasure for as long as possible. Lacey's moans grew more and more frequent around her nipple, her suckling growing harder and her tongue becoming uncoordinated. On a particular pleasure spike, she lightly bit down on the chocolate nub.
Amirah gasped. There was pain, but along with the pain she was surprised to find that it felt good. Though after the flash of pleasure, the dull stinging of pain remained. Too much for her current liking. She stopped her hand.
"No biting Lacey," she cooed. Never thought I'd say that in my life.
Lacey mumbled an apology, so close to the edge that she couldn't articulate her words. At the stoppage of the pleasure she started lightly thrusting her hips, trying to use Amirah's hand as a sleeve. The movement caused her warm thighs to slide back and forth over Amirah's own length and she let out a moan of her own before returning her hand to work.
A few more minutes dragged on as Lacey's thrusts grew more desperate, pushing Amirah to her own edge. But she withheld her own orgasm. Lacey comes first. Now and always.
At that thought Amirah recognized the feeling she had felt earlier when they were standing. The one she had felt the second she started Cradling Lacey in her lap. She imagined that this must be what others called "maternal instinct."
Sitting here, holding Lacey against her as she suckled on her breast made her feel complete. It felt right. And from how limp Lacey was in her arms, it appeared Lacey felt the same way. But this isn't right. It's no- that's for later. She convinced herself to just live in the moment.
Lacey's hips slowed, no longer able to maintain movement in the face of the pleasure. She whimpered in Amirah's arms. Amirah felt Lacey tense in her hand. Both of them. Amirah waited for the eventual orgasm, but it didn't come. Lacey was holding herself on the edge by sheer force of will. She doesn't want this to end any more than I do.
Amirah respected her struggle. She couldn't stop herself. She wanted to kiss Lacey. The final push to send her over the edge. Unable to fully control this urge she redirected it. She felt Lacey tense harder as she leaned down and laid a gentle kiss on her forehead.
She whispered to her little girl, "Stop fighting it. Let it come. You've earned it."
That final praise was Lacey's undoing. The first spurt came out in a halfhearted push, only traveling an inch upward before falling back down and splattering on Amirah's forearm. The rest of it came with no force at all, each pulse sending more and more of it dribbling down her shaft, covering Amirah's knuckles and being spread along the length as Amriah maintained her strokes.
Lacey continued to shake in her arms as Amirah laid another kiss upon her brow. "That's right. Let it all out." She felt the stream of cum start to end and got the idea to try something that she always wondered. Good time as any. She leaned in closer, putting her mouth right up against Lacey's gear. "Good girl."
Immediately Lacey let out her loudest noise yet, just under a scream. Amirah felt her cock tense again. Even before the last stream ended, another powerful orgasm burst forth from the girl. This one had the force behind it as it had piggy backed on the feeling of the last. The following pulses sent her cum firing much higher. Some of it landed on Amirah's free breast, while more of it she heard splatter on the floor next to the chair. Lacey clung to her as she rode out her second/continued orgasm and Amirah softly shushed her, all the while moving her hang to extend Lacey's pleasure for as long as possible.
When the feeling faded, Lacey relaxed fully in Amirah's arms, breathing softly as she recovered. Once again Amirah had to wonder how one person could be the embodiment of all cuteness in the world. When she had regained her breath, Lacey lazily opened her eyes and looked up at Amirah. Amirah smiled down at her.



"I take it you enjoyed yourself?"
7:30 pm, Headmistress' Classroom
"That was.... so amazing." Lacey could barely move, nor did she want to. She felt so comfortable in Headmistress' arms. So safe. So loved. The experience of two back to back orgasms left her exhausted. That on top of her barely sleeping the night before out of sheer excitement for this day. She felt herself start to drift off before she felt something else that needed her attention. Headmistress' dick was still rock hard between her thighs. It's her turn.
Lacey attempted to get up but was surprised when Headmistress resisted her.
"And where do you think you're going?"
"It's your turn to finish now. I have to-"
"You don't have to do anything. Lacey, tonight is all about you. You're tired." She held Lacy tighter. Lacey melted further in her arms. Her voice was just so... soothing. "Just relax. We have all night."
And so that's what Lacey did. She relaxed against Headmistress, Feeling the warmth of her skin and hearing her heartbeat as she laid her head on her chest. A few minutes won't hurt.
8:05 pm, Headmistress' Classroom
Lacey sat up with a start. How long was I out? She started to panic before Amirah shushed her and placed a hand on her shoulder.
"You enjoy your nap?"
"Why didn't you wake me up?"
'You looked like you were having a good one. Plus I enjoyed watching you sleep. You're very cute Lacey." Her disarming smile and kind words only placated part of her worries.
"But what about you? So far I've been the only one to-"
"It's fine. There's plenty of time for that."
"But-"
Headmistress' smile grew slightly harder as her tone suggested a warning, lighthearted but still a warning. "Since when did it become OK to talk back to your Headmistress so much? Did I miss a new edition of the rule book?" A sudden wave of guilt hit Lacey.
"Sorry, Headmistress."
"I'll look past it this time. Now." Headmistress pushed on Lacey's back until she was standing. Then Headmistress returned her chair to behind her desk and joined Lacey standing in the center. "Tell me what you want me to do."
Lacey didn't hesitate. "Whatever you want to do to me," her voice came out breathy and rushed.
Headmistress smiled as if she expected that answer. "Whatever I want?"
"Anything, Headmistress."
"Well... since you were so eager to get me off earlier..." Headmistress guided Lacey to the sheeted air mattress and placed her on it. Then a subtle pressure on her shoulders caused her to obediently fall to her knees before her and opened her mouth patiently.
Headmistress guided her cock near Lacey's awaiting mouth and stopped. Then they both sat there waiting for the other to move.
"What's wrong Lacey? I thought you wanted to satisfy me."
"I do Headmistress, but I'm also doing what you told me earlier." Headmistress raised a questioning eyebrow. "You said tonight was all about me, correct?"
"I did, yes."
"If it's my choice then..." Lacey reached out and grabbed both of Headmistress' wrists, then placed her hands atop her own head. Lacey gave a sly glance up to her. "You know how I like it."
Headmistress chuckled as her hands grabbed fistfuls of hair and she lined herself up again.. "Indeed I do, Lacey."
8:40 pm, Amirah's Classroom.
Amirah rubbed Lacey's head appreciatively as the girl happily swallowed the second load she had been presented that night. The first time had been to her discretion and Amirah used her throat rough and raw. Afterwards though Amirah went the slower route. She guided Lacey's head slowly along her length, spending much more time out of her throat than in it.
When her orgasm began to well up, instead of cramming it in as far as it would go, she left just the tip in Lacey's mouth, feeling her tough caress the head of her cock in order to coax out its next meal she was all too happy to supply.
When it ended she gave Lacey an extended head rub while she pulled out.
"Thank you, Lacey."
Amirah saw another mischievous look as she looked up and replied, "Our pleasure, Headmistress." Amirah couldn't stifle her laugh. I love her so much it hurts.
Lacey remained on her knees. "Now what do you want to do, Headmistress?" Amirah was about to answer but then she felt her stomach growl and remembered the meal she made for the both of them.
"Well I for one can go for a bite to eat." She reached a foot out and nudged Lacey's tummy, causing her to giggle. "And even though it's bad manners to snack before dinner, I'm sure you could go for some real food as well."
Lacey rose to her feet and playfully said, "Or you could just give me some more until I'm full!" Amirah laughed at her joke until she met her eyes. Good lord she's not joking.
"As fun as that would be for both of us, as your Headmistress I have to enforce a proper diet."
Lacey let out a drawn out sigh. "Fiiiiiiiine." A questioning eyebrow and a smirk from Amirah. "I mean, if you insist, Headmistress."
The two of them sat in front of the desk and Amirah opened the containers. Though it was a pretty simple meal, she never really has time to cook for herself or entertain guests, she could see Lacey salivating at the mere thought of eating her cooking.
The food itself was nothing special, just a simple lasagna with some sides of veggies. But she watched with fascination as Lacey scarfed it down her portion as if it were the best meal of her life. I think I can let proper table etiquette slide for now. Besides if I called her out on that then we'd both be in violation of dress code.
"Aren't you going to eat?" Lacey swallowed a big mouthful and called out to Amirah. She looked down at her untouched portion and realized that she had opted to watch Lacey rather than feed herself.
"Of course."
Before Amirah even finished her first, Lacey had already asked for and was halfway through her second helping. Where does all that food go?
If Amirah could describe the dinner in a single word, it would simply be... nice. After they had both finished eating, neither of them moved to get up. They just looked at each other and talked. They talked about school, about life, told some stories about themselves. It was a pleasant experience. And that made what Amirah had to do later all the more painful.
9:50 pm Amirah's Classroom
An hour had passed before either of them noticed. And when they did, they didn't much care as they were simply enjoying each other's company. But Amirah wanted to make sure that Lacey got the best bang for her buck tonight.
"Lacey... would you like to move this to the bed?"
Lacey's smile brought conflicting emotions to her heart. "I'd love to, Headmistress."
Instead of immediately getting to the action, they just laid on the bed, holding each other. The talking had ceased yet the message was being communicated through their embrace. And they spent a few minutes in that position until Lacey decided she wasn't satisfied.
Amirah had been holding Lacey against her, simply running her hand through her hair as she held her head against her bosom. Amirah gasped as she once again felt Lacey's lips close around her breast and start sucking. She continued to rub the back of her head.
"You've really taken a liking to them, haven't you?"
"Mmmhmmm."
Lacey wrapped her arms around Amirah's back and pulled herself closer. Once again she felt Lacey start to hump her, her dick slipping between the smooth flesh of her thighs. Amirah smiled to herself. This looks to be the start of a new habit. Then she remembered. Oh. I guess not.
Wanting to give lacey the full experience She began moving on her own, slowly sliding her hips back and forth across Lacey's length. In response Lacey removed her mouth and let out a moan but was silenced again when her head was forced back on to the nipple.
"Shhhhh. Just enjoy it."
Another minute passed of Amirah moving her hips and enjoying Lacey's muffled moans. But it wasn't enough. She felt like she wasn't treating Lacey as well as she could. As she should. She deserves to know how much she means to me. Even if... even if it has to end.
10:20 pm Headmistress's Classroom.
Lacey's head was swimming. It was hard to concentrate on anything that wasn't the feeling between Headmistress' thighs and the hard nub in her mouth. The air mattress seemed appropriate as she felt like she was flying. Flying on the wings of love. She couldn't see how life could possibly get better than this moment. But, as always, Headmistress taught her something even better.
"Lacey." Her voice was but a whisper from above.
Lacey didn't want to move from her spot and instead responded with a moan. "Hmm?"
"I just... I want you to realize just how special you are." Some cynical part of Lacey's brain popped in for just a second. You won't say that you love me but everything you say and do basically says 'I'll make love to you all night long.' "When I'm alone with you, I feel like a girl half my age. You make me so, so happy. And so proud every day. I just wanted to be like this with you... even if only for one night."
Before Lacey could address that cryptic message Headmistress continued. "Lacey, you are so beautiful." The effect was instant. A wave of pleasure shot through her body and she sucked harder. "You are smart. You are an astounding young lady. You're kind. You're the most adorable thing I've ever seen. You're-"
Lacey couldn't take anymore and unloaded into Headmistress's thighs. The waves of pleasure rolled through her and she writhed as Headmistress' hips didn't stop moving. Her mouth kept going as well.
"That's it Lacey, cum for me. Show me how much you love me." Lacey was happy to oblige. But Headmistress still did not stop. "Good girl." Another orgasm tore through her and she painted Headmistress' thighs with more of her cream. "Good girl." Again. "Good girl." And again.
Lost in the compounding pleasure, Lacey barely heard the next and final few lines. "Lacey, you aren't just any good girl. You are my good girl." The onset of her next orgasm was interrupted by the next line. Something even better than being called a good girl. "I love you Lacey." Despite having her eyes closed, her vision exploded in light. Her body locked up as her brain kept replaying the last line over and over, keeping her locked in rapture. She said it. She loves me. I won.
10:25 pm Amirah's Classroom.
Welp. I said it. And she seemed to appreciate it. She felt the slickness between her thighs. Really appreciate it. Awwww she's all tuckered out again. Lacey immediately went from taught to limp against her, asleep yet still giving her nipple the occasional unconscious suck. Sleep now. Rest before I have to... before I have to break your heart.
Amirah cradled Lacey against her as she herself drifted off to sleep, barely feeling the tear go down her cheek.
11:50 pm Headmistress' Office.
Lacey awoke slowly to the sound of an alarm going off. Absentmindedly she went to move her hand to shut off her alarm clock but found that she couldn't. As more of her consciousness returned to her she found that she was naked in bed with something warm pressed against her whole body. As she opened her eyes she remembered where she was. In her arms.
At the same time Headmistress appeared to be waking up, reaching over to shut off her phone's alarm. Then she returned her arm to Lacey's back and squeezed. Lacey didn't need anymore prompting to snuggle in as close as possible, which at that point might have been a single millimeter more.
Headmistress addressed their little interruption. "That was the ten-minute warning dear." Dear!? Are we close enough for pet names now? Lacey's drowsiness vanished at the thought. With a bit of effort, she pried her bead from Headmistress' cleavage and looked up at her with a huge smile. One that was not returned.
Headmistress had been crying. That much was evident from the tears currently streaming down her face and the marks previous ones left. Her eyes were red. Lacey tried to break apart to further to assess the damage, but Headmistress held her tight.
"Lacey... before I let you go, I want you to know that I meant everything I said earlier. Every bit of it." Headmistress' voice was wrong. It was uneven, wavering.
Lacey felt dread crawl up her spine. I knew it was too good to be true. But she persisted, in hope that she could prevent what she felt was coming. "Even the part at the end?"
Headmistress sniffled. "Especially the part at the end. I do love you Lacey."
Now Lacey's voice was wavering. She clung harder to her lover. "If you love me, don't do this. Don't leave me." She felt her own tears start to fall down her face. She whispered, "Please don't go."
"I have to Lacey. It's because I love you that I have to do this. I love you so much. Too much. Too much to let you waste your precious youth with an old woman like me. You deserve better. Someone your own age you can spend your life with."
Lacey could feel the dread give way to another emotion. Anger. I won. I won fair and square. She can't take this from me. From us. She raised her voice a bit. "I don't care!" Headmistress' tears were paused from shock. "I don't care what you think I deserve. I know what I want! I want you. And I know you want me. Love is never too much."
" Lacey I-"
"What!? Am I supposed to just pass you by in the hallway without speaking to you? Am I supposed to not smile when I see you now? Am I supposed to just forget about all we have, all we could have!?" Never.
Lacey's blood ran cold when she looked up at Headmistress. Her words were having an effect on her. Just the wrong one. Headmistress' looked to be on the verge of actually sobbing. The anger left her as quickly as it came.
"I-I apologize Headmistress, I never meant to-"
"It's fine Lacey. You... have the right to be angry. I don't expect you to understand my perspective. But as someone tasked with your care, I am doing what I believe to be the right thing for you in the long run." Despite her face, the cold, teacher voice was used. There was a finality to her words.
End of the road.
Like hell I'll accept that. "There must be something I can do. Something to prove to you that what we have isn't a problem." Her mind was racing to find different possibilities.
"I'm afraid n-" Lacey's mind kept coming back to one idea. One that was virtually impossible and unlikely to work. But a small chance is better than zero.
"What if I found someone else!?" Headmistress looked down at her in confusion. "The problem is that we love each other right? What if I found another person my age? That way I can't focus only on you. Then there wouldn't be a problem right? If we have too much love then we can just put the excess into the other one."
Headmistress' face was blank as she considered the proposal. Lacey saw the mental math and knew that Headmistress had come up with similar odds. The plan was crazy, improbable, and highly likely to get both of them caught. To Lacey's surprise she agreed.
"Fine. I agree to these terms. If you can find someone willing to continue doing this with us then I will continue the lessons temporarily, as a trial run." Lacey saw the sad look in her eyes. She doesn't think I can do it... hell even I don't think I can do it. But Lacey wasn't about to give up now. In for a penny, in for a pound.
"And... and if I do I want a reward."
"What do you want?"
"I want to... do you. Like you did me. At least once." Headmistress thought it over again. Lacey could feel her dick twitch against her at the thought.
"I... accept these terms as well." After the sentence ended, another alarm went off. Amirah turned off that one as well. "It's midnight, Lacey. Time's up."
Lacey was the first to move. She couldn't handle the strain anymore and stood, she then proceeded to start gathering things to clean as usual, until Headmistress stopped her.
"I will handle it today. You have classes in the morning."
Lacey tried her hardest to hold back her tears. "Right." As Lacey got dressed, Headmistress went about cleaning the room and setting the desks back up the way they should be. Lacey looked at the clock when she was done. Twelve ten. Memories of last night played through her head. Why is it so hard to say goodbye to yesterday?
She walked to the door and paused. She turned to call out to Headmistress, who had her back turned. She wanted to say something. To say goodbye. But that would be admitting defeat. She saw a slight shake in Headmistress' still bare shoulders and realized she was quietly sobbing to herself as she packed. Lacey decided it would be better for the both of them if she just left.
It's not goodbye. It's just an extended break. She tried her best to believe that when she heard the classroom door close behind her.
10:00 pm, Nondescript dorm room. A week and a half later.
Lacey sat on her bed and stared at her phone. The messages she had sent to Amirah over the past week were still unopened. She had given up sending her "homework" a few days ago and now stared at the unread notification next to them.
She reread the last text she sent, two days prior. "I miss you." Left on read. She decided to send another. "I still think about you." But does she still think about me? The day after their night together, Headmistress switched up her entire schedule. Now they had very few times where they were both out of class/meetings at the same time. And the few times they were, Lacey found that she stayed in her office. She's been avoiding me. And she won't talk to me.
Lacey had tried to reach her afterschool, by going to the classroom but she had been surprised to find voices already inside it when she stood outside.
True to her word. Headmistress had begun tutoring Shani. And had been everyday since. It was obvious that there was nothing going on between the two of them but as someone who loves Headmistress, she recognized the signs in Shani. She basically said it herself when she gushed all over her while I was under the desk. Lacey could not help but feel... replaced. No one loves Headmistress more than I do.
She sure seems to think different. Lacey was startled by the voice in her head. It wasn't her normal one. Despite putting her down time and time again, she thinks she's still a match for us. To even go so far as to steal Headmistress, someone should put her in her place.
Lacey recognized the voice. One she hadn't heard in a long time. It was her ego. Being the best for so many years was sure to inflate someone's perception of themselves, Lacey was no different. Years ago she recognized her problem and worked hard to keep it down. Having spent the past week in despair, it seems to have broken out of its cage. And it was making sense.
I can't worry about that right now. I have to work on finding my way back into her arms. We will never achieve that goal with that failure clinging to her. Every time I think about her, it hurts. Exactly. We are her superior yet she dares hurt us. We should show her why we are number one. I don't have time for that. I have to find someone else before it's too late.
Then why not her? What? She obviously wants Headmistress. The way she swoons over her. That "admiration" is just another word for wanting a cock that rightfully belongs to us. We can use that to our advantage.



Lacey was conflicted. This wasn't like her. She wasn't normally like this. She didn't want to put anyone down or hurt them... usually. All's fair in love and war. Fight for what's rightfully ours. She considered the words carefully. She didn't want to be mean. But she didn't want to lose Headmistress more.
OK.
Author's note 2: As usual, whether it's something you liked or feedback, comments are welcome. Also as to match with the theme of the chapter I placed the names of 24 love songs in it. How many can you find?
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Note: the precursor to Learning the ropes. Made as a joke, to make a joke about a game that will be rereleased every year, for all time.
It's amazing just how far a simple comment, a single, throwaway second of your life can change everything. You've seen her around the gym plenty of times. Since she started attending 5 years ago, she seems to spend more time here than you do, and that's saying something as you spend at least 4 hours a day training.
After joining she quickly became the princess of the gym. Everyone loves her, partially because of her reputation, mostly because of her raw talent in the cage. She picked up several different fighting styles in record time and improved upon them using her own strengths. In matches she adapts to her opponents to a point where a dominating lead turns into a one sided fight on her part after just a minute or two. Of course someone who is of such a high level and social standing would never pay attention to you right?
You two have sparred in the past, she destroyed you of course, and now spends most of her time training against the masters instead of with fellow students. It's always a spectacle to watch, a girl as young as she is giving people who have 30 plus years of experience so much trouble. It's a great example to learn from, and it helps that she's easy on the eyes.
Today must have been special in some way. Maybe you messed up your weight control which made you delusional, maybe she messed hers in the same way. Whatever happened created the perfect conditions for sparks to fly.
She had been complaining after she finished her last sparring match, you two finished up around the same time, about not having had enough yet. It was the same thing she said every time you two were packing up together. So you, while putting your sweat soaked towel in your bag, threw out the line "Then why don't me and you go back to your place for a few rounds?" You never expected Lai Chan to take you seriously.
Fast forward fifteen minutes later
Your mind hasn't had a chance to think properly since she agreed. She responded with a quick "Sure!", grabbed your arm and proceeded to drag you 2 miles to her home at a breakneck speed. Then before you could catch your breath, she didn't even seem fazed by the run, you were dragged past several of her family members who seemed surprised by the fact that she brought someone home.
When you get to her room you find it to be fully equipped like a miniature version of the gym. It may even have better equipment than the gym. Before you can carefully inspect every machine and weight you are thrown towards the one thing that resembles a normal bedroom, the queen sized bed filled with surprisingly girly stuffed animals.
The back of your knees clip the bedframe and you fall backwards onto the soft comforter. You have barely a second before she is upon you, a force of unbridled lust with little direction. Her hands seem to be working on auto pilot, squeezing and grabbing the different muscles you've trained in no particular order. Despite her natural cool skin (a trait of air genasi) you can feel the heat and want radiating off of her.
After a few dozen seconds of tactile exploration she chooses to have a taste. She can't seem to decide whether she prefers your lips or neck and thus she shifts back and forth, peppering both with kisses and small nibbles. The make out session is less cooperative and more like she's mauling you with her mouth alone, though the feeling isn't entirely unpleasant. In a way it fills you with confidence that you can make a beautiful girl like her lose it just by being there.
You then feel the cool air of the room and fabric ripping as she tears your shirt clean off your body and runs her hands down your abs as she continues the assault on your neck.
The lack of coordination on her part allows you to focus for the first time in 20 minutes. If this is to go any further there needs to be some semblance of control and obviously, she isn't up to the task.
In a practiced motion made slightly harder with the soft bed under you instead of the mat you grab one of her arms and wrap your other around her midsection. With a quick thrust of the hips you buck her into the air and flip the positions, this time you on top and her pinned to the bed.
Not being prepared to be grappled she is easily pinned but quickly begins struggling as her sexual excitement mixes with the excitement of grappling on the mat. Thankfully it seems that the lust still clouds her judgement and after a minute or two of hard struggling she runs out of steam and you maintain the top position, a feat you wholly contribute to her being preoccupied with other thoughts.
After she's calmed down a bit, mostly because of a lack of breath and energy, you begin your advances. Although they are slower and less passionate than her earlier performance you seem to be doing the trick.
As your hands explore her body you place kisses from her neck to their collar bone, on a particular sensitive spot you notice that the general electricity in the room is not the adrenaline of the moment but instead coming from her person.
Being an air genasi her hair is made of clouds and generally has either a blue or white color scheme but now it seems to have gotten slightly darker to a light grey, like clouds before a drizzle.
Your hands are feeling tingles, not because of the anxiousness but because whenever you touch her mini bolts of lightning are striking your skin.
When your teeth make contact on her shoulder she moans. And crackles.
Pausing to make sure you heard that right you look down at the girl beneath you, recognizing the distinct colorization of blush on her face contrasted to her lighter skin tone.
"Sorry. That tends to happen when I get... excited"
Challenge accepted.
Without responding to the girl you resume your actions with much more fervor than before. Once again you lightly bite her neck, this time while caressing one of her breasts from over her sports bra. You are met with a louder moan and a much louder crack of thunder.
This goes on for a while, you tease her in different ways trying to get louder and louder thunderclaps from her body and enjoying the intensifying feeling of the lighting on your skin before she stops you. "I don't think I can wait any longer."
Not one to keep a woman waiting, you slide your body down the bed until your head is level with the waistband of her shorts. When you hook your hands around the waistband her hands grab your wrists.
"Just as a warning, I guess it's a genasi thing but when I get excited it tends to get a bit humid. Like really humid." She gives you a serious, concerned look as if she thinks this might be a deal breaker.
You give her a polite smile and a nod and she hesitantly removes her hands. Then you begin pulling down the shorts.
She wasn't kidding. The second you slide the shorts down from around her hips the room explodes with mist and fog. You are blasted backwards off the bed and clunk your head on the ground, passing out instantly.
You come to slowly. But find yourself in a much different bplace. You feel the rocking and hear the sounds of several horse drawn carts. Instead of the sweat and musk of 2 bodies after a gym workout you smell the fresh air of the forest. You feel the bindings on your wrists.
As you open your eyes and shake your head to remove both the mental and literal fog one of the other men in the cart acknowledges you.
"Hey! You! Finally awake?"
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Tittle: The Sweetest Taste
Summary: Vampire drinks from her unwilling thrall.
Amelie Stood in the kitchen of her shared penthouse apartment eating a fresh apple while watching two of her roommates-cum-coworkers prepare for their day. Hana, the tiefling, was preparing to go on her morning run and instructing her bodyguards to stay out of sight because it "makes her seem more approachable", to which one of them replied "the whole point of our job is to make you less approachable"
Having heard this same argument for the last 2 years on a daily basis Amelie takes another bite of her apple while she turns her attention to the half-elf Ai. She was in a panic having heard of some attack on her family's estate. She was a whirlwind of clothes, jewelry, and frivolous things that were "absolutely essential" to her survival. She requested an extended leave from the group in order to be with her family in these trying times. As the eldest daughter in the family she took it upon herself to be a pillar of strength to her younger sisters, for while they all loved their mother and older brother , she knew just how scary and unapproachable either can be when shit hits the fan.
Amelie just grinned behind her apple as the two women left, confident that no matter what happens the attack would never be traced back to her. After giving a three minute buffer for Hana to come back in for anything she forgot, honestly she could be a scatter brain when it came to anything but performing, Amelie dropped the facade and tossed the remaining apple into the trash. It may have been of the highest quality but most real foods failed to compare to her preferred source of sustenance.
She sauntered over to the large lounge couch and settled herself in. Snapping her fingers twice she signaled to the remaining bodyguards that it was time for a little bit of privacy. Their eyes clouded over and they obediently moved to wait either outside the apartment or in one of the side rooms. They came in many shapes and sizes but the one constant was the apparent hickey that peaked out from just under each of their collared shirts.
On their way out the bodyguards closed the curtains on the large windows letting in the morning sun. Wouldn't want my little snack getting hurt so early in the morning, now would we? The dark elf then cleared her throat to summon her breakfast. Silence for 10 seconds. With a scowl on her face, Amelie cleared her throat much louder this time, equally a warning and a sign of her displeasure.
A door can be heard opening further back, behind the couch. "You know I don't like to be kept waiting. Come here." The first words out of her mouth may have been a mother speaking to a child, but the last few words were spoken as if talking to a disobedient pet.
Shuffling as a young human woman comes around the couch and enters the eyesight of the lounging elf looking as a scolded animal. "You know that I don't like to punish you, it ruins the taste. But I will if you keep testing me."
The human spits out a flurry of words, almost as if to get as many out as she can. "Please don't hurt Frank. Do whatever you want to me, I belong to you and you alone, leave him ou-" she is silenced by a mere look from Amelie. Though her body is racked by fear she maintains eye contact.
"My, my disobedience and speaking without permission. I was going to let that slight delay slide but it seems you almost want to be punished. Who am I to deny someone what they want? But that will be taken care of later, come, it's time for my breakfast." the woman opens her arms from her sitting position almost as if to receive an embrace.
The Human woman flinches at the words but compiles, not wanting to make her impending pain greater. She shuffles over to Amelie and eases herself into her lap so that her back is to her chest and waits patiently, tensed.
Amelie drapes her arms around the front of her pet and breaths a whiff of her hair. "You need to relax V, just because you will feel pain later doesn't mean you can't enjoy the now." Against her instincts the girl complies and relaxes her muscles. "There we go~. Gods I can't get enough of this smell. I know I tell you often but I really mean it, you are my favorite to feed upon."
At this point the human referred to as V begins quietly crying. Tears streaming down her face, hating every second of her existence yet knowing she can't escape it. "I love everything about you. Your warmth," she gives the human a small but firm squeeze "your smell," another deep breath of her hair, "and my favorite, your taste~" Scooping a finger up her cheek, Amelie brings that finger to her mouth and revels in the saltiness of the tears.
"Well I've waited long enough, time to eat." cupping the other girl's chin she turns her head towards her. She spares only a moment to look into her prey's eyes, loving the fear she saw in them before dipping her head and claiming the human's lips. V offers no resistance as the kiss lasts for several minutes. When they separate there is a wisp of some sort of energy that trails between their lips before flowing into Amelie's mouth.
The worst part about feeding is that no matter how much one might hate it, it feels ecstatic. The person getting fed from feels nothing but ecstasy while getting their life force drained and this does nothing but to sink V further into her own depression. Now caught between ecstasy and despair she takes a moment to compose herself.
Having been drained enough for the moment V attempts to rise but finds that she is held fast by the other woman's embrace. "And where do you think you're going? I told you I was going to punish you and I'm still a bit peckish. How about we kill two birds with one stone?" Feeling a sense of dread, V got the message and brushed her hair away from the nape of her neck. She hated a lot of things about her current life but one of the worst was when Amelie fed directly. It felt better than the kisses and increased her guilt tenfold.
"How kind of you, well if you really insist" Showing fake modesty as she lowers her head once again. Always one to tease her prey first, she plants a few soft pecks on the neck of V before going after her true prize, loving the feeling of the human shivering under her touch. Then hunger overpowers her ego and she sinks her sharp incisors into the neck. Yes, she truly has the sweetest taste. She thought as the first mouth full of blood slid down her throat.
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Title: Pleasant surprises
Summary: An old friend very recently came back into Mai Fan's life. After talking with him for a few minutes the man boldly flirted with and asked her out in front of several family members. Not used to being the sibling that receives attention she panicked and accepted in the spur of the moment. These are her thoughts as she speaks with her sister about the event afterwards.
Mai Fan sat at the table discussing this morning's events with her sister, Veronica. She had calmed down only a smidge since the encounter, meanwhile veronica slowly nibbled on a bagel, staring off into space.
"I-I-I mean what came over him V? Surely he was talking to you or Lai Chan or someone else right!?" the panic in her voice had yet to go down.
Mouth full of bagel, Veronica casually responds. "No. He was talking to you."
"But why me? I mean you were there and Lai Chan was there. Maybe he was talking to Maria or mom?"
Voice dripping with sarcasm around the bagel. "Sure, he was hitting on his dancing instructor, who he knows is a lesbian, by asking her if she wanted him to teach her how to dance."
"But I don't get why he was talking to me though. I mean there were better options." At this Veronica finally started paying more attention, swallowing her bit of bagel.
"What do you mean by that?" She looked at her younger sister with curiosity.
"You know what I mean. Whenever we go out as a group and get hit on (assuming they make it past the guards) it's always you or Lai Chan they go for. I'm always just the younger sister they never notice. Even Yi gets hit on more than me!"
"That doesn't mean you aren't attractive Mai-Mai. That just means most people are dumb and don't know what they are missing out on." She gives the younger sibling a comforting hand on her shoulder.
"But why didn't he do it sooner? He lived here for five years and he never let on anything. He could have had you instead! You certainly wouldn't have panicked like I did."
Noticing the shift back from self-deprecating to panic, Veronica resumed munching on her bagel and staring at the wall. "We were young...er back then. Maybe he was too shy? I don't know. He was probably in a tough spot. It would be weird to have someone take you into their house and you start dating their daughter/little sister. As for me, I would have said no because I have Kayden and despite how dumb he is, he's alright I guess."
"But-"
"Mai-Mai, if it's such a problem why did you say yes? You can still say no. No one would blame you. Guy lived with us for several years then suddenly ghosted us for two more. If anything you would have a right to be angry that he barged right in here and hit on you so aggressively. I'd be at least a little angry."
Mai Fan looked sat there quietly, her face getting noticeably redder. "I mean it can't hurt to at least hear him out right?" then much quieter "And it's not like I didn't like the way he did it."
Veronica just looked at her sister with mild surprise. "Huh. never pegged you as the submissive type." another bite of the bagel.
"I'm not submissive! It was just nice to see somebody want... me so much." Her voice once again got quieter as she went.
"Yeah yeah. Whatever you say, bottom." The grin on her face tormenting her sister.
"Stop that! But seriously what do I do on the date?"
"It's dancing lessons right? Just let him teach you how to dance and it'll be fine."
"But I can already dance pretty well. It's not like Maria hasn't given me lessons before. What do I do when he finds out I already know how to? Won't he not want me anymore?"
"For the love of- Mai Fan the dance lessons were just an excuse. Dates aren't about the activity, they're abouts spending time with the person you like. I don't know, pretend you don't know how to dance. Or teach him something. It'll be fine if he's really there for you."
"But what if afterwards he wants to take things further!? Like what if he invites me out to dinner or tries to kiss me or or" she squirms a bit in her seat "...more?"
Veronica sighs. "Mai Fan you're a big girl. Go as far as you want. If he tries to make you do anything you don't want to I'll be there personally to wait a few seconds too long to pull Lai Chan off of him." She flashes her a sly smile. "As for the act of trying, I don't know. If you had asked me a few years ago I would have told you he didn't have the balls. He definitely didn't seem to when I flirted with him. But two years is a long time. Maybe he's grown some balls or something. And you know all about how Maria and Pierre operate. Nothing wrong with having a bit of fun on the first date."
"But what if I'm not ready. Sex is ...scary."
"I don't know. It's pretty fun after you get past the scary part."
"...What?"
"What?"
"Veronica you're a virgin just like me."
"Who said I was still a virgin? Maybe I'm a full-grown woman now, little girl." another sly grin.
Mai Fan looked at Veronica, dumbfounded. "You mean you and ..." Veronica nodded "Bu-How!? WHEN!?"
"This morning~~" Veronica sang.
"How was it? You gotta tell me!" Mai fan gripped her sister's arm.
"I don't know~~ A girl shouldn't kiss and tell."
Mai Fan gripped a little harder. "Well, I guess I can make an exception for my cute little sister. I mean it's only right that I guide her along the right path."
"Just tell me!"
Veronica dropped the casual act and matched her sister's excitement. "Ok so we woke up cuddling right. After we had breakfast I noticed something poking me and ..."
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Title: The Pecking Order.
Summary:
In the Meng Wei household, there are 9 children and 3 grandchildren with a 43 year gap from the eldest child to the youngest grandchild. From the kids themselves there's a 25 year gap from eldest to youngest child. As people do, the family split into cliques. The 2 eldest children, the middle 4, and the youngest 3.
They all hang out separately and usually eat their meals in different dining rooms, often bringing some of their friends to the house for dinner.
The family got along well enough but Meng Wei was tired of not being able to see all her babies at once. So she decided to host a mandatory family only dinner so that she could see all of them for dinner instead of the monthly family talent show.
Unfortunately for her the plan backfired. With so many children there comes the question of each of their minds. Which one was her favorite?
Meng Wei looked out at the table. At all of her children having dinner together. Her beautiful babies.
There hasn't been a family dinner since her career took off after she had the twins. After three decades and finally retiring, she finally deemed it time to pick up where she left off. Albeit with five more children, three grandchildren, and three others.
From her seat at the table she swept her gaze over everyone in attendance. Though some were not related to her by blood, everyone at the table she considered her family.
Starting from her left at the big roundtable, she looked at her grandson Jin. (7) When he noticed her looking he looked up at her with a big grin with food covering his mouth. He was so happy when he heard about this dinner and excitedly called dibs on sitting next to his grandmother. His smile makes her heart swell.
Noticing the food on Jin's face, Iana (18) fusses over him, trying to clean his face. Meng Wei lends a helping hand in the form of patting Jin's head to calm and still him. The boy relents and submits himself to the cleaning. She gives Meng Wei an appreciative smile while she cleans his face.
Despite not being a performer nor related to the family, the timid girl makes herself useful as a sort of live-in nanny for Jin and Jessica (1) while the other members were training during the day and their mother needed a break.
Meng Wei chuckles to herself, giving a final little ruffle of his hair before removing her hand. If he was anything like his father was at that age, the girl would run herself ragged trying to keep him clean.
Having known the girl only for about 2 years she already considered Iana another daughter. She was such a kind and good-natured girl. And judging by how the other younger children treated her, she was just another sister added to the long list of siblings. They had immediately absorbed her into their little group. Given their habit of taking her youngest grandchildren from their parents and her affinity for kids, she fit right in.
Next to Iana was Ashala (20), the up and coming prodigy. Both she and Iana came to the household at the same time and yet while not being sisters, Ahsala had more than enough confidence and fight in her to play the protective older sister role to contrast the meek Iana.
Ashala is Meng Wei's apprentice. Being well versed in the art of song, and considered the best singer in the world, she immediately noticed the gift Ashala had. She didn't quite know how Ashala felt about her considering her vocal cords are pushed to their limit daily but Meng Wei thought of her as the daughter she never had, and told her as much.
In any case Ashala seems appreciative of the roof over her head and doesn't complain at all. Instead she chooses stoic resilience to her training.
Meng Wei flashes a quick smile at Ashala who gives a polite nod back. One you would give a commanding officer or your boss.
Despite her aggressive attitude though she also fit in well with the younger siblings, though she tries her best to try to not show it. They have a great time picking with her and trying to get her to open up.
Speaking of her younger children, her youngest child, Mai Fan (18) sits next to Ashala. As her gaze shifts over to her, a slight frown appears on her face. The acrobat is currently gossiping about something with the other usual suspects Veronica (19) and Lai Chan (21) who are seated next to her. Nothing out of the ordinary for a normal day, but this was supposed to be a special night.
She would let their talking go on for a bit longer but this is meant to be a family gathering. If they must talk, they will share with the group so no one feels left out, she declared to herself internally.
Noticing her staring, the three girls look at each other and begin giggling harder. They each wave at their mother and offer various iterations of "Hi mom!" before breaking into another fit of laughter and going back to their gossip.
With a sigh she extends their time limit by a few minutes. At least they're happy, she thought. Her three youngest girls, all grown up and still as thick as thieves.
Next to Lai Chan was her first oldest grandchild, Yi Lee (16) talking to her father about her piano practice. Despite being a writer, Dai Lee (43) was also proficient in many instruments.
Meng Wei's eyes settled straight ahead as she looked directly across the table at her eldest Child. Her first baby, now a big, strong man with his own family. Her eyes welling up a bit, she takes another glance at Jin before looking back at him.
She remembered when he was that small and adorable like it was yesterday. She took a look at the entire table. She remembered when they all were her babies.
No, she thought, no matter how big they get, they would always be her babies.
Noticing his mother wipe her eyes on her sleeve, Dai Lee speaks up with concern in his voice. "Hey mom, you alright?" He begins to stand,
From his call out, all of the other participants turn worried eyes over to the matriarch. Before anyone else can voice their worries, she gestures with one hand for her son to sit while wiping her eyes with the other.
Her voice is a little shaky but she has a smile on her face. "It's alright Dai Lee. I'm just happy you all are here." she pulls out a handkerchief and starts dabbing the corners of her eyes. "I remember holding each of you when you were born and now all of you are so big, and wonderful, an-and-" She has to stop for fear of breaking down even further. After a couple of seconds of calming breaths she's able to say "I'm just so happy to see my babies all grown up."
Kicking herself mentally for ruining the good mood of the dinner, she fights her hardest to regain her composure.
Jin gets out of his chair to hug her to make her feel better and the water works really begin.
While she cried she was subject to a variety of different responses. Her eldest daughter, Ai (36), not to be left out, hugs her from the right side and snuggles in close. During the meltdown she got a minor chorus of "awwwwwww"'s from the younger section.
"We love you too mom!" Lai Chan yells a bit too loud, startling and upsetting baby Jessica. "Sorry."
"Eh she's alright I guess." Veronica chuckles before getting lightly punched in her shoulder by Lai Chan. "Ow!"
"I don't know. I think dad counts as being mom's baby now, with the way he acts around her." Yi jokes. That set the youngsters off in another fit of giggles and got a few scattered laughs from the rest of the table.
Face flushed, Dai Lee jokingly bangs his fist on the table. "And what's wrong with liking being loved by my Wife!?" His outburst only caused the laughter to increase in volume.
Placing a hand on his shoulder, Jia (35), his wife corrects the girls. "While he may be my giant baby now," she pinches Dai Lee's cheek before he slaps her hand away "he was her baby first and I for one think it's wonderful she loves you all to the point of tears."
She makes direct eye contact with Yi as she speaks again. "And I feel the same way about my babies." More laughter erupts at the table as she reaches across her husband to pinch her daughter's cheek.
"Mom! Stop it! Not in front of them. They'll bully me later." She whined.
The "they" in question take turns to get up and pinch their little sister's (technically niece but they were raised like sisters) other cheek.
"Later?" Mai fan giggled as she got her turn.
Watching the scene play out in front of her, Meng Wei's tears turn into laughter. It may not have been the way she wanted to get here but the atmosphere in the room is exactly what she wanted. Her big family getting along.
As things calmed down she continued her scan of the room with slightly redder eyes. Jin goes back to his chair but Ai stays put, continuing to snuggle her mother. Always looking to be spoiled, that one.
Jia resumes feeding the youngest grandchild, Jessica, in her high chair. Unlike her brother Jin, Jessica is calm and well behaved, even as a baby. Meng Wei wished they were all that manageable when they were infants.
Also fussing over Jessica to the right was Mei Shin (34). She made sure to wipe up any spit up the infant had or to immediately clean anything she spilled/knocked over.
Meng Wei held a strange mix of both jealousy and appreciation for her daughter. The twins looked the most like her in the family and maybe that had a part to play in it but when her career shifted into high gear Mei Shin stepped up and was a surrogate mother to her younger siblings. While the mother performed to earn money for the family, Mei Shin looked after the young ones until they were old enough to look after themselves. Meng Wei knows that she often was the second or even third choice when it came to maternal feelings of her younger 4. That fact bothers her but given the circumstances she fosters more appreciation for her daughter than jealousy.
Next to Mei shin sat Maria (26), her younger sister. When they were kids, they were inseparable. Even as an adult she looks for any chance to hang out with her big sister. Maria idolizes Mei Shin. She was and is Maria's favorite person. To everyone else in the family she was cordial at best, but she always had time for Mei Shin.
Currently Maria was reading a book at the table, something Meng Wei would scold her for in a moment.
At the very least she could pretend she wanted to be here.
Next to Maria is her youngest son, Pierre (23). He's a good boy, if a bit of a player. He always has a crowd of girls around him yet he never seems to have a girlfriend. She hopes he will settle down eventually like his brother.
Next to him was Lin shin (34), the other twin. She was the black sheep of the family. Meng Wei just wished she knew what made her so jaded and cruel. Everyone has only been nice to her and she acts like she hates them for it. Her own twin, the nicest one of them all, she hates the most. She wished her love could get through to the girl. If not her love, at the very least her twin's.
Last but not least came Ai, her second oldest and eldest daughter, still snuggled up against her mother in a hug. Despite being the second eldest child and a grown woman, she never shied away from a chance to get spoiled by her mother.
Meng Wei laughed a little while rubbing Ai's back. Even after all these years she's still mommy's little princess.
Part 2 start:
Her little moment with Ai is cut short when the 3 youngest daughters, assisted by their favorite helper Yi, call for everyone's attention.
Lai chan gets up and stands behind her mother's chair with her arms clasped behind her back like some kind of thug. Yi hands her confused father a sheet of paper and a pen. Veronica and Mai Fan pull out a briefcase, when did they even bring that in here? She had not seen it when they entered. They proceeded to take out papers and shuffle them.
Veronica, always the little thespian, stands up and puts on her best prosecutor voice and addresses the table. "First and foremost I would like to thank the jury," she gestures to the rest of the table "for taking the time out of your busy schedules to come to this hearing."
Meng wei speaks up "Veronica what ar-"
She is silenced as Lai Chan places a hand on her shoulder. "Ma'am please only speak when you are addressed. This is a court of law, not a dinner party." Meng Wei is shocked until she realizes this is one of their little games. She decides to humor her daughters for a while.
The rest of the family simply looked on, some like Mei Shin and Dai Lee with curiosity, and others like Lin and Maria with indifference at another one of their younger siblings stupid jokes.
"Thank you bailiff. As I was saying, we convene here today to hear out the suspect," she looks down what is an obviously blank sheet of paper. "one Meng Wei, and ask her several questions that further illuminate us in this case."
Mei Shin raises her hand.
"Yes Miss...?"
"Oh! Hi! My name's Mei Shin, daughter of Meng Wei. I have two questions for the court."
"Hmmmmm. You may ask your questions but keep them brief. There's a baby here who has to go to bed by 9."
"Thank you, your honor."
"I am not the judge Ma'am, I am merely a prosecutor." Veronica gestures to Mai Fan sitting next to her, who has put on a fake Santa beard and is currently stroking it.
"This is this Judge. Though you may not address her until you are addressed yourself. Any questions will have to go through me."
"Ok then. Um, first off, since I am her daughter, and in fact many of us in this room are children of hers or related in some way, wouldn't that mean that this entire jury is a conflict of interests."
"The court has allowed a suspension in that rule, for the members of the jury were hand picked by the judge herself." Mai Fan waved at Mei Shin.
"OK. Second question. What is mom being charged with?"
Veronica's face falls into a contemplative frown at that one.
"One moment please." She leans over to whisper to Mai Fan and Yi. They seem to get into a very heated argument about something before Veronica once again stands tall.
"The court currently has no charges to place against the suspect but surely we will find something by the time the hearing concludes"
"Bu-"
"Sorry the court is no longer taking questions." Veronica turns away from her sister towards her mother.
Lai Chan takes out a hard copy novel Dai Lee wrote and holds it out to her mother. "Place your hand on this Ma'am." Meng Wei complies.
Veronica clears her throat. "Now just some routine stuff. Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth so help you gods?"
Meng Wei looks still a bit baffled at what's happening but she goes along. "I do, sweetie."
"Ma'am, please be professional in the court of law or I will charge you with contempt!" Mai Fan bangs her fist on the table in place of a gavel.
Veronica takes over once again. "Your name is...?"
"Meng Wei"
"Age?"
"58"
"Occupation?"
"Retir-"
Breaking character, "One sec grandma." Yi turns towards her father who was watching the questioning. "Excuuuse me. If you could do your job that would be great, Stenographer." adding extra emphasis on the job title. Dai Lee looks at his daughter in confusion before he realizes that's supposed to be him and begins writing down the proceeding. "Geez, it's hard to get good help nowadays. Sorry about that. Continue"
Veronica nod's in approval. "Thank you co-council Lee. Let us proceed with the real questions." She pulls out another sheet of paper, this time with visible writing on it.
"First. What is your favorite food?" Silence envelopes the room for a few seconds, besides the scribbling of the pen on Dai Lee's paper.
Lin rests her cheek on hand and lets out an audible groan. Maria's face breaks for the first time into a look of annoyance.
"You mean to tell me you interrupted my read-" She gets a look from her mother. "... Our family dinner to ask simple questions you could ask at any other time?"
Veronica forces down her fear of her elder sister's ire and remains composed. Meng Wei is proud of her little actress. It's a valuable skill to be able to stay in character under pressure. She decides to step in to mediate.
"Maria honey, calm down."Maria's anger persists through the warning until Mei Shin lays a hand on her arm, calming her.
Meng Wei continues, "I for one am flattered that my youngest daughters and granddaughter want to know more about me." She turns towards the judge, prosecutor and co-council and gives them all a big smile. They smile back, actively trying to ignore the annoyed stares from Maria and Lin. "That being said she does have a point. You didn't have to do all of this just to ask me basic questions girls. I'll answer any question you girls have at any time." She turns around to give Lai Chan a warm smile as well. She catches Lai Chan's usual wide, toothy grin before she can reset her face back into the 'Bailiff' character.
Ai, from her position wrapped around her mother, comments "Yeah but everyone knows it's smoked salmon anyway." Meng Wei nods.
Pierre perks up " IT IS!? I've been making her catfish every birthday for the past ten years!"
"And I love each and every meal you cook me Pierre. No matter what you make, it always tastes wonderful;."
"That's not the point! Why didn't you tell me? I could have been making salmon this whole time!" He throws his hands up in a mixture of anger at himself for not knowing and agitation at having wasted ten birthdays of her life.
"Because it's the love in it that counts."
Ai turns her head to face her younger brother, eyes flashing in annoyance "It's not her fault! If you'd been paying attention the past ten years you should have known it was salmon. She gets it every time we go to a restaurant."
Pierre's anger focuses on Ai. "You mean every time you go to a restaurant with her. I haven't hung out with mom outside the house since I was like, eight!" his voice steadily rising.
Ai raises her voice to match his while squeezing a little tiger around Meng Wei."That just means you haven't put in the effort to hang out with mommy like I have! Otherwise you would know that!"
The rest of the family watches in silence, not sure how this will play out or how to stop it.
Gods above, a fight is not what Meng Wei wanted at her dinner. She attempted to do damage control. "Ai, honey. Calm down, it's not his fault. And Pierre, I love every meal you cook me. Truly."
The two children share one more look of animosity before both returning their gazes to their mother.
She looks out to the rest of the table, her eyes filled with a sadness that not many besides Dai Lee have had the privilege to see in their usual strong,confident mother. A look of deep regret.
Some feared they would see her cry for the second time in their entire lives within 10 minutes of the first time.



"I know that work has made me... distant, to put it nicely." She makes eye contact with her 3 youngest daughters and Pierre. "And I'm sorry for that. If anyone should have put in the effort to interact more it should have been me."
Pierre, realizing that his earlier comment may have hurt his mother, speaks up again. "I mean it's fine right? You had to work so we could have all this." he gestures around to the one of many grand dining rooms in the estate they currently occupy. "At the very least I know that you worked so hard for us".
"This is true ma'am. We may not have charges yet but the court would never accuse you with being willfully negligent." The court official gave her a look of understanding before realizing her slip up. "Or any other kind of negligence for that matter!" she quickly added.
"And I have fun going to your shows!" Lai Chan spoke up from behind her mother's chair.
She looks slightly shocked at how mature her youngests are being."Well if you say it's Ok then I have no choice but to believe you."
She rubs Ai's head affectionately and looks out to her two middle children and eldest child. "And I want to thank you five for stepping up while I was working. It was selfish of me to take your childhoods away just so you could raise your siblings."
Maria simply states "I just helped out because Mei Shin asked me to."
Mei Shin pats maria on the shoulder "And I thank you for the help 'Ria." She looks to her mother. "It was nothing mom, you had to work to take care of us. Besides," She draws Maria into a hug. The younger sibling dropped her book from the sudden gesture before melting into it. "I love my little siblings as much as you do and it was fun playing with them. I'm sure they don't have any complaints?" She raises a questioning eyebrow at the younger generation. No one voices an objection.
After a few seconds Maria realizes she is basically doing the same thing to Mei shin that Ai is doing to their mother. With the outside perspective fresh in her mind she quickly breaks the hug and tries to return to her previous state as smoothly as possible, Not without some giggles from the court staff though.
Lin, still looking agitated, waves away the gratitude with her free hand."I barely did anything, why am I included in the thank you?"             
"That's not true dear, I hear you looked after them plenty of times when Mei Shin couldn't."
Once again Pierre pipes up with indignation "All she did was make us her slaves for the day! Do you know how many times I've cleaned her room?"
A shit eating grin appeared on her face."I kept you out of trouble didn't I? You should be thankful I kept you safe and active little brother."
Wanting to save his mother from having to break up another fight Dai Lee spoke up. "Eh it's fine. I was already 13 when the big baby came along." He grins a bit at the memories. "The twins though, they were more of a handful." Mei Shin smiles an apology at her brother while Lin disregards him entirely.
'But dad, Jessica was born last year!" Jin corrected.
"Not that baby Jin, the one hugging your grandmother." Several at the table laugh.
The attention only causes Ai to tighten the hug. "And what's wrong with being affectionate with my mother?"
Maria speaks up, back to her book. "Nothing, but it is a bit weird that you're almost thirty seven and still acting like you're five."
Ai's face flushes. "Like you don't do the same thing to Mei Shin every chance you get!"
Maria slams her book down."That's different! When I do it, Mei Shin has a chance to decline. You just latch onto mom whenever you feel like!"
Gods help her, Meng wei once again tries to defuse her children. "I like it when Ai hugs me. It makes me feel loved." She pokes her daughter in the cheek and Ai giggles, sticking her tongue out at Maria. "I would never not want to hug my babies. And I'll bet that Mei Shin feels the same way. When was the last time she denied you a chance to show her some affection?"
Maria tried to think of a time but her memory failed her.
"Exactly. And this isn't just for Ai." She peels the big baby off of her, much to the baby's displeasure, and opens her arms wide for a hug. "I have enough love to go around, if anyone wants to hug me, just come up to me and do it at any time." She eyes all of her children, daring them to take her up on her offer.
After a pause. Lai Chan quickly hugs her mother before going back to her position behind the chair.
Noticing Jin sulking she adds "And grandchildren." The boy pops out of his chair once again to hug his grandmother before returning to his seat.
"Anyway that's enough distractions for now. I believe the court had more questions." She folds her hands on the table in front of her and turns her attention back to the prosecutor.
Ai pouts because her snuggle ended prematurely and mouths 'this is your fault' at Maria and Pierre. Both of which disregard their childish older sibling.
"Isn't that right dear?"
The prosecutor clears her throat again. "Thank you mo- MA'AM. Stenographer, I hope you wrote that all down?"
"No."
"Do better."
The judge herself picks up a sheet of paper and reads off of it, spitting out some beard hair in the process. "Next question! What is... your favorite drink?"
"Oh! A margarita of course." The mom said proudly.
"Classy woman. Not a bad choice." She realizes that she basically admitted to underaged drinking infront of her mother and points to Dai Lee "Wait! Strike that from the record stenographer."
"Yeah, sure." Dai lee rolls his eyes. He knows better than everyone that very few secrets are kept in this house from Meng Wei. She knew that her younger children occasionally snuck drinks and allowed it as long as they stayed responsible.
"Third question. What was your favorite performance?"
Lin groans and stands up "Welp, since it appears we don't all have to be here for this, I'm going to my room. Thank you for the dinner and what not."
"Please return to your seat ma'am. The court assures you that every member of the jury is needed for the final question."
Lin ignores her sister and starts heading towards the door. Lai Chan gets in front of her and holds her hand out. "Return to your seat Miss Wei."
Lin gives her younger sister a look full of venom. If looks could kill the entire room would be dead. "Get out of my way Lai Chan."
Despite being a full head taller and a trained fighter, the younger woman quickly obliges in fear of her sister.
Before Lin can pass her, Meng Wei reaches out and grabs Lin's Wrist causing her poisonous gaze to turn upon her own mother. The face she met was not one of authority or anger, but one of quiet pleading.
"Please, just humor them for a little longer Lin. If not for then than for me. Having you all here means the world to me. Please?"
Lin held her mother's gaze for a full 20 seconds. The air in the room hung still.
Once again their mother surprised them. Instead of simply ordering Lin back to her seat, the woman was begging her own daughter. This dinner was a night full of firsts.
Lin finally snatchs her wrist out of her mother's hand, and returns to her seat. Still visibly agitated.
A quiet " Thank you." comes from the mother.
"Whatever. Can we hurry this up?"
The prosecutor speaks "All in due ti-'' She meets Lin's eyes and quickly turns back to her mother. "Anyway, favorite performance?"
Meng Wei's face immediately brightens at the memory. "That would have to be the first time I got a standing ovation. I was still only a girl then, a year younger than Yi. Dai Lee was an infant at the time. He wouldn't calm down unless I was in his view so we had to plug his ears with wax and get him a front row seat. I worried he would cause a scene while I was on stage but he was actually quite well behaved for once." Lai Chan and Jia snicker at 'for once.' "Anyway I went up there and sang my heart out. I was nervous, it was only my second solo performance. The first one had gone well but not perfect. I needed something to calm me down so I looked my little baby in the eye and pretended I was singing only to him. When I finished I just stared into his big little eyes for a minute until someone got my attention. Then I looked up and saw the entire crowd cheering for me. That's when I found my secret. Whenever I go up on stage, I pretend I'm singing for you. My babies."
Another chorus of "Awwwww"s from Jia, Mei Shin, and the court staff.
"I bet she thinks of me most." taunted Ai to the rest of her siblings
Before Meng Wei could answer, the proceedings continued. "Good one Ai, keep that for later. Next question. And please answer truthfully mom." Meng Wei nods. "How many grandchildren do you have?"
Meng Wei makes a big show of counting the three of them in the room and recounting to be sure. "Three."
"And how many children?"
"Twelve"
"Correct. No- wait did you just say twelve?"
"Yes, twelve"
Breaking character yet again. "Mom, there are nine of us. Please tell me you aren't going senile already."
"Don't even joke about that!" she snaps at veronica. "And I know what I said. I have twelve children, counting Iana, Ashala, and Jia"
"Wait I'm included!?" Iana seemed surprised and possibly a little scared at the revelation.
"Of course you are. You and Ashala have become valued members of this family sweetheart. And I'd be honored if you would allow me to call you my daughter."
Jin turns and hugs Iana tightly. " Aunty Iana!"
Holding back tears Iana simply returns the hug and says a meek "Thank you."
Attention shifts over to Ashala, who quickly looks down and starts playing with her food with her fork. Though her face tries to portray indifference, the flushed cheeks and slightly red eyes tell another story. "Yeah, that's cool. Better than my real mom who sold me to the military anyway."
Weng Wei takes the attraction back for herself, not wanting to embarrass the two too much. "And I'm sure I don't have to explain why Jia is one of my daughters?"
"Miss Wei, you are too kind." Jia says
"I told you to call me Meng Wei. Or mom works. And besides, you're the kind one for taking that big trouble maker out of my hands." Dai Lee looks up from his notes at that comment and looks between his wife and mother.
Jia puts a hand on his shoulder. "I suppose you're right."
Dai Lee grumbles something and goes back to taking notes while another round of laughter happens at his expense.
"Order in this court!" Mai fan bangs her hand on the table a bit too hard, earning a stern look from her mother.
The prosecutor steps in to save her little sister. "If all the chit-chat is done I would like to proceed with the last question. Stenographer, please note that the suspect has three grandchildren and twelve children."
"Done"
"Good. Now for the final question Madam Wei. Which of these twelve children and three grandchildren... is your favorite?"
Part 3 start:
Silence fell across the room. Dai Lee stopped writing. Maria slowly bookmarked her page and closed her book. All eyes were on Meng Wei, watching her movements for any subtle tells. They all restlessly anticipated her response. All except Lin.
Before Meng Wei herself could formulate a response, Lin spoke up, her bored, agitated look unfazed by the question. "Oh come the fuck on! I stayed for this? It's Mei Shin." She looks towards her mother. "Can I go now?"
Meng Wei, mouth still open to respond to the previous shock, once again had her brain fried. Her system needed to reboot again.
The daughter in question looks at her twin in horror, not believing her ears. The rest of the table looks at Mei Shin back to the mom. No one speaks out against the claim, for they all had been thinking it.
In terms of popularity, Mei Shin was far the most loved besides their mother. She had several hit songs like her mother. She even looked a lot like her. No one was surprised, but they all held some secret hope that it would be them.
Mei Shin notices that her siblings seem to be accepting this as a fact and turns her looks upon them. "You can't be serious, right guys? I mean, I can't be the favorite. Sure I have some good qualities but I left for seven years and only just got back! It can't be me. I... it just can't." Mei shin looks to her mother for some sort of support to her desperate claim.
Meng Wei finally recovered enough to respond. She put on her sternest look and turned towards Veronica. "I don't have a favorite sweetie. I love all of you equally. All my little babies." The underlying tone in her voice signified that was the end of the matter.
But her daughter persisted. "That can't be true! I mean of course I love all of you but even I have a favorite and I'm sure you guys have them too right?" she looked to the rest of the table after her appeal, hoping for some sort of cosign.
Several family members grumbled or mumbled some sort of affirmation.
"So let's assume that this obvious lie of it not being Mei Shin is true. Then it has to be Ashala right? You told her yourself, she's the 'daughter you never had' right?" Lin continued guesses of who was the real favorite, using air quotes around her mother's words.
Both Meng Wei and Ashala whip their heads towards the older twin. How did she know that? Meng Wei had said that during a particularly tough training session when Ashala had threatened to quit. She only wanted to give the girl some encouragement and had said that but she was sure they were alone.
Unfortunately their head turn combined with the obvious blush on Ashala's face confirmed that this claim of Lin's was in fact true. Several of the family looked shocked and even more had a tinge of hurt in their expressions. Could their own mother have chosen a girl she knew for barely two years over them?
"Lin, stop instigating!" She commands her daughter. She then addresses the rest of the table speaking quickly.. "And yes I did say that to Ashala but not in the way she's suggesting. As I said earlier, I consider both Ashala and Iana to be my daughters as you consider them sisters. As you all know, Ashala has the gift of her voice. A gift that all of you, for lack of better terms, lack. That is all I meant by that quote. All of you are so diverse in your talents and skills. All I can do is sing. I can only support you from the sidelines." She looks every single one in the room in the eye. Begging them to believe her with the panic in her voice.
"With her, I can play an active part in her growth! I can finally pass on my decades of experience on to someone younger." She turns to look at Ashala, the girl briefly meeting her eyes before looking away, face beet red. "I meant what I said. I love you like a daughter." she turns back to the rest of the table. "And I meant what I said just now. I consider her one of my children and I love all of you equally. I. Don't. Have. A. Favorite." Despite her strong lungs she ends the impromptu rant a little out of breath, panting after she finishes.
After a pause, the children start responding.
"I guess that makes sense, you don't exactly have a lot of experience writing."
"Or doing flips!"
"Or acting."
Thank the gods. Her children finally believe her.
That is until Lin speaks up again. "Ok so that's Mei Shin and Ashala out of the running. That leaves eleven more kids and 3 grandchildren left."
"Lin, stop it." her voice edged with anger now.
Lin had a grin on her face. Oh gods, she's enjoying this."Oh come on! Like Veronica said, everyone has favorites! It's impossible not to. We won't love you any less if you just told us your favorite." She left an intentional pause.
"Li-"
"As a matter of fact! Let's make it easier for you. We will go around the table and everyone can voice their favorite relative? How's that sound?" Lin turns her wicked smile over to her family.
Mei shin voices minor disagreement but to Meng Wei's horror, no one seems outright against the idea.
This dinner was supposed to bring the family together, not tear it apart.
"Let's start with you Jin!" Lin points to the young man. "Who do you love most?"
"Hey! You leave him outta this!" Dai lee points a menacing finger at the twin. While he was curious about the situation, he didn't want his children involved.
"For the love of- Dai Lee, everyone means everyone. He's included." She turns back to Jin. "So little guy, who do you love most? And you can't say your mom or dad, that's too simple"
Jin takes a second to consider his options. After his brief deliberation it's obvious that he's stuck between Iana and his grandmother, as he keeps looking between the two. After another few seconds he seems to make up his mind.
"I like everyone!" he smiles at Lin.
Lin's smile drops. Fucking kids. "That's not what I asked Jin and you know it."
"Oh! Sorry. I love everyone!"
This is a fucking lost cause. She ignores the smiling child and turns to Iana. The girl cowers under Lin's stare. This one should be interesting. "And you."
Iana continues to cower until Ashala grabs her hand. Ashala tells her that everything will be ok and proceeds to glare at Lin. "She's not answering."
This little bitch. "Not an option. Everyone answers."
Seeing his nanny/new aunt getting bullied Jin grabs her other hand and joins in glaring at Lin. "Stop being mean to Iana. She's nice."
Noticing that the other members of the 'court' seemed to also share that sentiment based on their scowls Lin realized she's outnumbered.
Ok then. "Fine, she's off the hook for now." She locks eyes with Ahsala. "How about you, sister we never had?" Sadistic sarcasm dripped from the words as she grinned at the girl.
"Iana." She maintains eye contact while she says the name.
Lin clicks her tongue in annoyance. How boring, the obvious answer.
Time for the real answers."Ok then, Mai Fan, your turn."
Mai Fan seems to have a hard time deciding. The table watches with bated breath as she looks out over the table. Her gaze lingers on Mei Shin for a while before she starts looking at her partners in crime: Lai Chan, Veronica, and Yi.
"Lai Chan."
Lai Chan seem's the happiest of the crew yet confused. The other two look slightly disappointed.
"Wait, why me?"
"Because you help me with my stretches a lot. Despite not being a gymnast you take the time out to sit there and help me be flexible and honestly it's some of the best times. Just being together." Noticing the other two, " Not to say we don't all have fun! It's just... I don't know, special when she does it. Slightly, an itty bitty more than what we do normally. She's number one but I swear You two are close seconds!" This seems to sate the other two somewhat, but they still appear slightly sad. But who wouldn't at being told they are second to someone else?
"Oh. I mean I have to stay flexible for my workouts and fights so I considered it just helping each other out. But you are right, it is fun stretching with you." Lai Chan's usual smile is noticeably wider.
On the other hand Lin's predatory smile only grew. On to the next.
"And Veronica?"
The actress quickly goes from disappointed to embarrassed, not realizing her time would be here so quick. But she talked a big game before. Time to put her money where her mouth is. With a deep breath she speaks.
"Mai Fan." She gives the rest of the crew apologetic smiles. Mai Fan seems the most shocked at this revelation. None of the other siblings seem to bat an eye at this.
"May I ask why me?" Mai fan seems genuinely curious.
Veronica rolls her eyes and smiles. "Do I really need a reason to love my baby sister?" She wraps an arm around Mai Fan's shoulder.
"I... I guess not." Mai Fan is blushing heavily. "Now I feel bad for not saying you."
"Eh, it's fine. I still get to see you everyday. Who cares if you like her an 'itty bit' more?" Veronica gives her a little squeeze



Mai fan giggles. "I guess you're right."
Most of the table feels some of the tension relieved at the scene. Not Lin. Clicking her tongue again in annoyance she moves on to the next one. "Lai Chan, go."
Lin barely even looked at her. They all expected Lai chan to say Yi or Veronica or something. Another member of the crew to complete their little chain going on with the younger kids. All that sappy crap.
Lai Chan gives nervous, guilty glances at her crew before speaking. "M-Maria."
Maria's eyebrows rose at the statement. Most of the table seemed stunned at the revelation.
"Lai Chan, are you serious or is this another one of your jokes?" Maria's voice sounded dangerous.             
"No I'm serious! You-you're my favorite..."
"Explain yourself." Maria couldn't possibly fathom why anyone would choose her.
"Because you're nice! At least nicer than you look. You look all mean and scary because you wanna read your books but if I talk to you, you're not scary at all." her voice vacant of all previous nervousness and now full of excitement to explain to the world just how wonderful her older sister is. "You help me out when I need it. You give me good advice. You give the warmest hugs. You-"
"Shut up Lai Chan." Maria holds her face in her hands, but if one looks close enough they can see that her face is redder than it usually is. A good portion of the table shares a laugh while she tries to recover. It's not often they get to see any side of Maria besides stoic and angry.
"Ok!" Her usual big smile back on her face.
Interesting choice, definitely unexpected. Lin looks to see the reactions of the other members of the crew.
They seem to be agreeing with Lai Chan. Damnit.
"Ight Yi, your turn. Same rules as Jin. No parents."
"Veronica"
"Awwwwwww. Love you too Yi." Veronica leans over and gives Yi a hug.
Lin rolls her eyes once again, her words laced with more sarcasm "Ooooh what a surprise." She turns towards Dai Lee "Your turn big guy."
"Wait! Isn't anyone gonna ask me why?"
Lin sighs. "Let me guess. You love her a lot?"
"Well... yeah."
"We know." turning back to Dai Lee. "You can't say your wife or any of your rugrats. Go"
Without hesitation. "Ai."
Ok, this one was gold. Lin could barely contain her laughter. "Ai!? Really, Ai? You do realize she talks shit to your face every chance she gets right? She insults you and everything you care about. What could you possibly see in her?"
Dai Lee leveled his gaze at Lin and replied calmly. "As much as I love all of you, we all know there's a... generational gap between us. It's no surprise that most of the young un's chose each other. Honestly the middle ones could go either way. But I know I'm not anyone's favorite. There's a seven year gap between me and Ai. Two more years before the twins. And so on and so on. It makes sense that this old man isn't some eighteen year old girl's favorite sibling when there are seven other siblings and a niece closer in age."
"So you chose her because she's closest to you in age?"
"I chose her because I understand her. I was with mom before the money and the fame. Ai came along and joined us before we really kicked off. Then the twins happened. Mom was busy working and the twins required all of our attention. Classic set up for middle child syndrome." he gestures to Ai. "We've all seen how she behaves around mom. She's extremely childish when at home yet she leads a successful career as an entertainer. She simply wants attention. The attention she was denied as a kid. Same thing with the insults. She's just my bratty little sister who wants my attention and acts out to get it." he winks at Ai "And quite honestly, I would say that you're the same. Though a little more on the bratty side than the lovey-dovey side." He gives a confident smile to Lin.
The court officials offer a series of teasing 'ooooooooo's.
"I'm not a brat!" Both Ai and Lin snap in unison
"Anyway, long story short," He takes a breath and releases it. "I love my biggest little sister. And I want her to know that even if no one else does, I see her. She's not just another annoying younger sister running around. She's the original." Another confident smile flashed at Ai, who is currently wiping tears off her face.
"You stupid, idiot! I'm not a brat..."
"Love you too sis."
Mai Fan's brain clicks. "Wait did you just call us annoying?"
"Alright, alright. That's sweet and all but we got a list to get through, Jia, you're next. No kids and no husband." Lin rushes along.
Jia looks Lin in the eye. "I'm not playing whatever sadistic game this is."
The two had a stare down for a full minute before Lin finally caved. "Whatever. Jessica can't speak sooooo," she turns to her twin, her frown visibly getting deeper. "Oh. you. Go ahead."
Mei Shin also speaks without hesitation. "You."
" I must not have heard you right. Who?"
"You, Lin."
Dai lee interjects."Ok wait a minute. Why Lin? I know what I just said about Ai and her being brats and all that but she's done some shitty things to you Mei. I can understand forgive and forget but this might be going a bit far, especially with Maria right there." Dai lee was calling out what everyone else was thinking.
"I know, Dai Lee. I know. It's just. You're right, about her wanting the attention."
This bitch just doesn't get it huh? "I don't want anything from you." The venom returned to her voice.
"Lin, please." voice pleading. "I'm not sure what I did to make you angry or hate me or whatever but I'm sorry! Why are you being this way? We used to be so close! We did everything together! We used to laugh and play and had so much fun. Then, things changed. You turned cold and mean and I think I know why." Oh did she now?
"Im not stupid. When we started branching out, I got all the praise. I was always a little better at singing. A little better at the lute and guitar. A little better at dancing. And you were always second place." At her words Lin's frown turns into something akin to a snarl. Her words definitely struck a nerve. "I'm sorry. I never wanted to make you sad, I just wanted to make mom and the others proud of me. Proud of us. I never saw it as me being above you, Lin. I saw it as the twins being at the top, together. We were both number one and everyone else started at second place." Tears are streaming down her face but she continues.
"We shared the same womb. We share the same birthday, we share the same family. We share the same face!" She has a fit of sobs before she can regain her bearings. "Every time I look in the mirror I smile. Not because I see mom, Not because I see myself. Because I see you, Lin." Mei shin reaches out to Lin who jerks back from her touch. Mei Shin keeps her hand where it was, outstretched towards her twin. "I see you. Whenever I'm alone I just have to look at our reflection and you're there with me. I'm never alone Lin... and neither are you. Lin, no matter what happens we have each other. I truly mean that. No matter what happens. No matter how you try to drive me away. You will always be my other half. We will always be twins. I will always love you, Lin."
No one knows what to do. The heartfelt confession of love, has left the room speechless and soured the mood.
Lin's face flashes a cacophony of emotions Some of the more recognizable ones include rage, shock, and confusion. Under all of the emotions, there is a hint of something more. A look that resembles pain, longing, and sadness. Then the face resets into the scowl.
Meng Wei speaks up for the first time in a while. "Maybe we should call it here?"
"No! We are finishing this. Maria, your turn."
"Honey I really don't thin-"
"I said next person."
"Are you really going to ignore your sis-"
"Maria. Now"
Maria looks at the pain in Mei shin's face and the scowl on Lin's face. She looks Lin in the eye and smirks. With every ounce of hate she can muster she says. "Mei Shin wins again. Sorry Lin."
"Shocking."
"Your turn Lin. Who's your favorite?" Maria stays on the offensive.
"Oh that's simple, you Maria."
"How am I your favorite? We barely interact!" She looks back at Mei Shin, who is still trying to recover from bearing her heart and having it thrown back in her face. "Shouldn't she get something? She just bared her heart to you!"
Ignoring that last comment, "That's the reason you're my favorite Maria." Her eyes start to slide over to Mei Shin but she catches herself and refocuses on Maria. "You don't bother me." The grin has returned.
"Bitch"
"Maria!" both Meng Wei and Mei Shin chastise the woman.
"Bullshit! Did you not just see what she did to her!?" She turns to Mei Shin. " What she did to you!?"
"Honey, we can't control the behavior of others." she gives Lin a look "But we can control our own behavior."
"Whatever, fine. Pierre, just go so we can end this." Maria is desperate for a chance to leave.
"I know this is gonna sound really, really bad after all of ... that. But it's Lin."
"What the fuck Pierre!"
"Maria what did I just say?"
"Look, I can explain. I know Lin isn't all that great."
Maria scoffs "That's an understatement."
"But she's the only one who treated me like a person. I spent my entire childhood getting dragged around by you and Mei Shin and Ai. It was fun when I was little, but it got old fast. You always treated me like a child or worse, at times I was just an object. You would put makeup on me, dress me up like some doll. I was just dragged along with whatever you wanted to do. Maria you still do it! You make me hang out with you just so you can hit on the girls that come around me!" Maria couldn't formulate a retort. He had her there.
"Even though she treated me like shit, she still treated me like a person."
Pierre turns to the section of the younger sisters and Yi. "Listen, I understand you like having your cute younger nephew around, but I can see it in his eyes. Whenever he's with you he looks like he's not all there, like his thoughts are elsewhere. When was the last time you let him approach you guys on his own?" Silence. "Exactly. Take it from me. Let him do what he wants. Wanting to hang out with him is fine, but it has to be mutual. Let the boy have some freedom."
"But if that's really true then why doesn't he just say anything?" Mai Fan questions.
"Because he's seven and you are older than him! He just does what he's told like he was taught." The look of understanding that Pierre and Jin shared did not go unnoticed. "You don't gotta treat the kid like a grown man, but at least give him the choice. He's a person too, not just some cute doll." he sighs as if a big weight has been removed from his chest. "Next."
The last child, Ai, was caught off guard. She wasn't expecting things to get so serious in the final few before hers. She couldn't even construct her usual 'bratty' facade.
"Oh. Dai Lee, I guess."
"Delightful, real great stuff. Big brother and younger sister love each other. We're leaving now." Maria moves to stand up and take her favorite sister with her.
"Not so fast Maria. We still have to hear mom's answer." The grin grew ever wider. The first few were stupid but the last couple were fun, barring that bitch's sermon.
"Are you seriously still doing this!? Mei Shin is crying and the dinner is ruined. Lets go Mei Shin." Maria tries to pull her sister to her feat but to her surprise she meets resistance.
". . . we still have to hear her answer."
"You can't be serious. Come on guys, someone tell her to stop being stupid." her appeal to reason falls on deaf ears.
Dai Lee had his face set in stone. He simply stared at his mother. The younger girls all looked extremely uncomfortable, yet interested in the answer. Pierre stared at her. Iana was distracting herself by distracting Jin from the adult business. Jia is playing with Jessica, distracting herself from the affairs until her husband is ready to leave. Everyone but Maria seemed locked onto their mother, waiting for an answer.
"Well... the whole point of this was to hear her answer. It would be kinda bad now to have done all this and not get it." Veronica ventured a response.
"So you all want to continue this, this shitshow, because of sunk costs?" Maria's anger and fire flared up slightly.
Pierre interjects. "When you put it like that, it does sound pretty bad. But yes. This is a question we've all thought before and odds are we won't get another chance to ask it."
"And what about Mei Shin?"
"It's alright Maria. I'm fine. I think they're right. The quicker we know, the quicker this can end and we can all go back to normal." She still sounded devastated but somewhat determined as well.
"Well, I'm sorry to disappoint you all but my answer is the same. I don't have favorites, I love you all." She had her hands calmly folded on the table. Her face betrayed no emotion.
Now it was Lin's turn to get angry. "Come on! Even after all that, you still wanna keep up the 'noble mother' act? Everyone plays favorites." She points to the young section. "Even those little brats have favorites and they spend every free moment of the day together! It's impossible not to have one. It's not like we're asking you to rank us."
"Um, actually that was the bonus question." Mai Fan mumbled, barely audible.
"I see. Welp that makes it even easier. Just rank us. And sure if you wanna keep up that act you can have some ties but there needs to be one."
Meng Wei looked out to her children, and saw all their eyes looking back at her, waiting. Gods, why was this the only time she could have their attention all at once? She takes a deep breath.
"Are all of you sure you want this? Once I say this, there's no going back." Her stone mask still on tight.
The response she got were the anticipating eyes of her babies.
"Fine, have it your way. I have two categories. On top or in the "favorite" category if you will, are Jin, Jia, Jessica and Iana." the people in question tune into the conservation upon hearing their names. Shocked at the revelation. The rest of the table was shocked that two non blood related kids were placed above them. She continued as if nothing was wrong.
"The second place category is filled with the rest of you." Several people open their mouths. "And before you ask why I'll tell you." The mask breaks. Tears flow down their mother's face for the second time that night, but this time these tears hold deep sadness. "I know I wasn't always the most present mother. I had a job and I wanted to provide for my children. But it's a catch twenty-two. If I wanted to provide for my children, I had to give up time seeing them." She takes a few shuddering breaths before she continues.
"Every time I was on stage I wouldn't just think of one of your faces. I would think of all of you. Because I was doing it for all of you. And this?" she sweeps her hand at the table. "This was supposed to be a show of my love for all of you. Instead it became some, some-some battlefield for you to fight for my and each other's affection. So yes, since you wanted it so badly, that's the order for now. Because those four didn't want to play favorites. They accept my love and give theirs freely."
"The rest of you are in the other category. Not last. not second.Not least favorite. Just other. Because you hurt me tonight. Since my retirement I've tried to be in all of your lives as much as I can despite having missed so much of it." With this comment she looks to her younger daughters and her granddaughter. "I may not have been there, but I tried my best to show you I care and that I love you. I loved you then and I love you now. And that's why I'm hurt. I'm not angry, I'm not sad, I'm disappointed." She looks at the entire table. "In all of you." At this point Meng Wei isn't even trying to hold back the tears, but instead is pushing her words past them.
"Tonight was supposed to be a night to let you know that I love you, I always loved you, and I will always love you. All of you." She pauses for a moment and looks down. Then quietly she sobs. "And when I told you all I love you, tonight you basically said 'We don't believe you.'"
Men Wei gets up and excuses herself before leaving the room. After a few seconds Jin gets up to follow her and Iana goes after him. Jia takes baby Jessica and gives her husband a look, then goes to follow her mother in law.
The ten Children and one grandchild all sit in silence. They all feel the guilt of hurting the one person who loves them all unconditionally. The youngests each muffled an apology to the rest of the table, feeling extra guilty for having started the whole thing.
Eventually they start leaving, one by one. Each of them excusing themselves to go back to their rooms to cry or sulk. Maria stayed with Mei Shin until she was ready to leave.
Following Mei Shin out the door, Maria looked back to the table occupied solely my Lin,
who looked uncharacteristically downtrodden.
She stares at her sister with anger before it melts into a look of pity. Then she returns to her normal, neutral expression. "For what it's worth Lin, I do still love you. I mean that. And I'm sure despite all you do everyone else still loves you too." She goes to leave but stops again. This time not bothering to turn around.
"But Fuck you, Lin. I mean that."
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The meng wei household is filled with many different races of half brothers and half sisters. Such diversity is bound to cause disturbances every once and a while, and occasionally bring the family together. This series is about how all these differences add spice onto the everyday of this very diverse family.
For this series, I will be detailing short stories about the Meng Wei family with each chapter focusing on a specific trait of one of the children. Most of the abilities will be racial traits (using DnD 5e rules for the races) and some will be acquired traits such as talents or athleticism. It will also jump around many different time frames of the family and as such I will put each character's age and race at the beginning of each chapter. At the end of each chapter I'll have a note detailing the trait being expressed in case it wasn't obvious in my writing and for those who aren't familiar with dnd.
Chapter 1: Mega sister:
Characters:
Maria (16) Fire genasi
Dai Lee (33) half orc
Mai Fan (8) Half elf
Mei Shin (24) Yuan-ti pureblood. (basically a human with a drop of snake blood)
Ai Wei (26) half elf
A small half elf girl sat hugging her knees in the crevice behind a dresser in one of the many rooms in the Meng Wei estate. Each time she hears her name called out by a family member she flinches in fear. The only sound in the dark room is her quiet sniffles as tears stream down her face.
It had started out as a game at first. She and her sisters (Veronica and Lai chan) didn't want to go to sleep and she had the fun idea to run away and hide. Her older sister Mei shin was in charge of putting them to bed, and more importantly making sure they stayed in bed. When she discovered that Mai Fan had run, she immediately started the search for one small girl in a giant estate.
Mai Fan at first had a huge smile on her face, giggling each time Mei shin called her name. But then after a brief pause, others had begun to call her name. Her Oldest sibling Dai Lee and her other sister Maria. They didn't sound as worried. They sounded angry. It was then that Mai Fan realized the situation she was in and sank into her current despair.
If she came out now, she would be in trouble. But the longer she hid, the more trouble she would be in. She didn't want to be in trouble. So plagued by her lose-lose situation, she sat there and cried, unsure of what to do.
Her tears are interrupted when she hears a very familiar voice casually whisper to her, "What's got you so down MF?" She nearly jumped out of her skin and it takes everything she has not to scream out in fear. She's been caught.
Looking over towards the voice she sees her other sister, Ai, sitting casually against the wall near the opening to her little hiding place. Fearing punishment she tries to somehow squeeze further into space.
"Hey, hey, I'm not here to yell at you or get you in trouble. I just wanted to know why you were crying." Ai's reflective eyes met Mai Fan's and the girl couldn't detect any anger in them. She calms down, but only slightly. She just because this sibling wasn't mad at her didn't mean the others weren't.
"How-how did you find me?" her voice trembling.
Ai simply gave the girl a sly smile. "I've been running around this place since before you were born. I know every good hiding spot. Good job picking this one though. I could never fit in there but figured you might, so," she spreads her arms in gesture to herself. "Here I am."
"Now why don't you come out of there? It's a bit hard to talk to you when it's so dark."
"You can see just like I can." Ai's trick wouldn't work on her. They had the same eyes.
Ai gives a sigh of defeat. "Alright fine, you got me. But can you still come out? Please?"
Mai Fan takes a few moments to consider. If she got caught by any of the others she would have been in big trouble by now. Ai was always fun and laid back. Maybe she could help?
Mai fan crawls out of the hiding place and sits against the wall, resuming her fetal position a foot or two away from Ai.
Swiftly and casually Ai leaned over and wrapped an arm around the younger girl's shoulders, pulling her in until they were up against each other. "Got you. I guess I win."
Mai Fan was resigned to her fate. Ready for Ai to call the others and to take her punishment. Instead that didn't happen. They just sat there for a while, Ai hugging her and rubbing her shoulder while Mai fan got out the rest of her sniffles and stared into the dark room.
After a few minutes pass and Mai Fan stops sniffling as much, Ai speaks. "You better now?"
"Yeah"
"So why are you hiding here? And why were you crying?" All the while she never stopped rubbing Mai Fan's shoulder to comfort the scared girl.
Quietly, Mai Fan mumbles, "Because I didn't want to go to bed."
Ai starts laughing quietly. "You're crying because you don't want to go to bed? What are you? Four?"
Forgetting her sadness and fear, indignation flares up in Mai fan as she turned her head to face her sister. "I'm eight!" realizing she raised her voice a bit too loud she simmers down a bit, but continues to glare at her sister's smug grin.
"And instead of going to bed, you decided to play hide and seek?" Mai Fan nods. "And why were you crying if you were playing a game of hide and seek?"
"Because they sound mad at me."
Ai put a finger to her chin as she connected the dots. "So. You didn't want to go to bed, so you hid in here. Then you thought you were gonna get in trouble so you kept hiding and now you're scared of getting in more trouble because they are mad at you?"
Mai Fan nods. Suddenly, they hear Mei Shin call out, closer than before. Ai feels Mai Fan flinch against her.
"She doesn't sound very mad. She sounds worried about you."
"But Dai Lee and Maria are mad."
"Oh they're fiiiiine. Dai Lee is too big for his own good. He may sound mad but he's just a big teddy bear really." Mai Fan didn't seem convinced.
"What about Maria?" Ai could see this is where the majority of the fear came from.
"Oh She's just cranky because it's past her bedtime. You know how she is. She has a fiery temper." Nothing. "She's warm blooded." A hint of a smile. "She's hot headed."
Mai Fan could no longer contain her laughters and burst into a fit of giggles at the last joke. Ai extends the fit by turning towards her and tickling her mercilessly. "There she is! There's my giggly little sister."
After an intense tickling session Mai Fan is left gasping for air on the ground as Ai stands up.
"Where are you going?" Mai Fan looks up at the standing woman, slight panic in her voice. Ai extends her hand down for Mai Fan to get up.
"You mean where are we going. We are going to take you back to bed." She notices the fear comes back in her eyes, though thankfully not as much.
"No! They're gonna yell at me and I'll get in trouble."
"Oh no they won't. I'll make sure of it." She flashes her a confident smile. "Mei shin will probably be more happy to see you than mad at you. And don't worry about Dai Lee." She pokes her thumb into her own chest. "I've been annoying him for a long time, I know how to handle him."
Skepticism appears on the little girl's face. "How do I know you aren't lying to me to get me to leave then I'll get in trouble."
Ai sighs and crouches down so that she's eye level with Mai Fan. She leans in really close and whispers. "Want me to tell you a secret?" Mai Fan hesitantly nods. Ai has a big goofy smile as she says. "We have the same dad."
"I know that already."
"I know that you know but do you know what that means?" Mai Fan shakes her head. "It means we are more than sisters." Mai Fan looks at her confused.
"Why?"
"Because, Veronica and Lai chan are your big sisters right? And Maria and Mei Shin and Lin. They are all your big sisters right?"
"Yes."
"Well I'm the oldest. That makes me your biggest big sister. And unlike all of the other ones, we have the same mom and dad. That means we have a closer blood relation than the others. That doesn't mean that they are any less your sisters, it just means I'm more of a sister."
"Ok"
"And if I'm already your biggest sister. And I'm your most-est sister. Then that means that we are super sisters! Or super duper sisters. Or bestest sisters."
Mai Fan cuts in with a suggestion of her own. "Mega sisters?"
Ai grabs Mai Fan's shoulders and shakes them a bit, causing the girl to squeal again. "Exactly! We're mega sisters! Do you think I would let anything bad happen to my cute, little mega sister?" She Squeezes Mai Fan tight, mushing her cheek against Mai Fan's
After a brief struggle, Mai Fan escapes her clutches, still smiling and giggling. "No."
"Thats right." Ai stands back up and extends her hand. "Lets go."
Happy, Mai Fan takes Ai's hand and together they leave the room.
Note at end:
Half-elves have a hard time being stuck between the worlds of humans and elves and thus like to seek each other out.. With their human ambition and curiosities mixed with the natural grace and heightened senses of elves they can be quite mischievous. Part of the heightened senses includes having darkvison/being able to see in darkness similar to a cat.
Chapter 2: Leap of faith
Lai Chan: (8) Air genasi
Mai fan:(5) Half elf
Veronica: (6) Water genasi
Maria: 13 Fire genasi
Pierre: 10 goliath
Meng Wei: 46
Meng Wei had decided to surprise her youngest kids by coming home early. She didn't see them nearly as much as she wanted to because of her touring schedule but the last few of her shows got canceled. She couldn't wait to see her babies and their smiles again.
When she arrived at her estate she immediately noticed the commotion happening in the front yard. A crowd of guards and servants surrounded the tallest tree.
As she walked in she was bum rushed by her youngest, Mai Fan, and one of her middle children, Maria. Mai Fan threw herself into her mother's skirts with an excited shout.
"Mommy!"
Meng Wei cradled her youngest against her leg, basking in the love she came here to get. When she saw Maria reach out for her as well she quickly pulled the teenager into the hug. One was never too old to hug their mother after all.
Maria had other ideas, as she quickly broke free from her mother's grasp and grabbed her arm, dragging her towards the commotion.
"Hurry!" Maria's tone caused her to frown.
"Sweetie what's wrong?"
"Lai Chan's gonna jump!" This wasn't anything too different. The Air genasi loved to climb things and jump off of them. She had broken more than her fair share of bones, yet every time she had the brightest smile on her face and Meng Wei couldn't stay mad at her.
"What is it this time? A table or a stack of boxes?" She prepared herself to call the doctor again.
"No!" She had never seen Maria so riled up before. Usually she was so passive, or at most angry at one of her younger siblings. If she was this worked up then something must have been wrong.
"Maria, Where's Lai Chan?" Her heart sunk as she followed her daughter's finger. It was pointed towards the crowd of people, but aimed above them. Shielding her eyes against the sun she says a little blue form, against the green of the leaves. One of her babies, so high up.
She rushed over to the crowd pushing her way to the front. Once there she saw that the crowd had given the tree a ten foot radius. Within that radius she came across two more babies, Veronica and Pierre. They joined their younger sibling in the skirts.
"Mommy!"
Maybe she had seen wrong. "Veronica. Where's your sister?" Her voice was hesitant, already knowing the answer.
"She's in the tree!" Veronica's
"Why is she in the tree!?" Her composure was starting to go. She had explicitly told Lai Chan to stay away from this tree when they recognized her proclivity to climb and jump off things.
Mai Fan answered this time. "Because she can fly!"
"What!?" None of her children had wings.
"She can fly!" Veronica echoed her sister.
Upon hearing them, the crowd started chanting.
"Fly! Fly! Fly! Fly!" She turned to the crowd horrified. These were the people she left her family with. They were supposed to make sure her children were safe, not encouraging them to kill themselves.
In the front row she spotted the captain of the guard, the one she specifically assigned to Lai Chan to stop things like this from happening. She stormed over to him in a rage.
"What are you doing!?" The guard looked at her with a smile.
"Oh, welcome back Ma'am. Didn't know you returned today."
"Don't act like everything is fine! Why is she in that tree? You were specifically told to keep her way from it!" She turned to the rest of the staff. "And you! One of you go up there and get her down now!"
She was met with confused looks from the staff. She felt a hand on her shoulder as the captain spoke.
"With all due respect Ma'am, there isn't much any of us could do. Anyone who climbed up after her is likely to fall and get seriously injured. She's the only one that could go that high and be fine."
She recoiled at the touch, shaking the hand off of her. "It's not fine! She's gonna break her neck if she jumps from there and you all are cheering her on!" Maria stood by her side, equally as angry as her fiery hair flared up to math her mother's tone.
"Ma'am, I've been looking over your daughters half of my life and the entirety of their lives. I consider them to be my own children. Trust me. She's fine." She saw the look of genuine lack of concern on his face and glanced over the crowd. They nodded and agreed with him.
The anger melted off her face and was replaced with despair. They had all gone crazy. That was the only answer. They had all gone crazy and her baby was going to pay for it.
Then she heard the child in question call down from the top of the tree. "Is that you Mommy!?"
She rushed to the base of the tree. She pleaded with her child. "Yes! Yes it's me Lai Chan. Come down right now, please!" She wasn't specific enough.
"Ok!" Her face slackened as she watched in horror as her baby jumped from the tree.
She was so high up that there were several seconds of falling. She could see the final moments of her child's life ticking away in front of her eyes. When she almost reached the ground Meng Wei turned her head and closed her eyes tight while pulling her children close to her, pushing their faces into her dress. She didn't want to see it and they shouldn't either.
Then there was silence for a second. She didn't hear the impact. There wasn't a thud or splat like she expected. Then she recoiled at the deafening roar of the cheering crowd behind her.
"Mommy look! I can fly!" It was her baby's voice.
She opened her eyes and saw Lai Chan floating above the ground, with that same big smile on her face she had come to love.
Her body acted before her brain could process what she was seeing. She all but tackled Lai Chan to the ground, landing them both prone and undoubtedly ruining her fancy dress in the dirt. She held her baby close to her as she let out tears of joy, thanking every god there was that she was safe and unharmed.
Lai Chan was confused by the situation but returned the hug, hoping that doing so would stop her mother from being sad for whatever reason. Meng Wei stopped her sobs when the captain spoke up again.
"She's been doing that daily since you left. Each time jumping off higher and higher stuff. Today was the highest one yet." She looked up at him with rage in her eyes and he realized the situation. "Sorry Ma'am. We thought since you were her mother you would have known. I should have told you"
"Told me what?"
"Tomorrow I'm gonna jump off the roof!" Came a muffled and proud call from the head currently cradled in her mother's bosom.
Explanation: When Air Genasi reach a certain level (or in this case a certain age) they get the ability to levitate once per day for up to ten minutes. Lai Chan gained this ability while Meng Wei was on tour.



        Private Lessons Ch. 06

        Lacey corners her prey.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/private-lessons-ch-06

Title: Private Lessons Ch. 06

Author: SmuttySamoanMD

Category: Fetish

Description: Lacey corners her prey.

Tags: futa, humiliation kink, sub and dom, futanari, semi public sex, agressive, femdom

Series: Private Lessons


7:10 pm, Volleyball Gymnasium. The next day.
A thundering boom echoed throughout the empty gym as Shani drilled another spike over the practice net. Her form was perfect, as usual, despite her mind being elsewhere.
Part of her was mad at the coach for getting her in trouble with Professor Mubarak. Part of her was mad at herself for putting herself in a position to get in trouble in the first place. I may have been a bit... overzealous. In her excitement to get tutored by Professor Mubarak she may or may not have forgotten about Volleyball practice. For almost two weeks. As the team's captain. It's not like they can't survive without me. So what if I missed a few practices. Shouldn't my grades be more important?
Another exemplary spike shakes the court as her thoughts shift to the moment when Professor Mubarak confronted her about her responsibilities. She had been ready to start another session of tutoring but instead was met with a scathing gaze. She had to withstand five minutes of being berated while staring at her hands folded in her lap and her cheeks burning in shame. She repeated "Sorry, Professor." at the appropriate points and weathered the storm. The worst part was when Professor Mubarak said she was disappointed.
And so here she is. Doing "extra practice" for the next week and suspended from her tutoring sessions. This practice wasn't exactly a punishment for her. It was well known that she usually stayed after practice to continue on her own. The real punishment was keeping her from seeing Professor Mubarak. She wasn't exactly subtle with her doe eyes in their interactions. It's not my fault she's so perfect. Am I supposed to not admire her?
A third spike resounded through the gym. She hit a cross shot, aimed at the very corner of courts, just within the lines. She was showing off for no one. When she had a lot on her mind she practiced harder shots out of the hope that they would distract her. What did distract her was how the ball landed inches away from someone who stood just outside the lines.
She couldn't mistake that blonde hair and short stature for anyone else. One Lacey Cambell stood at the edge of the court, glaring at her. Shani didn't know exactly why she was here, but the obvious animosity towards her sparked her to return it in kind.
"What do you want, Lacey?" Shani called out across the court.
"You." Lacey said back, barely audible. Cryptic response.
"Well obviously. What do you want from me?" Shani decided now was as good a time as any to end her practice. She ducked under the net and started walking towards Lacey's side of the gym to collect the balls. She had collected two of the three and was wondering why she wasn't responding when Shani turned and jumped, finding that Lacey had been standing behind her, holding the last one.
"Thank you." Shani begrudgingly said the words. Their rivalry was no excuse for lack of manners, or so Professor Mubarak told her.
Lacey stayed silent and continued her glaring. Rude. Shani decided to ignore Lacey and finish cleaning up. All the while Lacey just watched her. Waiting for something it seemed. At some point it felt like the gaze had changed. From hate to hate mixed with something equally as intense. It made her skin crawl and she felt the heat of Lacey's eyes on her body. Shani decided enough was enough when Lacey had followed her into the locker room.
Shani was walking to her locker when she snapped and turned on her heel. "What do you want, Lacey? Why are you following me?"
Lacey just sighed in what Shani interpreted as disappointment and shook her head. "I knew you were stupid, but are you also deaf?"
Anger welled up from within Shani. "What!?"
Lacey continued as if Shani hadn't spoken. "I said I was here for you."
Exasperated by the circles they were going in, Shani spread her arm out, in gesture to herself and the situation as a whole. "Well! I'm here. You've got my attention. What do you want?"
Lacey appeared to be equally fed up with the situation. Why is she fucking mad? If she explained herself properly then we wouldn't be here. "You. "
"And what the fuck do you mean by that?!"
"And now you've lost your composure. Not very ladylike. Not that I expected much from you to begin with though."
"Just shut up and explain yourself or leave!"
"Fine. Since you can't seem to understand words with that thick skull of yours, maybe your eyes work."
Enraged by her words, Shani opened her mouth to shoot an insult back but was paralyzed by what she saw. As she spoke, Lacey casually lifted up her skirt, revealing to Shani her erect penis. All of the anger was replaced by confusion and embarrassment. Shani quickly averted her eyes, finding a very interesting spot on the wall to look at.
"What are you doing!?" her composure wavered as she contemplated what was currently happening.
"Now do you understand, idiot?" The insult caused Shani to look back at Lacey for a second, meeting her gaze before her eyes naturally drifted downward and the embarrassment returned and she looked away again.
"No. I don't. Put that thing away!"
Lacey's voice was condescending. "Why? From the stories you tell it's not as if it's the first time you've seen one. Not to mention all the glances you take whenever we are changing for an event." She knows about those!? I mean, no this is different. Super different.
Defensive, she said. "It's different when its one not attached to your sibling."
Lacey's voice suggested that this whole situation meant very little to her. She shrugged "Not like I would know."
"And of course I would get ... curious. It's not like I have... one of those." Shani could feel her cheeks get even darker. Why is this happening? And how is she so casual about all of this?
Lacey sighed again. "It's a penis, you prude. A cock. A dick. A fuck stick. For god's sake you're a grown woman, act like one."
"That still doesn't explain why you are showing me yours!"
"And now we are back to this. You really are stupid. My penis is erect, correct?" Shani was too busy trying to ignore the penis in question to get mad at the insult. "Answer me!"
Something about her tone forced the answer out of her. "Yes."
"And you know that when a penis is erect that means that the owner is usually in a state of sexual arousal, yes?"
Shani nodded.
"Then as I already stated several times before, I'm here for you. I. want. you." Shani still couldn't wrap her head around the situation.
"But- but why me specifically?"
Shani heard Lacey sigh again, but this time she heard a different sound along with it. It echoed throughout the locker room. Shani's eyes whirled back to Lacey's and was met with that gaze again. She looked annoyed... and hungry. Did she get closer? The noise had been Lacey taking a step. And then she took another.
Shani knew she could take Lacey in a physical altercation. She was over a full head taller and had at least thirty pounds of raw muscle on her. But all of those things meant nothing in the face of the strange phenomenon that was taking place before Shani's very eyes.
Lacey was walking towards her, yet she hadn't gotten any closer since the first step. Why? What's happening? Shani couldn't pry her eyes away from Lacey's. They were so ... intense. Everything else in the peripheral melted away until it was just her and those eyes. It made it all the stranger that despite walking, those eyes weren't getting any closer.
The reason became all too apparent when she felt the cool touch of metal on her back. Am I touching a locker right now? A quick turn of her head confirmed her suspicions. How did I get over here? There was only one solution. Was I... walking backwards? She heard another step. The eyes were finally getting closer. Am I scared of her? That didn't make sense. Lacey posed no threat to her whatsoever. What reason did she have to be scared of her?
Whatever the reason, the fact remained that the fear was there. Shani felt like Lacey was towering over her despite her small size. She felt like a deer, frozen in the bright glow of headlights. Or in the eyes of a dangerous predator. Her head had to shift downward when Lacey finally made it to her.
Lacey took the extra step that went from invading personal space to body to body contact and she pressed against her from the side.. Lacey put one hand on the lockers next to Shani. She could see clearly over Lacey's head, but Shani felt like she was trapped. Shani tensed as she felt Lacey's small chest through her blouse touch her through her own shirt and Laceys head leaned against one of her breasts. But those paled in comparison to the other sensation, a warm feeling on her thigh as Lacey pressed in close. There they stayed for a second or two, but to Shani, it might as well have been hours.
Lacey took a deep breath, her head being level with Shani's breasts and near her armpit. "You smell."
For some reason Shani felt the need to explain herself. To try to excuse her... transgression? "I just got done with practice." Shani on the other hand could smell Lacey's flowery perfume rising to her nostrils. A stark contrast to herself and the locker room.
"I didn't say it was bad. Though it also isn't entirely pleasant. It's... tolerable. Barely. Like you." Why did she feel a wave of relief come over her at being called tolerable? "To answer your previous question..." Shani flinched as she felt a hand touch her thigh. She got goosebumps as she felt the hand make slow circles on her sensitive flesh. "Despite your many, many, many.... many flaws, at the very least you have a physical allure." Lacey's hand gripped her flesh hard before going back to it's gentle circles. Why did I just have the urge to thank her? I know I'm hot. In fact, why am I allowing this to begin with? Before she could interject, Lacey continued. "I know Headmistress thinks so too."
At that Shani gasped. And blushed harder. The hand traveled slightly upwards. "Professor Mubarak? She- she wouldn't think of a student that way." Would she?
Lacey let out a single laugh. A sound harshly contrasted to her previous, serious air. "I wouldn't be so sure about that. I would know, she's fucked me enough times." She what?
Shani couldn't believe it. She refused to believe it. Her idol was an upstanding woman. She always followed the rules and did what was right. She didn't spend her time fornicating with students. Lacey seemed to pick up on her reluctance.
"Don't believe me? Fine, I'll prove it to you. Let me think... What was it you said? Oh yeah." Her voice became an exaggerated version of Shani's own. One dripping with adoration and fawning. "Because we're both from Egypt. I respect you a lot and I think that you are a very good role model for girls everywhere, especially from the homeland." Shani tensed again as she recognized the words.
"How-how do you know about that?"
"You know how you found my bag near the door and Headmistress said that I had left it there? That was only half true. I did leave it there, but I didn't leave her office. In fact we were fucking up until you rudely interrupted us." Why did she have the urge to apologize? "I was under the table, sucking her dick while you were gushing all over her. And thats not all. While she was talking to you I felt her get harder in my mouth. Proof that she likes you. And while she was looking at you she came nice and hard down my throat." She didn't feel Lacey's hand start to travel further up.
"Why are you telling me this?"
"Because I know you have a pathetic crush on Headmistress. I also know you got suspended from your little tutoring sessions for your vain attempt to best me. And I can assume that you touch yourself every night to the thought of Headmistress."
"Not every night-" She slapped a hand over her mouth. Why did I correct her?
"Close enough. I have a proposition for you... you." That slip up finally brought to the forefront something she's only passively noticed since Lacey showed up.
"Why don't you use my name?"
Lacey for the first time broke character, growing flustered along with angry. Her words came out fast. "Because you barely matter! I'm better than you. I'm number one and you're number two. No one ever remembers number two's name." Seeing that her words didn't have the desired effect on Shani she added in a "Shut up!"
Is she threatened by me? Why? Then Shani turned her sights on herself. Wait why am I surprised? She should be threatened by me. I'm better than her and one of these days I'm going to prove it. Or so she told herself.
Lacey gathered her composure. "Anyway, I have a proposition for you. A chance for me to get back to my status quo, and for you to get what you can only dream of without me." Shani was made all the more aware of their closeness when she felt the hand reach her hip and start toying with the waistband of her shorts. "It's a win-win and honestly more than fair for someone like you."
Shani tried to ignore how nice the hand feels as she breathes out her question. "And-and wh-what would that be?"
Lacey couldn't exactly whisper in her ear, so she did the next best thing and went as low as possible while still being audible to Shani. "Because of recent... complications, Headmistress won't fuck me again unless I bring in another student. I'm giving you the chance to be that other student."
Shani still couldn't believe everything Lacey was saying. This had to be some sort of sick joke. Some sadistic ploy to play with her emotions. But yet, some part of her wanted it to be true. "I don't know Lacey."
Another dry laugh. "Of course you don't know. I thought we already established that there are many, many things you don't know. That's why I'm here. Because I know more than you." Shani felt angry about the constant attacks but there was something else now. Something she couldn't quite explain. The thought vanished entirely when she felt Lacey's hand slide along her hip to her abdomen. Then without any preamble it shot down the front of her shorts.
Shani shuddered when she felt Lacey's fingers slide over her folds.
"Oooooo, no panties. Looks like you are quite the little slut."
Shani was distracted by the sensation of new fingers on her most sensitive parts. She may have experimented a few times, her and her friends kissing each other just to see how it would feel. But it never went farther than that. She didn't think that another person's touch would feel so good. She barely got out her response. "Am... am not. It's just embarrassing to have everyone see my panty line at games."
"And so instead of having everyone see the outline of your underwear, you just decide to not wear them. Seems pretty slutty to me."
"What about you? Yo-you aren't wearing any either."
"Oh that's simple. I am a slut. A slut for Headmistress. You, on the other hand, appear to be a slut for anyone lucky enough to get their hands on you. Surprised you aren't dying of dehydration with how soaked you are."
"It's not my fault. Anyone would get we-aroused if somewhere where to start playing with them... down there."
"For the love of-Anyone would get wet if you started playing with their pussy. Jesus, you must be the only slut in existence who's embarrassed to talk her trade. Besides, you were already wet when my hand got here. You must have been thinking about how lucky you are that I'm being so nice to you." Lacey's hand slowed, teasing Shani's petals and coaxing an involuntary moan from her.
"That I'm offering you the chance to get fucked by Headmistress. To suck her big, brown cock and feel it explode in your mouth. To feel her hold you tight as she fills you. Don't pretend you don't want it." Shani knew that she couldn't refute the statement. Not when Lacey's fingers can feel how her quim quivered at every lewd suggestion.
"Or maybe. Maybe you were wet before that. Maybe you got wet when I showed you my throbbing, hard cock?" She felt her pussy throb at the accusation. Which meant that Lacey felt her pussy throb at the accusation. "Oooooo. That's it isn't it? This isn't about Headmistress. You just saw any old penis and your whore body responded!" Lacey proved her point by rubbing her dick along Shani's thigh, causing her pussy to shudder some more.
"I'm not a whore." Shani whined. I probably look really convincing with her hand down my pants right now.
"I don't know many people who aren't whores who get turned on at being called one."
"I don-"
"Oh please. Ever since I put my hand down here I could swear I was holding your heart, the way this thing throbs whenever I mention Headmistress, my dick, or your sluttiness." She paused for a second.
Shani felt Lacey's hands get bolder. The one on the wall curved inward to wrap around her waist. Or at least try, it didn't quite make it all the way around given their difference in size but it was enough to press her harder against Lacey. The one in her pants inserted a finger. That finger quickly rooted around until it curled upwards and found her special spot. Then the thumb on that hand was none too shy about abusing her hard clit. The sudden increase in stimulation turned Shani's legs to jelly and she leaned heavily on both the wall and Lacey to hold her up as devolved into a mess of moans.
Lacey's voice brought her back to the present. "You hear that?" She contributed an additional finger to Shani's snatch. Along with the finger came the louder, squelching noise that her pussy was making.
Shani rarely ever fingered herself internally because of that very noise. It always sounded too loud to her. She was paranoid that all of the rooms around her's could hear it. Growing up in a house full of brothers, getting caught was not an option. Inside this empty locker room, to her ears it sounded like it echoed louder than ever.
"That's the sound of your slutty pussy. It's absolutely dripping. I bet you would just let anyone stick it in here. Anything just to stop this whore pussy from leaking all over the place."
Shani tried to deny but could barely form words around the pleasure. "Stop... I don't- ngh... Th-the noise..."
"Oh it's too loud is it? Well then you should do something about that, seeing how it's your body that's making the noise. I think you like the noise. I think you like being called a whore. I think you like what I'm doing to you right now." Lacey paused again, her mouth, not her hands. "Do you even know what I'm doing to you right now, dummy?"
Some small part of Shani's brain told her to not give her the satisfaction. But the rest of it was curious to see where she was going. Even though it already assumed where it was going. Oh, god she's right. I just want to hear her say it. "No."
"Of course you don't. Pay attention, slut I'm number one and you are beneath me. You don't matter. As far as I'm concerned, you don't even have a name. This whole thing? This locker room? This situation? You could have easily removed yourself from my grasp at any point. You could have easily beaten me up or simply ran away the second I touched you. Instead here you are, making whorish noises from your pussy and even whoreier moans from your mouth. You aren't resisting because you don't want to. It's because you can't. Because deep down inside, probably somewhere inside this gaping pussy, you know. You know I'm the top bitch and you're just a side character. You know your place. And you love that I'm putting you in it right now."
If Lacey kept talking, Shani sure as hell didn't hear it. The rest of her bodily muscles followed her pussy's example and seized up as the orgasm took control. The only thing she could feel was the pleasure radiating from her pussy as Lacey had not stopped her hand in the slightest, prolonging and heightening her cloud nine. She let out some noise in the form of a squeak that was meant to be a scream, but her throat muscles constricted.



She couldn't tell how long it lasted but the first thing she noticed when she came back down was that the noise had increased. Lacey's hand was still going and out of reflex from the overstimulation one of her hands seized Lacey's forearm, halting its movements. It didn't however stop her fingers from wiggling around and making more noises.
"Stop... please..."
Lacey's mood shift was palpable. Her tone sent shivers down Shani's spine. "First you grab me and now you try to tell me what to do?"
Shani immediately let go of her arm and Lacey returned to her full force fingering. "No! I just... I can't take it. Its-too much. Please stop."
Lacey's demeanor called slightly as put on an innocent voice. She stopped moving her full arm, but not her fingers. "Why should I? Don't you hear that wonderful music?" At this point Shani could feel her legs again and recognized that her shorts were soaked, and it was currently seeping onto her inner thighs.
"Did I...?"
"Squirt like a goddamn firehose? Yup." Lacey's response startled her. She thought she said that last part in her head. "Though I am disappointed. And I'm Sure Headmistress would be too."
Hearing that Shani panicked a little inside. "What? Why?" She then felt another feeling on her thigh, below the wetness was a warm thing sliding back and forth over her exposed flesh.
"For being so selfish, that's why. Headmistress always makes sure I enjoy myself in our encounters. She wouldn't like you being a greedy slut who cums all by herself. Don't you think I deserve some relief too?"
Shani's mind was in turmoil. Those fingers had yet to stop and it was distracting her. Alongside that she was still recovering from the aftershocks of her orgasm, the revelation that she could even squirt, and now she felt a strange sense of guilt from Lacey's words. That was pretty selfish.
"I'm sorry."
"Sorry's not gonna cut it. In the words of Headmistress 'anything you do is a reflection of not only your house but a reflection of her.' You wouldn't want people to go around saying Headmistress is bad at her job would you? That she's training a whole generation of selfish, unrefined whores?"
Shani was shrouded in shame. Some small part of her brain was screaming about how all of this was wrong and they should stop it here. But the rest of her brain didn't want to disappoint not only Professor Mubarak but, for a reason that was explained to her right before she came, Lacey as well. Her silence did not go over well,
"Answer me." Her angry tone made Shani jump again.
". . . No..."
"No, what?"
"I don't want to disappoint the Professor or get her in trouble."
"Then what are you going to do to fix it?" More not so subtle humps from Lacey.
". . . Return the favor?"
"Maybe you do have a brain after all." Shani Finally felt Lacey's finger's stop and withdraw themselves from her folds. Lacey pulled her hand out of the shorts and unceremoniously wiped it clean using Shani's shirt. Then she grabbed Shani's own arm and guided her hand to the waistband of her shorts. "Rule one, make sure that whenever you touch your partner, you have proper lubrication. Luckily for both of us your leaky pussy provided much of it."
Understanding Lacey's meaning there was only slight hesitation, at least until Lacey cleared her throat, before she slid her hand into the shorts. There's so... much. She moved her hand around, taking up as much of her juices that hadn't already absorbed into her shorts as possible. She then removed her hand and held it out. Looking past Lacey's expecting glare, she just stared at her hand. That is a lot of... me.
Lacey cleared her throat again and punctuated it with another hip thrust.
Shani looked down at Lacey, then down at her hand, then down at the bulge in Lacey's skirt.
"I'm waiting..." Her impatient tone caused her to move.
Shani gulped as her hand went lower, the difference in height caused her to have to bend over slightly, further pushing Lacey's head into her bust, practically smothering her.
"Watch it!" Lacey pried herself from the depths and took a step back.
Instantly her world opened up. Even just being a step and a half away made all the difference to Shani's perception of the room. When Lacey was against her, she felt cornered. It felt like even her own personal space belonged to the blonde brit. Her own skin felt like it didn't belong to her wherever Lacey touched her. And despite the discomfort, there was nothing she could do about it on her own. There was no escape, no way to get past the small girl and her fierce eyes. Logically I should be able to just leave. It's not like she can stop me. But... I couldn't. I can't.
In the grand scheme of things the change was minimal, but to Shani it was worlds apart. She went from being trapped in her own skin, to having at least a foot of space around her she could call her own. Until she decides she wants it again. Even with the newfound freedom Shani felt trapped. Her cage just got bigger. She felt inside that she was still under Lacey's control. She couldn't move past her without her say so. Am I even allowed to move? Not wanting to risk reprimand, Shani stayed where she was, back against the lockers in case Lacey wanted to reclaim her personal space.
Instead Lacey just looked at her with renewed annoyance. "Well that's not going to work. You're too fucking big." She turned her head to survey the locker room.
Shani's posture shifted to something it hadn't been in a long time. Insecure. Since her first growth spurt, she's been taller and bigger than most other girls her age and that only continued to be true into adulthood. She used to not like her body, thinking it was too masculine to be tall, until she discovered volleyball. For the first time people appreciated her height and it benefited not only herself but others. She learned to be proud of it and accept herself. But that one comment, probably more an observation than an insult, brought the insecurity back.
An hour ago, she would have simply responded with "You're just too small." or something similar, but after recent events she could do nothing more than stand there awkwardly and agree internally.
She watched as Lacey Focused in on one of the benches in the room and walked over to it. She then looked over to Shani and inspected her, seemingly doing some mental math. Then she sat down on the bench and looked expectantly at her.
Am I supposed to? Hesitantly Shani took a few steps towards Lacey. When she wasn't reprimanded she continued the rest of the way.
"Good. Seems you aren't too stupid." The backhanded semi-compliment caused a surge of happiness to surprise Shani. Does her approval really mean that much to me?
When she stood next to the bench she had a choice to make. Her first instinct would have been to sit beside Lacey and jer-... relieve her that way. But something in the back of her mind told her that was wrong. She studied the way Lacey had her legs spread, far too much a girl in a skirt ever should. Oh. I think...
She moved to stand in front of Lacey, then dropped to her knees, thankful that she still had her knee pads on. That earned another sign of approval from Lacey in the form of a smirk and a nod of acknowledgement. Then Lacey Lifted her skirt to reveal her cock once again.
Normally, being so close and almost eye level with something like this would give Shani pause. But she was riding high on getting two things right in a row after that stream of insults and she was eager to get more positive feedback. Or at least, less negative feedback. She reached out the still slimy hand and gingerly gripped the shaft. It felt warm against my leg, but in my hand it feels really hot. It twitched in response to her hand and her whole body jumped at the movement. From above Lacey laughed at her before turning more serious.
"We don't have all night. Get on with it."
"Um, Ok." Shani didn't really know what to do. Having rarely watched porn, because it just seemed unpleasant for the ladies involved, she didn't really have much information about dicks that didn't come from a textbook. So she went with what movies and tv shows taught her.
Those were an awkward few minutes. Lacey and Shani stared at each other while Shani's hand just glided back and forth along the shaft. She didn't even reach the head with her strokes. She didn't know she had to. Eventually Lacey snapped. She slapped Shani's hand away.
"Terrible. Absolutely horrible. If I knew you were this bad I would have just gotten myself off and done something productive." Lacey considered her for a second. Shani, with nothing to do, folded her hands on her Lap and submitted herself to the scrutiny. She squeaked a little when Lacey leaned over and groped one of her breasts.
The sudden act caused her to flinch away from the touch. Big mistake. "Stop moving!" Lacey swatted the breast closest to her to get her to sit still. The sudden mix of pain and pleasure caused her to stiffen, inadvertently making her follow the command and letting out a moan before she caught herself. Did I like that?
Lacey almost ignored it, choosing to use her hands to resume groping her. "Ugh. Of course you liked that. Can you at least be consistent? If you're going to be a slut, don't be surprised when you react like one." The fondling continued for a few more seconds until Lacey removed her hands. "Take off your shirt."
"What?" Shani felt her cheeks redden again at the command.
Another impatient sigh. "What did I just say? Be consistent. I was just knuckle-deep in the super soaker you call a pussy and you soaked your shorts, but this is what gives you pause?"
I guess she's got a point. Shani slowly grabbed the hem of her shirt and raised her arms, stripping the fabric. She felt so exposed sitting there in her sports bra, now realizing she was one layer away from being naked on both her top and bottom layers. After another round of fondling Lacey seemed satisfied and leaned back on the bench, placing her hands to her side and slightly behind her.
"Come closer." Shani complied with the order, shuffling on her knees until she was inches away from her cock. "Suck it."
Shani stopped herself from saying what again. But she did hesitate, looking at the cock that was covered in her own juices.
"I said suck it slut. Make it nice and wet." Shani figured pointing out it was already wet would cause problems so she complied. She leaned forward and took the head into her mouth, trying to ignore the taste of herself on it.
Once again, she didn't really have any guidelines to go on with so she just kind of sucked on the tip, licking it all around. She spent a few moments licking up and down the shaft to wet it more before returning to the tip.
Shani was encouraged by Lacey's moan. I think I'm doing it right. Lacey had her head tilted back and her eyes closed as she basked in Shani's actions. At one point a hand came to Shani's head , rubbing it. Is she telling me I'm doing a good job? The hand then began to push, gently at first but soon pushing harder, forcing Shani to take more and more of the dick in her mouth. Then the pressure alleviated and her head raised up, only to then be pushed back down again.
They developed a good rhythm until Lacey pushed harder, trying to force all of her into Shani's mouth. When it got to the entrance of her throat she gagged, hard, and forced her head back against the hand to cough.
"Tsk. You were doing so well. Should've known I couldn't get a decent blowjob out of you. Fine. We won't go into your throat yet. But you're going to have to learn if you want to be a part of this. It's what Headmistress likes." She said Professor Mubarak was bigger right? Shani couldn't dwell on her fear too long as the hand returned to her head, pushing her forward again.
She took the head into her mouth and waited for the pressure but it didn't come, instead Lacey removed her hand altogether. "Did you think I was going to hold your hand the entire time? Do it yourself."
I can do this. I was doing it before. It can't be that hard. Shani bobbed her head in Lacey's Lacey's lap for another few minutes, taking the moans and twitching to mean she was doing it right. After a particularly loud one Lacey pushed her away again. "Ok, that was decent. Almost made me cum there." She felt Lacey's gaze burn a hole through her bra as her eyes stared at her chest. "But I know exactly where I want to cum. Get closer."
Shani didn't know how much closer she could get but she followed instructions, moving forward until her sides were touching Lacey's thighs. Lacey half lifted her bra up and caused Shani to stiffen again as the cooler air touched the undersides of her breasts. Then Lacey surprised her by sliding her cock in between her breasts, sighing as the cleavage enveloped her.
"Give me a boob job." At Shani's confused look she grabbed Shani's Wrists and positioned her hands on either side of her breasts, compressing them towards the middle and squeezing the dick between them. As she let go she said "Jerk me off with your tits dumbass. If they're gonna be that oversized anyway, they might as well use them for something productive."
I guess that's one way to use them. She moved her hands and upper body, going up and down on the cock. The moans Lacey made encouraged her to go faster and squeeze harder in search of more neutral comments.
Even given the semi warning in her earlier comment, Shani's inexperience left her blind to the eventual consequences of her actions. She didn't recognize the signs. The increased volume of the moans, the frequency of the twitches, the tensing of Lacey's legs as they squeezed into her sides.
The first spurt caught her on the face during one of her down strokes, the head barely peeking her cleavage as it started shooting. Sensing her shock Lacey managed to grunt out "Don't you fucking dare stop." as she continued her orgasm. Following orders, Shani continued going up and down, feeling the strange feeling of semen covering her upper chest and the cleavage.
After the shots stopped, Shani waited for more instructions. While Lacey recovered her breath she awkwardly removed the softening cock from her bra and returned to her starting position, hands folded on her lap as she felt the once hot semen quickly cool on her face and chest. Once Lacey was ready, she reached out and pulled her head forward again. Her voice carried little of its earlier fire as she sighed out. "Clean me off, bitch." Bitch? That one hurt a bit more than the others. I thought I did well.
Internally marveling at herself for growing used to the commands, Shani took the half hard cock in her mouth, grimacing at the taste of semen for a second as she sucked and licked it off.
Locker Room bench
Lacey sighed as she relaxed on the bench. Her post orgasm haze heightened by having her own personal slut clean her off. Not mine. Headmistress'. Lacey let out another pleased noise at the clean up job. Ok maybe mine for now. Then Headmistress'. Lacey had been pretty pent up. Since she stopped sending Headmistress her homework videos she hadn't jerked off, not seeing a point.
Throughout their encounter, her ego had been driving her forward telling her to insult and degrade Shani. And when it caught wind that she liked it, it only increased in fervor. After cumming, the voice was strangely silent. No not silent... gone? She felt the feeling it brought still there, though it wasn't pushing her to do anything at the moment. Maybe it's been satiated for now.
Lacey would have never imagined she was capable of being so mean to another person. And she for sure held some belief that afterwards she would suffer some sort of breakdown, not being able to handle what she had done. But sitting here, her hand on top of a slut's head that was bobbing in her lap, she felt strangely at peace. It felt right. I think I get why Headmistress likes this so much now.
Without the anger to drive her, the thought of Headmistress once again started driving her to sadness. Not wanting to break down again, especially in front of her new bitch, wow. I'm really comfortable with things like this now huh?, she tried to take her mind off of it by focusing on the blowjob. She watched the dark hair move as her head moved. She looked down her back, admiring her back muscles as her eyes traced down to her ass that looked wonderful in those tight shorts.
Her plan backfired. As she tried to ignore Headmistress, instead she started noticing the similarities between her and Shani. The neat black hair, though Shani's is shorter. The femenine form with wide hips and large breasts, though Shani was taller and more muscular. They did have the same skin tone though. The feelings started to well up within her before she could catch them again.
I miss her so much.
Locker room floor
Shani didn't know how long this clean up job was supposed to last so she was planning on going until Lacey stopped her. She wasn't all that surprised when she felt Lacey stiffen in her mouth again.
What did surprise her was when in a single motion, Lacey pulled out of her mouth and pushed forward until Shani fell back, her legs unfolding from under her. A tinge of fear shot through her mind as she recognized that Lacey was between her legs pressing against her lower abdomen as she loomed over her. Does she want to go all the way?
Shani wasn't completely sure if she was ready for that. But she was sure that she couldn't deny Lacey if that's what she wanted. Based on her look, Shani deduced that it was in fact what she wanted. Her face held the hunger again, but oddly enough without the aggression. It was closer to a desperate need than the aggressive want that she displayed earlier.
Lacey looked over her face and Shani's vision was blocked when she felt fabric cover her face. Is she cleaning me off? Lacey was cleaning her, though not as softly as she would have liked. She was treating Shani's discarded shirt as a dirty rag and she rubbed off the semen staining her face.
Then Lacey tossed the shirt aside, looking down Shani's body as the bigger girl laid beneath her. Shani watched as her eyes locked between their bodies, staring at the front of her shorts.
Lacey grabbed Shani's thighs and lifted them up until they were more than ninety degrees, up in the air together in front of Lacey. Then she felt hands grip the waistband of her shorts. "Lift your hips." It was a command, but not an angry one. Shani lifted her hips, ignoring the slight burn in her abs from this weird stretch that had to be done to accomplish this. Then she felt cool air on her crotch as the shorts were quickly removed, enhanced by the wetness that was already down there.
She then held the pose, as after Lacey got the shorts off, her legs were held up. Her entire face burned as she saw Lacey staring down. She's looking at me.
Lacey moved to the side and let her legs come down, still together. Then she returned to her straddling position atop her thighs. Seeing Lacey's face now, Shani got a little more worried. Lacey's face looked distant, as if she was somewhere else and not here as she focused her gaze between her thighs. Am I just a hole to her? Shani felt a twang of shame as she felt herself twitch and get wetter at the thought.
She tensed as Lacey laid atop her, her head resting on Shai's breast, facing to the side. When she felt Lacey's hips drop and the tip of Lacey's cock push against her thighs and the top of her vulva she panicked. Her fear of her first time overshadowed her fear of Lacey for the moment.



"Lacey-"
Lacey didn't even turn her head. Her voice sounded distant but also held a warning. "Shut up." I guess that's that. I'm going to lose my virginity on the floor of a locker room. She waited for the pain that people said would come from having your virginity taken.
It didn't come. Instead of going in, when Lacey slowly dropped her hips her dick pushed along the length of her pussy, spreading her lips. She felt every inch slid against her clit and let out and moaned as Lacey did the same.
After the initial "insertion" Lacey wrapped her arms around Shani's midsection, locking herself in place. Then the slow withdrawal caused both of them to moan again.
Lacey set a slow pace as she gently thrusted between Shani's thighs. Shani, not hanging anything to really do, moved her arms to Lacey's back, causing her to snuggle in closer. As they both laid there, letting out the occasional moans, Shani had time to think.
She thought about everything that's happened so far and she couldn't comprehend what was happening. Why Lacey approached her like this, or why she allowed her to do all these things to her. But most pressing in her mind was her current situation.
She looked down at the top of Lacey's head as she squeezed in as close as possible, only moving her hips to give them both pleasure. Based on how she treated me before I expected this to be... rougher. Shani tried to ignore the pang of disappointment that rose up. In fact, this whole thing is weird. She was so commanding but now she's almost... gentle. A higher peak of pleasure interrupted her thinking as another moan tore out of her throat. She opted to stop thinking hard for now and live in the moment, resigning that she didn't have a choice but to lay there and be used until Lacey was done.
Not that it was the worst thing. After the initial disappointment of her treatment, she grew to accept it. It felt nice, after so much abuse to just be held and gently... fucked? Whatever this was, she liked it. So much in fact that she could feel another orgasm welling up, I hope she doesn't mind.
On the onset of the orgasm she let out a breathy moan and squeezed Lacey tighter, in both her arms and between her legs. She felt the wetness increase between her thighs. Is this just a thing I do now? Her convulsions seemed to prove too much for lacey as she got another warning.
"Stop wiggling." The command only served to heighten her peak; she forced her body to be still, settling for large contractions over convulsions. Coming down from her high, Shani noticed that the newfound wetness allowed Lacey to up her speed. It wasn't as hard as she wante-expected but there were now light slaps echoing around the room as their thighs and hips met.
Shani went from rapture to discomfort as her orgasm left her over sensitive and Lacey's new pace was torturing her poor clit. But she just laid there because that was her role from the very beginning. My orgasm was just a happy accident. This is just to get her off.
The parts of her brain not overloading from her clit were alerted to the approach of Lacey's own orgasm. Unlike the first, where her moans grew louder, these moans were desperate and held a tinge of what Shani thought was sadness in them. It's almost like this isn't enough for her. Lacey then turned her head, placing her chin in the cleavage of and looking staring her in the face. Shani noted that her face also showed a desperation, so lost in her thoughts that Shani couldn't tell if she was looking at her or past her.
"Lac-" The eyes focused in only for a second,
"Shut, ngh, up" Then they got that far away look.
As the thrust grew more frantic Lacey started moving strangely. It's like she's trying to stretch her neck or something. Lacey then made a choice and withdrew from Shani's thighs. But before Shani could appreciate the end of the attack on her clit, Lacey shot forward, placing her lips on Shani's.
Lacey moaned into Shani's mouth and Shani's eyes opened wide as she looked at Lacey's closed ones. Is she... crying? She watched the tears fall down her face as some part of her vaguely registered Lacey's thrusting against her stomach and the warm wetness that must have been semen covering her abs.
She had never been kissed like this before. Once again Lacey defied expectations. Shani had been prepared to be kissed by Lacey, but like the half sex thing, she thought it would be rough. She imagined Lacey would be claiming her mouth like she claimed the rest of her. But this was gentle, like the fucking.
Lacey kissed her softly. Her tongue went into Shani's mouth, but instead of taking over, it moved with Shani's in a weird dance. While Lacey rode out the rest of her orgasm, Shani reflected on the past ten minutes of her life. She's acting so weird. At first she was so mean to me but now it's like she's... making love to me. Shani was not expecting the heart flutter she got at that realization.
Lacey didn't stop when her orgasm ended. She rested her full weight on Shani after she stopped shooting her cum, and continued to make out with Shani for several minutes. Shani didn't know how to respond, or even if she should respond, so she let her feelings take the lead. She wrapped her arms around Lacey and enthusiastically returned the kiss, both of them moaning into each other's mouths for the next minute or two. Then Lacey came up for breath.
Shani watched as Lacey moved back slightly, only far enough that their mouths were centimeters away. Being an athlete, Shani had great stamina but she found herself panting along with Lacey from the atmosphere between them alone. She felt Lacey's breath on her face as Lacey's eyes opened slowly and met hers. Then she watched as they focused in and recognized her. Then in the span of a second she saw then flash confusion, realization, panic, and the one that hurt the most, regret.
Lacey then quickly pushed them apart, quickly standing up and starting to fix her clothes while Shani stayed on the ground, looking up in confusion.
As Lacey started hastily walking away Shani called out to her back. "Are- are we done?"
"Yes. Meet me here tomorrow." Her response was cold and offered no rebuttal.
Shani experienced emotional whiplash. She had expected to be treated poorly. Fucked and thrown away like the whore Lacey said she was. She had readied her heart for it. But Lacey's unpredictability brought down her defenses. Instead of the rough fuck, they had gentle half-sex. Lacey made out with her with a passion she's never felt before and it brought up feelings she didn't know she had or could feel. And that made the sudden ending hurt all the more.
As Lacey walked away, she couldn't stop the tears welling up in her eyes as she sat up and looked down at herself. I am a dirty whore. Her chest was covered in drying semen and a fresh batch was cooling on her abs. Between her thighs and some of the floor was soaked in her own juices. I'm a stupid, dumb, dirty whore and I deserve this treatment.
Locker room door
Lacey had to leave. She took it too far. She let the fantasy get to her head. It became too real. But as she went to open the door she couldn't help but pause at the sounds behind her.
When she turned she saw Shani, star athlete, pillar of confidence and physical excellence, breaking down on the floor, covered in a mixture of her own juices.
Poor thing. The conscience that Lacey expected to have earlier showed up, pitying the girl and casting guilt inwardly for causing her to cry. But that wasn't the only voice to return.
Leave her. What!? Leave her. She's a whore who tried to take headmistress from us and you put her in her place. She does not deserve nor warrant our pity. But- If we pity all who are beneath us, it would consume all of our time.
Lacey couldn't listen to the voice. Not this time . She's spent most of her life being a good girl and a good person, one evening of being mean couldn't undo all of that. The ego protested as she started walking over to Shani but she silenced it with the line, Even if she is a dirty, Headmistress stealing whore, she's still a person. And people deserve at least some respect.
Locker room floor.
Through her sobs, Shani vaguely recognized movement. She turned and was surprised to see Lacey had walked back over, and was now kneeling beside her. Her face held a practiced neutrality but Shani could see hits of compassion behind her eyes. Lacey placed a hand on Shani's back to rub it but in search of any source of support Shani latched onto Lacey in a tight hug, despite her being the one to cause her the grief in the first place.
Lacey's voice was measured and steady. Almost matter of fact. "Why are you crying?"
"Because you're right! I'm a stupid whore." Shani cried into Lacey's shoulder.
"But why are you crying about that?" The question gave Shani pause.
"Why wouldn't I cry? I'm a disgraceful whore. Professor Mubarak would never want me like this. No one would."
"I don't think you understand what I said." What do you mean? You called me all these names and you were right! "Yes, you are a whore." How is this supposed to make me feel better? "But you were always a whore. And Headmistress likes whores."
"What?"
Her words held no emotion, as if she were reciting a thing they learned in class. "You were always and will always be a whore. It's not like this one time made you into something you're not. You were one to begin with and I just showed you. You weren't crying all those years before were you? So why cry now? I'm a slut and you don't see me crying"
Somehow the words were starting to make Shani feel better, despite them just pointing out that she was whore yet again. "What If I don't want to be a whore?"
"You can't change what you are. You are a whore. But you can decide what kind of whore you want to be."
"What do you mean by that?" Lacey surprised Shani yet again by pulling her off of her shoulder. No small feat for how tight the athlete was gripping the small girl. Then Lacey kissed her again. Not as Passionate as the kiss before, nor nearly as long, but still soft and gentle. The confusion calmed her.
Lacey pulled away and then put her lips next to Shani's ear. "Before tonight, you were just a common whore that could be found anywhere, used by anyone. But after tonight, you're my whore. And if you play along, eventually you can join me and be Headmistress' whore."
She couldn't comprehend why. Maybe it was the kiss, or the amalgamation of emotions running rampant in her head and heart, but this sentiment made her feel alot better. Being just a wandering whore made her feel like she was worthless. But belonging to someone, especially those who are better than her, felt good. She had a place she belonged. Almost as if she was fulfilling her life's purpose. Lacey did say she was better than me. And professor Mubarak is leagues better than me. If I can do some good by being their whore, then that's enough for me.
Shani whispered back into Lacey's ear. "You mean it?" She knew how childish that sounded but it's how she felt in the moment.
"Of course I do. I'm not a liar. I'm going to train you to be the best little- well I guess in your case big- slut you can be so that both of us can please Headmistress. That good with you?"
Shani thought it over in her head. If I'm going to be a whore, I guess it makes sense to at least like the people who use me. Shani sniffled. "Yes."
"Good. I'll pick you up after practice tomorrow." Lacey then got up to leave, pausing at the door. "Oh. Make sure you clean up too. Unless you want people to put together that you were the only person here and the locker room smells like sex."
Author's note: Hey guys, thanks for reading this far and I hope you liked what you've read. I'm always looking to improve so if you have any suggestions on things I could do better or even just comments things I've done well, feel free to post them here or send one of those private ones.
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Two weeks Later, Ladies room:
The camera settles on two new faces, a French girl and a Nigerian girl, both in the bathroom holding rulers to their skirts, squinting at the numbers while they conversed.
The French one drops the hem of her skirt in frustration. "This is fucking stupid. Who cares if my skirt is a single millimeter short? How can she even see that from down the Hallway?"
The Nigerian kept up the good fight, going back and forth, struggling to add a single millimeter to her previous length. "They don't call her 'Horus' for nothing. Her eyesight is insane."
"But why is she so bitchy now? Things were going great when Lacey was tailing her at every second. Now that that's stopped she's been more and more of a cunt each day."
"Better not say that around her, her ears are just as good as her eyes." Then the Nigerian looked around, making sure they were truly alone in the bathroom before whispering. "I heard a rumor going around that she's like this because Lacey stopped following her around?"
"What do you mean by that?"
"You know how obvious it is that Lacey has a thing for her? Well some of us think that she had a thing back. Why else would she put up with little miss goody two shoes for so long? Someone said they even saw Lacey going into her classroom after classes ended."
"Really? I heard that it was Shani. Someone told me that she was just stringing Lacey along and then wen she got bored of her she moved onto Shani and started tutoring her as an excuse to string her along as well."
"Hmmm. That could be it. But why is she so angry now if she has Shani?"
"Because she doesn't have her anymore. I heard from a friend on the volleyball team that Shani totally ditched practice for like a week and now she can't go to tutoring until after their next game, and only if they win. So she's taking her frustrations out on all of us now."
"Damn. Almost makes me feel bad for Shani. She's head over heels for Mubarak."
"I don't know what's going on between those three but I hope they fix it soon because I'm tired of having to deal the professor being so pissy."
Just then they heard a knock on the bathroom door and the stern voice of "Horus" bleed through. "It doesn't take that long to fix a skirt, young ladies. Classes are about to start and I would advise you to not be late."
Panicked and praying that she hadn't heard their conversation, the two girls quickly returned to their rulers to fix their skirts before the next class started
The Cafeteria:
This time the camera sets in on a Belgian and a Dutch, eating lunch together while openly starting at the table across from them. The table in question had only two inhabitants, Lacey Cambell and Shani Almasi, conversing as if they had always been friends and not rivals.
The Belgian starts, "Since when did they get so close?"
"Don't know, but it's weird seeing them together."
"Why?"
"Well Shani was always pretty openly hostile to Lacey and look at them now. And right before this Lacey was moping around like her heart was broken. What do you think happened?"
The Belgian's eyes lit up. "You don't think they're dating do you?"
"Dating? What makes you say that,"
"Well Shani has a bunch of brothers right? What if she was doing that stupid boy thing of teasing a girl to get her attention?"
"I don't know... that seems a bit far fetched, some of her rants seemed pretty real. Although..."
"Although what?"
"Well... Lacey has been coming to volleyball practice recently and going somewhere with Shani afterwards."
"Somewhere like... her roooooom?" the Belgian putting extra emphasis on the word while wiggling her eyebrows.
"I don't know. Maybe. But sometimes during practice Lacey will just stare at her with this... look. Like she wants to eat her."
"They definitely go back to one of their rooms for some fun," the Belgian concluded with confidence.
"But what if it's not fun? Or at least not fun for Shani. People have been saying that Lacey orders her around all the time. And Shani just listens to her. Why? It's not like Lacey can make her do anything."
The Belgian grew concerned. "You don't think it's blackmail do you? Maybe Lacey has some dirt on her or something. And she makes her do (sexual) things to keep her silence."
"Again I don't know, but if that's true it would have to be something big. If it was a picture or something Shani could easily just take the phone from Lacey and delete it herself. The team's tried asking her if everything was alright, hell even the coach had a talk with her, but every time she tells us she's fine. I don't get it."
The conversation ended as people started moving to take care of their trash and head off to afternoon courses. But they both stopped to watch Lacey order Shani to throw out both of their lunches.
8:00pm Slut's Room
Lacey sat on the edge of the bed, doing mental math to solve the problem in her notebook. It took a lot longer than usual because of several distractions, the least of which being the loud noises Shani made while doing her work. The noise internally agitated Lacey but was more than made up for the reason said noises were being created.
She had scooted to the edge of the bed, legs hanging off of it and her head to the side to look at her notebook beside her. Between her legs however, a naked Shani bobbed her head in her lap from underneath her skirt. The feeling she was getting was more than enough to outweigh the minor annoyance of the wet squelches of a sloppy yet amazing blowjob.
Lacey kept her promise to Shani and, much like how Headmistress had done to her, quickly eliminated Shani's gag reflex. Though truth be told she wasn't as gentle with it as Headmistress was. It's not like Shani deserved the same treatment she got in the first place. A whore should be treated like a whore after all.
Lacey sighed and put down her notebook, deciding to just enjoy the blowjob. She reached out and rested her hand on the obscured head, letting it rise and fall with the motions. This whore's gotten better since we started. Lacey remembered how at first she had to manually show Shani what she wanted. Now, with just words, Shani herself does whatever task presented wholeheartedly on her own.
Lacey felt the familiar tension building, along with excitement. I think she's ready. Holding out for just a little longer, Lacey reached over and grabbed her phone.
Amirah's Place 8:10pm.
Amirah held her head in her hands, lamenting about the papers in front of her on the table. She knew she had been unpleasant, to say the least, recently, but she couldn't help it. Nothing she did made her feel better. She tried masturbating, but she had grown accustomed to using Lacey's videos as material and that only caused her more pain. She tried ignoring Lacey all together but the more you actively ignore something, the more you think about it. This also caused her pain knowing it hurt Lacey as well. The only time she was remotely at peace was when she was tutoring Shani because it was her job and she could ignore all personal aspects of her life in favor of working. But now that's gone. She had nothing and no one.
The letters before her were from fellow colleagues. Each one was privately given to her or left in her mailbox and each expressed concern for her mental state. Each one offered an ear to listen and a shoulder to cry on if she so needed it. But she couldn't exactly tell them her problem.
After their last night, Amirah broke down. She cleaned up and went home and cried, making up for her lost work the next morning. And she repeated that cycle for the first week, going home after her tutoring sessions and crying her eyes out. And it hurt that much more knowing that Lacey was probably doing the same.
She had hurt - was hurting - both of them. And even if she could justify the hurt for the sake of Lacey, there were times when the pain became almost too much to bear. I miss her so much.
No longer were the days of Lacey sending her suggestive looks in class. Now neither of them barely glanced at each other, for the pain was too much to bear. When their eyes did meet there was always a glimmer of hope. Kindling that was just embers, wanting to be reignited. And each time she had to quickly avert her own eyes, denying that flame of passion life and crushing both of them all over again.
Amirah had been in a few relationships in her life, and she was often sad when they ended but never like this. I guess this is what true heartbreak feels like.
She was jolted from her self-loathing by her phone vibrating. She looked at it suspiciously. No one ever texts me this late. Well, no one but... She quickly grabbed the phone. She wouldn't respond, she couldn't lest she say something that gets them deeper into this hole. But she always read her texts, trying to convey all of the feelings she couldn't express through the little check mark that showed up next to a read message.
After she entered her password, she saw that it was just three words of text and a video. She read the letters, then re-read them. Then read them one last time to make sure. "I found one."
Then she moved onto the video itself. It starts looking at Lacey's skirt. There was a large lump underneath it that Lacey was resting her hand upon. Just from the thumbnail she could tell it wasn't her room. The layout was and posters on the wall were different. Then she clicked play.
The lump in Lacey's skirt started moving up and down, the hand guiding it along. The obscene noises coming from the audio surprised Amirah. She was no stranger to the natural noises of a good deep throating as Lacey could attest, but this was only through forcing Lacey's head into her lap repeatedly. Lacey's hand was limp upon the hidden head, meaning that the person was making noises louder than Lacey did all on her own. She felt her dick start to stiffen. Who is that?
She looked at the edge of the video. The skirt obscured the head but she could easily see the brown skin of what must have been a naked person kneeling in front of Lacey. Many girls had brown skin at the university, so it wasn't exactly a dead giveaway. Her curiosity paused for the moment when she heard Lacey speak.
"Deep breath, slut." She sounds so... angry. Did I do this to her? Or was it in her all along? Amirah didn't have time to ponder the tone of voice because the actions that followed the words surely spoke louder.
The bobbing stopped for a second and she heard what must have been half of a breath. She said half because she heard the breath interrupted by the once passive hand forcing the head down with a final gag. And there the head stayed as Lacey moaned loudly. From the gagging coming from the mystery girl's throat and the noises Lacey made Amirah recognized that she was cuming down her throat.
Lacey released another breath, hissing out her next line. "Don't you waste a single drop." After a few long seconds Lacey released a final sigh, one that signaled that all tension had left her body. The hand relaxed again, rubbing the head. "Yeah, that's a good whore." Amirah expected the video to end with the mystery girl's face being revealed but instead it stayed under the skirt.
When the head started to lift itself back up, the hand pushed down again. "I didn't say you could stop." The head obeyed, the only protest being another puttering gasp. "Shut up." I wonder where she learned that.
The video ended before the head was given reprieve but Amirah knew that whoever it was had to have great lung capacity. Lacey could have never lasted that long. After the initial shock she quickly shot back the first text to Lacey in a month and a half.
"Who is it?"
"That's a surprise. ;)"
"Are you sure they are OK with..." She almost typed 'us' but stopped. There is no us. "The situation."
"They know and are excited for it."
"Tell me about her."
"She's a real whore. She gets wet at the mere sight of cock and will let you do whatever you want to her. She's also a serious squirter so you might want a towel or two. So, we good to start back up again?"
Amirah stared at her phone. She wasn't sure if she could, if she should start their meetings again. Even with the third she couldn't completely be sure that she could keep her feelings in check. But she made a promise to a student and as Headmistress it was her duty to put her best foot forward and lead by example. And that means not breaking promises you make to them.
"Tomorrow."
Shani's Room
Shani removed her head from Lacey's skirt and took deep breaths of fresh air. Some part of her, the old her, wanted to say something about the rough treatment. At the very least give Lacey an incredulous look. But that part was tiny compared to the majority of her that was shivering in shameful excitement at being treated the way she wanted, no, the way she deserved.
Before she could fully catch her breath she found herself pounced on. Something that had become common whenever they were alone in the room. Shani once again found herself on her back with Lacey on top of her. She felt her heartbeat as if it were about to burst from her chest and heard nothing but the blood flowing through her ears. Ever since the locker room Shani had expected Lacey to take her first time every day and she hadn't yet. Every time Lacey pushed her down, grabbed her from behind or moved her to the bed she prepared herself only to be proven wrong.
Ever since that time in the locker room she had been ready for it, yet she couldn't ask Lacey to do it. That wasn't her place in this arrangement. Lacey was strict with how Shani should conduct her life when she was around. The very first rule was that while Lacey was in the room she was not allowed to wear clothes for ease of access. She had said something along the lines of "Whores don't need clothes. They only get in the way." The rest of the rules were never really spoken but understood immediately. She would do whatever Lacey told her to do, whenever, to the best of her ability or face punishment. Usually punishment was simply harsh words and Lacey taking control, the shame of not being good enough on her own doing more than enough to encourage Shani to be better. Sometimes though, Lacey would snap like that time on the bench, smacking her breasts or ass and causing Shani to let out a shameful moan.
It wasn't all fun and games, they were both in the advanced courses and needed to get work done so Lacey decided to kill two birds with one stone. While they studied, Lacey was liable to do anything to her or tell her to do something, such as the blowjob while she answered math problems. And like a good little slut, Shani always went along with the orders without complaint. Who was she to deny her superior?
Beyond the rough treatment, there was at least one moment a night where Lacey would enter the 'other' mode. She would shift from aggression to passion. Instead of harsh words she gave Shani deep and loving kisses. Her touch became soft and caring instead of grabbing at whatever part of her they could reach.
It always started the same way. Lacey would get oddly quiet and just start looking at Shani's body. After a minute of that she would slowly move over to Shani and push her down or positioned her how she wanted.
There were different variations of what Lacey wanted while in this mode, but all of them conveyed a sort of affection that surprised Shani. Even her orgasms were different. When Lacey was rough, she seemed to only get rougher as she came, but in the second mode she melted in Shani's arms/on top of her, clinging tightly as if she was afraid Shani would let go and almost mewling instead of her usual roars of release.
After her orgasm she would start kissing Shani. A few times she didn't even let herself cum first, forgoing her own orgasm for kissing Shani as deeply as possible. Often, these times marked the end of their nights. After several minutes of slow, sensual kissing Lacey would come to her senses with a start, looking startled and embarrassed, then quickly pack her bags and leave without another word. On a few rare occasions if it was really late, she would simply pull Shani into bed with her and snuggle in close, only to leave without saying goodbye in the morning before anyone else got up to catch them.
These moments always confused Shani. She couldn't tell what was going through Lacey's head when she got like that. Her passion was spiked with the undeniable tint of sadness. The times when they shared a bed she felt Lacey try to hide her sobs as she cried herself to sleep, relying solely on Shani's presence for comfort. But is it really my presence that matters, or any presence?
Lacey would get this far away look in her eyes. Even when focused on her, Shani didn't see any recognition in them. If Shani did anything other than sit there and play along, she was met not with the usual punishment, but a needy groan, pleading for her to play her part.
It was one thing to be treated roughly and get off from that. Though truth be told she hasn't gotten off that much, at least compared to Lacey. Every other day she was roughly fingered because Lacey thought it was funny to see how much she could make her squirt. Though on the days she didn't get to finish, the feeling of being left to seek her own pleasure, being used without any care about her own needs, usually made for a quick solo session after Lacey left.
She had long since accepted this slutty side of her, embraced it to the fullest. But when Lacey treated her like a lover she didn't know what to do. She was supposed to be the submissive one, but whenever Lacey entered that state, she felt as if Lacey wanted her to be the one to take control and she would freeze.
Ignoring the tonal whiplash from being treated like a low class prostitute one second to being treated like her girlfriend the next, it also brought emotional turmoil. It made Shani start to think about their situation in a wider timeframe. Sure they were having some good and simple fun, but was there anything more to this?
She would have thought not, considering they went from barely interacting to fucking within minutes. Just a couple of friends with benefits. But do friends with benefits usually kiss this passionately? Do they ever just cuddle in bed long after the fun has stopped? Do they sleep in each other's arms at night? Did their hearts flutter when they promised they wouldn't? Do they ever miss the other person when they leave?
Shani was too afraid to broach the subject with Lacey, fearing her answer. Lacey made it clear that this arrangement was just to get her back into the arms of Professor Mubarak. If she thought that Shani had started getting too attached she might call the whole thing off. So Shani held off from addressing it, using her submissive side as an excuse. I'll let her tell me if that's what she wants. If she wants something more than great! If she doesn't, I can't really blame her. A whore is fun to play around with but she's not relationship material. Even if I am her whore.
Shani expected one of two things when she looked up at Lacey's face, the look of a lioness about to eat her meal, or the glassy eyed stare that would lead to more confusing feelings. Instead she got a completely different Lacey. An excited smile staring down at her. Shani pushed her feelings aside, not daring to question why seeing Lacey so happy brought the confusing feelings up right now.



"We did it!"
Confused, Shani questioned slowly. "We did... what?"
"Headmistress said yes! We are going to see her tomorrow after classes."
Shani's eyes also lit it up. "Really!?"
In the excitement, they both lost themselves. Shani reached up to pull Lacey down into a hug, Lacey leaned down to do the same but meant to put her head on the same side of the hug as Shani, which caused them to headbutt each other.
When the pain subsided, they found themselves forehead to forehead, looking into each other's eyes.
"I never noticed how green your eyes are. They're pretty." The raw compliment with no added backhanded comment further threw Shani off balance. Awkwardly, she responded with one of her own while feeling her face burn. Thank god my skin tone doesn't show blush easily.
"Thanks... I like your blue one's as well."
At her awkwardness Lacey laughed. A sweet sound that she hadn't heard before. Not the cruel chuckle that usually preceded an insult. Shani felt the troublesome feelings double in intensity.
After a second of build up, which felt like an eternity to Shani, Lacey pushed Shani down until she was fully on her back again. And then their lips met and Shani was once again introduced to a new feeling.
They only ever kissed when Lacey was acting weird and some part of Shani felt like it wasn't really meant for her. As if Lacey needed someone to kiss instead of Lacey wanting to kiss her. This one on the other hand was one hundred percent meant for her. There was a little extra something there that made it different.
Not expecting the kiss, Shani's breath was taken away from her and she was once again slaved to the whims of the smaller girl. When Lacey pulled away, she put their foreheads back together. Shani still sensed the excitement from earlier, now mixed in with a tinge of lust. But she also saw relief and gratitude in the blue orbs.
Lacey whispered to her, her breath tickling Shani's lips as she maintained eye contact. "Thank you." It was the most sincere thing Shani had ever heard. "Thank you for giving me the chance to see her again."
Before Shani could question why there was so much emotion behind the words, or even just say 'your welcome,' they both noticed that Laceys eyes were tearing up. To hide her face Lacey opted to go in for another hug, laying flat on Shani and pushing her face into Shani's shoulder in clear embarrassment.
Then the tears started. Concerned, Shani went to look at Lacey's face but could only get a glimpse before Lacey snuggled in further and pushed her head away. From the glimpse she saw pure relief and judged that these were tears of joy. Awkwardly she wrapped her arms around Lacey, one hand cradling her head while the other slowly rubbed her back.
7:00 pm, Amirah's Classroom.
Not knowing what to do with herself, Amirah sat at her desk with her hands folded, fidgeting with her fingers. Any second now. Her excitement for the night's events was overshadowed by her anxiousness for seeing Lacey again.
She didn't think Lacey could do it. Last time she had gotten too close, almost folded. Lacey was addictive and she didn't know if she would have the mental fortitude to deny her again. And then there was the other person she had to deal with.
Thoughts of who it could be evaporated when she heard a knock on her door. Amirah swallowed and tried to keep her face as straight as possible, lest she leave an opening for Lacey to strike her heart.
"Come in."
In walked Shani Almasi and Amirah released the breath she didn't know she was holding. I don't have to deal with it yet.
"Good evening Miss Almasi." Amirah returned to her relaxed state. She noted the anxiousness in Shani's voice and posture.
"Go-Good afterno-Evening! Good evening Professor." It's cute when she tries so hard.
"What can I do for you? Unfortunately I don't have time for our study sessions this week as I made prior plans with other students but I'll be happy to pick up your studies starting next week." She gave Shani a knowing look. "As long as you continue to uphold your responsibilities to the team."
"Thank you, Professor, but I'm not here for a study session." Then she quickly added, "Tonight at least."
Amirah was confused. "Then what are you he-" Her sentence trailed off as she saw something peeking out from behind Shani's back. She recognized the golden hair and the aquamarine eye nervously staring at her from behind the bigger girl. "Oh."
Professor Mubarak's Classroom
Shani stood there awkwardly as she conversed with Professor Mubarak. Up until they got to the door Lacey had been in control, telling her how to behave and to not 'embarrass her' but the second they got outside the room Lacey clammed up and pushed Shani toward the door. Shani followed Professor Mubarak's gaze and saw the blonde peeking out from behind her. Not knowing her role here, she waited for someone to tell her what to do.
Movement shifted her gaze back to the Professor as she saw her get up from her chair abruptly. Her face expressed one of caution, want, and a tinge of fear. At the same time she felt Lacey let go of the back of her shirt to fully stand beside her.
Shani then watched this awkward interaction between the two. She didn't understand what was happening but it was as if you introduced two of the same animal into a shared cage. Warily they inched towards each other, the Professor walking around her desk and Lacey inching towards her. Both shared the look of caution, as if they were not sure if they should/could. Shani was sure that both of them had forgotten she was standing there.
A few more hesitant steps and the two were standing six feet apart, each waiting for the other to make the first move. Now staring at the back of Lacey's head, Shani couldn't see her face, but she could hear a noise that conveyed some sort of question. After a long moment she saw Professor Mubarak nod.
In stark contrast to the previous movements, in a flash of blonde hair Lacey slammed into Professor Mubarak, throwing her arms around her midsection and burying her face into her bust. The Professor was thrown off balance and placed afoot back to steady herself. Once her balance returned she eagerly returned the hug, one arm around Lacey's back and another cradling her head as they squeezed each other as hard as they could.
And then the tears came and they came hard. They stood there hugging each other for several long minutes before a single word was spoken. When they did speak, it started with Lacey trying to speak around her heavy sobs.
"I-I-I miss-m" She was interrupted by Professor Mubarak.
"Shhhhh. I know, Ameli. I know. Me too." Shani was not expecting to hear Arabic. That term is only for loved ones. As she held Lacey closer, she raised her eyes to meet Shani's. "Oh!" She wiped her eyes on her sleeve and went to remove herself from Lacey's grip. "I'm sorry Miss Almasi. It's incredibly rude to ignore a guest."
She went to move away from Lacey but the blonde would not let go, instead crying out "You promised!" That caused Professor Mubarak to freeze. Promised her what?
The Professor sent Shani an apologetic look. "I'm so sorry. Do you mind waiting just a bit longer? I did promise her." Shani just nodded, still stunned at seeing the strongest women she knew break down in front of her.
It was then Shani noticed that most of the desks had been stacked in the back of the room, leaving an open space in the center with a box. Is that an air mattress?
When Professor Mubarak walked over to it Lacey gasped. "You kept it here?" she sounded as if someone had just proposed to her.
Professor Mubarak then got... bashful? Why is she acting this way? "I just uhhh... well it was too much of a hassle to bring it back to my office then all the way home." An obvious lie.
Shani stayed where she was, standing there as she watched them set up the mattress. Once done they threw a few sheets on it and some pillows and a bed was in the center of the classroom.
Then it grew quiet again as they both stared at each other. Then, in what must have been silent agreement, both of them started stripping fast. In no time both of them were naked before Shani, lost in their own world.
Shani noted that Lacey was already hard, her body shaking with nervous excitement. Her eyes then moved onto Professor Mubarak. The full round breasts, her toned midsection and perfect, brown skin. Shani noticed she was also hard.
The Egyptian woman's obelisk shook Shani to her core. She had just gotten used to taking Lacey's and she was warned that Professor Mubarak was bigger but she didn't think it would be that much bigger. She felt her throat ache at the thought of deep throating it. I'm supposed to take that in my throat!? Then she looked back to Lacey and her small frame. She takes that in her throat!? Then her eyes traveled down to Lacey's pelvis. She takes that there!? How does she even walk straight? Wait. Her hand rested itself above her own lower abdomen. I have to take that here!?
While Shani internally deliberated on her predicament, the other two started getting down to business. Or more specifically, Lacey started getting down on her knees before Professor Mubarak stopped her.
"No, Lacey. I promised you a turn. You will get your turn." And with that Professor Mubarak surprised both girls by getting down on her knees. I thought she was supposed to be dominant here. Why is she the one going down?
Lacey on the other hand, was on the verge of tears again she was so honored. "Headmistress!? Are- are you sure? You don't have to. I could ju-" Professor Mubarak silenced her with a look as she grabbed Lacey's length.
"I keep my promises, young lady. Now, be quiet and enjoy yourself." With that command, Professor Mubarak took Lacey into her mouth.
Shani watched her idol blow her... classmate? Sure, let's go with that. It was merely one of the many terms floating around her head for the tiny Brit. And the one that required the least amount of internal reflection.
She watched the blowjob with mixed emotions. She never imagined that Professor Mubarak would ever submit herself to anyone after all the stories she heard whilst Lacey used her body, let alone willingly do so. This situation seemed more sensual than she was led to believe. Not that it made her any less wet.
She watched as Lacey fell apart. Moans and noises that Shani had never heard before escaped her lips. Some part of her thought it was adorable. Another part of her was jealous that she never made those noises when Shani blew her.
Less than three minutes in, Shani heard Lacey release a particularly urgent squeak and she saw the professor's eyes go wide. She didn't understand what was happening until she recognized the sight of Professor Mubarak's throat flexing and relaxing. Again the surge of arousal was met with another stab of jealousy. I've never made her cum that fast before.
She watched as Professor Mubarak took her time swallowing, making sure to get all of it before removing her mouth from the still hard cock. Lacey panicked.
"I'm so sorry! I should have warned you or something but it felt so good and before I knew it I was-" She stopped when she heard the professor chuckle.
"It's fine Lacey. We both know you've been on the receiving end enough times. It's only fair that I get it at least once." Her voice turned teasing as she stood. "Though I would have thought you would've liked to enjoy it a bit longer than that."
Lacey opened her mouth as if to apologize again before realizing she was making fun of her. In an act of pure cuteness, at least in Shani's eyes, Lacey pouted, crossing her arms and turning around. The act made Shani's heart flutter.
Laughing, a sound she had never heard Professor Mubarak make, the Professor wrapped her arms around Lacey in a back hug. "Oh please. You know I like your hair trigger." That only made Lacey pout harder. "It lets me know I'm making you feel good." Have-have I not been making her feel good? Shani was caught between the surprisingly wholesome scene before her and her own possible shortcomings.
Should I even be here? I thought this would be less personal. They seem to almost be... it finally clicked. She called her Ameli earlier...The rumors were true! This isn't some affair or casual thing. These two like-no, love each other.
To confirm her point, she watched as Lacey melted into the hug, no longer able to pretend to be mad anymore. She saw the professor's hand snake around her waist and gripp the dick again. "Besides, you still seem to have plenty of energy." She was right. The dick hadn't faltered in the slightest after cumming. She always needs at least a few minutes when she's with me.
Shani was afraid that she had said that out loud as Professor Mubarak's head whipped towards her as if remembering she was there. "So sorry to keep you waiting dear. Would you mind taking a seat? You can sit at my desk. I promise this won't take too much longer." Then with an exaggerated whisper, "As you can see, she's a bit premature."
That got a reaction out of Lacey. She spun around in the hug and looked up at Professor Mubarak, whining. "Stop iiiit! Not in front of the whooore!"
She laughed again and rubbed Lacey's back to placate her. "Yes, yes, I'm sorry. You're right." Then she raised her head and mouthed to Shani, "Five minutes at most." Shani didn't exactly know what to do in this situation so she went and sat at the desk, giving her a perfect side view of the mattress in the center of the room.
She watched as Amirah dragged a still pouting Lacey over to the mattress. "So, Miss Cambell." A look from Lacey and another chuckle from the professor. "Lacey. How do you want me?" Shani watched as Lacey's face turned to shock, as if she couldn't believe it.
"You mean?"
"I made a promise, didn't I?"
"I want the same way you did me the first time."
"As you wish."
Shani watched as the professor got down and climbed onto the mattress before flipping over onto her back and spreading her legs in invitation. I thought she was the top here? Lacey stood there, stunned.
"We don't have all night." That got her moving. She got down on her knees between the Professor's legs, starting at where Shani assumed her vagina was.
Lacey hesitated again. "Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure."
With that final confirmation, Shani watched as Lacey learned over the Professor and started to push her hips forward. It was agonizingly slow for Shani to watch and she assumed it must have been an eternity for the two actually doing the act. Each centimeter in was announced with a new gasp or noise from Lacey, her whole-body shuddering at the new sensations. Shani was surprised that even the professor reacted, her confidence wavering with small noises of discomfort which caused Lacey to stop.
"Are you OK!? Am I doing it wrong?"
"No, no. You are doing a perfect job. It's just... no one's been in there for a long time. I just need to adjust a bit. You can keep going." Heeding her words, Lacey continued to push until their hips met. When it happened, Lacey laid on top of the professor, her head resting upon her bust.
After a minute of the two gasping, Professor gave Lacey a nod and she started moving her hips, slowly. The noises that they both made were the sweetest things Shani ever heard. Their eyes never left each other as Lacey made shallow thrusts.
Shani felt another deep stab of pain and jealousy, but this one confused her more than the others. As she watched the two make love and felt herself getting even more aroused she realized something. I don't know which one I'm jealous of.
As the seconds ticked by, the two of them got deeper and deeper into their own world. Shani started to come to another conclusion, one that nearly broke her heart.
Since they entered the room, she had been so focused on the things that were different that she didn't notice the things that were similar. It's true that Lacey had never made those exact noises with her, but there was a time when she made ones that were close. She always lasted pretty long whenever she used Shani's body for her own pleasure, but there were times when she didn't last as long as usual. There were times when her motions were almost as gentle as this.
As she watched them she recognized things that only supported her hypothesis and made her sink even lower. The shallow thrusts from Lacey. She's done that to me. The way Lacey latched onto the professor's breast like a hungry babe. She's done that to me too... Shani shook off the feeling. It's just how she is.
The Professor was right. Barely four minutes in she recognized the telltale signs of Lacey's impending orgasm. She watched as Lacey reached up to cup the Professor's face, sharing a moment before she tried to pull the head closer. At that she saw the first act of resistance of the night. Professor Mubarak pushed her face away and said something barely audible to Shani. "You know we can't."
Her voice desperate, Lacey called out "Slut!" It took a half second for Shani to realize that she was referring to her. Her body moved on its own as she quickly stood and approached the two, kneeling down when she got there. She saw the look on Lacey's face. That's the same as with me. This is just how she gets sometimes. But the look was slightly different. It lacked the thousand-yard stare. Lacey was fully in the moment and focused on the Professor.
The final piece slid into place when she found out the reason she had been called over. "Ye-" before she could get out the word, Lacey reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair, dragging her into the deepest kiss they'd shared yet. Her eyes went wide and shifted down to the professor who Lacey was currently inside of. Instead of the anger she expected she simply saw a look of surprise and curiosity. Then they both felt Lacey start to shudder as she began to unload inside of the Professor.
The Professor let out a moan and her look turned almost motherly and she whispered, "Good girls," her hands reaching up and each taking a head as she rubbed their heads. Shani knew the effect it would have and wasn't surprised when Lacey shuddered that much harder and moaned into her mouth.
Shani's soul was split in two. She felt she was falling, losing herself in the moment for two contrasting reasons. The first was the kiss and the head rubs, the confusing feelings surging as she kissed Lacey and felt affection from her role model in the moment.
The other feeling was pure agony. They were right when they said the brightest stars burned the fastest. As those feelings expanded in intensity, growing to new proportions, they were also tearing her apart, using her as the kindling. The feelings simultaneously made her feel good and gave way to despair as she truly recognized her role in all of this.
I'm not her whore. I'm not her slut. I'm probably not even her friend. I'm just a replacement.
Amirah's Classroom.
Amirah shuddered as she was filled in more ways than one. As she basked in the warm feeling of Lacey's cum inside of her, she also reveled in the feeling of being with her again. I've missed this.
Even the fact that Lacey was deeply kissing another in front of her couldn't hamper the happiness that just being with her brought. But that doesn't mean she let it go. Why does Shani seem so conflicted? She concluded it was because she just wasn't used to being in the real situation yet. I'll fix that.
She gave Lacey a few minutes of a grace period. After the girl had finished, she laid atop Amirah, not wanting to let go. Eventually however Amirah was able to pry her off, and out, of her.



She stood up, full of cum and lust. That felt good but now it's my turn. Her eyes left the relaxing blonde and focused on her fellow countrywoman. Upon meeting her eye, she internally chuckled at how Shani flinched and quickly rose to her feet.
Amirah realized just how much she missed this. Lacey was perfect in every way of course, but she missed the early days. The days where just a look would leave her confused and unsure of how to conduct herself. It made her feel powerful and she looked forward to breaking in Shani.
She confidently moved next to Shani and stood before her. She smirked at her face, showing obvious wonder and fear as the girl's eyes were glued to her cock that stood tall and ached for release.
She cupped Shani's chin and raised her head until their eyes met, which was still slightly down due to the girl's size. "Don't worry about that for now. Let's focus on you, Shani." she paused. "It is OK if I call you Shani, yes?"
She loved the nervous response she got back. "Y-yes Professor Mubarak."
"Oh please. You can call me Amirah, dear."
"O-OK. A-A-Amirah." She rewarded her student with a gentle cheek rub.
"That's a good girl."
Amirah was snapped out of her focus by Lacey's voice. "But I'm a better girl, right?" Her eyes showed a vulnerability Amirah couldn't bring herself to take advantage of.
"Of course, Lacey. There are many good girls but you're the goodest." That placated her for the moment and she turned her attention back to Shani.
"Now Shani. I don't think it's fair that you've gotten to see so much of me, yet you still have all your clothes on."
"Sorry Professor-"
"Amirah."
"Right. Sorry... Amirah" Shani went to start undressing but Amirah grabbed her wrist.
"Not so fast. Lacey brought you here as a gift. I think it's only right that I get to unwrap my own present, right?" Shani's face grew flush and she nodded.
"Proper ladies use their words, Shani."
"Yes, Amirah." Amirah was in heaven.
She then took her time looking over Shani, not too sure where to start. She reached out and touched her abdomen, feeling the abs under the shirt tense at her touch. She walked around to Shani's back, trailing her fingers around Shani's side and over her arm until she was touching her lower back. Everywhere her fingers grazed tensed and it looked as if Shani was holding her breath. She couldn't resist teasing her some more.
She grabbed Shani from behind, hearing the girl gasp and tense more as she slid her cock between the girl's ass cheeks. She whispered into her ear, making sure her voice purred. "Don't be so tense Shani. You feel that?" She emphasized the question with a gentle thrust of her hips.
Shani's response was barely audible. "... Yes"
"That's going inside of you Shani. That is if you want it to. I could stop here and you could leave if you're too scared. But I can guarantee you it'll feel good. For both of us."
Amirah felt a flash of annoyance as she was once again dragged out of her fun by Lacey. "It feels great slut! It feels li-"
"Yes Lacey, it feels good. But don't tell her all the details just yet. Let her experience them on her own." She returned to the whisper. "That is, if you want it." She gave another thrust. "Do you want it, Shani?" She already knew the answer. She just liked hearing them say it.
"...Yes."
"Yes what?"
"Yes I... want it."
"Good slut." Still pressed against Shani, Amirah started to unbutton her shirt, one button at a time.
Professor Mubar-... Amirah's Classroom.
Shani was caught in her spell. The pain of being a replacement was shoved from her consciousness the second their eyes met. This is more like what I heard.
Shani recognized the difference between Lacey and Professor Amirah instantly. Lacey used her loud bark to enforce obedience. Her actions were shows of force that were meant to make Shani submit. As if she were afraid of having the power taken away. Professor Amirah had no need for such things.
Her voice, her posture, her cadence. All of it told Shani that she was in control. No ifs, ands or buts. Shani barely recognized the air on her abs as her midsection was exposed. Her focus was entirely on the thing currently between her cheeks. It feels bigger than it looks.
Shani released a moan, letting her mind wander meant she was caught off guard when she suddenly felt hands on her breasts through her sports bra. She let out a louder one when they found her nipples and gave them a little squeeze.
"You have beautiful breasts Shani."
"Thank you, Profess- Amirah." She caught herself in time.
"And these here..." Professor Amirah trailed her hands down, her fingers taking their time to trace every ab. "Astounding."
Shani felt the mood shift slightly when Lacey spoke up. She felt Professor Amirah tense behind her. "Oh! You should make her give you a boob job! She's OK at those."
Neither of them were ready for Professor Amirah to snap. She turned her head, still clutching Shani close but her voice held plenty of warnings.
"Miss Cambell!" It made even Shani jump, and she wasn't the one being addressed. "Miss Almasi here was kind enough to wait patiently and quietly for her turn. I suggest you show her the same amount of respect. Furthermore, what I decide to do with this slut is my decision. Understood?"
Lacey's mood plummeted and she only responded with a downtrodden, "Yes, Headmistress."
"Good." Her tone shifted back to how it was before. "Sorry about that Shani. Where were we?"
"My abs?" Shani ventured.
"Ah yes. You are a fine specimen Shani. Nice, large breasts, fit body, large, childbearing hips. You're perfect breeding stock." That made Shani shiver.
"Breeding?"
"Oh yes. Not to mention your intelligence. How about it, Shani?" Shani gasped when she felt Professor Amirah's lips graze her collar bone. The whisper got quieter. "I could fill you up every. Single. Day. In about ten to fifteen years we could make a dynasty. A whole generation of Egyptian elite. How does that sound to you?"
Amirah's Classroom
Truth be told, Amirah just wanted to tease the girl. But after saying it out loud, it didn't sound all too bad a plan. But she had other things on her mind. She was curious about that spark she saw when they kissed in front of her. Maybe she could use that to her advantage...
She felt Shani shivering against her at the thought of being nothing more than a cumdump to create a whole generation. Before she could respond Amirah saved her by adding, "I'm just playing around Shani... or am I?" More shivering.
"Before we move on... I want to hear it from you."
"Hear what?"
" I want to hear a story, to get me really riled up. I want you to detail a usual night between you and Lacey."
"Um, OK. Well first we get back to my room and she makes me take off all my clothes."
Amirah started removing the shirt she unbuttoned, pulling Shani's arms the sleeved. "Makes you?"
"I'm not allowed to wear clothes whenever we're alone."
Amirah purred. "Looking at your body, I don't blame her." She started removing Shani's bra.
"Well, there's no real schedule or order. We study and then she tells me to do things whenever she gets hard."
"I bet she gets hard often around you. What kind of things Shani?" Her hands had moved to Shani's legs, one tracing her thighs to feel the strong muscles flex and the other playing with the waistband of her skirt.
"Well, usually it's like a blowjob or deep throating. She says I've gotten good at those. Sometimes she likes to get a boob job from me. It's mostly those two, though sometimes..."
Amirah kept her hands moving, one of them unzipping the skirt and letting it fall to the ground, surprised to find her volleyball shorts underneath. "You wear your shorts under your normal clothes? Shani, you know that's against the rules."
"No! We just came from practice and I didn't have time to fully change..."
"Oh that explains it."
"Explains what?"
Amirah took a deep whiff of Shani's collar. 'Why you smell so good. So intense. It's your smell."
"You sure? I could start showering or something befor-"
"No Shani. I like it." She decided to fake out Shani. Her hand started to trail down her front, towards her lower lips. She felt the girl take a breath and hold it, tensing. Then the hand moved to her back, instead kneading her ass flesh. "No panties?"
"I... I don't like people seeing my panty line when I play..." She's surprisingly bashful and cute.
"Well that's fine. We won't be needing them anyway. Now I believe you were telling me something else about your escapades with Miss Cambell? Something about 'sometimes'?" Something about their interactions had left a bad taste in her mouth and she couldn't quite place why. She needed more information.
"Sometimes she likes to put it between my thighs and cum that way. Or she sits in my lap and I jerk her off while she sucks on my breasts." Amirah caught on instantly. She has the same skin tone. Her bust is about the same. Lacey found herself a replacement. Some part of that hurt Amirah. But the part that always screamed for her to back off was celebrating. Lacey was finally moving on.
But loudest yet was the alarm that blared when Shani stopped talking. Something was missing. Her hands stopped and she turned Shani around, the topless girl squeaking at the forcefulness of the action. Amirah's voice grew intense. "That's it?"
"Yes?"
"That's all you do? Nothing else?"
Startled, Shani looked for something to appease her. "Sometimes she fingers me to make me.... squirt." Amirah honed in on the word 'sometimes.'
"How often?"
"Huh?"
"How. Often?" her voice growing more tense
"Maybe every couple of days."
"So on the other days you don't finish?"
"Not really... but it's fine! I enjoy it and I take care of myself after she leaves." Everything about that sentence made Amirah livid. Judging by how Shani clammed up, it showed on her face.
Headmistress' Classroom
Lacey was lost in her own head as she watched Headmistress prepare to devour Shani. She thought she was ready for this butcher wasn't. Seeing Headmistress with someone else made her feel pain. And on a lesser scale, seeing someone else use her slut felt similarly bad.
Not to mention Headmistress reprimanded her. That sure ruined the high she was on from being reunited with her. I don't like this. She watched them whisper to each other before Headmistress flipped Shani around. Something's wrong.
After a few sentences Headmistress released Shani, her body tense. Then all tension left her body as she turned to face Lacey. Lacey's blood turned cold.
Headmistress looked at her with a smile on her face, one of the warmest ones she's ever seen. But the smile didn't reach her eyes.
"Lacey," The use of her name would have been hint enough that everything was alright, but her tone was the scariest part. It was sweet, loving, and laced with venom. "Would you please join us for a moment?"
Despite the phrasing, Lacey understood she didn't have much choice. She got up from the mattress and slowly walked over to the pair. She stood next to and slightly behind Shani for protection.
"Front and center please." Lacey stepped out, shrinking in her scorching gaze. "Now. I'm going to list off some things Lacey and you tell me if they are true or false. Understood?"
"Yes, Headmistress"
Headmistress pulled Shani towards her, spinning her around. She wrapped her arms around Shani's naked torso as she continued to give Lacey the terrifying smile over her shoulder. "You have Shani here get naked whenever you are alone." Is that what this is about?
"True."
Headmistress raised her hands to grope Shani's breasts. "You then proceed to use Shani however you wish, when you wish."
"True"
"Ok." Headmistress looked Lacey dead in her eyes as she licked Shani's collarbone, causing the third party to release a moan. "And after you are done, you finish her off every time?"
Confused, Lacey answered truthfully. "Not every time, No"
The look got more intense. "True or false, Lacey."
Cursing herself, she squeaked out. "False."
"There are days in which you never get Shani off." Lacey's heart sunk as she started to see where this was going.
She hesitated to answer this one. "True."
"You sometimes go days without tending to Shani's needs."
"... True."
"You finish multiple times every time you two are together."
"...True."
"I'll be back in a second, Shani." Headmistress gave Shani a pat on the head and released her, then moved to stand in front of Lacey.
Never had Lacey felt so small in front of Headmistress. Never had she been more afraid of a smile. The part that made her feel the worst was that behind the fake smile, behind the angry eyes, she senses a deep rooted disappointment.
"Lacey."
"Yes, Headmistress?"
"When we started this, I told you that you would learn to not only pleasure yourself, but others. And you haven't been pleasuring Shani, have you?"
"... No, Headmistress."
"You've been using her solely for your own pleasure, haven't you?"
"Yes Headmistress."
"She may be a whore, but she still deserves to enjoy herself, don't you agree?"
"Yes, Headmistress."
"Good. Go take a seat. I'll deal with you after she has her turn. She doesn't deserve to have any more of her time wasted on you. That wouldn't be fair, now would it?"
"No, Headmistress." Lacey did as she was told, taking a chair from the side of the room and seating herself in it, ignoring the cold material on her naked skin. She reflected on how she disappointed Headmistress.
Amirah's Classroom
Having set that straight for now, Amirah returned to Shani. She was much more eager to begin, the revelation having killed her appetite for much foreplay. Unfortunately her role as teacher and the one in charge here meant that she still had to wait just a bit more.
She took the topless girl's hands in her own, rubbing her thumbs over the top of them. "On behalf of Lacey, I apologize."
Shani grew flustered. "Oh- um. I mean it's OK. I'm just a whore right? I'm here for.... For you to use."
Amirah gripped her hands harder. "That's not true Shani. I mean yes, you seem to be a whore. But that doesn't mean we can just use you and leave you be. Being a whore isn't a bad thing. You are a whore because you enjoy sex. And that's OK Shani. Everyone enjoys it. Whores are just brave enough to say it openly. Everyone deserves to enjoy sex to the fullest. Lacey, and by extension, I, have denied you that right."
Shani only grew more flustered. "I- i don't know how... Thank you? Apology accepted?"
Amirah smiled warmly, for real this time. "It's Ok Shani. I'll show you my apology. And then afterwards," her voice grew hard again, she raised it to carry across the room without turning her head, "Lacey will apologize to you herself."
Leading her by the hands, Amirah walked backwards until they were at the mattress. She sized Shani up. Something inside her got a little impatient.
Quickly, she pulled Shani towards her while side stepping, never letting go of her hands. This caused the surprised athlete to spin with Amirah until their positions were switched and her back was to the air mattress. Using the momentum Amirah pushed Shani backwards, causing the girl to stumble.
Shani crashed down onto the air mattress. Without missing a beat or giving SHani a chance to orient herself, Amirah got down and crawled atop Shani, trapping her between the mattress and herself. Shani rested on her back and Amirah laid on her forearms above her, their breasts pressed against each other's.
It had the effect she wanted. She could feel the girl's frantic heartbeat. Her quickened breath. She saw her pupils dilate. Like a cornered mouse. Amirah tilted to the side, laying next to Shani and used her free hand to lazily draw shapes on the girl's abs.
She returned the purr to her voice as she whispered into her ear. "Shani." She felt her tense as the sensation of breath on her neck.
"Yes, Professor?"
Amirah clicked her tongue. "That's not what I asked you to call me Shani."
"Sorry. Yes...Amirah."
"I'm going to show you just how sorry I am for Lacey's actions. Or I guess in this case, inaction. Relax and enjoy." She started trailing her hand down. Shani spoke up when her hand started to go under her shorts. She started to reach down as if to remove them.
"Do you want me t-" Amirah silenced her by blowing air into her ear.
"I don't want you to do anything but lay there and sing for me. Remember, you're my present." Amirah gave her a little nip on her neck for good measure. "I'll finish unwrapping you when I'm good and ready."
Amirah meant what she said. She wanted to make Shani scream. Slipping her hand into the shorts, Amirah was surprised by how much liquid was in there as her fingers grazed her lips. Lacey wasn't kidding.
She traced her fingers in and around Shani's petals, hearing the bigger woman try to suppress her noises. Can't have that now can we?
Amirah bit Shani on the shoulder. Not enough to really hurt, but more than the light grazings of teeth previously administered. That got the reaction she wanted as Shani couldn't hold back the loud moan. "I told you to sing for me Shani."
"But... profe" another bite. "AH-mirah! It's... embarrassing." So cute.
"There's no judgment here Shani. I already know you're a whore, so let loose. I want you to. Don't you want to make me happy Shani?"
She could barely get her response out. "Yes."
Amirah was conflicted. She wanted to show Shani a good time, but also her own needs were becoming unbearable. She gave in to her own desires and decided to move things along quicker. This is Lacey's mess to clean up anyway. Then she got an idea. In more ways than one. Guided by the pleasant sounds of Shani, her fingers quickly found all the spots that made her moan the loudest.
The next few minutes were pure enjoyment for Amirah. As her fingers gilded across her folds, they eventually found their way to Shani's hard little nub. Relentlessly she rubbed tight circles around it, listening to the noises she made. Whenever the noises got too low, she moaned out 'professor' instead of 'Amirah,' or if Amirah just felt like it, she gave Shani another nibble.
When she sensed the oncoming orgasm, Amirah moved her hand lower, quickly shoving two fingers inside and finding that special spot. Time to see what she's got. With two fingers inside and her thumb on her clit, Amirah's arm was a blur as she ruthlessly assaulted Shani's pussy, marveling at the wet noises she was making.
Amirah made sure to watch Shani's face as she locked up, mouth open in a silent scream. Her hand didn't stop but she did note that while the girl tensed, the shorts and her arm got a lot wetter and the noise got louder. I'm going to need to stock up on liquids so she doesnt die on me.
Amirah went slightly longer than was comfortable in her curiosity to see just how much the girl could squirt. She ended when the girl thrashed helplessly against her. She could've easily stopped me herself, but she didn't. She's such a good slut.
Wanting to reward Shani further she leaned in and kissed her cheek, hearing both Lacey and Shani gasp at the action. Two birds with one stone. Punishment for Lacey and a nice reward for Shani.
"You did such a good job Shani. You make such sweet noises."
"Thank you... Amirah."
"And you're really cute when you cum." Shani locked up at the word 'cute.' Amirah felt her still inserted fingers squeezed. Interesting. Amirah looked down at the girl's body, realizing the cause of the reaction. She's so big I doubt she gets called cute much. Lacey is basically immune to it by now. But not her. This'll be fun.



Professor Amirah's Classroom
Shani was getting assaulted from all sides. Professor Amirah was being so nice to her but she was also saying and doing all these embarrassing things. She couldn't take it. As she recovered from her orgasm she covered her face. It felt like it was on fire.
She heard a voice in her ear. "Oh don't be like that Shani." She didn't move her hands. "OK then. I know just how to make you come out of there." She felt Profesor Amirah move from her side, but she refused to move her hands to see.
She then felt her legs raised. Realizing what was happening, her body moved on its own to raise her hips, allowing Professor Amirah to remove her now soaked shorts. When they were off, she felt her legs pushed apart and then nothing. She knew that Amirah was staring and that made her all the more embarrassed.
The air mattress shifted and then she felt a weight on top of her. She felt the weight of another person but most importantly she felt a hot, thick weight push down on her pelvic bone. It almost reached her belly button. The shock of what was about to happen caused her to remove her hands and attempt to look down.
The second her hands came off her face she found her wrists grabbed and held to her sides. Her face was mere inches away from Professor Amirah's.
"That's better. Now where was I? Oh, yeah. You're very pretty Shani." Her reaction was to once again cover her face, but her arms were pinned. She found that she couldn't summon a fraction of the strength she'd spent the last decade building in volleyball.
Professor Amirah leaned in and kissed up her neck. Shani Shuddered and held back a noise when the kisses ended in a nibble on her ear. Barely above a whisper, Professor Amirah whispered to her. "Cute too. Almost as cute as Lacey." The compliments were building up inside of her. The lack of escape meant she lacked an outlet for all the embarrassment building up in her.
"Don't fight it Shani. You're... Oh." In the face of so much raw emotion, the only thing Shani could muster was to start crying. Tears slid down her cheeks as she stared up at her mentor.
Amirah's Classroom
Shit, I went too far. Amirah released Shani's arms and watched as they snapped right back to covering her face. The mood she was going for gone, Amirah went for damage control, cradling her head..
"No, please. Don't cry I-"
She was interrupted by Shani. "No. I'm sorry I just-No ones ever... I'm sorry for ruining it." This activated Amirah's maternal instinct.
"Nonsense Shani. You didn't ruin anything. If anything, it's my fault for pushing too hard. If you want we can stop and come back to this later."
"No!" The urgent response shocked Amirah. Seems she wants this as much as I do. "I'll do better, just give me a minute."
Having a moment of dejavu, Amirah rubbed her head and said "You don't need to be better. Just be yourself." Amirah racked her brain for a way forward, then mentally patted herself on the back as she found a solution to solve all their problems. First to make sure.
She brushed her hand through the girl's hair. "You really don't mind continuing?" The girl shook her head from behind her hands. "OK." Amirah gave her another moment before venturing, "Did you... not like the things I said to you?" Another head shake. "So it was just embarrassing and it's embarrassing to see your face?" This time a nod. "Would it be OK if I kept saying these things to you as long as I couldn't see your face?" Hesitation. Then a nod. "OK. Do me a favor and flip over." Amirah removed herself from atop the girl.
Professor Amirah's Classroom
Shani did what she was asked, making sure to not show her face while she was turning over. She's so nice. I'm ruining the moment and she's still worried about me. Once she was on her stomach she felt Professor Amirah tap her hip.
"Raise your butt up for a second." She complied and felt a pillow slide under her. When the hand let her know she could relax, she dropped her weight, her butt now elevated. Then she felt another tap on her hands. She peeked out and saw a second pillow being handed to her. "To cover your face with."
Appreciative, Shani quickly swapped her hands out for the pillow, burying her face in the plush and waiting for something to happen.
Professor Amirah broke the silence. "If it makes you feel better, Lacey was a bit of a cry baby herself when we first started." The noise she heard from Lacey's direction confirmed the statement for Shani. "So there's no need to feel bad for crying. She did it three separate times in one night, once." That got a giggle out of Shani, the image of Lacey crying in Professor Amirah's arms did its job of making her feel better about her own tears.
Amirah's Classroom
Amirah was relieved when she saw Shani's strong shoulders move as she laughed. Some kind of positive emotion was her final check in the list to make sure she was really OK and not just doing this to make her happy.
With that out of the way, Amirah needed to get herself back in the right mindset. And she knew just how to do it. I always did think she had a great ass. Especially in those tight volleyball shorts.
Now with the girl's ass elevated, Amirah straddled her strong thighs, resting her cock between the brown cheeks. She then massaged the ass, playing with it to both build her own arousal and Shani's back to previous levels. She was so absorbed in the way the flesh moved under her touch she almost missed the noise Shani made.
Looking up from her new toy, Amirah was surprised to find Shani's head turned to the side, one emerald eye looking up at her. When their gazes met, Shani let out a noise that was eerily close to 'eep' and once again hid her face in the pillow.
Amirah's voice became that of one playing peek-a-boo with a baby. "There she is!" Amirah couldn't resist. This is too cute not to tease. She leaned forward until her body was pressed flat against Shani's back, putting her mouth next to Shani's head and brushing her hair away from her ear. "Is someone ready to come out and let me see her face?"
Amirah resisted dying from acute cuteness accumulation as she watched Shani shake her head into the pillow. "Are you sure?" She couldn't get enough of the girl's shyness. Shani nodded into the pillow. "OK. I'll be here when you're ready to come out and play."
She raised her body back up, staring down at the girl hiding her face and her glorious ass.
Professor Amirah's Classroom
Shani felt like she was being unfair to Professor Amirah but she couldn't bring herself to show her face. Embarrassment filled her and the only feeling to rival it was the arousal at knowing it wouldn't be the only thing filling her soon. When she felt Professor Amirah spread her cheeks, both feelings grew stronger
She jumped when she felt something hot and large press against the entrance to her folds. "Last chance Shani. Are you sure you want this? For me to fuck you with my big, long, hard cock." The dirty talk did not help her situation, but it did excite her more. All she could muster was a final nod into the pillow as she braced herself.
She released a moan as she was spread to her limit on the dick. Professor Amirah had a solid grip on her hips and was slowly but surely easing it in with a moan of her own. After an eternity she felt her hips meet her ass, signaling that all of it was inside of her. It feels bigger on the inside than it felt on the outside.
She made another noise into the pillow as she felt Professor Amirah shift above her, causing her cock to grind Shani from the inside.
When the Professor spoke, Shani could hear the smile on her face. "You got it all in one go Shani! Good job. Despite being so tight, your wetness was more than enough for me to slide right in. And I didn't notice a hymen. Were you someone else's 'good slut' before Lacey and I? I wonder."
The insinuation made her face burn hotter as she spoke into the pillow. "No... I just tore it while doing stretches."
Professor Amirah shifted again, purposefully grinding back and forth inside of Shani and making her moan into her pillow. "If you say so. Well, tell me Shani. How do you feel now that I'm inside you?"
Shani could only tell the truth. "Full." This caused Professor Amirah to break into a fit of laughter, each heave of her body causing more grinding within Shani.
"You're pretty straight forward for someone so shy. Tell me how you really feel Shani. How did It feel when I pushed into you? Did you like it?" She could tell that the Professor was intent on dragging this out as long as possible just to tease her. Shani nodded into the pillow.
"Big girls use their words Shani."
"Yes... I liked it."
"And how did it feel?" She could practically hear her smirk get wider.
Shani hesitated, having to say it out loud causing her to hug the pillow closer. "Good."
"That's all I wanted Shani. Was that so hard? It feels good for me too. Such a fat ass with a tight little pussy to match. Do you want me to continue?"
Knowing nodding would only prolong her suffering she used her words like a 'Big girl' Should. "Yes."
A subtle move that caused Shani to moan again. "Do you want me to fuck you with my big, fat, cock.?"
"Yes."
That damned grin could be heard once again. "Yes, what?"
"Yes... f-fuck me."
Not good enough. "With?"
"Your- co-"
"I think you're missing a few words there, Shani."
"Your... big.... Fat c-c-cock."
"Now put it all together."
"F-f-f-fuck me with your big, fat, cock."
"I think you forgot to ask nicely." Shani was surprised her face didn't set the pillow on fire. It was so hot.
She shouted her plea, hoping to finally appease Professor Amirah and be left alone. "Please. Please fuck me with your big, fat, cock!"
The silence that followed meant the grin had probably reached cheshire cat proportions. "See? I knew you had it in you."
Realizing her torment was over, Shani relaxed onto both pillows before promptly tensed up again when Professor Amirah started moving. The removal of the cock was slow, scraping all sides of her walls and making her think it would tear her inside out. When only the tip remained, she felt empty. Having been stretched to her limit whilst being teased she had grown somewhat accustomed to it being inside of her. Now that it was gone, she felt hollow.
She didn't have to wait long to be filled again however, as instead of another slow insertion, Professor Amirah adjusted her grip on Shani's hips before shoving herself back in with a triumphant grunt. The shock and wave of pleasure caused Shani to moan into the pillow.
Professor Amirah repeated this a few more times, slow extractions followed by hard thrusts. All Shani could do was lay there and take it, though that wasn't necessarily a bad thing with how good it was making her feel. She was once again under fire as Professor Amirah began speaking.
"Damn. I think you're even tighter than Lacey on her first time. And yet somehow I'm having a much easier time with you." Shani gasped as she felt Professor Amirah slam her palm into her ass, slapping it and sending an embarrassing sound echoing across the room. She felt the Professor's fingers sink into her ass, felt her flesh enveloping the digits. "It's like you were made for this!"
Amirah's Classroom.
This is what life's all about. A tight pussy on your cock, a cute girl attached to it and a nice ass attached to that. Not to say Amirah didn't enjoy Lacey's petite body, but variety is the spice of life. Amirah reached down to squeeze the ass again, her hand not big enough to cover the whole cheek. There's just so much. She felt like a kid on Christmas getting to play with her present.
The lack of deep emotional connection to Shani only enhanced the experience. Unlike Lacey, where she had to be in control at all times lest she make an irreparable mistake, she felt like she could be uninhibited with the athlete. No guilt or worrying to weigh down her enjoyment of being in the moment.
And I could just tease her all goddamn day. It was quickly becoming her favorite thing to do. To see such a strong girl act so meek filled her with a sense of pride that she had accomplished such a task. Her name was another bonus. It was a fun/ easy name to say and one of the home country, a good name. The way Shani unconsciously flinched whenever she said it made it that much more fun.
Amirah had half a mind to really let the girl have it, but first things first, she had to make sure that Shani enjoyed herself to the fullest. I won't make the same mistake Lacey made. She thought about how to accomplish her goal and her genuine smile once again turned sinister. Just because I have a job to do doesn't mean I can't have fun doing it.
She paused after her next thrust, noting the satisfying clap of those ass cheeks. Then she rested her weight on the girl's back once more. Once down she began shallow and gentle thrusts, reveling in the feeling of the girl rocking and shivering beneath her.
Her voice rang out in a sing-song fashion. "Ooooooooh Shaniiiii." She felt the girl tense when addressed. She could practically smell the dread the girl had as she awaited her next words. Amirah put a fake pout in her voice "Shani won't you let me see your face? I miss it. You have such pretty eyes."
She got back a muffled "No!" The resistance only making her enjoy herself more.
"Pleeeaase Shani? It's in my top five favorite parts of you." The trap was laid.
Instead of an immediate no she got silence. The anticipation of her answer was only equaled by the heavenly feeling of Shani's pussy as they gently rocked together on the air mattress. After a few moans Shani spoke again.
"... What are the parts?" Gotcha.
"Well, there's no particular order Shani. All of you is soooo good that I can't pick. One of them is your big breasts." She reached her hands between the mattress and Shani to massage the mammaries. She loved the noises Shani made into pillow as she played with them. "These are so much fun to play with." She emphasized her next words by performing the acts as she said them. Listening to the muffled squeals made it all the sweeter. "You can grope em, Squeeeeeze them, Shake them. And if that gets boring there are these fun little nubs you roll between your fingers and pinch." With the pinch she got a particularly loud yelp and felt Shani squeeze down on her cock. I'll bookmark that for later.
"Next there's your ass. It's so full and round. It's so soft and it feels sooo good to slide my dick between. Does it feel good for you when I do that Shani? When I slide my cock between your juicy ass cheeks?"
"... Yes"
"Yesssssss what, Shani?"
"... I like it when you slide your cock between... my j-j-juicy ass cheeks." The embarrassment and shame in her voice drove Amirah wild.
"Good slut. Now where was I? Oh yeah. Next were all your," She put extra force into her description. "Hard, firm, muscles. Your abs are very nice Shani. Though now that I had a look at you from the back, your shoulders are also great." She waited a few, slow thrusts, waiting for the girl to respond. She didn't get one, but she knew how to.
"Shaaaaaaaaniiiiii"
The girl whimpered. "Yes?"
"Yes what?"
"... Yes Pr-" Amirah had been waiting for the slip up. She slid her tongue up one of Shani's strong shoulder blades, causing the girl to end her sentence and squeal.
"That's not how you address me Shani. Not while we're in this room and especially not when I'm inside you. You wouldn't want me to go back to the biting would you?" She threatened to make good on her promise by grazing her teeth along the girl's shoulder.
Shani whined into the pillow. "Noooooo." She loves it. We both know it. I'll make her admit it eventually.
"Then address me properly."
"Yes, Amirah?"
"What do you say when someone gives you a compliment Shani?"
"Th-Ah!" In the middle of her words Amirah gave her a hard thrust, throwing her off tempo. "Thank you."
She made sure to get as close to Shani's ear as possible. "You are very welcome Shani. Next, would have to be your pretty face." She felt another squeeze from her pussy. Unable to keep silent, but also not willing to resist, Shani expressed her lament and embarrassment by moaning into the pillow. Not letting up, Amirah continued. "Your, sexy, pretty, cute. Face. I always thought you were cute Shani, since the day you first walked into my class. I really wish you'd let me see it. Especially your eyes." I think I can push a little more. Amirah figured a little teasing in her native tongue would be good. "What if I started calling you Eyani?" She felt Shani tighten at recognition of the Arabic term of endearment. "Wouldn't that be nice? Would you be my Eyani?"
The one thing she stayed strong on, despite the whine. "Nooooo."
"What's wrong with it? I like it. I want to see your pretty eyes. The name fits you perfectly... Eyani" She didn't get a verbal response, but the way her body reacted was more than enough.
Time for the finishing strike. "And last but not least, your tight pussy." She snaked her hands under Shani's hips and between her in the pillow. She quickly found her clit and started playing with it.
Immediately Shani squirmed under her, trying to resist the pleasure Amirah was bestowing upon her. "It's so wet and tight. It even took all of me on the first try! At least it's honest, unlike you are. But that's OK. I'll make you honest soon enough."
She continued playing with the clit while Shani wiggled beneath her. She must be really sensitive, I'm barely touching it- Oh! I just touched it and she came. Looks like Lacey's not the only one with a hair trigger after a little praise. Amirah kept the pace, letting Shani ride out her orgasm. She enjoyed the way her walls fluttered around her cock
When she settled down, Amirah removed her hand, noting how wet the pillow was. She paused her thrust to give Shani a break. At least a physical one.
The playful voice returned. "Shaaaaaniiiii."
The girl sounded near her breaking point again. "What?" I'll look past that for now.
"What was that Shani?" No response. "What happened?" Still no response. "Did you perhaps, cum Shani?" The slightest nod into the pillow. "Did you cum all over my dick Shani?" Another nod. "Did it feel good Shani?" a tertiary nod. "I'm glad you're enjoying yourself Shani. Mind if I have some fun now?"
Shani surprised her with a little back-talk. "Aren't you having enough fun?" Oooooo got another pouter on my hands.
"You're right. Mind if I have some more?" A fourth nod into the pillow. "Thank you Shani." Amirah raised herself up back to her knees, repositioning herself to gain the most leverage.
"You know Shani? You're such a big girl. I bet you could handle a lot of physical stress." She detected the curiosity from Shani's back. "I'm sure Lacey told you all about how I've had her. About how rough I was. Truth be told, I was always holding back." She heard a gasp from the side of the room. "I mean you've seen her Shani. In fact, you could see her right now if you came out of the pillow." Shani shook her head. "Worth a try. Anyway, she's tiny. Adorable, but tiny."
"But you Shani. You are big and strong. I bet I could go all out and you would barely feel it. Would it be Ok if I did that Shani?" By the way she's squeezing me right now, her body's already decided. Shani nodded into the pillow. "OK Shani." She withdrew almost all the way and then paused. "Hold on tight." and with all her strength, she rammed herself home inside of Shani.



Professor Amirah's Classroom
Shani was glad for the change of pace. She didn't think she could take much more torment in her current state. She was content to just lay there and get fucked, like she expected to be ever since Lacey pinned her down in the locker room.
She gripped the pillow tight as she could as her body was rocked with every thrust. Feeling herself impaled over and over again was exactly what she expected it to be. It felt good, and had just the right amount of hurt to intensify the pleasure. She freely moaned into the pillow, partly because she couldn't suppress them, and partly to cover up her embarrassment.
If being teased about the noises her pussy made was number one on her list of embarrassing things, having her ass complemented and then subsequently having her ass make loud noises while fucked was a close second. The sting of Professor Amirah's hips were joined by, to Shani, thunderous slaps.
Another good part of being roughly fucked was that Professor Amirah had stopped talking, using all of her concentration on breathing and grunting as she sent waves through Shani's body.
Amirah's Classroom
Amirah didn't last as long as she wanted, but who could blame her? She had been fucked and had been fucking Shani slowly for at least ten minutes.
As the pressure built up inside her, she had an idea. One last tease. She removed one of her hands, sacrificing the power to drag a fingertip down Shani's spine to make her shiver. Then, when she felt herself go over the edge, she pushed in as far as she could in one final thrust, leaning all the way down back to Shani's ear. It was close, but before the first spurt of cum left her tip, she whispered into Shani's ear.
"Do you think it'll be a boy or a girl?"
Professor Amirah's Classroom
The question nearly pushed Shani over the edge again. What did send her into a lesser, but still satisfying orgasm was the reality of her situation when she felt the heat join her feeling of fullness.
She felt breath on the back of her neck as Professor Amirah let out a long groan. Pressed flat up against Shani, she felt the Professor's nipples dig into her back and the arms around her midsection. Her feeling of euphoria was only elevated when she realized the grip around her got tighter with every pulse of the dick inside.
I'm being bred. She's holding me down and breeding me and I can't do anything other than take it. The thought sent her body into more convulsions and her own shameful moan joined the chorus of the Professor.
Amirah's Classroom
The thought of knocking the girl up made the experience all the better. Lacey had already informed Amirah that like her, Shani had started birth control, but it was fun to pretend.
She held on tight, feeling the muscles of her back flex and contract in what must have been the throws of another orgasm and Amirah came down from hers. When she had finally stopped filling Shani, she wanted nothing more than to just lay there forever.
She allowed herself to bask in the warmth of a freshly filled pussy for a minute, appreciating the heaving of the back she laid on when Shani took breaths before she gently removed herself. She hissed, the tight walls did not want to let go and stimulated her sensitive cock.
She thought about teasing Shani again but decided against it. I think she's had enough. For now. Besides, she wanted to admire the view.
Amirah sat up on her knees and shuffled backwards a bit. She was rewarded with one of the most beautiful sights she had ever seen. Sure, she had a thing for Lacey's porcelain skin. It was interesting and hot to stain it with her off-white cream. But there was no beating a good old fashioned contrast.
The best ass she had had the pleasure of fucking was propped up in front of her, legs only slightly apart. The brown skin glistening with sweat and other assorted juice. This sight would have been more than enough but the icing on top, Or should I say inside, was the beautiful caramel shelled, pink pussy leaking her pearly white cum onto the pillow. The cherry on top that completed the view was the shy girl who still had her face shoved into a pillow.
This feels like some cheesy young adult movie where the girl is too embarrassed to have the guy see her face during their first time. Considering that that is basically what just happened, Amirah admitted that there might be some truth to cheesy movies afterall.
She allowed her hands to return to the cheeks, shaping them as she pleased. Sometimes she spread them and other times she squeezed them together. It was simple, dumb fun. Almost looks good enough to eat. OH! I almost forgot.
In her excitement to tease Shani she had forgotten her punishment for Lacey. Everything is set up.
Headmistress' Classroom
Lacey couldn't believe the scene that had just played out before her eyes. Headmistress had fucked Shani harder than any of their times together. It's not fair. She didn't even ask for it. I always ask for it. That wasn't the only feeling of jealousy that flowed through her.
She held so many conflicting instances inside. Part of her hated watching Headmistress fuck another person. Headmistress was hers. Another part of her hated watching someone fuck Shani. That slut also belonged to her. Both of those feelings were at war with each other and the tertiary feeling of arousal. As she sat, watching them fuck, Lacey's dick had quickly become as hard as it ever had been. It had been like this for several minutes and the throbbing borderline on pain. I can't touch myself without her permission. That would just get me in more trouble.
She was forced to watch as Headmistress played with Shani's ass. The woman that belonged to her was staring, satisfied at an ass that belonged to her. The frustration at her current situation and her self loathing at getting aroused by it was almost enough to drive her to tears. This was a mistake. Yet it was the only way she could see Headmistress again.
She jumped when she saw Headmistress' head turn in her direction. The anger was back.
"Come here, Lacey." Her tone held none of the happiness that it had when speaking to Shani. Lacey's heart dropped even further. Does she like her more than me? Panic began to well up as she walked over to the mattress. When there, Headmistress gestured for her to sit beside her.
"Do you see this, Lacey?" Headmistress used her hands to grip the chocolate orbs and spread them apart, Showing her both of Shani's holes. Lacey stared at the cum leaking from the stretched pussy. Cum that should have been mine leaking from a pussy that should be mine. She tried to keep her tone in check, lest she anger Headmistress more.
"Yes."
"And do you hear this?" Headmistress held her hand back and delivered a hard slap to the ass, making the flesh ripple. Shani released a drawn out moan into the pillow.
"Yes, Headmistress."
Headmistress gestured to Shani as a whole, the other girl's body laid on her stomach and still leaking. "What is that, Lacey?"
".... Shani?"
Headmistress shook her head in disappointment. "No Lacey. That" She slapped the ass again and drew another moan from the slut. "Is a satisfied whore. Take notes. I never want to hear that you left someone unsatisfied ever again. Am I understood?" Her tone and face reminded Lacey of the first time they had a lesson. When she was caught. And I got an F minus.
"Yes, Headmistress. I'm sorry." Then, for just a moment, Headmistress reverted back to her old self.
Lacey found herself pulled into a hug that radiated a warmth Headmistress' face didn't show. Her face shoved into Headmistress' bust, her ears heard, "I don't want you to be sorry Lacey. I don't ever want you to be sorry. I want you to be better. Not because you aren't good enough, but because I know you are." Lacey then heard the voice crack. "I don't want to be mad at you Lacey. It hurts me so much. But as your teacher, if a student fails to meet expectations, I have to be hard on them." Then a pleading whisper. "Please don't make me have to be hard on you again."
She does still care. Lacey's heart swelled and she went to return the hug but found that it ended before she could. Looking into Headmistress' eyes, she say that her eyes held the pain her voice expressed, but her face was still set in it's academic scowl. Headmistress cleared her throat and continued.
"You owe this slut an apology. And what better way to apologize than to clean up the mess she's making?"
Amirah's Classroom
Amirah watched Lacey's face closely. Lacey looked from her, to the leaking ass and back to her. The confusion was visible on her face. Come on Lacey, you're smart enough to figure this out. Lacey then turned her gaze behind Amirah, where Amirah knew where the cleaning supplies were. Lacey then looked back at her, the question visible in her eyes.
Amirah smiled at Lacey. A real one this time, warm and slightly apologetic as she shook her head. Lacey then looked back down at the ass. Amirah watched as her eyebrows rose. Now you're getting it. Lacey looked back at Amirah and slowly pointed to her mouth. Amirah nodded.
Instantly Amirah saw reluctance border lining on refusal. She knew why. It was the same reason they were in this mess in the first place. Lacey considered Shani beneath her. Even if that were the case, Amirah knew from firsthand experience that it is the role of those above to care for those below, a lesson Lacey was about to learn. Just because she is beneath you doesn't mean you can neglect her needs.
Amirah figured that being an only child factored heavily into her mindset. Shani gave herself willingly for others, a trait that would be engraved into an older sibling. She must have had to sacrifice a lot to care for six younger siblings.
Returning to the task at hand, Amirah gave Lacey another nod. After internal deliberation, Lacey reluctantly nodded back.
"If you do a good job, I'll reward you." That perked her ears up. "Only if you do a good job."
"Yes, Headmistress!"
Amirah left her first pupil and turned to the second. She rested a hand on the sweet ass of Shani and slowly rubbed it. "Shani, dear, I'm going to need you to flip over again so Lacey can apologize properly. Feel free to keep the pillow over your face if you want." She's going to need time for that one.
Surprisingly, she watched as Shani took a deep breath, then flipped over. Because of the pillow, her hips were still elevated but she didn't cover her face. Instead she kept her hands forcibly to her sides and her eyes closed as hard as they could be.
So brave. Amirah moved over to Shani's head, sitting on her knees next to her. She reached out a hand to rub Shani's head. "Are you sure you're ready, Shani?"
She didn't open her eyes but she responded. "You said you wanted to see. That it would make you happy." The struggle in her voice warmed Amirah's heart.
"You've already made me very happy Shani. Now, I'm absolutely elated. Ready for Lacey's apology?"
Shani nodded. "Ok. Just relax." She removed her hand from her head and leaned over to spread Shani's legs. She heard Shani let out a noise at the action but still she didn't move to cover herself. When Amirah returned to her position she cradled Shani's head again. "You're doing great Shani."
While Shani murmured thanks, Amirah gave Lacey the 'go ahead' in the form of a nod. She watched as the blonde reluctantly leaned over and stuck out her tongue.
At the first lick Shani's eyes shot open and she went to sit up. Amirah caught her shoulders and forced her back down with a shush.
"W-what is she doing?'
Amirah continued her head rubs to calm her. Her other hand grabbed the girl's and offered a supportive squeeze. "She's apologizing. She's had far too many missed opportunities to please you and I figured now as a good time to start paying you back."
Shani closed her eyes again, but this time in pleasure as Lacey's tongue continued to work. For a while Amirah was content with simply holding Shani, massaging her scalp as she writhed in pleasure. She felt Shani's hand squeeze her own periodically when the pleasure was too much. Then the urge to tease her came back.
Amirah didn't want to interrupt Lacey's apology with teasing, but she also couldn't do nothing. She opted for the middle ground by releasing Shani's hand and used her now free arm to roam across Shani's upper body to help pleasure the girl. Shani's now free hand clung to Amirah's forearm but offered no resistance to Amirah's ministrations.
Amirah focused nowhere in particular as she moved her hand. She glided her fingertips along Shani's upper abs and moved back up her torso, cupping her breasts. After rolling each nipple between her nimble fingers her hand moved upward still, cupping and roaming Shani's face as the girl moaned against her. She got a good reaction when she moved slightly downward, using her nails to gently circle one of the bite marks she left on her shoulder. I guess I bit harder than I thought.
Looking up from Shani, Amirah locked eyes with Lacey, the blue orbs peering at her over Shani's pelvis. They looked angry and she detected the sting of jealousy in her eyes. If she didn't want to share, she shouldn't have brought Shani. Then Amirah remembered that the only reason Shani was included was because Lacey was so determined to see her again. Nevertheless, she brought Shani here and she will accept her.
Amirah was struck with another revelation from Lacey's solitary upbringing. Being an only child, Lacey was unaccustomed to having to share. To her, Shani is a toy. A toy that she gave to me but then immediately wanted back when she saw me playing with it, She thought a bit more. And she's probably mad at Shani for 'hogging' my attention. That was no good. Lacey needed to learn how to share. And the only way to do that was through exposure and sharing exercises.
Amirah is only human. Any human that see's two cute girls naked and fooling around is bound to get an erection at some point. She noticed Lacey's eyes staring at her crotch. Time for her first lesson in sharing. Amirah brought her hand back up to Shani's cheek.
"Sorry to interrupt you dear, but I have something I need your help with." Amirah noted that Shani opened her eyes and looked at her with none of the shame and embarrassment she had expressed earlier. She's too horny to be embarrassed anymore I guess.
Through her moans, "Yes, Amirah?" And she can say my name right. She's a quick learner. Amirah remembered how much fun she had teasing her before. Hopefully not too quick.
Amirah adjusted herself so that she was facing perpendicular to Shani's face, her head resting near her lap. She put on a voice as if she were distressed. "Well you see Shani, I was just looking at you and I couldn't help it." She grabbed the bass of her cock and moved it over Shani's face, watching the girl get wide eyed at seeing it up close. "I got like this and I don't know what to do! Your tight, little pussy is occupied right now but I'm sooooo hard. You wouldn't mind letting me use your mouth, would you?" From the corner of her eye Amirah checked on Lacey. The brit was furious. Good, I'll consider this a part of her punishment too.
Amirah watched as Shani gulped. "I-I guess that's fine." And then she went to sit up again.
"No, you relax, Shani. I don't want to bother you too much while Lacey apologizes. Could you just maybe lay back and open your mouth?"
"Oh. OK" Following directions, Shani opened her mouth as instructed. The angle was admittedly a bit weird with Shani's body being a slope so Amirah had to change a few things. First she stopped Lacey long enough to remove the pillow from Shani's hips. Then she placed the once face covering pillow under Shani's head to give it a bit of elevation. When everything was set up, she sent Lacey back to her task, all the while ignoring the angry looks the little brit was giving her and Shani.
Shani looked disturbed by the glares. "Don't worry about her, Shani, She'll get over it." Before she herself got into position, she couldn't resist cupping Shani's chin and placing her thumb in the girl's mouth. Immediately Shani closed it and started to suck on the digit with a moan. A true whore's instincts.
As she went to replace the thumb with her dick, she was interrupted by Lacey. "Headmistress, I-"
The anger returned but she kept her voice level. "No one said you could stop young lady."
"Headmistress, she's clean." She knows what she's supposed to do, she's just playing dumb.
"Lacey, you're to apologize properly. That means getting back down there and not stopping until she cums all over that pretty little face of yours." Her tone implied the words 'don't make me have to tell you this again.' With another glare, Lacey returned to her job, resuming Shani's moans.
With that handled, Amirah took her spot, placing her cock over Shani's mouth. When she placed the underside of the shaft against her lips, Shani opened her mouth and began to lick it.
Amirah relaxed into it, sighing loudly as she felt Shani's tongue slide over the underside of her shaft. Admittedly it did feel good to just sick back and have her dick pleased slowly. For a while the only blowjobs she got from Lacey were rough face fuckings. It felt nice having someone else do the work.
Though she did feel good, she went against her own rules a bit and turned up the theatrics. None of the noises she made were faked, but they had increased in volume when they came out. All of this was to get Lacey used to the sight and sounds of her being pleasured by Shani. A quick check revealed that Lacey had closed her eyes. I guess she'd rather be blind than see me in so much pleasure with someone else.
Another few minutes and Amirah almost felt sorry for Shani. Slowly but surely the tongue was pushing Amirah towards her orgasm, but Lacey had been going down on her twice as long as the blowjob and Shani still seemed nowhere near close to cumming. To be fair I never gave her that lesson on female anatomy. But again, it's not like she doesn't have one of her own.
Having no need to hold out for anyone, Amirah let her orgasm come early. "Here it comes Shani." Amirah tilted her dick slightly down, enough to get it in her mouth and against her tongue. Then she let out a long sigh as she unloaded.
Having been a slow and drawn out blowjob, her orgasm had none of its usual force, slowly leaking out of her dick and into the awaiting maw. Throughout the slow orgasm Shani continued to lick at the head while the cream filled her mouth. When Amirah was finished, she removed her shrinking cock from Shani's mouth. "Thank you, Shani." Amirah wanted to ravage her all over again when Shani laid there with her mouth open, showing her prize and those green eyes to Amirah. Amirah gently closed Shani's mouth and watched as the girl swallowed.
She looked over and saw that once again Lacey's eyes were open and staring at her. She made sure to keep eye contact as she leaned down and placed a soft kiss on Shani's forehead. "Good girl." Another glance at Lacey. She didn't like that.
Having been satisfied for the moment, Amirah moved on to worrying about Shani's pleasure. She moved down towards Lacey.
"She should have cum by now Lacey. Listen to how she responds when you do something. When she moves her hips, let them guide you. Don't just do what you think feels good. Let her body show you what feels good."



She turned to the receiving girl and grabbed her hand that was still glued to her side placing her palm on Lacey's head. "And you. Don't be afraid to show her where it feels best if you need to. She's doing this for you, so make sure you get your money's worth."
Amirah watched as Shani wordlessly followed her commands, quickly adding a second hand to the head and entangling it in the golden locks. Lacey let out a noise of disapproval but went along with it after a glare from Amirah. Amirah watched as Shani guided Lacey's head upward until her mouth was wrapped around Shani's clit. Then her moans started to pick up.
She watched for a minute or so as Shani ground Lacey's face into her pussy, seemingly finding some of that strength she lost earlier. When she came, She lifted her body nn a near perfect bridge and screamed. Amirah watched as liquid shot out of her pussy and covered Lacey's face and some of her chest. Definitely going to need some water or something for Shani.
After riding out her powerful orgasm, Amirah watched as Shani relaxed onto the mattress, releasing Lacey's hair and lightly shaking in the aftershocks. Amirah saw that once released, Lacey sat up, angrily sputtering and trying to wipe her face clean with her hands. I need to throw in some positive reinforcement before this cements as a negative experience.
Amirah quickly dragged Lacey into a hug, at first feeling her tense but then slowly relaxing in her arms. "See Lacey? That wasn't so hard. I'm proud of you for handling that so well. Just as I expected from my goodest girl." She subtly stroked Lacey's ego to elicit happy feelings and to let her know that she was still above Shani in whatever hierarchy Lacey had in her head. "Now I believe I owe you a reward."             
Releasing the hug, Amirah noticed a wet spot where Lacey's dick had pushed against her, a long strand of pre connecting the tip to her thigh. Seems like she enjoyed giving it as much as Shani enjoyed getting it.
Amirah moved Lacey's body, positioning her so that she was on all fours above Shani then she sat off to the side of them so that she could keep an eye on them. A little face to face time couldn't hurt. She noted the point-blank glare that Lacey was giving Shani and the confused and scared look that Shani returned. OK. shouldn't hurt. Before things could get ugly, Amirah moved on to the next stage of the reward.
She gathered up some saliva and let it all out on her palm. Once collected she slathered her hands and placed them both on one Lacey's hanging cock. The effects were immediate as Lacey let out a whimper while trying to maintain her glare. She's harder than I've ever felt before. Some part of her loves this. Maybe that's why she's so mad. She doesn't want to like it. Whatever the case was, Lacey getting turned on by watching them and servicing Shani would only help further her goal of teaching her to share.
Amirah started to wring Lacey out, using both hands to stroke and twist on her cock as she hovered above Shani. Amirah watched Lacey try to keep up the glare but ultimately submit to the pleasure instead, allowing herself to freely moan and experience Amirah's hands.
Amirah turned back to her task at (in) hand. It had been a while since she had jerked Lacey off and she wanted to do it well. The better the related experience, the more she'd want to pleasure Shani. It's like training a dog. At first you reward them for good behavior and eventually they'll continue the behavior without the rewards. She kept her eyes glued to the cock as her slippery hands cascaded all over and around it, feeling the beat of Lacey's heart in her hands.
A new noise brought Amirah's attention back to their heads. Lacey had lost all the anger in her eyes and was now passionately making out with Shani as she moaned into her other girl's mouth. Amirah smiled. That's youth. You fight one minute and the next you're back to being best friends. She rewarded the good behavior by increasing her hand speed.
Given how hard Lacey was and how she had been practically leaking precum before, it came as no surprise to Amirah when she heard a moan peak and felt the dick start to tremble. Quickly taking aim, she stroked downward, milking Lacey's release onto Shani's pelvis and pussy.
Once the cock was spent, Amirah released it and looked back at the girls. They were still making out and showing no signs of stopping. I knew I saw something there when they kissed earlier. Shani seems all for it, but Lacey still has hang ups about me... if only there was a way to make her move on. Amirah felt a sudden pain in her heart. She was so focused on Lacey's future only now did she realize that she was trying to set up the girl she loved with somebody else. It's for her own good.
Amirah let the kissing go on, figuring that it would build their bond and encourage Lacey to go please Shani on her own. Then she checked the clock on the wall and said it was past ten pm. Her teacher mode kicked in.
"Excuse me girls, but it's getting late and I believe both of you have classes tomorrow." With much reluctance, the two girls separated and made to get up. Amirah stopped Shani from moving. "You can go ahead and leave first Lacey, since Shani is the newbie, she gets to stay and clean up now."
Lacey smiled immediately and gave Shani a look meant to tease her for having to clean. Even after all of that, she still has her childish streak. Another chest pain as she remembered that was another thing she loved about her.
Amirah waited for Lacey to get dressed and leave before making her move. She laid down on the mattress next to Shani and wrapped her arm around her. Wordlessly Shani snuggled closer and returned the cuddle. After a minute or two, Amirah spoke up.
"So, Shani. How was your first time?" The girl was quiet for a while. So long that Amirah began to worry until she responded.
"It was good. It felt... different than I thought it would. I was told it would hurt but it didn't at all."
"It only hurts if the other person doesn't know what they're doing. How do you feel about everything else? The three of us, together? I don't want you to feel like you have to stay now that we've done it once. You're free to stop at any time."
"No! No, it was fun. I liked it. Thank you for making it so enjoyable." She stopped, before quickly adding, quietly, "I look forward to next time." Amirah tried really hard to close her heart. I can't fall for another student. No matter how adorable she may be.
"It was my pleasure Shani. I'm happy I could give you such a good experience. Many don't have as good of a time with their first. And I'm honored you would allow me to take your virginity." At that comment she felt Shani stiffen against her and turn her face away. I guess the excitement wore off and she's back to being shy. They were silent for a little while longer before Amirah spoke up again.
"Shani, I want you to be honest. How do you feel about Lacey?"
She hesitated. "What do you mean?"
"You know what I mean. I saw the way you two kissed. The way you look at her."
After another pause, Shani confessed. "I... like her. At first it was just because she said I would get to be with you, but then, as we spent more and more time together, I started noticing these little things about her. I started missing her when she left. Noticing the slightest changes to her looks. I think I really like he-" Shani had started ranting and stopped herself when she realized who she was speaking to. "I'm sorry! I saw you two together. I know you two are a thing. I'm not going to try to take her or anything! I know she's your Ameli."
Amirah just pulled the panicking girl closer and laughed. "I figured you would have noticed. You always were a smart one. But you're only half right Shani. Yes, Lacey and I... have feelings for one another, but nothing is official, no matter how much she-... we may want it to be."
"Why not?"
"Because I want what's best for her, Shani. And as much as it pains me to say it, I'm not what's best for her." Amirah looked Shani deeply in her eyes. "How did you feel watching me and Lacey together today?"
After a pause, Amirah kept going. "Did it make you feel conflicted? Jealous? A little frustrated?"
"... yes."
"Were you jealous of Lacey? Or Jealous of me?"
Shani was silent for a while, seemingly sorting out her emotions. "Take all the time you need, Tifla" Amirah encouraged.
"Too be honest, a little of both..." Shani sounded a bit guilty. Gave her a squeeze.
"But who were your more jealous of?"
"...You."
"That's good Shani. Thank you for your honesty. I can tell you Lacey had that same look when we were together."
Shani looked surprised. "She did?"
"Yes Shani. She did. I won't lie, a lot of it was because she saw me with you, but some of it was because she saw you with me."
Shani considered her words for a long moment. "Why are you telling me this?"
"Because I wanted to show you that somewhere in there, she feels the same way about you. She just isn't honest about it yet."
"But she's crazy about you. All she ever does is talk about you." Shani insisted.
"That may be true Shani. But she goes to you to talk. Not to anyone else. Can you truly tell me that when you two kiss you don't feel anything?" Shani shook her head. "Exactly."
"But why tell me? What am I supposed to do with this information?"
"Remember how I said I want what's best for Lacey? I didn't know what that was before but now I do. It's you, Shani. You are what's best for Lacey. You could give her more than I ever could. You two could spend the rest of your lives together. While you two were kissing, I saw something there. Something that could last a lifetime."
"Are you saying you want me to be with Lacey? But she only wants you."
Amirah took a deep breath. Phrasing their situation like this made her feel much worse about herself and even more sorry for making Lacey fall for her in the first place. "She thinks she only wants me because I'm the only one she's had before you. Like you, I was her first and for a while, her only. She doesn't want to let go of her first love. To be honest, I don't want her to go either. But I want what's best for her. Do you?"
"... Yes."
"Then be with her."
"How? I doubt she'll listen to me. You see what she thinks of me. Whenever we're not kissing, she's all about you and ignoring me or shooting me mean looks. She didn't even come to me for me!" Shani got real quiet. "I'm just a stand in for you."
So she noticed that too. "I plan on changing that Shani, but you need to put in some work too." Shani looked up at her curiously. "It's true. Right now she may be using you to get what she wont get from me, mainly kisses, but that's good. It means she already likes you to some degree and you have more to offer than the original. After a little training, I bet you could make her forget all about me."
"How am I supposed to do that?"
"By being more aggressive. Lacey's a real pushover. She's all bark. If you take control, she'll listen and like it."
"But... I like it when she takes control. I... like being used." Amirah allowed Shani a few seconds of silence to honor her admittance.
"That is a problem, both of you being bottoms. Hmmm." Amirah got an idea. "Would you say Lacey likes ordering you around and using you?"
"Yes." So she's a switch.
Perfect. "Then let's change the plan a bit. Take the lead once or twice. Challenge her authority. Don't give it your all when she asks for it and leave her wanting more. Eventually she'll get frustrated and take it. She sees you as a rival, so act like one. Give her a challenge and then the thrill of putting you in your place."
Shani considered her words for several minutes. "That... might work. How did you come up with that so fast?"
It was Amirah's turn to blush. "She did it to me the first time I tried to quit. She's dangerous when she's motivated." Amirah noted the time and saw another ten minutes had passed while they talked. "Last time. Are you sure you're OK with everything that's happened and will happen?"
"Yes Pr- Amirah!" Amirah laughed when Shani reflexively covered her collarbone when she recognized her mistake.
"OK then. Let's get you cleaned up and on your way." Amirah started to rise but once again stopped Shani when she went to get up as well. When met with a confused look Amirah moved to settle between Shani's legs. "I said we have to clean you, and Lacey left a mess all over your pussy. She cleaned up my mess, so it's only right I clean up hers. Besides, Lacey didn't really know what she was doing. Time for you to experience someone who does." She hooked her arms around Shani's thighs and gave her a last look in those emerald eyes. "Encore. Sing for me, Eyani." Amirah felt the girl's thighs quake in her arms as she lowered her head.
At eleven twenty pm Shani finally stumbled out of the classroom, barely able to walk straight as she still felt the tingling between her legs from her professor's mouth.
Note: As usual, whether it's something you liked or feedback, comments are welcome.



        Private Lessons Ch. 08

        The next thirteen days. Tensions rise and fall.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/private-lessons-ch-08

Title: Private Lessons Ch. 08

Author: SmuttySamoanMD

Category: Fetish

Description: The next thirteen days. Tensions rise and fall.

Tags: threesome, university, futa, creampie, futanari, throatfuck, forbidden love

Series: Private Lessons


Note: It's been a while but as you can see by the page number, my hands have not been idle. Enjoy my newest longest piece. Over double the words of the last and dare I say better.
11:40 pm Outside Shani's room
Having mostly recovered from her newborn giraffe legs, Shani climbed the stairs in her dorm and turned a corner to her hallway. Immediately she noticed Lacey sitting outside of her door. Having had her sexual needs sated for the night, Honestly, for the next week, the only emotion that triggered was the heart flutter. Did she wait for me!? Shani felt extreme guilt for having had more fun while Lacey waited for her.
As she approached she noticed that Lacey was slouched slightly. The soft rise and fall of her chest let Shani know she was asleep. She's too cute to wake. Shani set down her bag and gingerly scooped up her dozing dom. She nearly dropped her when she heard a door open and close behind her.
"Oh. Hey Shani. Late night?" Shani could hear the smug smile on the girl's face.
Shani slowly turned to face her dorm mate and RA, Madison Adams. A Belgian girl she was friendly with, though Shani and most others considered her a huge gossip. "Yeah... I just got back." She awaited some form of reprimand from the smiling woman. She got one, just not the one she was expecting.
Madison looked down at the limp Lacey lounging in Shani's limbs, then back up to Shani. "You know it's rude to make a girl wait like that."
Shani instinctively went to deny the accusation of them being together but stopped. They were caught red handed. And I don't particularly mind the thought of us dating. She adjusted Lacey in her arms while Madison giggled at her predicament, a sly light dancing in her eyes.
The smile and light faded when Madison's door opened again. Shani's eyes went wide when she saw an annoyed looking Nia Rose poke her head out. "You're one to talk. Leave them alone and come back to bed." The Dutch woman glanced at Shani before going back into the room. "Night, Shani."
"... Good night..."
Shai turned back to the now blushing Belgian. She mumbled something resembling a farewell before retreating into her room. I didn't know they were a thing.
Some mumbling and shifting caused her attention to return to her own 'girlfriend' she cradled in her arms. She's so cute.
After half kicking/half shuffling their bags into her room, she carried Lacey over to the bed and laid her down. After deciding she didn't want to risk waking her by removing her clothes, Shani tucked Lacey in. Afterwards she remembered that this was in fact, her room and she didn't have anywhere to sleep herself.
It wouldn't be the first time we've slept together. While correct, Shani was hesitant. Every time they've slept together it was because Lacey dragged her to bed. Being the one to get in herself was entirely different. Then there was the issue of her attire. They hadn't 'studied' today. Does the clothes rule still apply?
Shani decided she didn't want to risk it and stripped nude, then climbed under the sheets. As soon as she was settled, Lacey began moving and she was afraid she had woken her. Instead of being awake, Lacey simply flipped herself around, latching onto Shani and snuggling in close with a content sigh. Ohmygod.
Shani fell asleep an hour later, after her heart rate lowered enough to allow it.
Shani's room
Both Shani and Lacey woke up earlier than usual the next day. Shani because Lacey had woken her up, angry. After being berated on how rude it was to make her wait so long, Lacey had Shani throw her clothes in the laundry room because she refused to wear the same uniform twice in a row unwashed.
And of course, she needed to be entertained while they waited. And so Lacey sat nude on the edge of Shani's bed, one hand checking her phone for any morning emails and the other gripping Shani's as Shani, also naked, blew her.
We were both up pretty late. How does she have this much energy? Shani thought to herself as she worked. She also seems... angrier than usual. Even at her worst, Lacey always made some noises of pleasure. Gasping, moaning, uneven insults. This time however, she seemed completely unfazed by the blowjob. The only way Shani could tell she was feeling it was the occasional exhale through her nostrils and the twitching in her mouth.
Lacey's cum was also a surprise. Usually accompanied by some noise or other tell, Shani always knew. This time however, it had caught her mid bob. When she felt the sudden explosion of cream in her mouth, instinct caused her to start to pull back. Lacey's hand and voice held her still, the hand forcing her all the way down.
Lacey's voice was cold. "Don't you spill a fucking drop." How is her voice so steady? And why does she sound so mad? Did I do something wrong?
When Lacey finished unloading in Shani's mouth, she pulled out herself, taking it upon herself to use Shani's sheets to clean herself off. A pang of disappointment But... that's my job. Lacey always had her clean her up afterwards, more often than not leading into another full blowjob. Instead, Lacey cleaned herself and then laid back down on the bed, turning her back to Shani as she scrolled through her phone.
What did I do? Shani's heart rate rose in pace with the panic within her. There was usually a layer of, what Shani hoped to be the case, fake dislike in their interactions. Like a play. Lacey would be mean because that was her role as the dom. She would play up being mean. This felt more real. Without any of the usual flare, it was just cold resentment. She didn't like it.
Shani waited to be told what to do, as usual, but no order came. Only the sound of scrolling through a phone.
"Lacey?"
She kept her back turned and kept scrolling. "What?"
"Are you mad at me?" A pause. "What did I do wrong?"
A sigh. "Nothing. You did nothing wrong. You can't blame a whore for being a whore."
Whore? Why... The word was the same. But the feeling behind it was all wrong. It was an insult, not a dirty talk insult. A real one.
The moment passed and silence returned. Hesitantly Shani got up and sat on the edge of the bed.
"What do you want?" The lack of emotion hurt Shani.
"Nothing. I just... can I- can I join you?" The pause that followed was long enough that Shani was just about to take the silence as a 'no.'
"Do what you want. It's your room."
Shani laid behind Lacey. She slowly reached around to cuddle her, waiting to either be told off or for the tension to break and for Lacey to go back to her usual self. Instead she got the third and worst option. As she became Lacey's big spoon, the small Brit didn't react in the slightest. She didn't move into it or away. She simply kept tapping her phone as if Shani wasn't there.
Minutes passed before Shani felt Lacey release a deep sigh and start to shuffle. Immediately she let go, not wanting to anger her further. Lacey turned around to face her in the bed, her brow furrowed in annoyance. She jumped when she felt Lacey's hand touch her pelvis.
"Lacey?"
"Shut up. It's your turn." The explanation held no emotion.
"If you don't feel like it you don't ha-"
"Nope. I have to. Otherwise it wouldn't be fair." The last word emphasized with a bitterness Shani didn't think Lacey was capable of. The next part Shani assumed she wasn't supposed to hear. Lacey mumbled to herself. "As if she knows how to be fair."
Shani laid as still as possible as Lacey went to work. The mood definitely wasn't set for her to be her usual wetness but the blowjob earlier had done some work on her libido. She didn't make a sound as Lacey slid a few fingers inside of her and placed her thumb on her clit.
Shani didn't know what she was supposed to do. She didn't know if she was supposed to enjoy it or not and seeing Lacey not enjoy it wasn't doing her any favors. This feels so medicinal. There was none of the usual dirty talk. None of the teasing about the noises being made. Lacey was just doing this because she felt she had to. Such pressure to orgasm had the inverse effect of keeping it at bay longer.
After a few minutes Lacey addressed her. When Shani met her eyes she was met with an intense stare from the blue eyes.
"What was that stuff she said?"
"What?"
"The stuff in Arabic. She called us names." At the memory of her pet name Shani felt her face grow hotter.
"She called you Ameli. And she called me... Eyani." After another pause Lacey continued.
"What do those mean?"
"Yours means 'My hope.' It's a pet name for loved ones. It means you give her strength and, well... hope." After the explanation, she heard Lacey scoff. I thought she would have liked that.
"What about yours?"
"She called me... Eyani. It means... 'my eyes.'" Shani was trying to resist moaning. Lacey's hands had not stopped during their conversation.
"Why would she call you that?"
"In our culture it's another term of endearment. Eyes are treasured. So calling someone Eyani means you treasure them like you would a valuable possession."
There was a longer pause after that one. There was no physical change, but Shani felt Lacey's mood darken. Under her breath she mumbled. "She always told me how much she liked my eyes." Is that what she's upset about?
"Lac-"
"Just shut up and cum. My arm's getting tired." No pressure.
It took another five minutes but eventually Shani did as she was told. Her muscles locked up and she suppressed a noise as she clenched around Lacey's fingers. Notably, she came down much quicker than previous ones. Even the orgasm felt medicinal.
When Lacey felt her muscles relax she promptly pulled out and wiped her hand on the sheets. "There. Now we're even." She turned back around and continued to play with her phone. Shani slowly resumed her big spoon position, Lacey no longer acknowledging her existence.
Shani's room, later
Shani woke up with a start. What time is it? She checked her clock and saw that it was almost four in the afternoon. Shit, we missed our classes! I gotta wake up... She looked around. "Lacey?"
Shani called out to her empty room. After turning back around Lacey had eventually fallen back asleep. Shani didn't want to anger her by waking her back up so she went and got Lacey's laundry when it was done. They still had some time after so she resumed the cuddle after laying out the clean clothes before also falling asleep.
She didn't even say goodbye. Sadness filled Shani's heart. What did I do? How can I make it up to her if I don't know what I did? Maybe she left a message.
Shani checked her phone and found nothing from Lacey. She did however, through a few texts from friends wondering about her whereabouts, find a text from Professor Amirah. Or is it Mubarak since I'm not in the room?
The text simply said, "You two didn't show up to any of your classes today. Just because you two have high sex drives doesn't mean you can skip class. Besides, you should save some for me."
Shani checked the time stamp. It was from two hours ago. Shani texted back. "We overslept."
"Ok. turn in your assignments by email when you get the chance. Lacey already did."
Shani thought about telling her about what transpired that morning but thought better of it. She'll feel better tomorrow. And if not, we can talk about it.
Cafeteria, 2nd day
Shani ate her lunch in silence, stealing glances at Lacey every couple of minutes. She was happy that Lacey showed up like normal that morning, even if she hadn't said a word to her all day. She looked to be in deep thought since they met up.
She almost choked mid bite when she was addressed for the first time. On her next glance she was met with blue eyes. "I'm sorry about this morning. You didn't deserve that."
Shani downed a mouthful of her water so she didn't choke to death and waited for it to settle before responding. "Oh. It's OK." She waited a second before continuing. "Do you want to talk about it?"
Lacey shook her head dismissively. "I was just being stupid." The self-deprecation set off alarms in Shani's head. She couldn't tell if this was a step in the right direction for their 'relationship'... or if it was a sign that things were worse than she thought. "Sometimes I overthink things. You're almost as smart as me, I'm sure you do it too." That was almost a compliment. That only enhanced the confusion.
Before they could continue, both noticed how the cafe had gone silent. Following the only sound in the once noisy cafe, the clicking of heels, they saw the reason why.
Professor Amirah had entered and was striding directly towards their table. Once there, she addressed the two. She looks angry.
"Ms. Almasi, Ms. Cambell. I noticed both of you missed your classes yesterday. Even if you submitted your assignments on time, attendance is important." Both girls began to utter some form of apology but she cut them off.
"Ms. Cambell, I expect you in my office after your next class. Ms. Almasi, come with me now." Without waiting for a response, she turned and began walking out of the cafe.
Shani shot Lacey a scared look before hurrying after the professor.
Professor Amirah's office
Shani entered the office full of fear. If ruining her perfect attendance wasn't bad enough, now she was going to get in trouble. She quickly shuffled to the center of the room and awaited punishment.
She jumped when addressed. "Put your bag in the corner Shani." Shani walked over to the corner and started to place her bag on a table. "The floor, Shani."
"Y-yes Professor." She bent over to put her bag down.
She straightened up when she felt a hand slap her ass. She turned around and backed into the table, knocking a stack of books onto the floor. "Professor!"
Shani watched as Professor Mubarak stepped closer, placing herself between Shani and the rest of the room. "Tsk. Shani, Shani, Shani. First you skip class. Then you mistake my name. And now, you made a mess." Professor Mubarak brushed Shani's hair behind her ear as she leaned in. "It's almost as if you want to be punished."
Amirah's office
The way Shani gasped when she heard 'punished' enticed Amirah to no end. I wasn't really going to punish her. But now... She closed the gap between her and Shani. She's so much fun.
Amirah slid her hand up Shani's thigh, running it under the skirt. She felt the muscles tighten. Nice, strong, long legs.
"I'm sorry. I won't be a hypocrite and punish you for a mistake I made as well."
"Wh-what mistake was that?"
"I used the wrong nomenclature. When we are alone, you are my..." She leaned into her ear while raising her hand higher. She had to stop herself from taking her right there on the table. Just a tease... I'll get my fill later. She played with the edge of Shani's panties, noting that despite the fear in her eyes, there were slight twitches of Shani's hips into her touch. "Eyani. And do you know who I am?"
"A-Amirah?"
"Good girl! Unfortunately you still have to be punished for the other two infractions." Amirah reached her hand under the skirt around Shani's back, gripping her ass and pushing her off the table. "Right this way." Walking side by side, she guided Shani by her ass to her desk.
Eyani voiced her concern in the most adorably small voice to contrast her size. "What are you going to do to me?"
Amirah let out a low chuckle. "As I said. I'm going to punish you." She savored the feeling of the plump ass in her hand.
"How are you going to-" When they reached the desk, the question was answered when Amirah bent her over it. She shivered as her skirt was flipped up and her panties pulled down. "Oh."
Amirah marveled at the ass presented to her, her voice keeping up the game but her face showing none of the professionalism, or reluctance, it carried. I can't get enough of this ass. "Eyani, you know how much I care for you. I don't want to do this, but you've forced my hand."
Amirah reared her hand back and smacked the ass again. This time, without the fabric in the way, it made a nice sound. Amirah made sure to hold back some, she didn't want the sound to travel outside of her heavy oak door. Along with the ass, the girl herself made a nice noise.
"I want you to count dear."
"...One."
She smacked her again. Watching the flesh ripple from the impact.
"Two." Amirah didn't know how many smacks she wanted to give the girl. Her mind never got that far. She figured she would just do it until it got boring, which with such a good little slut, was likely to never end.
Fifteen minutes and a total of a hundred smacks later, she decided to stop. Shani was wincing a bit too hard for her tastes and the cheeks were a lovely shade of irritated flesh. Shani winced when the hand returned, then relaxed into it when instead of pain she was met with a soothing massage.
"That wasn't so bad now was it, Eyani?" The girl just moaned into the desk, her head buried in her arms. Halfway though she had reverted into embarrassed mode when she made a particularly loud moan.
"I'll take that as a no." Taking a step back, Amirah admired her handiwork. A mistake on her part. Seeing the shy girl bent over her desk, ass exposed and red, she almost dropped her own skirt and took her right then and there. She took a deep breath. Later.
Instead she did the next best thing. She took two handfuls of the cheeks and pressed her pelvis up against them, seeing and feeling Eyani tense as she recognized the foreign object against her. "I can hardly wait for tonight Eyani. You and Lacey left me so lonely yesterday when you didn't come. We're going to have to make up for lost time."
"Yes, Pr- Amirah."
Before she passed the point of no return, Amirah pulled herself away from the girl. "You should hurry along to class now. I wouldn't want to have to punish you again."
Amirah watched with a predatory gaze as the girl jumped into action at the promise, pulling up her panties and scrambling to get her bag before escaping out the door.
Headmistress' office
Lacey braced herself for whatever punishment she was about to receive. The entire class had gone silent when Shani entered a minute late. When questioned she simply explained that she was in Headmistress' office and the professor let her off the hook with a sympathetic look. Based on how red her face looked, everyone figured it must have been bad. What's worse is that I didn't even get a chance to ask her what happened.
Lacey knocked on the door to the office.
"You may enter." Lacey opened the door and entered the office, closing it behind her with a solid thunk. Headmistress looked up from her pile of work and smiled when she saw who it was.
"Lacey!" She pushed her chair out from beneath the desk and gestured to her lap. "Have a seat."
That set Lacey's heart racing. It's been a while since we've done it like that. She quickly dropped her bag at the door. As she walked over to Headmistress she started unbuttoning her blouse and was about to give up and just remove her panties when she was interrupted.
"There's no need for that Lacey. We'll have plenty of time later. Just sit."
Oh. With a feeling of slight disappointment Lacey climbed into her lap, seated sideways on her mentor's legs. When she was settled, she felt strong arms close around her in a hug and stay that way. She returned it in kind and waited for something else to happen. Instead she was squeezed tighter.



"I've missed you, Ameli." Lacey was ready for either a lecture or a good, hard fuck, so this was a surprise. I guess this isn't so bad. Lacey squeezed back.
"I missed you too, Headmistress." And there they sat, for the entirety of Lacey's ten minute break between classes, holding each other tightly. Lacey had wanted to do more, but she settled for the feeling of being loved.
Volleyball gym, Later
Lacey waited very impatiently for Shani to finish changing in the locker room. She absentmindedly said farewell to a few of the team members as they left, her mind focused on the fun ahead. The hugging had been nice, but all it did was rile her up and torture her for the rest of the afternoon as she waited for classes to end.
When she saw Shani exit the locker room, she hopped up and headed straight over. Without a word, she grabbed her hand and dragged her away from her teammates, ignoring the giggles and teasing comments from Nia as they exited the gym.
When they got out into the hallway, she started dragging Shani towards the classroom while questioning her.
"What did she do to you at lunch?" She noticed Shani starting to go into her shy phase.
"She... punished me." That made Lacey stop. She spun on her heel and walked into Shani, causing the bigger girl to back up until Lacey had her pinned against a wall.
"Punished you, how?" Lacey held an edge in her voice that even she didn't know why.
Shani averted her eyes. "She... spanked me. She made me count each one."
Lacey felt a jolt of negative energy run through her. To confirm this claim she reach under Shani's skirt and pinched her ass. When Shani yelped in pain, more than usual, she understood there was truth to her words.
"Did she do anything else?"
"She pressed up against me. Told me that she was going to make up for the time we missed yesterday."
Why did she only punish her? We both did the same crimes. Broke the same rules. Lacey felt a stirring her dick as well as her own ass start to heat up, as if anticipating a spanking that wasn't coming. All she did was hug me. Lacey pressed harder into Shani's torso and grabbed her ass again, holding a tight grip and threatening to tighten it with a small twitch.
"From now on, you tell me everything that happens between you and Headmistress, got it whore?"
Shani whined through the pain Lacey assumed she was feeling. And based on how fast her heart was beating, probably a good amount of arousal. "Yeees."
"Good." Lacey let go and started walking down the hallway at a quicker pace. The imagery of Headmistress spanking her slut had stoked the already roaring flame of horny inside of her.
When they reached the classroom she didn't bother knocking, instead opening the door and stepping in, startling Headmistress as she inflated the air mattress.
"Lacey! Goodness, you scared me. You're early." Lacey ignored the comment as she began disrobing, exposing her already hard cock to Headmistress. "And eager."
Amirah's classroom
After getting over the shock of Lacey bursting into the room, Amirah quickly set up the air mattress, just as eager to get started as her favorite pupil. Once it was set up, she joined the girls in undressing. Midway through, she made an exaggerated swipe at Shani's ass, laughing at the way the girl went to jump out of the way and covered her bottom.
Amirah put on a disappointed tone. "Running away only makes the punishment worse, Shani." She held out her hand.
Shani considered her words. And slowly shuffled over to Amirah, allowing the hand to caress her ass. "Good girl."
At the words she heard Lacey make a noise. She looked over to the source of all her happiness and found her to be pouting. "Yes, yes. I'm sorry, Lacey. You're the good girl. She's the good slut."
She released her prey, for now, and turned towards the little one. She pulled Lacey into another hug. She's the perfect size for this. "So, what does my special girl want to do today?" She nudged Lacey's hard on with her leg. "Does she want to be on top again?"
Headmistress' classroom
Lacey shook her head. "I want you the regular way."
"Ask and you shall receive, Ameli." Lacey gasped as her legs were swept from under her. Instead of falling, she found herself being carried by Headmistress. "Come along, Eyani." Headmistress carried her to the mattress.
Headmistress looked Lacey in the eye with a sly grin. "We've been through so many variations. Please remind me, which one is the 'regular' way again?" That one made Lacey ponder. They had done it face to face the first time. A few of her favorite times were when she herself was on top. But the vast majority of them were from behind.
"Behind me."
"Sure. You don't mind if Shani gets involved do you? I don't want to leave her all alone like last time." Lacey did mind a little. But Headmistress was right, it wouldn't be fair to leave her out.
"I guess not."
"Good. This'll be a good chance for you to learn something." Learn something?
Headmistress laid her down on the mattress and flipped her over. Then she positioned Lacey on her knees but arched her back as Headmistress pushed her head down. She then left Lacey in that position and started to maneuver Shani. What is she- oh...
Lacey understood the placement as soon as Headmistress sat Shani down on her butt in front of Lacey and spread her legs.
"Time to learn how to eat out a woman."
"But I did it last time."
"Poorly. You will learn correctly now. And of course, like last time, there will be a reward if you succeed."
Lacey was conflicted. She wanted to fully concentrate on and enjoy the impending fucking. But she did want that reward. She inwardly sighed. Fine.
Lacey waited until the Headmistress resettled behind her. "Ready everyone?"
Lacey and Shani both nodded. Lacey got the start of what she wanted, feeling Headmistress enter her for the first time in around a month. Her mouth gaped in similar fashion to how she felt her other mouth open. Still just as big as I remember it. She let out a drawn out moan. One that was interrupted when Headmistress pushed her head down and face into Shani's snatch. A hint of bitterness seeped into Lacey's mood. I would have liked to enjoy that a little longer.
"It's never good to leave a lady waiting, Lacey." Yeah, yeah. Lacey opened her mouth and placed it on Shani.
Lacey then experienced one of the most frustrating fucks of her life. Not only did she have to sit through a lesson on eating pussy, she soon learned that her own pleasure was tied to Shani's. Whenever Shani released a loud moan, Headmistress would go slightly faster, nowhere near as fast as she liked, and when Shani was quiet/withheld her moans she would slow almost to the point of stopping. This kept Lacey trapped in a vicious cycle. In order to get what she wanted, she would use the instructions provided to make Shani scream. That would increase Headmistress' speed, in turn increasing her own pleasure. When her pleasure increased she got rightfully a bit distracted and Shani stopped screaming, which then led to Headmistress slowing down. In the back of her mind Lacey thought, Shani didn't need to go through this last time.
It was music to Lacey's ears when eventually she heard Shani let out a particularly loud one and felt her chin hit with a small squirt of juices. Glad that's over. Now we can get to the real thing. Expecting a rough fucking, she was again disappointed when instead Headmistress draped herself over her back, continuing her frustratingly gentle thrusts.
"You did so well Lacey! Good job. Shani, what do we say to someone who did something nice for you?" Lacey barely registered the weak words of appreciation that came from Shani, focused solely on the dick inside her and how it could be moving faster.
"Time for your reward, Lacey." Lacey braced herself. Then she melted when she felt a wet hand grip her shaft. Oh, this again.
Lacey moaned as she felt the reach around begin. Coupled with the gentle thrusts, it was in no way a bad experience. Just not the one she wanted.
Midway through another moan Lacey felt a hand run through her hair. She let it go for a while before realizing that the number of hands didn't add up. Headmistress had one wrapped around her cock and another caressing her midsection. Lacey looked up and saw that it was indeed Shani who was petting her.
When their eyes met Shani jerked back her hand in fear. Lacey was too engrossed in the handjob to get angry, nor did she know why she would even get angry in the first place. Whatever. She lowered her head again and after a second the hand returned. It was just another nice, soft, gentle feeling.
Despite her need to be taken rough, her usual quickshot nature started to take over. She tried as hard as she could to hold out, wanting to cum from getting fucked. But Headmistress wouldn't let her.
"Are you trying to hold it in, Ameli? That won't do. This is your reward for being such a good girl." At her trigger phrase Lacey locked up. She tried her absolute hardest to not cum. That's playing dirty. Unfortunately she had been trained too well. She made it all of five seconds before her throbbing cock shot her load out onto the sheets below and she shuddered. Headmistress cooed in her ear and kept her hand moving to coax out as much as possible. Shani also didn't stop her hand.
When it was over, Lacey caught her breath while Headmistress continued her gentle thrusts. OK. Now we can begin. She felt Headmistress rise up off her back and grip her hips with both hands. Yessssss.
She got one. A single solid thrust before Headmistress stopped. What is sh- Lacey recognized the throbbing and warmth that signaled Headmistress' own orgasm. Already!? Lacey felt Headmistress tighten her grip as she let out a long moan. After she stopped her release, Lacey felt the emptiness of Headmistress pulling out of her and felt the cum leak out.
She felt a hand caress her ass. "That was wonderful as always, Ameli."
Frustrated, Lacey removed Shani's hand from her head and sat up. "What now, Headmistress?"
Headmistress looked at her with a smile. "When we are all ready again I was thinking you two could swap. Unless you wanted to do something different, of course."
"That's - that's fine with me."
After a moment to catch their breath, she gestured for Lacey and Shani to switch. Lacey sat almost cross legged on the mattress while Shani got in the arched position in front of her, followed by Headmistress kneeling behind her.
Lacey watched both of their faces as Headmistress pushed in. Shani's face grimaced not out of pain but of resisted pleasure while Headmistress leaned her head back and let out a hearty groan. "Just as tight as I left it, Eyani." Am I not tight enough? Headmistress lowered her gaze and locked eyes with Lacey. "Speaking of which. Lacey, why was she a virgin when she first came here?"
"Why?"
"I just figured you would have wanted a test drive or two before you brought her to me."
For the first time in a while, Lacey felt herself blush at Headmistress' gaze. She turned her head to the side. "I just wanted to save her for you..." and much quieter "and myself."
"What was that last part dear?"
"I wanted you to be... both of my firsts."
Headmistress let out a chuckle. "That explains it. Well Lacey, I hope it was worth the wait."
"You were, Headmistress."
Headmistress cocked an eyebrow "'Were?' Am I not good enough now? Am I used goods to you?"
Panic welled up in Lacey as she whipped her head back. Before she could stammer out a response Headmistress laughed again. "I'm just teasing." She gently pulled out of Shani and went back in, causing the girl between them to moan. "You should try her out, Lacey. She was made to be a whore. Isn't that right, Eyani?" Shani mumbled something into Lacey's lap. Headmistress leaned over and got a handful of her short hair, giving it a small yank to lift her head and causing her to moan. "I didn't quite catch that."
"Yessss."
"Good gi-" She locked eyes with Lacey. "Slut. Now, be a good whore and suck Lacey's dick, alright?"
Shani looked a bit out of it to Lacey. I know exactly how it feels to be distracted by that cock. "Yes, ma'am"
"Hm. I like the sound of that. But we'll come back to that one. For now." Lacey watched as Headmistress delivered a none too soft smack to Shani's ass. "That's not my name, Eyani."
"Sorry Amirah."
Headmistress dropped the head back into Lacey's lap. Lacey gasped as Shani immediately got to work, effortlessly starting to bob her head in her lap and even at times taking her in her throat. Lacey placed a hand on the head as she relaxed. At least she knows what I like.
Enjoying her blowjob, Lacey felt a conflicting feeling watching Headmistress. The woman in question was lost in thought, caressing and admiring the ass and back muscles with a look of wonder on her face. I wonder if she admires my body like that.
After getting her fill, Headmistress gripped Shani's hips hard. By the way her fingers dug into Shani's sides, Lacey could tell it was harder than she was held. The first real thrust sent a clap of flesh throughout the room and caused Shani to choke a bit on Lacey's dick for she was unprepared for both the pleasure and the rocking of her body.
After the first, Headmistress quickly set a fast pace, thrusting into Shani hard. Shani, for her part, tried to keep up the blowjob but was too overloaded to do a decent job. This caused Lacey to have to take things into her own hands. She grabbed a handful of Shani's hair and moved her head up and down, all while the other girl moaned and groaned around her dick.
Only half focusing on the blowjob she was technically giving herself, Lacey was captivated by the sight before her. Shani's sloped back gave her a perfect view of both her and Headmistress' bodies. Headmistress was concentrating completely on fucking Shani as hard as possible, her breasts swinging with her body. Shani's firm body had a surprising amount of give. Lacey watched as the impacts rippled from her ass out to her hips.
Watching the two beautiful, brown bodies slap against each other caused Lacey to get even harder in Shani's mouth. It also caused her a bit of dismay. How come she gets it that hard? Her judgmental thoughts fought valiantly against the need to cum the visuals brought about.
What set her off was when Headmistress met her eyes again. A brief glance from her task to look Lacey in the eye and wink. Feeling the cum shoot out of her, Lacey slammed Shani's head down as far as it would go and held it there. Lost in bliss, some small part of her mind noted that she had done it mid moan and Shani probably couldn't last too long like that. The other ninety nine percent of her did not care.
As she unloaded into Shani's throat, Headmistress stopped her thrusts, allowing Lacey to ride out her orgasm. Once done, Lacey allowed Shani up and the girl immediately started gasping for air.
"Do you want more Eyani?" Based on her ragged breaths Lacey realized the break was for as much as her own benefit as it was for hers. Lacey noticed the sweat covering both of their bodies, drops from Headmistress's bust dripping down onto Shani's back.
Shani replied in the form of a half cough, half moan.
"That's not good enough Eyani. I need words." Headmistress is never this talkative with me. Usually it's just all action. She noted the gleam in her eyes. She has so much fun doing this too.
"More..." Shani barely got the word out but it seemed like that was good enough for Headmistress. Lacey watched as Headmistress then pulled out and got up. She squatted down to her previous height and reentered the whore. Now with the new leverage, she began anew, with seemingly harder and more savage thrusts. Lacey noted that along with harder, she was also thrusting downward as well as into Shani.
With the new force rocking her and the mattress, Shani gripped onto Lacey for support, making them both rock while she moaned with abandon. Eventually, Lacey recognized a small movement in all the large motions. A shiver in Shani's body that let Lacey know she was cumming.
Headmistress must have felt it from inside as she laughed "That's a good slut. Cum on my cock." She somehow went even harder. On a particularly hard thrust, Shani's legs gave out, propelling her forward and pushing Lacey back until she was on top of her, Shani's head laying on Lacey's modest bust.
Before she pushed her off, Shani latched onto Lacey's mid-section. The desperation in her eyes for some kind of support made Lacey reconsider moving her. With a look of appreciation Shani began, Lacey guessed as thanks, sucking on one of Lacey's nipples. Surprised at the new sensation, Lacey could only lay beneath her and writhe.
Headmistress on the other hand, was still taking in the scene before her as Shani falling over had prematurely pulled her cock out of its sheath. The fall was reason enough but upon seeing the impromptu breastfeeding she burst into laughter as she moved back above Shani.
"Seems like you're not the only one with that habit, huh Ameli?"
With Shani laying prone, Headmistress opted to return to how they had done it the first time, draping herself over Shani and Laying her head next to hers. She reinserted herself, causing Shani to moan around Lacey's nub and winked at Lacey again.
"I suggest you hold onto something."
Without giving Lacey a chance to consider her words, Headmistress began plowing into Shani again, the new angle more down that forward but the force more than enough to rock all three of them on the mattress.
Headmistress went for raw power over speed, only doing about a single thrust or so every second or two, bit all of them with as much force as she could muster behind them. Even now, Headmistress continued to bully Shani. She teasingly asked her if Lacey tasted good and to save some for her. She licked and nipped at any part of Shani's neck she could reach. She even reached a hand up to grope Lacey's other breast, suggesting that Shani switch to it, which she did.
And all the while Lacey had a front row seat. More conflict. Having this scene happen not only in front of her, but literally on top of her was one of the hottest and most arousing things Lacey had ever seen. And it was also very disconcerting. Every tease made her body feel hotter, but she recognized that Headmistress had never treated her that way. Every bite and lick made Lacey's own neck feel hot, wondering how good it felt to be so roughly treated by Headmistress. Every time they rocked on the mattress it reminded Lacey of the truth to Headmistress' words last time the three of them were together. She really was holding back with me.
With a final thrust Lacey saw Headmistress close her eyes and bury her head in the crook of Shani's neck while groaning loudly. Oh, she's cumming. Shani herself groaned a little at the feeling of being filled. Lacey watched as Headmistress got one last tease in. She lifted her head, still in the throes of her peak and whispered into Shani's ear.
"I hope this one's a girl. I think we should name her Rahema. A good, strong name."
Shani, in response, let out a low groan of her own. The shivering let Lacey know that that had sent her into another orgasm.
Lacey was beneath the two of them for several minutes, each of them riding the high of their respective afterglows. Without all the movement, Lacey was alerted to just how small she was compared to the other two. With most of her body covered by Shani, along with the added weight of another full grown woman on top of her, needless to say it wasn't the most comfortable position, especially with her painfully hard erection being pushed down by the weight. But Lacey stuck it out for their sakes.



Eventually Headmistress rolled off Shani to Lacey's right. Then Shani rolled to her left. Lacey was caught in the middle of a three way cuddle as both women gripped her tightly. Then Headmistress, who seemed worn out, noticed Lacey's erection.
"Did my little girl not get enough?" Before Lacey could respond, Headmistress started moving, positioning herself in the other direction. Without a word Headmistress took her in her mouth. With Shani practically holding her down with the cuddle, she could do nothing but lay there and hope to last longer than last time. She succeeded. By a whole seven seconds.
Slut's room, later
For the first time, Lacey left the classroom unsatisfied. She had had sex with Headmistress, she got a blow job from Slut, and afterwards she was cradled by Slut as Headmistress drank two of her loads. It only made the feeling worse. Like she had an itch but it wasn't scratched hard enough. I should be fine. I should be but I'm not. She contemplated any other potential causes of the feeling besides the obvious one.
Lacey was so lost in thought on the walk home that her body defaulted to its usual path, meaning when she came to she was in front of Slut's door instead of her own. When she realized where she was she looked Slut up and down while the girl opened the door. I do have her now... It shouldn't be too different, right?
When they entered the room Lacey placed her bag near the desk as Slut began to disrobe as usual. Couldn't hurt to try. When Slut was fully disrobed, the vision of her defined body pushed Lacey past the planning phase and straight to action.
Shani's room
Shani finished undressing and prepared to go to bed. She had not expected Lacey to come to her room after. I guess Lacey wants to stay over tonight. A flicker of hope shone in her heart. Maybe it was a sign that she liked her.
"Whore, come over here." Shani complied and stood next to Lacey and her bed. She blushed a little as Lacey turned her around seemingly appraising her body. She fidgeted as Lacey spent a long time staring at her ass. It must be really red after all the spanking. It definitely still had the heat of damaged flesh.
When Lacey finished her inspection, she positioned Shani in front of her. What now? Shani took a step back as sudden force pushed her backwards. Lacey had placed her hands on Shani's midsection and... shoved her? It was more like a light push.
While Shani was surprised at the action, Lacey got upset. Is she... attacking me? Did I do something wrong again? Shani realized that Lacey was pouting upset, not angry upset. What is happening right now?
Shani took stock of the situation. Lacey had looked her over. Then tried to shove her. Ignoring how cute the attempt was and how cute she's being right now, What's wrong? Maybe it was the positioning? Lacey had placed her between herself and the bed. The bed? Was-was she trying to push me down? She remembered the fear that went through her when Headmistress had done the same thing the first time. Shani looked down at Lacey and instantly understood the situation. She tried to hold in the laughter that was bubbling inside her as she locked eyes with the prickly Brit. She doesn't have the leverage or strength to do it. Adorable. "Pfft."
Lacey only got more upset. "What are you laughing at? It's not my fault I'm cute and not some muscle bound gorilla like you!" Awwww. She's all defensive. Now understanding what Lacey wanted, Shani was able to deliver it. She reached down towards Lacey.
"What are you doing?" Lacey uncrossed her arms and tried to push Shani's hands away. Shani easily ignored the flailing and put her hands under Lacey's armpits. "Stop!" Shani easily lifted the Brit. "Put me down!" Ignoring her pleas, Shani backed into the bed.
She fell backwards onto it, taking Lacey with her. When Lacey was situated on top of her, she released her and awaited the next step. Only when she was face to face with the now red-faced girl did she realize she probably overstepped the boundary between dom and whore. I was so caught up in how cute she was I didn- she's definitely going to be mad at me.
Surprisingly, Lacey didn't do anything. At first at least. After glaring at her for a few seconds, Lacey relaxed. Though her face still expressed embarrassment, she turned her head and reluctantly said, "Thank you." Was that the right thing to do?
They stayed like that for a moment, Lacey on top of Shani yet not looking at her. Shani was beginning to wonder if this was all Lacey wanted before she realized there was something poking into her midsection. She still wants more? Shani was sure that both of them had nothing left in the tank after dealing with a pent up (for a single day) Professor.
When Lacey began to move, her face was once again that of the dom Shani knew. Lacey scooted down Shani's body. The movement caused one of the buttons on her blouse to scrape against Shani's bare skin. At Shani's wince Lacey sat up. "Oh, Sorry." She began fiddling with the shirt before going "fuck it."
"Stay there." Lacey quickly climbed off her and took off her clothes. With the shirt she didn't even bother undoing any more buttons, instead just pulling it off over her head like it was a t-shirt.
When naked, Shani watched as she climbed back onto the bed. Instead of returning to flat on top of her she settled near Shani's legs. Shani's heart skipped a beat when Lacey began to pry them open. Is she finally going to...?
While Lacey got in between her legs, Shani couldn't help but stare at her hard cock. It was finally happening. The moment she had been waiting for since Lacey first pushed her down. Lacey wasn't as big as Professor Mubarak, but in Shani's eyes she was plenty big. Despite the display of just how weak Lacey was to her a few moments ago, the realization of their current situation brought her back to the locker room floor. Lacey seemed impossibly big and she was so small. Powerless to deny the will and whims of the blonde woman.
Lacey lined herself up and Shani gasped. Just pressing the head up against her opening sent lightning up Shani's spine. Since the Professor took her virginity, she lacked the fear of the locker room, but because she had experience now, the sheer anticipation more than replaced it.
The mood was different than with Professor Mubarak. Of course she wanted it when Professor Mubarak... had her way with her, but with Lacey she wanted it. Had been waiting for it. With the Professor it was purely physical if you ignored all the harassment she had to go through. With Lacey, it was just as emotional as physical, at least for her. I wonder if this means as much to her. Or if it means anything at all... I am just a whore. The self-deprecation didn't hit as hard as before. The talk she had with the Professor after their first night had thrown firewood on the embers of her hope of there being anything beyond a physical relationship for her and the Englishwoman.
Shani wanted to say something to make the moment more special. "Lace-"
"Shut up." Well I guess that's tha- the feeling of deja vu that hit her only heightened the anticipation. It almost felt like they were continuing from where they left off, all those weeks ago.
Shani was expecting a gentle insertion, like she had done with Professor Mubarak. She expected Lacey to be soft and caring and to have that far off look she got when she was thinking of the Professor.
Never before had Shani been so happy to be wrong. After lining herself up and double checking the angle, Lacey slammed her hips forward, bottoming out in Shani. Shani gasped at the rough treatment and the new feeling. Professor Mubarak filled her completely, hitting everything at once. Lacey did not stretch her out, nor hit as deep. But what she lacked in widespread feeling, she made up for in accuracy. Upon entry she felt the head slide along the top of her walls, scraping a direct line over her special spot. Another difference is the hardness. Lacey felt infinitely more times harder than Professor Mubarak. Like a somehow soft and hot steel rod was inside of her.
In the seconds it took to recover from the rough entry, Shani looked into Lacey's eyes to find another surprise. She was coherent and in the moment. Not just that, she was looking into Shani's eyes with an intensity that she hadn't experienced before. Directed solely at her. The stare only intensified the feeling of heat in her pussy.
Lacey spoke through clenched teeth. "Headmistress was right. You are tight. If you weren't a broken faucet, I doubt I would have got in." The fire in her eyes intensified as she slowly pulled out before ramming herself back in. Shani let out a moan while Lacey grunted.
Shani felt hands start to explore her body. They grabbed at and squeezed her thighs, the fingers trailed up to her stomach and pushed into her, kneading her tight muscles. Then they settled on her hips as she felt them grip her waist tightly, sinking into the little amount of fat she had on her. Lacey set a quick pace, thrusting into Shani with as much force as her position would allow.
Shani would have to admit that Professor Amirah was undoubtedly better at this than Lacey would but she also knew that isn't a fair comparison. From what she understood from her first two meetings with them, the Professor always topped while that had been Lacey's first and only time inside anyone. Of course Lacey lacked the technique and skill that only practice could provide. Both Shani's pussy and heart skipped a beat. Hopefully she'll get plenty of practice.
But while Lacey lacked the technique to truly be considered "good" at being on top, the experience was in no way bad for Shani. If anything she would say that it was damn near close to how she felt with Professor Amirah. What Lacey lacked in skill she made up for in raw enthusiasm.
Lacey used her tight grip to keep up her pace, her porcelain skin glistening and blonde locks matted with sweat. She's not used to this level of physical exertion. The thought made the feeling of getting fucked by her that much more pleasurable to Shani. The fact that she would go through this much trouble for her.
Though comparing them wouldn't be fair, contrasting them provided Shani with a new level of excitement. Professor Mubarak was first and foremost, bigger than Lacey in all meanings of the word. The differences in cock girth and length provided different experiences. The Professor was taller and more filled out. When she's on top of Shani, there's a natural weight that triggers the arousal of being pinned beneath another person. Lacey was shorter and more on the lithe/petite side. Shani recognized her weight whenever they were pushed together, but it lacked the real density that made her feel trapped. And while it didn't trigger the 'trapped' response, it did trigger a more shameful response of being taken by someone half her size.
Professor Mubarak preferred the 'kill them with kindness' route, teasing her with endless compliments and praises. Lacey instead berates her, agreeing with the shameful voice in the back of her mind that constantly called her a whore.
When Professor Mubarak fucked her hard, the world shook. Shani's body, the mattress and, that second time, even Lacey moved with the force of her powerful hips. Lacey on the other hand did not manage to shake the bed much, but she shook Shani enough to get a nice rhythm of her breast bouncing.
Professor Mubarak allows, or at least makes the illusion of choice, Shani to deny, knowing she would never. Lacey not only won't take no for an answer. She didn't give time for an answer.
All of this self reflection only served to spike Shani's pleasure as she was fucked by the small woman. A mere three weeks ago she was still a blushing virgin, worried about when she would meet mister or misses right. Now she was in a polyamourous relationship comparing fucks like it's second nature. She shivered in shameful delight. I really am a whore.
Her thought process was interrupted when she felt one of the grasping hands snake towards her pussy, quickly finding and abusing her clit. Shani gasped at the sudden sensation. That, combined with the constant pushing of her internal button was driving her towards her orgasm.
Shani looked down towards Lacey. She seemed to be focusing entirely on the task at hand, mainly keeping up the pace and rubbing her clit. This was the first time Lacey had done anything outside of the meetings that didn't relate directly to her own pleasure. Well, besides the other morning...
Lacey glanced up and met Shani's questioning eyes. Shani watched her blush slightly and look away, not stopping her hand or motions. "What? I'm doing this because Headmistress will get mad again if I don't."
Shani has been with Lacey long enough to know her tells. Several of them she learned watching her make love to Professor Mubarak. Her words may be technically true... but she's lying. Shani felt her heart swell. She wants to do this. To make me feel good.
This was a brand new similarity between the two. Lacey usually treated her like an object for pleasure. Professor Mubarak saw her as a person. A person she was using for pleasure as well as someone who was fun to tease. Professor Mubarak cared about her enjoyment and liked seeing her reactions.And now Lacey was doing the same. She sees me for me.
The combination of being truly seen and the fingers mauling her clit sent Shani headfirst into ecstasy. Her vision clouded as she convulsed against Lacey, feeling herself spasm around her length. Lacey herself stopped her hips, not her hands, and waited out the orgasm for the tightness almost set her off.
When Shani came down from cloud nine she was met with a strangely warm welcome. When her vision returned she was once again staring into Lacey's eyes. Lacey looked at her with a questioning gaze and asked. "You done?"
Shani had to resist her embarrassment and the urge to hide her face. She had a feeling that unlike the persistent Professor, any pushback from her would ruin this,what she considered, monumental step in their relationship. Quietly Shani whispered. "Yes."
Then Lacey got a bit flustered. "Was... was it good? You know... for you?" The question sparked more pleasant feelings within Shani, extending and improving the afterglow of her orgasm. The embarrassment was replaced with complete contentment with the situation. At the sight of what must have been her smile Lacey quickly added, "Not because I care about some whore. It's just that Headmistress cares and... I don't want her to say I didn't... satisfy you again." Shani felt her content smile grow wider. She's lying again.
"It was incredible."
"Ok... Good." Then after a pause, "I'm going to finish now, Ok?" Shani's heart damn near stopped. Is she asking me for permission!?
"Um... yeah...Ok."
Lacey broke the awkward eye contact, instead bending herself over Shani's midsection. Because of the difference in height, Lacey's head only made it to Shani's bosom. After readjusting to her new position, Lacey wasted no time in returning to her thrusts. Unlike the full body ones, these were quick and shallow, relying solely on the motions of her hips. Lacey wrapped her arms around Shani's midsection, pulling herself as close as possible to Shani. Shani, for her part, wrapped her arms around Lacey, one of her hands rubbing her head like she had earlier that night. Lacey let out a pleased noise at her touch.
After a minute or two, Shani began to notice the signs of Lacey's climax. Her grunts were getting higher in pitch. Her body, parts inside and out of Shani, began to tremble. Her thrusts lost what little rhythm they had left. Shani tried to make it as enjoyable as possible for Lacey, trying to tighten herself down there by flexing the muscles she assumed controlled her tightness and rubbing Lacey's back and head more.
It must have worked as Lacey squeezed her harder and let out a drawn out moan. Shani felt the the warmth spread within her as she received her first creampie, hopefully first of many, from her... fuck... buddy. Whatever she was. What was important was the magical feeling she got from feeling Lacey explode inside of her. Similar yet different from the times Lacey only used her thighs. Much more intimate.
Lacey maintained her sporadic thrusts throughout the orgasm, trying to milk herself for all she was worth into Shani. When finished, she didn't even have the strength to pull out. Instead she just went limp on top of Shani. She's all tuckered out.
Shani gave it a minute for Lacey to move. When she didn't, Shani decided to move for them. She was able to kick and shuffle the sheets from under them to over them and also turn them on their sides. Shani struggled to decide what to do with the sheets, as she got both of their legs, but to cover her own torso would completely cover the blond clinging to her. Luckily Lacey herself solved that problem for her but climbing up her body until they were the top of her head was just under her sightline. Upon looking at her face, Shani could not tell if Lacey was still awake or sleeping as her eyes were closed. Lacey then reinitiated the cuddle, placing her head on Shani's chest and tickling her nose with her hair.
Shani pulled the sheets up and finally relaxed, the excitement of what had just happened not being enough to stay her need for sleep. What did keep her up for another ten minutes was realizing the position they were in. She could feel Lacey's chest rise and fall against her own and her soft breaths tickle her skin. Shani looked back to the other times they've shared a bed. She could only ever recall being the big or little spoon. This is the first time we've slept face to face. She held her breath as Lacey made a satisfied sigh and snuggled in closer.
Cafeteria, next day
Shani sat down at her usual table in a daze. As usual, she had followed Lacey to the table, and carried both of their lunches. As usual Lacey took her lunch and began eating. This morning Lacey woke up early, as usual, and left to go prepare for the day. Throughout their morning classes they interacted as they had usually had. As usual...
Shani had spent the first half of the day thinking. Thinking about the previous night and what it meant. Then thinking about the current day and what it meant. Lacey was so... passionate last night. She didn't just use me for sex. For the first time she had sex with me. And now she's back to... normal. Like it didn't happen. Shani had expected things to change somehow. But here they were, at the same table, at the same time, going through the same motions.
Shani didn't realize she was staring until Lacey addressed her. Lacey had just taken a bite of her hot dog and was mid chew when she glanced up and met Shani's eyes. She poke with her mouth still full. "What?"
"Oh. Nothing." Shani quickly looked away and started eating her own hot dog.
Lacey swallowed. "Weirdo." Shani was about to take another bite of her lunch when a nervous student approached her.
"Um... excuse me, Shani." Shani looked up at her. "Professor Mubarak said to meet her in her office, and to bring your lunch." After a confused look the girl quickly added. "She didn't say why but she looked kinda mad. I'm sorry!" Shani recognized the girl from a few of her classes. She was one of the Lacey types, the ones who stayed quiet and never got in trouble. She must be scared shitless after seeing Professor Mubarak mad.



Shani didn't know how to make her feel better. "Uh... it's not your fault?" The girl just squeaked in acknowledgement and fled back to the safety of not being in the spotlight. Shani turned towards Lacey. She seemed none too pleased that Shani had to leave. "Ummm... Sorry?" Shani got up, picked up her bag and tray, then left the cafe.
Amirah's office
Amirah waited in her office patiently for Shani to arrive. I couldn't help myself. When I say the menu I just had to. When she noticed that the lunch for the day was hotdogs, it set her mind ablaze with thoughts not appropriate for her position. She grabbed the first student she saw and sent her after Shani. She admits that she may have been a bit too zealous with the order. I think I scarred the poor girl.
The door opened and in walked her Eyani. Still beautiful as always. "Welcome, Shani."
"Good afternoon Professor Mubarak. Did I do something wrong?" I love seeing her so nervous.
Amirah walked around her desk and motioned for Shani to take her seat. "Absolutely nothing dear. Please, take a seat." As Shani followed directions, Amirah lost a little of her steam noticing that Shani had already taken a bite of the hotdog. There's still plenty left though. "I just thought it would be nice to have lunch with you."
"With me? What about Lacey?" Amirah sat on the edge of her desk, next to and facing Shani. She reached out and cupped her cheek.
"Lacey's had dinner with me before. She can miss a single lunch. Besides, this is part of the plan Shani." Instead of removing her hand, she began gently rubbing Shani's face.
"Plan?"
"The plan to get her to like you more. Think about it, we all have fun together and she considers you her toy that she lets me play with. But if we keep having meetings without her, she'll get jealous. And if she gets jealous, she'll want to hold you closer for fear of losing you." As she explained, she shifted her hand from face rubbing to scratching under Shani's chin. Her warm smile grew wider when Shani naturally tilted her head back for easier access.
"Oh. So we're just going to pretend like we're... doing things during lunch to make her jealous."
Amirah chuckled. "Oh, Eyani." Eyani tensed at the change to her pet name. Amirah used the hand to cup her face and push in her cheeks. "No one said anything about pretending."
After giving her head a small shake she released Eyani's face. She reached down to the tray and picked up the hotdog "Now, as your Headmistress I must insist you finish your lunch..." with her other hand she reached out and squeezed a breast through Shani's shirt. "You're a big girl who needs to eat, after all." She brought the hot dog up to Shani's lips. "Say 'Ahhhh'."
Shani obliged. Amirah took her time, savoring the moment as she slowly slid the hotdog into Shani's mouth. She went as far as she thought she could go, not wanting to choke the girl, and was pleasantly surprised when she got most of the remaining hotdog in. She made sure to maintain eye contact the entire time. She used her free hand to cup Shani's chin and slowly push up. "Close." Shani slowly closed her mouth, biting off the piece in her mouth. "Chew."
Shani did everything she was telling her to do without question or hesitation. Amirah was having too much fun treating her like this. She got both hands involved, running one through her hair and the other rubbing her face as the girl chewed. "Goood Girl!" The embarrassment on her face was evident, but Amirah took note of how her head seemed to lean into her hands.
Amirah gave her plenty of time to chew before cupping her chin again and tilting her head back. "We wouldn't want you to choke now would we? So I'm going to help you with this next part." While holding the girl's head up, she used her other hand to slowly massage her neck, noting all the taught tendons in it. "Swallow."
Amirah felt the food travel down Shani's throat. Her massage contained two purposes. The first was simply she, and she knew Shani liked it as well, was having a blast treating the athlete like this. The second was to feel those strong muscles flex and relax beneath her fingers. Lacey trained her well.
When Shani finished swallowing the food, Amirah cupped her face. "Open." Shani opened her mouth and Amirah inspected it for any traces of hidden food. I have to make sure my students are eating properly after all. Her gaze settled on the wet tongue that sat in the mouth. Her skirt was starting to get a bit cramped.
She repeated the process with the last bite of the hotdog, making sure to use both hands to massage the throat while it swallowed. After her second check of the mouth, Amirah couldn't help herself. She cradled Shani's head and pulled it into her stomach, holding it against her as her hands rubbed whatever parts of the head and face they could reach. Shani melted into the affection.
"Who's a good girl? Who's a good girl Shani?" Shani tensed against her as she understood the call and response.
"I-I am." Amirah pushed the head off of her and bent over so that they were eye level. She used both her hands to squeeze Shani's face.
"That's right! You are! You're a good girl!" She allowed Shani to wallow in the shame of being treated like a dog before she continued. "And good girls deserve a treat."
She could see the curiosity spark in those emerald eyes. "Treat?"
"Yes, Shani. A treat. I figured since you liked the hotdog so much, you would like another."
Professor Amirah's office
Shani had been about to ask what she meant by that until Professor Amirah grabbed her wrist and placed her hand on her lap. Shani felt something straining against the fabric. Oh.
The Professor used her other hand to keep Shani's gaze. The one on her wrist moved in slow circles, making Shani's hand caress the lump in the skirt. "So, Shani. Does the good girl want her treat?"
Shani had been about to stammer out some sort of affirmative, but she realized she needed to swallow first. The realization sent a shiver down her spine. Is my mouth watering? She instead nodded softly into the Professor's hand.
Professor Amirah shifted over on the desk, now sitting directly in front of Shani. Shani watched as she hiked up her skirt to show off the thing making a tent in her nylons. Is she not wearing underwear?
Professor Amirah noticed her confusion. "I tend to go commando nowadays. No sense in wearing panties when they'll just get stretched out at the sight of you." Professor Mubarak smirked at her. "You hear that Shani? It's your fault that your Headmistress has to walk around campus with nothing underneath her skirt. You make me break my own rules. Make me act like a bad girl. Maybe I was a bit too hasty in calling you a good one."
Amirah's Office
At the mention of her potentially rescinding her praise, Shani full-on whimpered. It took everything Amirah had to not burst into laughter and tears, so instead she let her smile grow wide to the point of pain. I don't even think she's doing it on purpose. She's too fucking cute. Not as cute as Lacey, but damn close.
Amirah looked down at herself in the nylon. She would have to get up to roll down the stockings. I'm already not wearing underwear. In for a penny, in for a pound. She reached down and used one of her nails to pinch a hole in the fabric. Then with both of her hands she tore the nylon, ripping the crotch section and freeing her erection from its prison.
She reached down and grabbed Shani's head with both hands. "Open." Shani kept her eyes locked on Amirah's cock as she followed the order. She slowly pulled the head towards her, making sure to keep a slow and steady pace. When her crown passed the threshold of Shani's lips she paused. A test.
A test that Shani passed with flying colors. Amirah felt hot air surrounding her dick but that was it. The mouth was still wide open and Shani looked up at her, awaiting further direction. Lacey trained her really well. Or did she have this in her all along? She put a bit more of herself inside before giving the command, "Close."
Slowly, she felt lips close around her shaft. As the jaw closed, she felt the heavenly feeling of a tongue on the underside of her shaft. But it was just resting there. Didn't Lacey say something about how she could do it all on her own? Let's test that claim. Amirah removed her hands from Shani's head, getting a confused look in return. "I can't just feed you every bite. You're an adult. But I can supervise to make sure you are feeding yourself properly. Now. Eat, Eyani."
Shani was better than Amirah thought. Lacey must have taught her everything she knows. Once the command was given, the once dormant mouth sprang to life. The tongue began to lick everywhere it could, at times wrapping around the shaft and even getting under the ridge of the crown. Her mouth filled with saliva, giving it a wet feel and creating sloppy sounds only the best blowjobs can make. Shani started moving her head back and forth, dragging her sealed lips along the shaft as she sucked. Amirah had to struggle a bit to not release moans that would reach outside her door for the first couple of minutes.
Amirah felt her peak rising fast, the pet play already had her pent up and the unexpected skill caught her by surprise. But she needed to get to the main act. "Shani. You can't just hold food in your mouth. You have to swallow it too."
In response to her words she felt Shani start to push further. When she reached the back of Shani's throat, Amirah was surprised to feel the lightest gag. Then she smiled. Well, as I've said before. It was Lacey that trained her. She can't quite prepare someone for the real thing. Shani seemed to struggle a bit with Amirah's length. Everytime it reached the back of her throat she hesitated, a small gag taking over. Amirah placed both hands on Shani's head, positioning to give her a little push for encouragement.
Surprisingly, Shani took the initiative and removed the hands from her head. She reached up and grabbed each of them and interlocked their fingers, holding them to their sides. Her green eyes looked up at Amirah with a silent determination that said "I can do it." Who am I to stifle the growth of my students?
It took a few more tries, but finally Amirah felt her tip breach the entrance to her esophagus and into the flexing muscles beyond. It was only the tip so far but it felt great as Amirah couldn't restrain the moan it caused.
Slowly but surely Shani bobbed her head back and forth, each venture downward taking more and more of Amirah into her throat. She almost made it all the way, but Amirah recognized that she couldn't get the last inch in and that she had reached her limit. As good as it felt, the professor within would always put her students above herself.
She gave Shani's hands a comforting squeeze and the emerald eyes looked up at her. "That's quite enough Shani. You've done a wonderful job. I don't want you to push it and hurt yourself." Amirah could tell Shani didn't want to give up. It's part of my job to help students recognize their limits. You must know your limits to overcome them.
Then she saw Shani start to concentrate, furrowing her brow in deep thought. Amirah recognized the look from the few volleyball games she attended. And the even fewer times during those games she wasn't looking at the players' asses. Shani had that face whenever she played. The concentration and drive that earned her the spot as the captain.
Ignoring Amirah's words, Shani pushed her head forward, struggling to fit in the last inch. Before Amirah could forcibly stop Shani, she felt something give and her student's nose now rested in her groin.
She felt Shani give her hands a squeeze, her eyes shining in a triumphant smile that her mouth was too preoccupied to mimic. I guess I shouldn't be surprised. The two of them always outdo my expectations.
It was obvious to Amirah that while Shani had completed her task of going all the way down, it was nonetheless a struggle to be that way. She gave Shani ample time to get adjusted to the object in her throat, feeling Shani's nostrils breathing through her womanly hair. She occasionally squeezed Shani's hands in encouragement and received squeezes back, letting her know Shani was alright. After enough time had passed, Amirah let some of her horniness take over. "You got it in. But I think you forgot to swallow dear."
She groaned when she felt Shani flex her throat muscles, each one desperately trying to swallow the cock blocking passage. "Gooooood Girl." After another swallow attempt she decided to give Shani a break. She untangled their hands and slowly lifted Shani's head. When the cock popped out of her throat, Shani herself rose the rest of the way, taking her first real breaths in minutes. "Good job, Eyani. But you still have a meal to finish." Shani still hadn't gotten her breath back but still took a deep breath, preparing to go back in before Amirah stopped her. "When you are fully ready to."
After another minute of deep breathing, Shani recovered enough to satisfy Amirah's concerns. Then she returned to the blowjob, this time ready for the feeling and alternating her bobs between a regular blowjob and taking Amirah fully down her throat. I'm surprised the noises coming from her aren't triggering her embarrassment. On the next bob all the way down, Amirah almost jumped from a new sensation. With her mouth full, Shani extended her tongue from underneath to lap at the very base of the cock and part of her balls. Or maybe he whore part has taken over so much that she can't be embarrassed.
The small break hadn't given Amirah as much stamina back as she thought as the new sensation of the tongue was starting to quickly give way to her climax. She gave Shani a warning. "Remember Eyani. Good Girls swallow their food." Without hesitation Shani once again connected her nose to Amirah's pelvis. Feeling the confines of the throat surround her cock and continue to convulse around it, sending her over the edge.
Amirah reached and placed her hands on Shani's shoulders to steady herself as the throat milked her for all she was worth while she felt the tongue underneath trying to coax out as much as possible.. About halfway through it she got an idea that drove her peak higher. Using the shoulders as leverage She pushed Shani up/off her cock until only the tip remained in her mouth. She moaned as she felt Shani's tongue now caress her sensitive head as she released the last of her cum into her awaiting mouth.
When she had stopped cumming she sat silent for a minute, the afterglow one of the best she'd ever experienced, only enhanced by the girl still suckling and licking at her tip. While she recuperated she used one hand to appreciatively rub the top of Shani's head. When she recovered enough to pull out, she kept a close eye on Shani's throat and was pleased to see no movement. She took the second to take a few tissues to clean her cock up before tucking it back onto her skirt. All while Shani patiently waited.
Then she reached back down and once again took her face in her hand. Gazing deeply into the eyes of her Eyani. "Open." As expected, Shani opened her mouth and showed Amirah the cum still in there, her tongue wading in it. "Close." Shani closed her mouth. "Make sure you savor it." She watched as slowly Shani's cheeks moved. Presumably moving the liquid around in her mouth to get the full flavor. "Swallow." She watched as Shani closed her eyes and swallowed the rest of her load, her semen joining the other half of her climax in Shani's stomach. "Open." She inspected the now clean mouth, satisfied with how she swallowed it all. "Good girl."
Amirah had been about to return the favor when she noticed the time on the clock. Shani was five minutes late to her next class. "Shit. I'll repay you later tonight." She quickly hopped off the table and stood Shani up, shoving the girl's bag into her hands. "Tell your professor you were with me and if there are any problems he can call my office. I'll return the tray. Now hurry along, off you go!" She quickly ushered Shani out of her door, giving her a pat on the bottom for encouragement and delighting at how she jumped at the contact.
Men's room, one class later
Lacey suspected something was going to happen when Shani was taken away at lunch. She became one hundred percent sure something did happen when Shani walked into class late. Again. For the second day in a row. And it pissed her off. Why didn't she invite me this time?
As soon as class let out Lacey caught Shani in the hallway, dragging her into a men's room as soon as the coast was clear. Then she pushed her into the biggest stall and locked the door behind them.
Shani panicked. She whispered "Lacey, what are you doing? If we get caught in here we'll be in big trouble."
Lacey just rolled her eyes. "Oh, shut up. No one ever uses these things. We're an all girls' school." Lacey was technically correct. These bathrooms held the specific purpose of accommodating the male relatives of potential female students when they visited the campus and it wasn't far enough into the semester where they opened up for visitors. Technically male instructors could use them as well and did, but she also knew they preferred their own faculty bathrooms.
Shani still seemed scared, now of Lacey instead of her locale. I guess my face is showing off how I feel. "Why did you bring me here?"
"What did you do with Headmistress during lunch and why were you late to class?" At that, Shani blushed.
"Is that what this is about?" She was stalling.
Lacey took a step closer, causing Shani to back against the wall."Stop stalling, Slut. You agreed to tell me everything that happened between you two so talk."
Lacey watched as Shani squirmed within her gaze, the fear being replaced by embarrassment. "She fed me the hotdog and then made me give her a blowjob." That sent Lacey down another spiral of emotions. All she wanted was a blowjob. I could have done that. She wouldn't even have needed to ask. She also noted that after explaining, Shani's gaze shifted to the side.
Lacey took more steps toward Shani until she was pinned against the wall much like in their first encounter. She reached a hand under Shani's skirt and felt her panties. Fucking soaked. "That's not all that happened." She searched for Shani's clit and when she found it she positioned her fingers on either side, threatening to pinch. "Tell me everything."
"Sh-She treated me like a dog..." Despite the hesitation and shame in her voice, Lacey felt her pussy react. She what?
"She what?"
Shani's voice started out shaky, but as she went on the shame pushed her words out louder and faster. "While she was feeding me the hotdog she kept giving me commands and I kept following them. Then she scratched me under my chin and kept rubbing my hair and-and before I knew it she was asking me 'who's a good girl' and I said that I was!"
Lacey's brain was still reeling from the shock that Headmistress chose Shani for a blowjob over her. The added bombshell of the pet play was too much for it to handle at the moment so she promptly ignored it.
"And what about the blowjob?" Surely she can't do it as well as I can. She could barely handle me.
At that question, Shani's face lit up. "I got it all in!" On her first try!?
"What?"
"I did everything you told me. I took deep breaths, I breathed through my nose, I relaxed when I pushed forward. It was still hard but I did it! Just like you said." Lacey didn't know how to feel. For some strange reason, seeing Shani so happy made her want to feel happy. But also, hearing her words she realized, I have nothing over her now. She can do everything I can do. She looked at the bust she was eye level with. And some things I can't. Then Shani's happiness came back to sting her. Something about Shani being that excited for being able to do something for Headmistress rubbed her the wrong way. It made her pissed. And the worst feeling of all, one that stoked the flames of her rage, was the arousal she felt as she envisioned them in the act. She was mad at Shani for replacing her. But she was also mad at Headmistress for replacing her. And she hated how much she enjoyed watching being replaced. Finally, there was the anger of being left out and not able to watch herself be replaced.



Lacey growled. "Get on all fours."
"What?"
"Get. On. All. Fours."
"But we're in the bathroom."
"A bathroom that no one uses. Now."
Shani followed the order she was given and got down on her hands and knees on the cold tile. "What's wrong? Lacey?"
Lacey walked around her, both her anger and arousal spilling into her words. "Since you want to be a dog so much, you're going to be treated like one." When she reached Shani's backside, she unceremoniously flipped up her skirt, exposing her ass to the open air. She roughly pulled her panties down to her thighs, growing angrier at her arousal rising from seeing the strands of her juices connected to the wet panties. So she wants to be a bitch, huh?
Lacey fished her cock out of her skirt and lined herself up with Shani's hole. Then she'll be fucked like one. She hilted herself inside their bitch, causing both of their moans to echo in the empty room.
She made it all of four thrusts. The feelings inside of her and the raw arousal she was feeling had apparently set her start directly in front of the finish line. When she recognized herself going over the edge, instead of white, her vision turned red. God damnit! No! She wanted to fuck Shani into submission. To put her bitch in her place. Instead she came after four fucking thrusts.
Lacey had far and above the most interesting orgasm of her life as she held onto her bitch and filled her. The orgasm itself was explosive due to the arousal, but never before had she hated an orgasm while it was happening. All it did was turn her hatred inwards for her own shortcomings. Of course I'm being replaced. I can't even fuck a whore properly and who needs a small girl like me when they can fuck this stacked bitch?
When the orgasm subsided, the rage remained. She remembered what Headmistress said and the bitch leaking cum in front of her. God damnit.
Men's restroom
Shani on the other hand was being assailed by confusion. Why did she drag me in here? I thought she would be happy that her training worked? Why is she so angry? Why did she cum so fast? She heard Lacey utter "Fuck!" under her breath as she pulled out. She started moving to grab some tissue to clean up or at the very least pull up her panties before Lacey barked at her.
"Stop moving!"
She was going to mention how they had a class. "But-"
"Shut up. It's your turn. And since you want to be everyone's bitch, you can cum like one." Shani felt two fingers roughly shoved into her filled snatch, the wet sound it made bounced around the tiled walls and echoed.
She felt the fingers quickly attack the points inside her that they knew she liked. She became a moaning mess as the fingers pumped and scraped in her, barely able to hold herself up. When Lacey added her second hand to play with her clit, the only reason she stayed up was because her muscles locked.
With the added stimulation she felt her orgasm rapidly approaching. A big one. She remembered her... embarrassing habit. "Lacey! St-"
Lacey only went harder and faster "No. Cum like the bitch you are."
"But the floor!"
"I don't remember bitches being able to talk. Nor did I ever ask what you wanted. Now cum, we have class."
The aggression in her tone sent Shani off. While she squeezed around the fingers inside of her, she felt something come out of her. The noise penetrated her mind through the pleasure. The only things that existed for several moments were the pleasure spreading around her body and the unmistakable sound of liquid splashing on a tile floor.
When she was done, Lacey pulled out her fingers and presented them to Shani's face. "Lick them clean." Shani did as she was instructed, tasting herself and Lacey's cum as she cleaned. When she was finished, Lacey got up and presented her dick for her to do the same. I got my job back. That's a good sign, right? She thought as she performed the cleanup blowjob.
After that, Lacey fixed her clothes and grabbed her bag before turning to Shani, who was still on all fours. "The fuck are you waiting for? We have to get to class."
Shani looked over her shoulder behind her. Wow. That's a lot. There was a huge puddle on the floor, spreading before her eyes. "We have to clean this."
"No we don't. No one uses this bathroom and someone will clean it eventually. We have class so get up." As Shani followed Lacey out of the bathroom, she muttered a silent apology for whoever had to clean up her mess.
Headmistress' classroom, later
Lacey entered the classroom first again, eager to get started. She may not have gotten what she wanted yesterday, but she was sure today would be different. Today Headmistress would fuck her.
"Lacey, Shani, come in. How was your day?" Headmistress already had everything set up and joined them in undressing.
Lacey answered. "It was fine. Classes were boring."
Hurt in her voice. "Even mine?"
Lacey backpedaled. "Oh! No, not yours. Yours is always good."
Her playful smile reared its head. "Thank you, Ameli. What about you Shani?"
"M-my day was fine."
"That's good to hear." She waited for a beat. "Did you enjoy your lunch Lacey? I know Shani did." Lacey saw the two of them share a knowing look before the kind eyes landed on her.
"It was normal." Lacey thought about what they had done without her. The arousal returned, and the anger came with it. She finished first and waited very impatiently for the others to finish. She stood confidently with her hands on her hips in front of Headmistress.
When Headmistress finished undressing she looked down at Lacey. Lacey looked up at her, trying to give her the most obvious 'fuck me' eyes ever given. Come one. Do it! You know you want to.When Headmistress took a step towards her she thought she had conveyed the message. That was before she leaned down and placed a soft kiss on Lacey's forehead. "Look at you. Always so eager." She pulled Lacey into a soft embrace. "I love you, Ameli."
Lacey was at a loss for words. "I-uh... I love you too, Headmistress."
Headmistress squeezed her tighter. "You don't sound very sure Lacey. Did you perhaps find someone else?" Lacey was so panicked by the implication that she didn't love Headmistress that she missed the emphasis on the last word.
She quickly returned the hug. "No! No, I love you."
Headmistress chuckled. "I know you do." Headmistress broke off the hug. "I'm going to need you to be patient for a moment. I owe Shani a favor." Of course you do. She turned towards the bigger girl before quickly turning back towards Lacey. "Actually, it would be rude to leave you out. Remember your first lesson Lacey?"
Lacey didn't understand. "You want me to use my hands on you while you play with Shani?"
"No, no. I meant your first lesson." Her eyes lit up. "Oh! Story time." She turned towards Shani who had been waiting politely for them to finish their conversation. Headmistress turned towards her with such energy that Shani flinched. "Did Lacey ever tell you how these lessons started?"
Oh god please. "Headmistress I don't thin-"
"Shhh. I asked her a question, Lacey. Did she, Shani?"
"No..."
"Gather around girls!" Headmistress sat down on the mattress, gesturing to both of them. She sat cross with her legs open, guiding Lacey to sit in between them with her back to her front. She then instructed Shani to sit opposite them. When situated, Lacey felt Headmistress' arms wrap around her midsection and her chin on her shoulder.
"The first time we had a lesson was because I caught this little cutie here," Lacey felt herself get squeezed, "touching herself in this very classroom."
Lacey had been avoiding looking at the slut in front of her, but the shocked gasp forced her to look. The way the slut looked at her in disbelief, hand covering her mouth, caused her already red face to deepen in color. She was sure she could feel it down to her chest.
Headmistress continued. "And when I walked in, I couldn't help myself. I just had to see her finish. You understand, right Shani?" Lacey saw the slut simply nod her head. Lacey felt herself squeezed again and Headmistress' mouth barely a centimeter from her ear. "Ameli, would you give Shani here a demonstration? I'm certain she wants to see it, I know I do."
Lacey was hesitant. She didn't want to embarrass herself in front of Shani, lest she lose her position above her. But out of sheer proximity to Headmistress, the sensuality in her words, Lacey could feel herself throb even harder. She watched Shani's eyes move from her own, down to it.
Headmistress spoke into her ear while she moved. Lacey felt something hard on her lower back. Headmistress' hand moved down Lacey's body, grabbing Lacey's wrist. Lacey felt her hand moved until her palm was upward. With her other hand Headmistress grabbed a bottle of body oil and poured some into Lacey's palm. Then she moved the hand again until Lacey was gripping her own shaft. When Lacey didn't begin on her own, Headmistress encouraged by moving the wrist up and down, manipulating Lacey's hand to give herself a few strokes.
"Please, Ameli? It's been so long since you've sent me any homework."
"Homework?"
"Yes, Shani. Homework. Lacey used to send me these wonderful little videos of her touching herself. A bit of her I can use to carry myself over in those long nights without her beside me." Lacey was squeezed once again. Headmistress whispered to her. "Please, Ameli. Show us just how wonderful you are."
Lacey felt something she hadn't felt in a long time. She spent all her time being Shani's superior. She pretended often that she was Headmistress' equal in their relationship. The story reminded herself of where they began. With her on her knees before her idol. The same need to please from then returned, awakening from its hibernation, easily beating out the embarrassment of Shani's gaze. If that's what she wants. I'll do it for her.
Lacey began moving her hand on her own, focusing on nothing by the feelings she gave herself, the feeling of Headmistress pressed against her, and the pleased noise that Headmistress released into her ear. "Thank you, Ameli."
Lacey discovered that Headmistress did not plan to be entirely passive during this act. Her hands never touched the cock directly, but while Lacey stroked, hands explored her body. Old friends returning to their old stomping grounds. She felt fingernails graze the places Headmistress knew would get the biggest reaction from her. Hands gripped and squeezed her sensitive breasts. Headmistress herself whispered quiet encouragement into Lacey's ear, at times simply letting out low moans to match Lacey's own. Lacey barely held on when her mouth got involved, kissing up and down her shoulder and neck.
Headmistress recognized Lacey approaching her peak. She knows me inside and out. "Shani." Lacey opened her eyes to see the other girl shocked into focusing her eyes on the face over Lacey's shoulder. "When we did this before Lacey made a big mess all over the floor that we had to clean up. As much as I would like to have a repeat of that, I think she has a more interesting canvas to paint."
Shani sat cross legged in front of the two women. Lacey watched as she recognized what must have been an intense stare coming from Headmistress. Then she saw the thoughts click into place and Shani blushed a bit, realizing the canvas was her. Headmistress turned her attention back to Lacey, increasing her encouragement.
"Come on Ameli. Paint her however you choose. Maybe you'll aim for her breasts. Plenty of space to work with there. Or maybe you'll thread the needle, covering her pretty pussy with an amazing shot that only you could make. If you cum hard enough you might even reach her face. Wouldn't that be nice? To see those big, green eyes staring at you. Surrounded by your cum?"
Despite having done all of these things already, having Headmistress narrate the possibilities to her was exhilarating. When she went over the edge, Headmistress simply held her tight, keeping her body as upright as possible.
Lacey knew this would be a big one when the first shot left her cock, coming out with a velocity she didn't know it could have. Her vision blurred and there was nothing in existence but the feeling of cum escaping her dick and the sound of Headmistress' breath in her ear.
When she recovered her sight, she looked at an absolutely covered Shani. Several strands adorned her face while several more left a trail down her body, the weakest still making it to her pelvis to drip down onto her mound.
"Good job Lacey! I should have known you would have chosen all of the above. You always did like to show off just how amazing you are." She felt Headmistress kiss her on the cheek before rising. "Now, let's get this canvas cleaned up."
Headmistress' classroom, seven minutes later
Lacey had watched what Headmistress meant by 'cleaning.' She watched Headmistress push Shani down and climb atop her, making sure to disturb her 'art' as little as possible. Then she leaned down and began the cleaning process.
Lacey watched as Headmistress used her tongue to lick up every drop of cum from Shani's face, even going over the spots she knew were clean, just to mess with Shani as she tensed and shivered under the tongue bath. She watched Headmistress take her time, the path following the path of cum as she sank lower and lower until she sat perched on her knees, bent over and eating Shani out with the excuse of 'having to make sure none got inside.'
Lacey felt like she was in limbo. Watching the display, Lacey felt the usual arousal, but not the anger. She didn't feel any of the confidence or fire that was within her. She had reverted back to the old Lacey, the one that wanted approval instead of the one who knew she had it. The display turned her on to no end, but it also saddened and panicked her.
She rose from her spot and went to Headmistress' side, nudging her shoulder weakly. Headmistress paused her devouring of Shani to look up at Lacey. Lacey let out a whine, too focused on Headmistress to care about showing weakness in front of her slut. She pleaded with her eyes. Pay attention to meeeee.
Headmistress simply laughed, raising up and pulling Lacey close and placing a kiss on her forehead. "Is someone feeling left out?" Lacey simply nodded into her chest. "Don't feel that way Ameli. There'll always be a place for you here." That comment alone almost made Lacey blow her load right then and there. "My mouth and hands may be occupied, but there's a vacancy around back, if you know what I mean."
With that, Headmistress released Lacey and turned her towards her rear. After giving it a little squeeze that pulled a squeak from the Brit, she pushed Lacey from her buttocks towards her back while she returned to going down on Shani.
When Lacey finished getting behind Headmistress, she watched as the professor reached back and spread her cheeks with one hand, exposing her dripping hole to Lacey. This would be the point where present Lacey would line herself up and fuck Headmistress. But Present Lacey was on break. Past Lacey could not imagine doing something as bold as that. My job is to please her. So Lacey got down on her knees behind her goddess, using both hands to spread her cheeks. With knowledge stolen from present Lacey, old Lacey leaned forward and began to please Headmistress' folds.
Amirah's classroom, minutes later
Amirah was pleasantly surprised when she felt a tongue instead of Lacey's dick on her lower lips. Seems like she's gotten better. Amirah enjoyed the sensations until she felt Shani cum, wetness splashing her face.
She smiled as she raised her head and liked her lips while looking Shani in the eyes. "Delicious." She let out a moan from Lacey's actions. She felt a small frustration growing. Her cock hung below her, aching and begging for attention but Lacey was focused on her womanly bits. She didn't get much action on her pussy and for good reason. She preferred using her cock. It'd be a waste, it being so big and all.
Amirah created an idea for a bonding exercise. A way to get her cock to cum and promote solidarity between the girls. She removed herself from Lacey's grasp. She sat the two curious girls kneeling next to each other, leaving just enough room for her to lay down between them.
"I think it's about time you two developed some teamwork." She gestured to her cock standing between them. "You two will work together. Using only your mouths, pleasure me."
Amirah watched both of the girls look at each other, then down.
Professor Amirah's classroom
Shani looked back up at Lacey and was met with a glare. Not the usual pouting glare, or the sexy angry glare, or even the bullying glare. It was a glare that she sensed real animosity from. She's been acting differently since she jerked off... on me.
Shani watched as Lacey kept direct eye contact, daring her to do something as she opened her mouth and engulfed Professor Amirah's cock with ease, going all the way down to the hilt. Not a single gag or anything. After a second of staring Shani down, Lacey closed her eyes, beginning to bob up and down after staking her claim.
Shani didn't know what to do so she looked over to Professor Amirah for instructions. Professor Amirah gave her a reassuring look in between all the moaning from the blowjob. She reached down and rubbed Lacey's head. Then softly, but firmly, she got a grip on the golden locks and pulled Lacey off. Lacey for her part struggled slightly, surprising both Shani and the Professor. She gave slight resistance to her hair being pulled and every inch that left her mouth was punctuated by a whining groan. When she was completely off, she made a noise that threatened to break Shani's heart with how sad it was.
"Lacey. I know you're eager, but this was a lesson in teamwork. That means you have to share."
Amirah's classroom
Amirah grew annoyed with the blowjob and how slowly it had progressed. After her reminder, Lacey immediately went back to selfishly taking her dick for herself. Instead she opted for 'guided study.' She kept her grip on Lacey's hair to control where she was allowed to go and for how long. Seeing that Lacey was properly under control, Shani was able to meekly help. Though she tried to work as far from Lacey's face as possible.
It took ten minutes, way longer than Amirah thought it should have, but she finally felt her core start to tighten. She had one final test for Lacey. She used her free hand to gently push Shani away. Then she released Lacey's hair. Like a moth to a flame, Lacey was on her in an instant. She moaned salaciously when her mouth recognized the signs of Amirah's orgasm.
Resisting the urge to relax into her orgasm, Amirah pushed through to bark a final order. "Take it in your mouth. Don't...ngh...swallow." Lacey followed the command instantly, raising up to only keep her tip in her mouth and moaning when she got her reward. Confident that Lacey wouldn't directly disobey her, Amirah groaned, relaxing on the mattress and enjoying the orgasm to the fullest. It's been too long since I've had her suck me off.
After completing her rapture, she pulled Lacey off of her cock, her overzealous mouth still stimulating the over sensitive cock. She sat up, now sitting fully between the two of them. "Open." Lacey proudly showed Amirah her catch. "Close." Lacey closed her mouth and Amirah saw the beginnings of a swallow. "Don't swallow!" Lacey jumped at the command, luckily not swallowing in her fear.



"Now." She pulled Lacey towards Shani. "Share." Instantly Lacey's eyes met Amirah's. For half a heartbeat she thought Lacey was going to say no. Instead she got a look that displayed extreme displeasure and reluctance. "Share."
Her face showing obvious displeasure, Lacey leaned across Amirah and grabbed Shan's head. She positioned it so that Shani's head was under hers, as if to baby bird it. Amirah grabbed both of their heads, raising Shani's and lowering Lacey's until they were even. "No. Share it properly."
Lacey sent her another look, shifting from displeasure to pleading, begging her headmistress to not make her do this. She wanted Shani here, so she's her responsibility. Amirah stayed strong and gave back her professional look while nudging Lacey forward.
Lacey submitted, closing her eyes tightly as her lips met Shani's as if this was the worst thing to ever happen to her and she wanted to get it over with. Amirah watched their mouths closely, expecting Lacey to pull something. As expected, she saw Lacey's cheeks barely move, a reservoir of cum still in her mouth. She turned up her stern voice. "Share all of it." With more reluctance she watched as Lacey hollowed out her cheeks, sharing all of it with Shani. "Was that so hard?"
At the question Lacey attempted to pull away from the kiss but Amirah kept her hand firm. "You just gave it to her. I said to share. Shani?" As prompted, she watched Shani return the payload into Lacey's mouth.
She made them 'share' for another minute before allowing them to each swallow their respective portion and separate. Something's wrong. She had expected the resistance to sharing. But she had not expected the resistance to Shani. She figured it would be like previous times where after the initial kiss, she would willingly participate. But the entire time she held them together Lacey seemed to hate it. And now that they were separated she seemed legitimately upset. She could see angry tears start to well up in her eyes.
Going for damage control, Amirah grabbed Lacey, pulling her into a tight hug and laying down, hoping to calm her with her mere presence. "It's OK, Ameli. It's OK." Together they laid there, Lacey clinging to Amirah while she took deep, shaky breaths. Amirah tried to understand what was wrong but nothing she thought of made sense. She had noticed Lacey's shift to an older version after the masturbation, recognizing the meek way she asked to be involved. But it never occurred to her how old Lacey would react to dealing with someone else.
After a few minutes, Amirah relaxed, feeling Lacey herself unwind in her arms. Her breathing became more even. Through still not back to normal, Amirah found it to be a good sign when she recognized a familiar movement. Lacey was rubbing herself against her.
Amirah raised her head and gave Shani an apologetic look. Shani returned a confused one and they had a silent conversation with their eyes. Shani was obviously inquiring about Lacey and Amirah admitted with a look that she didn't know. She then shot Shani a look that asked her to wait a little longer and Shani gave a nod, clearly more worried about Lacey than her own involvement in the threesome. She's such a good girl.
A mewl from Lacey returned her to the situation at hand. Amirah effortlessly rolled on top of Lacey, having to resist the urge to kiss the girl beneath her. Lacey recognized the act and opened her legs, allowing easy access. Hoping to make Lacey feel better, Amirah made love to her twice.
Afterwards she gave Shani a quick fuck and apologized for the lack of attention on her. Shani again seemed to not mind the situation, only inquiring about Lacey's wellbeing.
After she was done with Shani, Amirah called it for the night, sending them on their way. Maybe she'll be better in the morning.
Shani's dorm, hallway
Shani suppressed a moan as she attempted to walk the final steps to her door. Lacey was acting weird again. After they left the classroom, Shani hesitantly asked Lacry if she was OK. In response Lacey told her to shut up, giving Shani hope that she was back to normal. And then she immediately pushed Shani against the wall, feeling her up and pressing into her with a passion. She covered her mouth after a loud moan escaped her lips when Lacey shoved her hand under her skirt. She heard the moan echo down the hallways, and she panicked.
It took a good amount of begging from Shani to convince Lacey to wait until they got back to her room. Even then, despite agreeing, Lacey spent most of the walk back with her hand still up Shani's skirt, pinching and squeezing her ass as they walked, taking obvious pleasure in Shani trying to hold it together while in public.
What's gotten into her? Shani had watched Professor Mubarak have sex with Lacey. Despite the slow, gentle motions, both of them were left breathless at the end. Their eyes never left each other's as they made love. Lacey even stayed down, resting softly while the Professor turned her attention to Shani. I thought she was done.
Getting to her door, Shani went about unlocking it and had to suppress a moan when Lacey's hand slipped around her front, rubbing her clit through her panties. Barely getting the door unlocked, she felt herself pushed inside and heard the door close and lock behind Lacey.
Slut's room
Lacey was pent up. Now back to her old (current) self, she felt the same dissatisfaction she had the night before. Headmistress gave her the attention she wanted, but not the treatment. She wanted to be fucked, not made love to. Pounded into the mattress until she couldn't feel her lower half. After dragging Shani to the bed, she opted to just pull off the slut's panties, not patient enough to wait for her to strip.
As she felt the familiar warmth of Shani's pussy when she thrusted in, she thought to herself, Why won't she just fuck me!? If I can't get it from her, I guess I'll have to use the slut again.
Much like the night before, Lacey poured three loads into Shani, each one punctuated by a roar of pleasure that made Shani worry about the neighbors. And of course she showed the same passion in making Shani cum an equal amount of times. It wouldn't be fair to her otherwise. Both girls passed out still dressed in their sweat soaked uniforms, Lacey squeezing Shani possessively as the smaller girl played the big spoon.
Cafeteria, 3rd day
As she expected, Headmistress sent another messenger to come and collect Shani. This time, Lacey was prepared.
When the girl told them that Headmistress wanted to meet with Shani, Lacey simply stood and said. "No."
Startled, the messenger tried to rebuttal, "But the Professor sai-"
"I know what she said." She gave Shani a look that told her to stay put as she gathered her things. "I'll go." Without giving either girl a chance to respond, she began walking out of the cafe, the messenger following behind.
Headmistress' office
Lacey arrived and knocked on the door.
"You may enter." Lacey strode into the room, noting the mild surprise on Headmistress' face when she saw her. "Lacey?" She turned her gaze to the messenger.
Immediately the messenger started to spout what happened in fear of getting in trouble. "I'm sorry. I told them that you wanted Shani but she wouldn't listen an-"
Headmistress silenced her by holding up a finger. "I understand the situation. You are dismissed." She turned her eyes back to Lacey. "I'll deal with this myself." The messenger quickly left, taking the escape route gift wrapped for her. Headmistress leaned back in her chair, relaxing. "Miss Cambell, for what do I owe this pleasant surprise? I'm almost certain I sent for Miss Almasi."
Lacey strode across the office, making her way around the desk. "I know. I just figured you might enjoy something of a better quality than that low class whore." Lacey leaned on the edge of the desk.
She saw a smirk grow on Headmistress' face. "That's not very kind of you Lacey. I believe I made it a point in your teachings to respect your fellow ladies, no matter their flaws." Seeing the confident smile, Lacey felt herself rise to full mast very quickly. It's what she came here for.
There's no way she could resist this. That morning Lacey remembered their last encounter in her office. It was when Headmistress took her the hardest. She was hoping for a recreation. She lifted her skirt, showing off her throbbing cock to Headmistress and smiling with the same confidence she had the first time.
Headmistress's smile grew wider as she stood from her seat. Yes. She guided Lacey over to her, moving her to the center of the desk. Lacey's breath caught in her throat. Yes. She felt hands grab her ass, lifting her so that she fully sat on the desk. Yesssss. Headmistress moved in closer, standing fully between Lacey's legs. She moved a hand down and softly caressed Lacey's dick with her fingertips, drawing a heated moan from the girl.
"Lacey, what is this?"
Lacey played along. "An erection."
"And why might I ask, do you have an erection in my office? That's very inappropriate young Lady." She fully gripped Lacey's shaft.
"It's not my fault."
"Oh really? Then who's fault is it?"
"I just thought of you and it got like this."
"Could you be insinuating that your lack of etiquette is because of me? The person whose entire job is to teach you etiquette?"
"No..."
Headmistress pressed closer against Lacey, allowing her to feel the bulge in her skirt. "Good. It wouldn't do to have one of my students excusing their own mistakes. Now then, as Headmistress, I can't simply allow you to walk around with this obscene thing. It'll distract the other students, and I know from personal experience just how distracting it can be to the owner." Her voice became more sultry. "Allow me to handle it."
Lacey awaited the feeling of getting pushed down and taken. Instead she watched Headmistress sink to her knees in front of her and take her into her mouth.
Headmistress' office, later
Headmistress was laid across Lacey's back, nibbling on her ear as Lacey moaned under her. After making Lacey cum with her mouth, she had bent Lacey over the desk like she had wanted. She could feel Headmistress' hard cock on her lower back. Unlike how she wanted though, instead of being balls deep inside of her, Headmistress simply rested on top of her, using her hand to slowly stroke Lacey downward.
Unable to resist again, Lacey shuddered as she came for the fourth time, hearing the sound of her load joining the others in the trash can Headmistress placed beneath her to catch her releases. Headmistress continued her slow and methodical strokes.
Headmistress moaned into her ear. "Mmm. For someone so small, you sure do produce a lot of cum. Are you satisfied now Ameli? Or should I wring a few more out of you.?" Lacey couldn't respond while still experiencing her orgasm but her body answered for her. She felt herself getting soft in Headmistress' hand. "I guess you're finally empty," her voice purred in Lacey's ear. "Hopefully you refill enough for tonight."
With that, the weight of Headmistress left her back. Lacey stayed bent over the desk, recovering from her ecstasy as well as internally lamenting about not getting what she needed. She moaned when she felt Headmistress take a tissue and began rubbing her soft cock, cleaning it. After she was done, she felt both of Headmistress' hands on her ass, each one rubbing a cheek. A small part of Lacey's brain sparked hope that she would then spread them and fuck her, but instead she simply patted her backside and said "Come on. Up. Up. Time for class Lacey."
In her post orgasm/sexually frustrated daze, Lacey's rest of the day was a blur. One second Headmistress was kissing her forehead before she left the office, then she blinked and she was sitting in her last class, people all around her gathering their things and leaving the class. She had never felt motions this conflicted. Her body was telling her that she was satisfied, but her mind didn't agree.
Amirah's classroom
After milking her precious little girl at lunch, Amirah spent the rest of her day thinking about how to mess with Shani. It was really fun to do and it turned both of them on. She didn't think of anything, but she did remember something Lacey blurted out during their first time. She does have nice breasts.
When everything was set up and everyone was undressed, she pulled up a chair and made Shani kneel in front of it. She went to her desk and grabbed the bottle of body oil she kept in the drawer. Then she returned to the seat.
"Lacey, bring that sweet little ass over here." Lacey scampered over, obviously eager for whatever she had planned. Amirah palmed Lacey's ass, giving it a few squeezes while she handed Lacey the bottle. She noticed Lacey's hard cock in front of her, bouncing with how hard it was throbbing. "You seem to have recovered. Be a doll and spread some of that on my cock will you?"
Happily, Lacey dropped to her knees next to Shani, slathering her hands in oil and spreading it on Amirah's cock. Amirah had to stop her once it was covered, lest Lacey do her job a little too well and make Amirah cum. "Thank you. Now, please spread it on Shani's chest."
Lacey looked up at her questioningly. Amirah gave her some incentive. "If you do, I'll use the oil on you later." Making up her mind, Lacey started to softly rub the oil onto Shani's chest as Amirah watched. "That's it. Nice and slow."
Amirah gripped her lubed cock, giving herself long, slow strokes as she watched the girls perform for her. Her voice turned sultry as she got off on the situation. Two beautiful young ladies touching each other for my amusement. Now I get how those stereotypical old bastards feel. "Lacey, make sure to get every nook and cranny." She had to make sure to keep her strokes soft. The sight of Lacey massaging Shani's breasts was very arousing.
When finished, Lacey pulled away and both girls looked up for further instructions. Instead of looking at their eyes, Amirah's own gaze was locked on the glistening brown breasts before her.
"Come here Shani." Shani shuffled forward until she was kneeling directly in front of Amirah. "Lacey tells me you give a good boobjob. Is that true?" She smiled at the embarrassment on Shani's face, not stopping her slow strokes.
"I-I try." That drew a bark of laughter from Amirah. I didn't think that would be the response! This girl is fun.
"We'll I think it's about time I found out, don't you?" Shani nodded. Amirah removed her hand from her cock and reclined in the chair, giving Shani plenty of room. She watched as the shy girl inched forward, then took her own breasts and wrapped them around her cock. Amirah let out a loud moan, encouraging her to continue.
After a slow start, Shani got over her embarrassment and moved into a nice rhythm of pumping Amirah's cock with her breasts. If it were anyone else, Amirah would have sat back and enjoyed it. But this wasn't just anyone. This was her Eyani. And she seemed a little too comfortable at the moment, concentrating solely on the boob job. Can't have her getting complacent now can we?
Headmistress' Classroom
Lacey sat off to the side and watched the boob job, focusing on how Headmistress moaned and writhed in her seat while Shani worked. She watched as Headmistress stared at Shani for a minute before allowing a warm smile to appear on her face.
"Hello, Shani."
Shani seemed startled by being addressed, jarring her out of her zone. She slowed down as she responded. "Um... Hi."
"I didn't say you could stop." Shani quickly tried to go back to her previous rhythm, obviously more conscious of what she was doing. "Shani."
Once again, Shani hesitated to look up towards Headmistress, this time making sure not to stop her movements. "Yes?"
"How was your day, Shani? Did you learn anything new in your classes today?" At the mundane question Lacey understood her deal. She's fucking with her again. Shani seemed to realize it as well, or at the very least it had the desired effect. She seemed confused and embarrassed. Her face screamed 'why are you asking me this now?'
Shani ventured an answer, her voice soft. "Today was fine. It was mostly review."
"That's good." Headmistress let the conversation die down for only a minute before going, "Shani."
"Yes?"
Headmistress reached her hand down and placed it on Shani's head, brushing it through her short hair. "You are very pretty Shani." Lacey had to admit, even through her jealousy, that it was a genius play. The very nature of a boob job gave Headmistress a close and clean shot of her face. And while performing it Shani could not escape, let alone use her hands to hide. The best she could do was turn her head to the side.
"Th-thank you Professor."
"Shani. What did I ask you to call me when we're together?" She moved her hand to caress her face.
"Oh, right. Thank you, Amirah."
"You are very welcome Shani. I do like pretty girls. Speaking of which, Lacey, come here." Surprised to be included, Lacey excitedly moved over, standing next to Headmistress. Headmistress reached out her free hand to caress Lacey's face as well. "My two beautiful girls."
Lacey watched as Headmistress removed both her hands, picking up the oil next to the chair and pouring some into one hand. "I promised you a reward Lacey." She reached up and slathered Lacey's throbbing cock in the oil.
Replacing her dry hand on Shani's head, Headmistress took Lacey's dick and began giving it slow strokes, causing Lacey to release a moan. "I've done it to you plenty of times. I think it's only fair that you paint my chest too.
The next few minutes were, as usual, slow. Headmistress and Lacey each let out gentle moans as they each were pumped. Lacey let out a surprised gasp when Headmistress leaned forward and licked her stomach. "You taste delightful."
Throwing in a few more licks, Lacey came undone when Headmistress traced her belly button in slow circles. Feeling her orgasm start, Headmistress positioned Lacey's cock above her chest. As Lacey shivered on her feet, Headmistress coaxed the slow stream to drip onto her, making sure to point Lacey's cock to cover as much as possible. When she was finished, she leaned in and gave Lacey's sensitive tip a kiss, causing her to release another groan. She used the hand that once held Lacey's cock to now hold her hand.
Then Headmistress returned her full attention to the boob job, Lacey recognizing the beginning of her own climax. "You were right. She's good. Maybe I should give you one of these." Then she addressed Shani again "I'm close, Eyani. Don't stop."
Lacey watched Headmistress closed her eyes and leaned her head back as she came. She felt Headmistress squeeze her hand as she watched the cock still between Shani's breasts began to squirt its semen.
The moment seemed to last forever. It reminded Lacey just how hot it was to see her role model orgasm. Seeing Headmistress lost in the pleasure felt so good. She watched her face contort as her mouth opened to release sweet moans. Her stomach muscles flexed as she released copious amounts of semen on Shani's chest as the boobs continued to milk her. And the hand squeezing Lacey's was the best part. Feeling her squeeze her hand during orgasm made Lacey feel like she was a part of it, despite not being the one to make her cum.
And then time slowed further when Headmistress stopped cumming. As she watched Headmistress come down from her orgasm, a feeling of déjà vu all but punched her in the gut. Why? The mood felt different, yet wholly familiar. Some part of her knew what was about to happen before it even started.



In slow motion, Headmistress opened her eyes towards the ceiling, a warm smile on her face. She let go of Lacey's hand as she lowered her head. Lacey watched as she looked down towards the slut. Some part of her, something deep inside of her didn't want to see this. But other parts of her made her look, hoping that that part was wrong.
Lacey's eyes traced the movements of Headmistress' hand as it reached down. It cupped Shani's cheek after brushing strands of hair behind her ear. Lacey watched the two of them look deeply into each other's eyes, sharing a moment that she knew well. It made Lacey's heart skip a beat, though she wasn't sure if that was a good or bad thing.
She watched Headmistress cupped Shani's cheek, look down at her, and go-
"Thank you, Miss Almasi."
Shani's room
Shani opened the door to her room and let Lacey in. Lacey had been pretty quiet since they left the classroom. In fact, she had noticed Lacey being quiet through the rest of the session. Even when Professor Mubarak made love to her.
When Shani asked in the hallway, Lacey just said she was tired. Shani got undressed, expecting another session with Lacey like they had done the past two days. She tried not to appear too eager as she undressed. She really liked Lacey and these after session sessions almost felt better than the threesomes. They definitely meant more to her.
Lacey also stripped. When they were both naked she dragged Shani to bed, slower than usual. Instead of climbing on top of Shani, Lacey simply climbed into bed and pulled Shani in with her. With a sigh that Shani detected hints of sadness in, Lacey snuggled in close, resting her head on Shani's bust, and drifted off to sleep. I guess she really was tired.
Shani's room, early morning.
Shani was roused from her sleep by Lacey. Or more specifically, Lacey's dick. Lacey's upper body was still where she left it, leaning against her, but her lower half was making slight thrusts against Shani's lower abs. I guess she's still pent up. We did miss our after session.
Surprisingly, Shani discovered that this wasn't Lacey's aggressive way of waking her up. The Brit was still asleep herself, clutching Shani. Her face was in a slight grimace, as if frustrated. It would be a shame to wake her.
Wriggling her outside arm free, she gathered enough spit in her mouth and dripped it into her palm. As she moved her hand down she once again was surprised with how natural doing sexual things felt. Watching Lacey's sleeping face, she took the hand and began lubing it up. Instantly Lacey gripped her tighter and sent a harder thrust into the hand, her body finding a hint of the pleasure it sought and wanting more. Lacey let out a desperate moan. Shani felt a wave of warmth fill her. She'd only seen Lacey get like this with Professor Mubarak, so it gave her a sense of happiness that she could care for her potential girlfriend the same way.
Shani added her second hand to the mix. Because of Lacey's gentle yet desperate thrusting, she opted to cup her hands, creating a sleeve for Lacey to fuck. Once in positions, Lacey let out an appreciative moan as she went about fucking Shani's hands.
While Lacey's lower half worked, Shani got a front row seat of all the adorable faces Lacey made while she humped her. An unfamiliar boldness filled Shani as she looked at her sleeping lover. I think she wouldn't mind. Much like she'd seen Professor Mubarak do, Shani leaned her neck forward, placing a soft kiss on her brow.
At the kiss, Lacey let out a mewl into Shani's chest and Shani felt her tremble in her hands. Then she felt warmth on her stomach as Lacey came, still thrusting into her hands to get as much pleasure as possible.
After Lacey finished, Shani removed her hands. Not knowing what to do, she just whipped them on the sheets, pledging to do laundry in the morning. Before she could drift back to sleep, she felt it again. Lacey was still hard, this time thrusting harder against Shani. She's insatiable.
Shani considered using her hands again, but when she touched Lacey's slimy dick, she figured it had a good amount of lube on it. She very gently applied some of her strength to break Lacey's grip on her. Lacey immediately started making desperate noises and Shani thought she might wake up if she was away for too long. Quickly Shani shifted upward on the bed, then allowed Lacey to latch back onto her. With the new positions, Lacey was low enough down her body to slide her dick between Shani's thighs at the cost of her face resting directly in Shani's bust instead of on it.
Lacey didn't seem to mind though. When she recognized the feeling on her face, her mouth immediately sought out one of Shani's nipples, her tongue urging the nub to stiffness while she sucked. The bigger reaction was when Lacey went back to thrusting. On her first new one, she felt Shani's thigh brush her tip. Groaning around the tit in her mouth, Lacey's hips shot forward, burying her length between Shani's legs and letting out a satisfied sigh.
For her part, Shani grew even bolder. Her bottom arm curled around to cradle Lacey's head against her bosom, brushing through her hair as she sucked. Her outer arm reached down and around Lacey's waist, slowly massaging and gripping one of her ass cheeks. She even applied occasional pressure, helping and encouraging Lacey's thrust.
After another minute, Shani began to recognize the signs. Lacey's moans became more and more urgent. Her thrusts became more frequent and forceful and she could feel the girl quaking against her.
In an act of pure hubris, Shani took a risk. She remembered what Headmistress had told her. That somewhere in there, Lacey cared about her the same way Shani liked her. If she's right, then this should work... Shani waited until she could guess the moment Lacey went over the edge or just about. She leaned in, and whispered in Lacey's ear. "Good girl."
It worked better than she could have ever imagined. At the trigger phrase, Lacey locked up against her, bottoming out in her hips. Feeling Lacey's dick pulse against her legs, Shani felt the warmth shoot out with double the force of the first time. And it felt like a much higher amount.
Lacey rode out this orgasm with shallow thrusts into Shani's thighs as she unleashed her torrent. When finished, Shani felt Lacey fully relaxed into her, All parts of her going limp in her embrace as her breaths returned to being even and soft.
Shani herself drifted to sleep, after getting used to the bottom of her ass cheeks being covered in semen.
Outside Professor Mubarak's office, 4th day
Shani had had one hell of a day so far. After her success last night with Lacey, she was pleasantly surprised with Lacey being flustered. After waking and finding her lower half sticky, Lacey became embarrassed having thought she had a wet dream against Shani. When Shani explained what actually happened, Lacey was mortified. Not because of what she did, but because of what she didn't do.
Lacey was mad at herself because she was being unfair to Shani. That she had cum and Shani had not. Even after Shani insisted it was fine, Lacey would not let it go. Shani could not remember a happier day in her life as she laid on her bed with Lacey enthusiastically eating her out to 'right her wrongs'. Lacey also spent the rest of the day being extra nice to Shani, obviously feeling guilty.
Having Lacey care so much about her made Shani happy. And when people are happy, they smile. She got many compliments that morning from people about how pretty she was and others like Nia held knowing looks as to why she was smiling.
The only real problem came when she took Professor Mubarak's class. Lacey sat in the front of the class while Shani sat towards the middle with her friends. Daydreaming about Lacey, her eyes would drift over until she was staring at the back of her head, smiling. Then she would focus her eyesight and realize that beyond Lacey's head was Professor Mubarak, who would meet her eyes with a confused look.
The cycle repeated all throughout class. Shani would stare at Lacey and eventually make eye contact with Professor Mubarak before shyly looking away. By the end of class, Shani noticed that the looks Professor Mubarak returned stopped being confused and took on a darker feel. The last couple of times, even when she turned her head, she could still feel the Professor's eyes starting at her. I must be annoying her. When class ended, she gave Shani a look that she understood to be 'meet me in my office.' She didn't look happy.
That is why Shani didn't even bother going to lunch, telling Lacey that she had a meeting with a professor beforehand. After taking a deep breath, she entered the lion's den.
She felt the foul mood Professor Mubarak was in as she entered the threshold of the door. Professor Mubarak didn't even look up from her laptop, typing away with her reading glasses on. She still looks angry. "Sit down."
Shani took a seat in one of the two chairs in front of the desk. She made sure to remember everything she was told about being a proper Lady. Ok. Back straight. Hands folded neatly in your lap. Make eye contac- She looked over at Professor Mubarak. For a split second, the Professor's eyes shifted to meet hers then shifted back to the screen. That fraction of a second sent shivers down Shani's spine and she tried to shrink herself into the chair.
Five uncomfortable minutes passed. Then Professor Mubarak sighed heavily and closed her laptop. She slowly took off her glasses and placed them on the desk. She rubbed the bridge of her nose in frustration as she rose from her seat.
She spoke as she walked around the desk, voice sounding tired with thinly veiled anger. "Did Lacey put you up to this?"
"What?"
"Did Lacey make you do this?" Professor Mubarak raised her head, her feisty glare making Shani push into the chair harder.
"D-do what?"
"Oh, I see. This was your idea." What did I do!? She sighed. "I told you to be with Lacey, not be like her."
"What are you talking about?"
"And now you're playing dumb." The Professor sighed, looking more agitated than before to Shani. Then she did something strange. While looking angry, she took out her hair pin, letting her tight bun unfold and fall around her shoulders.
She took confident steps towards Shani. When she reached the chair, she stood squarely in front of it. She then leaned down, placing her palms on the arm of the chair and resting her weight on them, boxing Shani in. The look in her eyes made Shani wish she was Lacey's size, anything to somehow get further away.
"What's wrong Eyani?" The pet name was laced with venom... and a good amount of arousal. What's happening right now? "Isn't this what you wanted?"
"What?"
The Professor leaned in closer, her face an inch from Shani's. "Do you know how hard it is to teach a class with you making eyes at me? Do you know how much mental strength it takes to resist a boner with some tall bombshell begging you to fuck her with her eyes? And that damned smile. Just like Lacey. You knew you were getting to me. And you enjoyed it."
She thinks I was trying to seduce her!? I was just staring at Lacey! Shani opened her mouth to explain that but the Professor cut her off. "I let Lacey get away with it for far too long. But she calmed down eventually. After I fucked her nice and hard." Shani didn't like the aggression she heard in her voice. Or at least she thought she didn't. As her heart beat in her chest out of fear, she felt the same throb in her loins.
Professor Amirah grabbed Shani's hand and shoved it up her own skirt, making Shani grip the thick shaft within. It feels bigger than usual. Professor Amirah's voice came out in a low growl. "You made it like this. And so you are going to take responsibility for your actions. I'm going to give you what you want and then some. I'm going to drain every drop of my cum inside of you, and when I'm done you're going to have to call out of practice for at least a week."
With that, Professor stood up, using Shani's arm to pull her to her feet as well. For lack of better terms, Shani saw the professor lunge at her, like an animal. About to do... something to her. Defile me most likely. The fear mixed with her overpowering arousal.
Unfortunately for both of them, the movement was halted early by a ringing. Clicking her teeth in annoyance, Professor Amirah released her prey and stalked back around her desk. She answered the phone in the most aggressive manner Shani had ever seen anyone answer a phone with, yet her voice was even and calm. She made eye contact with Shani the whole time, her eyes promising unspeakable acts.
"Hello? Yes, this is she. Yes, the meeting for two o'clock, correct?" Shani looked at the clock that was on the wall. Twelve fifteen. "Cancel!? No, no surely you can meet me at another time. Twelve thirty?" Shani saw the anger in her eyes peak. Through tight lips she responded. "That works perfectly. See you then." She softly hung up the phone, but Shani could see she was gripping it tightly.
She moved back around the table. Shani thought she would pick up where she left off but instead she pulled Shani across the room. She spun Shani around and pressed Shani against the front first, pushing in behind her. Shani shivered as she felt the Professor's breath on her neck and cock against her ass. "You got lucky. I'll make good on my promise later. For now, let me give you something to remember me by." She felt the lump on her ass move.
Shani was rocked against the wall as Amirah humped her. She could do nothing but stand there and wallow in the shame of her enjoyment as Amirah took her pleasure. This new side of the Professor was as scary as it was exciting. Usually, she was in control but it was way softer. She liked to tease Shani and make her feel uncomfortable. This side of Amirah held no such niceties. It wanted Shani's body and it was going to get it. And by the throb of Shani's pussy, she was going to give her what she wanted.
The Professor was ravaging Shani. By her tight grip around Shani's midsection, she knew she wasn't getting away until she was done. Shani worked hard to keep her voice down as Amirah got off, her hands roaming Shani's front, grabbing and squeezing all they could reach. Her usual hand motions were meant to give Shani pleasure but these were not those motions. Each grab and squeeze was for Amirah's own pleasure Shani figured. She's getting off on treating me like an object. And I'm getting off on it too. Shani felt herself start to leak a bit at the aggressive rutting.
The grunting in her ear became more guttural and frantic. She must be really horny. It's only been like a minute. Her instincts being right, she felt the Professor start to tense up behind her. For a second she worried about the mess it would make on her uniform but that proved to be a non-issue.
Professor Amirah did two things in rapid succession. First, she flipped up Shani's skirt and Shani felt her panties slid to the side. After inserting her dick up against Shani's pussy she covered them both in her panties. Second, she bit down hard on Shani's shoulder, using her flesh as a gag to muffle her orgasmic groan. Shani herself had to bite down on her sleeve to prevent herself from moaning at the pain and pleasure it brought with it.
Then she felt the wetness as Amriah unleashed in her panties, the trapped liquid splattering on her crotch. The moment seemed to last forever as Amirah held her almost perfectly still. Pinned against the wall as she came in her underwear. This is a lot more than usual.
Even when it was done, Amirah held her against the wall. She lost most of the fire, but the same aggression was there as she released Shani's shoulder from her maw. She breathed out long and hard, the hot breath ticking Shani's neck. Shani felt the tension leaving both of their bodies, the carnal act complete. Amirah didn't bother pulling out of her panties, letting her cock soften on its own enough to slip out. Lazily she pulled the panties back into place, securing the viscous semen in place against Shani's pussy.
Shani felt her lean into her ear. "The next one's going inside you. Now, get to class." Without any further interaction, Shani felt the weight on her back lift off. She gave it a second before she herself got off the wall and saw that by then the professor had returned to her desk and was putting her hair back in a bun. She looked worn out but still held the same aura of danger around her.
Not wanting to get in trouble for taking too long, Shani walked over to her bag, shivering at the weird feeling of her crotch squishing with each step. When she went to pick up her bag, a dull ache from her shoulder reminded her of the bite. She ran her fingers over it and felt the unmistakable indents of teeth marks.
Shani suffered another fit of shivers that threatened to send her into orgams without direct stimulation. She felt used. Properly used. And now with the cum in her panties and mark on her shoulder barely covered by her blouse, she was claimed and marked twice over. She left the office having discovered a new depth to her perversion and with a healthy level of fear for her professor.
Headmistress' Classroom, later
Lacey watched in shock as Headmistress attacked Shani. She was midway through undressing herself, but paused to watch the scene play out before her. After giving Lacey a quick hug and forehead kiss, she said "I'll be right with you Ameli. I have to give a whore what she deserves." With that she turned and started on Shani with an aggression she had never seen before. Watching Shani getting mauled made Lacey wish with every fiber of her being that she could swap places with her slut.
Amirah had gotten Shani's blazer off and unbuttoned the blouse before giving up and dragging Shani down onto the mattress, both of them still mostly clothed. Headmistress all but tore off Shani's panties and threw them to the side. Why were they so wet already?
Within two seconds of removing the panties, Headmistress was inside Shani. Lacey watched the brutal coupling on the sidelines, still half dressed.
Amirah's Classroom
Amirah wasn't herself. Or maybe she was more of her true self. She didn't know nor care at the moment. Shani had crossed the line and she needed to pay. Due to their situation, Amirah considered Lacey almost her equal in their relationship. It's why she let Lacey slide on some of the things she did. It's also why she couldn't be with her.
But Shani. Cute Shani with the big green eyes. Her Eyani had crossed those very same lines. And unlike Lacey, she didn't have the safety net of Amirah's love.
Amirah's authority had been questioned, challenged. Her place at the top of this food chain was in doubt. It was time to show this whore why she was at the apex. Her brain was so focused on the act that her words came out of her, less talking to her whore and more thinking out loud in a stream of consciousness.
She thrusted into Shani while her hands claimed her body. They made sure not a single inch of skin exposed by the open blouse went un-groped, pinched, or grabbed. Her voice carried the authority of lecturing a student with a healthy dose of rage. "You need to be reminded of your place, whore." She paused her rhythm of thrusts, instead opting to punctuate every sentence with hard ones. "You belong to Lacey and I. You don't get to make eyes at me and make my job harder. You exist for the pure purpose of fucking when one of use gets hard. We tell you when to fuck, not the other way around. Got it?"



She looked down at the whore below her, writhing and contorting her face in pleasure. It ticked Amirah off even further that the slut was enjoying her punishment. "Answer me."
She could barely gasp out an answer as Amriah resumed her brutal pace. "Y-y-yes! I'm sorry!"
"Sorry's not gonna cut it. You have to learn your lesson."
Amirah continued fucking shani while using her hands to demean her in any way possible. Never touching it directly, she grazed Shani's clit, symbolizing that she has no control over her own pleasure. She pinched Shani's nipples through her sports bra. She leaned down and bit her neck, not nearly as hard as in the office but enough to show her who's boss. I should let Lacey take a go at her. Really put her in her place.
Amirah felt herself approaching her climax. This would be the second time of the day she came quickly, but she didn't care. She had enough anger to survive at the very least three more rounds. The main thing was that she wanted to conquer all of her. And then watch as Lacey conquered her.
Amirah bit Shani's shoulder again, and began trailing bites up. When she reached her neck, she switched to hard sucking, wanting to leave as many visible marks as possible on her as reminders of her place.
Headmistress' Classroom.
Following the pattern of the last couple of days, Lacey watched the two copulate. She was jealous, horny, and mad that she was horny. And then she watched it come to its conclusion.
She watched as Headmistress trailed hickeys up Shani's neck, leaving dark marks on her brown skin. She felt like she knew what was coming. For she had been in this very situation before. All emotions left her. In the void they left, there was only emptiness and a single word. No.
She watched as Headmistress reached Shani's chin. She switched from hickeys to licking as she trained her tongue from the underside of Shani's chin to the corner of her mouth. Then Headmistress spoke as Lacey saw her fly into an orgasm.
"Take every drop."
And then Lacey watched as her Headmistress took Shani's lips while she filled her.
Amirah's Classroom
Amirah gave Shani a few more pumps, just to make sure she had gotten all of it out and into the whore. She used her tongue to claim every bit of her mouth. When finished, she pulled out unceremoniously and stood up, wiping her sweat with her sleeve. Shani remained on her back and Amirah towered over her. Good.
"Alright Lacey it's your-" She heard the sound of the classroom door slamming shut and turned around. "... turn."
Attempting to fix her clothes as she went, Amirah reached the door and stepped into the hallway. She only caught the moments before Lacey turned the corner down the hallway, blonde hair flowing as she ran. Amirah saw from behind as she wiped her face with her sleeve and turned the corner, out of sight. Maybe she had to go to the bathroom? But why wouldn't she have said anything? Wait. The bathrooms are the other direction. And it looked almost as if she was- Amirah looked down and saw two wet spots on the floor from her door. Following the trail with her eyes,, she saw that it appeared to have started in the classroom and followed the path Lacey took down the hallway. She had been crying.
Shani appeared in the doorway next to her, also having fixed her clothes. "Where did Lacey go?"
Amirah didn't know how to respond. She didn't know what caused her Ameli to run away or to cry. Or at least she didn't know the specific reason. But she felt in her heart of hearts, she was the cause of it.
"I. I made her cry."
Outside Shani's room
Shani returned to her room that night after forty five minutes of running around campus. After the revelation that Lacey was crying, she asked Professor Mubarak why. The only answer she got was "It's my fault."
Shani quickly realized she had to be the one to take charge of the situation. Lacey ran off to god knows where and Professor Mubarak was distraught, near catatonic. The professor sat down at her desk with her head in her hands for several minutes, talking to herself and asking herself what she did to cause this. After a brief argument, Shani made Professor Mubarak agree to cleaning up and going home, promising she would take care of Lacey in the meantime.
That taken care of, Shani left the room, setting off in a brisk jog to Lacey's dorm while sending her texts. Each text was left on read. Once she saw the ellipses and stopped, waiting for a response, but when the bubble disappeared, she resumed her traveling, now up to just under sprint.
After checking Lacey's room and not getting a response, she checked the cafeteria, the quad, and any other place that would be available to students at night. She ran all around campus looking for Lacey and still could not find her. She then returned to her room, having expended all of her energy, hoping Lacey would turn up in the morning.
When she passed Madison's door, it opened and hands dragged her in. When she got her bearings, she found what she had been looking for. Lacey was on Madison's bed, still sniffling as Madison rubbed her back. It was her friend and vice captain Nia who had dragged her into the room and now had her face inches from Shani's own.
"What did you do?"
"What?"
"I came here to have a wonderful evening with my girlfriend and instead I find your girlfriend sitting in the same spot she was last time, crying. What did you do?"
Lacey spoke up from the bed. Her voice was ragged, clearly from sobbing. "I told you it wasn't her fault!"
Nia kept her grip on Shani as she turned around to Lacey. "You keep crying every time she texts or calls you. If not her then who?"
Madison chimed in. "It could be the other person who keeps texting her." As if on queue, Lacey's phone went off. Madison reached for it but Lacey quickly grabbed it and stuffed it into her midsection, hiding it like a child. "Lacey, we can't help if you won't tell us what's wrong."
"You wouldn't understand!" Lacey snapped at Madison. Shani had never seen her like this. But she was right. They wouldn't understand.
Shani hesitantly stepped forward. "I would." Lacey looked up at her, seemingly truly seeing her for the first time since she entered the room. Her eyes recognized the truth of Shani's words.
Lacey stood from the bed, breaking Madison's hug and zipped off to Shani, slamming into her midsection in a tight hug. Never before had Lacey seemed so small to Shani.
Knowing they couldn't talk about it in the present company, Shani excused them from Madison's room with the promise of updating them on Lacey's wellbeing later on. Once inside her room, Lacey refused to answer any questions. She promised answers later, but for now she just needed a shoulder to cry on. And so that's what Shani was. She held Lacey as she cried herself to sleep and wondered. What did the Professor do?
Shani's room, 5th day, evening
Upon waking up that morning, Shani tried to rise up out of bed and was promptly held down by Lacey. She did not seem ready to go to class and said as much to Shani. Not willing to abandon Lacey in her time of need, Shani stayed with her. Eventually, around one in the afternoon, they got out of bed, only to electronically submit their assignments.
Not thinking Lacey could take being alone for any extended periods of time, Shani decided they would order delivery for lunch and dinner. She got a text from Nia at some point saying that she would cover for her at practice.
The day was spent in uneasy silence, at least in terms of words. Lacey would stare off into space, deep in thought about something. Whenever Shani wanted to inquire, she would meet Lacey's eyes and see fear. The fear that she was about to ask the questions she wanted to ask. She's not ready yet.
The silence was only for spoken words. Every now and then Lacey would break into tears, unable to deal with whatever was happening in her head. When this happened, Shani would hold her again until she settled down. At times, they were seemingly random, but they were guaranteed when Lacey's phone went off, signaling a message from Professor Mubarak.
The messages stopped when Professor Mubarak sent Shani a message, inquiring about Lacey and what was wrong. When she received the text, Lacey looked at her with the sad eyes again. Not sure what she wanted exactly, Shani typed in "She's not ready to see you/talk about it yet," and held up the phone to Lacey. After a second Lacey solemnly nodded, approving of the message and Shani hit send. The last text Professor Mubarak sent to either of them was "OK."
The day began and ended the same way. Lacey crying in Shani's arms.
Cafeteria, 6th day
Shani ate her lunch silently with Lacey. She had feared she pushed Lacey too far by suggesting they go to classes that day but Lacey followed along wordlessly. She went to every class but the one Professor Mubarak taught. Professor Mubarak didn't even call her name for roll call.
Shani was not ready for the amount of attention they would get upon their return. The school's mascot and sweetheart, Lacey Campbell, had missed her second day of classes ever. And when she came back to classes she was visibly distraught, exponentially more than the last time, and clung to Shani as if she were an emotional support animal. As the entire cafeteria snuck glances at them, Shani thought to herself, Well, there's no denying there's something between us now.
Like yesterday, Lacey had been silent for most of it. Even professors recognized her emotional state and made sure not to call on her. But she didn't cry, no matter how much it looked like she was on the verge at times.
Shani wanted to do something, anything to make her feel better but she didn't know how. It was true that she had more information than everyone else, but all she had was the who, not the why. She opted to go for a compliment.
Lacey usually sat across from her, but today she sat beside her. Shani figured it was because the physical contact calmed her, so she wormed her arm out of Lacey's grip and threw it over her shoulder. She ignored some of the gasps scattered around the cafe.
Lacey for the first time showed something other than sadness as she looked up at Shani in surprise. "Are you OK?"
Lacey blinked once. Then she returned to her melancholy state as she looked back down at her food. "No."
"But at least you're trying. I'm proud of you." Realizing she didn't think this far ahead, Shani scrambled for a compliment. "You went to class and you didn't even... cry... at all." Shani mentally kicked herself.
Lacey looked up at her again, and for the first time in two days she looked a little more like her old self. Mostly because the look on her face screamed 'what kind of idiot are you?' instead of sadness. But it worked.
After the glance, Lacey cracked a smile. Shani ignored the 'awww's' from the crowd. Lacey giggled. "You're so stupid. You expect that to make me feel better?" Despite her words, she had now fallen into a fit of laughter. At the tail end of it though, the sadness returned and Shani was afraid it would turn into sobs. Lacey grew quiet for a second. "This is where you go, right?"
"What?"
"Isn't this when you go to her office to have fun without me?"
"Not today." Lacey looked at her with surprise again. "And if you want... not ever again."
Lacey was stunned. "Oh. OK." Lacey went back to being quiet, but this time was contemplation without the sadness. Eventually she did start smiling to herself.
Volleyball gym
Shani practiced hard to make up for her missed day. The entire time she could feel Lacey' eyes on her. Unlike usual, where she could feel Lacey undressing her with her eyes, this was more innocent staring. Lacey was just looking at her with this blank stare.
After practice, Shani let Lacey lead her like normal. Outside of the gym, Lacey took two steps towards their usual path. Towards the classroom, before stopping. Without acknowledging it, she turned on a dime and led Shani back to her room.
Shani's room
The girls finished their homework early for once. Having your nights free leaves a lot of free time. Lacey had been doing a lot better since lunch. If you could count moving from negative emotions to neutral ones to be 'better.'
Shani felt awkward. She didn't know what to do. Usually, when she didn't know what to do, Lacey would tell her what to do. But Lacey wasn't herself at the moment. She looked at the clock. Eight pm. Usually she'd be beneath Professor Mubarak right now, subjected to pleasures and embarrassment. ... or whatever that last time was.
She surfed the web on her phone until Lacey began moving. Lacey still had the same blank look. She wordlessly grabbed Shani and moved her to the bed. Oh. I guess it has been a while. Hopefully this is a good sign. When Lacey went to push her down, Shani went with it, falling onto the bed and waiting until Lacey crawled on top of her.
Instead of pulling off her clothes or any of the usual sexy stuff, Lacey just crawled on top of Shani and laid there, her head resting on Shani's bosom, rising and falling with Shani's breaths.
Lacey spoke after a minute of just sitting there. "Thank you."
Shani once again had no idea what was happening. "For what?"
"For the way you changed my plans. I don't know what I would have done if you weren't here. So thank you, for being the perfect distraction."
The word 'distraction' sent off a minor alarm in the back of Shani's head but she figured she was looking too far into it. Lacey was opening up and now was the time to coax her out of her shell, not question her and potentially make it worse. "No problem..."
Lacey started to shake a little and Shani realized she was holding back tears. Her voice strained with the effort. "Thank you for being a rare and unexpected friend. Especially after the way I treated you. Thank you for your smile and the way you comfort me." The shaking got worse. Shani was about to tell her not to push herself but Lacey pushed on. "You're something I'd never choose normally." Ouch. "But at the same time, you're someone I don't want to lose and be without again." Awwww...? Lacey squeezed her a little tighter. In barely a whisper she said, "You're the best thing I never knew I needed."
Having been bombarded with that hurtful yet uplifting speech, Shani had been about to say something when Lacey crawled up her body until they were face to face. She laid a gentle kiss on Shani's lips. It lasted only a second, but it carried so much meaning. So much affection.
Then Lacey got up and grabbed her bag. She went over to the door and flashed Shani a smile. A weak one, but a smile nonetheless. "I haven't been to my room in a while. See you tomorrow, Shani."
Shani sat in stunned silence after Lacey left. Then her heart filled with so much joy she almost began crying herself. She called me by my name.
Cafeteria, 7th day
Lacey had pulled a complete one eighty on her attitude. She was right back to being the bright and cheerful girl that the whole school knew her to be. She met Shani at her room that morning and gave her a hug and kiss, then waited for Shani to get ready and they went to class together.
Shani had felt the eyes on her as Lacey pretended to not notice. She was giving the full girlfriend experience. They talked in between classes. Lacey clung to her any chance she got. She even openly flirted with her in front of other students. This is different.
Shani was happy that Lacey seemed to be happy. She even went to Professor Mubarak's class, though she didn't sit up front. She sat next to Shani and never once looked up from her notebook, taking notes on audio only.
And so they sat at their usual table, with Lacey looking better than ever while she conversed with Shani. It's almost as if the past two days didn't happen.
Shani was lost in Lacey's eyes and jumped when two people joined them at their table. Shani turned her head and saw Madison and Nia sitting across from them.
Madison spoke first. "You seem to be doing better, Lacey."
Nia joined in. "Are you ready to tell us what happened?"
Lacey's face dropped. Shani stepped in, glaring at her long time friend. "No, she's not."
Nia raised her eyebrows in surprise but pushed the point no further. Madison giggled at the two of them. "Hey Nia, remember when we were friends with Shani?" Shani shot her a confused glance. Were? The three of them had known each other since before the university, meeting in secondary school. They had always been close and she considered them the sisters she never had. They shared everything together. Except the fact they were going out, apparently.
Nia responded in kind, a grin appearing on her face. "Yeah, I do."
Before Shani could question the two of them, Madison continued. "I can see what's happening."
Shani spoke up. "What?"
Nia joined in. "And they don't have a clue."
Who?
Madison, "They'll fall in love and here's the bottom line."
Nia, "Our trio's down to two!"
Shani then got the joke. "Oh."
But her friends kept going. Madison put on an honestly offensive French accent. "The sweet caress of twilight." that caused Lacey to snort in laughter.
Nia, "There's magic everywhere."
Madison, "And with all this romantic atmosphere..."
Both, "Disaster's in the air! Can you feel the love tonight? The peace the evening brings...-"
Shani cut in. "OK! OK! You made your point." She was blushing and knew they gained enjoyment from her pain. Lacey doubled over, heaving in laughter did not help.
Madison insisted, now parodying Shani's voice, "So many things to tell her. But how to make her see? The truth about my past, impossible. She'd turn away from me."
In an act of complete betrayal, Lacey took the next line while sliding closer. She recovered enough to get the lines out with a smile. Shani gave her the 'et tu brute?' look. "She's holding back, she's hiding." Lacey reached up and cupped Shani's face, looking deeply into her eyes. "But what, I can't decide. Why won't she be the girl I know she is? The queen I see inside."
Shani broke away from Lacey's hand and turned completely around. Refusing to humor them any further. And that's when she noticed all of the immediate tables were starting at them, snickering. Great.
Hearing laughter come around the table, Shani kept her arms crossed as Nia wrapped her in a hug, cradling Shani's head against her chest. Shani expected this to be an apology, not for Nia to double down.
"Come stop your crying, it will be alright."
Shani sighed. "I'm not crying."
Nia readed down to hold one of Shani's hands. "Come take my hand, hold it tight." When Nia squeezed, Shani recognized the Phil Collins' classic and jerked her hand away.
"Nia plea-" Nia shushed her and it only made Shani more annoyed.
Nia's voice went back to normal. "No matter how much Lacey tries to take you away from us, we'll still be friends. You know why?"
"Lacey isn-"
Nia started singing again. "This bond between us, can't be broken." She held Shani's head tighter. "I will be here, don't you cry."
Shani heard full fledged laughs from other tables. This led to an embarrassed outburst. "I'm not crying!"
Nia turned her gaze to the neglected girlfriends, sending them a look to make them jealous while clutching poor Shani's head. "You'll be in my in my heart. No matter what they say. You'll be in my heart. Alwayssssss."
The two neglected girlfriends had had enough. Lacey began weakly tugging on Shani's arm, trying to pry her away. Madison tried to go around to Nia, but she just held on tighter.



Her voice gets louder. "Why can't they understand the way we feel? They just don't trust what they can't explain!"
Both of the girlfriends whined. "Shaaanniii."
"Ni-Ni Pleaseeeee."
Nia only turned up the volume. "Don't listen to them! Cause what do they know!? We need each other. To have! To hold! They'll see in time! I knowwww! We'll show them together!" Another volume raise. Now all of the cafe is laughing at them. Shani is too busy laughing to try to escape. Nia continued. "Cause you'll be in my heart! Believe me, you'll be in my heart! From this day on!" She turned up the heat. "Now and foreeeverrr moorrrreee!" She took a breath for the home stretch. "Oh, you'll be in my heart." Shani could feel and hear the air entering Nia's lungs from her vantage point. Wait no.
Nia belted out the next line, going for sheer volume over skill at singing. "You'll be here in my hearrrrrrrrt!"
"That is enough!" The cafeteria that was full of laughter and mirth was instantly silenced by a very angry Professor Amirah. "My office. Now." The four girls gathered their things and marched after her. Madison and Nia still held some of the previous enjoyment and the cafe was alive with snickers. But Shani saw no enjoyment in Lacey's face.
Amirah's office.
When Amirah heard that there were students causing a ruckus in the cafeteria, she was ashamed to say she got excited. Since the Lacey incident, she'd gone back to sadness and having a hair trigger. She was looking for an excuse to let off some steam.
She had been ready to let them have it in front of their peers. That was until she saw Lacey was among the troublemakers. The anger flooded out of her and was replaced with guilt. So she took them to her office to have a little bit of privacy.
She spent ten minutes giving the usual rant about how proper young ladies shouldn't act like they did and such, but her heart wasn't in it. Neither were any of their hearts. Miss Rose was still laughing at what had transpired, she couldn't resist the smirk that was plastered on her face. Miss Adams seemed to be angry at Miss Rose for getting her into trouble. Shani kept nervously glancing between Amirah and outside of Amirah's peripheral. Where Lacey sat.
Amirah wasn't ready to look at her yet so she focused most of her attention at the two other girls. And from the feeling she'd been getting, Lacey hadn't looked at her once since the cafe.
She concluded her beratement with "Miss Adams, since this is your first offence, I see no reason to punish you as long as you understand what you did wrong." That surprised her. "And Miss Rose, this has been your first outburst in quite a while, so the same to you." She made sure to give both of them as stern of a glare as she could manage. "Do not make my regret my charity."
"Thank you, Headmistress Mubarak."
"I won't, Professor"
"You two are dismissed. Unfortunately this incident is the latest in a string of unexcused absences and tardiness from these two. As such they require extra discipline."
She watched as the two girls shot Lacey and Shani apologetic looks while they left, eager to escape before Amirah changed her mind.
She waited a few minutes, in case anyone decided to interrupt them. Minutes of deafening silence. Then Amirah relaxed. Steeling her resolve, she turned to look at Lacey for the first time.
Lacey sat in her chair, slouched, arms crossed and looked off to the side at the floor. If Amirah had any leverage, the teacher inside would have corrected her. But Amirah felt as if she were the one who was in the wrong, despite not knowing what was wrong.
"Lace-"
Lacey interrupted her. Voice cold and matter of fact. "Is this what it takes?"
"Huh?"
"You invite Shani here every day. But the only way to get you to invite me is to act out?"
"Lacey that's not tr-"
Lacey finally turned toward her. Tears in her eyes. "Then why!? If it's not true then why didn't you invite me!?" Then her voice got quiet. "Why only her? Am I not good enough anymore for you?"
Amirah's heart sank. She voiced her inner thoughts. "No! That's not true. That will never be true. Lacey you aren't just enough for me. You're more than enough. You're perfect and I love you so much."
"If you think I'm so perfect then why did you only invite Shani over me?"
Amirah had to think about this one. I can't just tell her the plan can I? That would defeat the purpose. But it's hurting her so much... Amirah's eyes glanced at Shani for a second, trying to seek aid or advice on if she should tell Lacey. Unfortunately that was the wrong thing to do.
"Even now you can't stop thinking about her! We can't even talk without you lusting after her or looking at her." Lacey stood up, picking up her bag and heading towards the door.
"Ameli wait!"
Lacey spat out, "Don't call me that." When she reached the door she grabbed the knob but then stopped. "Are we actually getting in trouble or am I allowed to leave?"
Amirah was at a loss for words. "Y-you may go... if you wish to."
Lacey opened the door, not turning around as she spoke. "I do. You two have fun, Professor Mubarak."
Professor Mubarak's office.
Shani sat uncomfortably in her seat, having just watched what transpired. Professor Mubarak stared at the doorway for several seconds. Then she spoke in a near whisper. "You are dismissed, Shani."
Shani had been about to say something, to ask if she was OK. But then she saw the tears streaming down her face. I don't think now's the time. Shani got up and left the office, thinking of only two things. Where did Lacey go? And how do I fix this?
Shani's room
Guessing correctly, Shani went straight to her room and found Lacey sitting outside of it, arms wrapped around her knees. She approached casually and cautiously.
"You're not going to class?" Lacey shook her head silently. Shani opened her door. "Want to come in?" Lacey just got up and entered the room. She threw her bag down and landed face first on Shani's bed, burying her face in a pillow. Shani followed suit, placing her bag down and climbing into bed, holding Lacey from the side while she cried.
She thought about what happened in the office. So that's what set her off? Shani felt a wave of guilt. She wasn't innocent in all of this. But should she tell Lacey the truth about the plan? I'll leave that to later.
When Lacey relatively calmed down, Shani took a risk and asked a question. Something didn't add up to her. "Hey... Lacey?" Lacey grunted in acknowledgment. "Are you mad at me?"
Lacey turned around in Shani's arms, resuming her now staple position of resting her head on Shani's chest.
"No."
"But why not? If you are mad about the lunch thing... I didn't exactly resist them. I went along with them."
Lacey surprised her with her answer. "Of course you went with her. She's beautiful, smart, a role model and aggressive. She's wonderful and nice once you get to know her. She's loving and caring and nurturing. Anyone would go with her if given the chance. You would be stupid not to." That was all compliments.
Silence reigned supreme for a few minutes. Then Shani felt Lacey's hands start to unbutton her shirt. She also felt something pushed up against her pelvis. This'll take her mind off of it. And it's been a few days, she probably needs it. Shani knew first hand just how much this tiny girl could cum.
Shani allowed Lacey to climb on top of her, getting excited to have some non platonic physical contact with her girlfriend. And then she saw her face and all of the progress and happiness from the past couple of days vanished. Lacey had the thousand yard stare.
Shani's room, evening, 10th day
Shani was still awake at her desk while Lacey slept in the bed. She had forgotten about a project and only remembered to do it because Lacey offhandedly mentioned how she turned it in early.
Having time alone to herself, or at least alone in the sense that Lacey wasn't liable to jump her anytime soon, Shani had time to think about her situation. One step forward, two steps back.
Shani had been right about Lacey being pent up. She had used Shani several times the previous and current night before drifting off to sleep. Where does she keep it all? But the sex in and of itself wasn't the problem. It was the emotions behind the sex. They were back to how it was when they first started with a few key changes. At any point in the room Lacey would walk over and impose herself on Shani and they would both fall into acts of debauchery. One difference was that this time Lacey made sure she came, which was nice. Another was that vaginal intercourse was now a staple instead of all the other sex acts they had frequented. That was also nice. But the last difference was the biggest and most troubling. The thousand yard stare was back, and it would appear every time they had sex.
A pattern had begun to form. Lacey would approach Shani for sex, then spend a few minutes of foreplay to get them both going. Then she would make Shani cum as fast as possible, almost as if to get it out of the way. Then she would fuck Shani. Sometimes fast, sometimes slow. But from every point after she made Shani cum and until she drifted off to sleep from post coitus exhaustion, she had the look. The look meant she was thinking about Professor Mubarak again. And when she had finally begun looking at me. She even stopped using her name during sex.
Shani felt used. Not used in the way she liked either. Lacey using her for for just sex had been fine. It was her purpose, her introduction to being a whore. She was Lacey's whore, nothing more, nothing less. Then she was used for sex by both Professor and Mubarak, and she was their whore. She liked being used by professor Mubarak, despite the embarrassment it caused her in the moment. And that last time... She shivered in her seat. Memories of the last time she slept with the Professor came up pretty often, and they never failed to make her wet. Even that time she had just been a toy to Professor Mubarak. That was fine, she never wanted to be more than a toy to her anyway.
But then Professor Mubarak went and told her that Lacey liked her. And based on how Lacey reacted the following few days Shani was inclined to believe her. She truly felt like she had gotten past just a thing for Lacey to cum on, and became Lacey's thing to cum on. A small but important distinction. She even used my name. But now they had regressed back to just a hole Lacey used to jerk off with while thinking of the Professor. Shani felt used.
Shani was interrupted from her halfhearted calculations by a phone call. No one calls me but my parents. And it was too late for them to be calling, barring an emergency. Shani picked up her phone and saw Professor Mubarak's number.
She hadn't seen Professor Mubarak for three days. The day after the office incident she vanished. Well, not exactly vanished. It was announced in her class that she had, for the first time, opted to take her vacation days and would be gone for the next week. Shani knew it had something to do with what had happened and sent her a message after classes, asking if she was OK. The only response back was a "No."
Looking over to make sure Lacey was still asleep, Shani took the call. "Hello."
"Sorry to bother you so late at night Shani but... do you have time to talk?" If it weren't for the number and the vague resemblance of her voice, Shani would not have recognized the Professor. The voice was soft. It carried none of the force or will behind it as her usual tone. It sounded weak, frail, and vulnerable.
"Yeah, of course." Shani kicked herself for the casual tone. She's still my superior. She awaited the chastisement that never came.
"Thank you. Do you think we could meet outside, in the quad?"
"Sure."
Dorm quad
It was a cool night. After hastily submitting her mostly finished project, she could take the hit on her grade, she threw on a pair of shirts and close fitting t shirt and headed outside. She was surprised to see that Professor Mubarak was already out there. Though not as surprised as she was by the state of her role model.
The professor was wearing clothes that most of the student body couldn't fathom she owned. She wore a pair of grey sweatpants that looked one size too big. She wore an open, zip up hoodie and a plain T shirt under it. Though all the clothes in question were clean, the sheer way she carried herself made her appearance look disheveled. Especially in contrast to how she normally carried herself.
Her hair was unkempt, thrown into a ponytail simply to get it out of the way. Her shoulders slouched in the exact way she advised her students to not stand. Her face held a deep seated sadness. Even like this, she was still beautiful to Shani. But compared to how she normally was, this was a faded beauty. Beauty on the outside that did not reach deeper than the skin.
She wordlessly led Shani to a bench in an out of the way corner and there they sat for a few silent minutes.
Professor Mubarak was the first to speak. She stared at Shani as she spoke, but not at her eyes. "You look good..."
"Thanks. You look-..." Shani trailed off, thinking of something to say.
The Professor finished it for her. "Like shit. I know."
The silence returned. And then Shani got the question she was waiting for. "How is she?"
Shani didn't have to think hard on this one. "Not good. She puts on a happy face during the day, but at night she's a mess. She cries herself to sleep."
Professor Mubarak gave a dry laugh. "At least we have that in common." And then she got sad again. "I'm sorry to bother you like this Shani. There's no one else I could turn to with all of this. I'm sure you have things you have to do, I'll leave you to it." She made to stand up but Shani grabbed her arm, halting her.
"Wait. I can talk. You need someone to talk to and I wasn't doing anything anyway."
Professor smiled sadly at that but still relaxed back into the bench. "I thought I taught you that lying was bad." Shani gave her a confused look. The Professor held up an email on her phone. "I got your submission before you came out." Shit.
Shani felt the silence take control again and tried to push the conversation forward. "She still thinks of you. All the time. Even when... we are together." That made The Professor turn towards her. Though she didn't look Shani in the eyes at first. Her eyes lingered on Shani's legs before she shook head and met Shani's gaze.
"That's good. For her I mean! No- I mean-" She sighed. "It's good that she's getting the release she needs. We both know how pent up she can get. I'm sorry about the other part. Not only did I hurt her but now you're getting hurt because of my actions."
Shani was about to say 'it's fine,' but it wasn't fine. She didn't know how to reassure without denying the truth. So she just nodded in affirmation. Then she spoke up. "If I can ask, why didn't you have her come to the office with me during lunch?"
"Because of my stupid plan... among other reasons."
"Other reasons?" She was met with only silence. "Amirah." That got her Professor's attention. "I can't help you if you don't tell me what's wrong. Even if I can't fix it, it would feel good to get it off your chest."
Shani noticed the professor's gaze on her chest as she spoke. "She thinks I betrayed her. That I abandoned her for you. And I'm afraid that she's not entirely wrong." Her voice was full of guilt.
"What do you mean by that? Do you - do you like me?"
Amirah was quick to deny. "No! No. I feel nothing for you past the desire for your body." That sentence hung in the air before the Professor realized what she said. "No! I mean." She let out a noise of frustration. "Ughh. I can't do anything right. I'm sorry Shani, I didn't mean it like that. You are a wonderful girl and I value you but I simply meant-"
Shani interrupted. "That you don't like me the same way you like Lacey. I understand."
"Yes. Like that. It's just. It's like I'm always standing near a fire, trying to not get burned, you know?" Shani did not know, but the Professor continued. "I was a good Headmistress. I was strict, powerful, and righteous. And I was proud of that fact. Then I met Lacey and things changed. I began an illicit relationship with a student. It was fun, fiery and full of passion. But then that passion grew into something new. Love. And it was that love that caused me to push Lacey away."
Amirah took a deep breath. Shani saw that she was lost in her own world as she continued. "Each time I pushed her away, she found some way to drag me back in. A game of cat and mouse where I wrongly assumed I was the cat. Then she brought you into the mix. I went insane. You are very beautiful Shani. And sexy. Almost opposite of Lacey, in physical traits at least." She started tearing up. "When it was just Lacey and I, I thought I was better than this. I told myself that it wasn't a teacher taking advantage of a student. It was two people who found each other. But when you came along, I proved myself wrong. I showed my true colors. A vulgar, weak, licentious woman." The Professor paused her confession and began crying.
Shani reached out and pulled her Professor into a hug. They sat there on the bench for several moments, the Professor crying into Shani's shoulder. When the tears subsided, Shani felt one of the Professor's hands on her back start to slide downward. The Professor's breath in Shani's ear grew familiarly labored. She felt herself pulled deeper into the embrace until-
The Professor jerked back, removing herself from the hug. "Fuck. I did it again. I'm sorry." She sighed again. "She's right."
"Right about what?"
"You. I've been seeing you more than I've seen her. In person at least. I still think about her all the time." A pause. "Every time I close my eyes I see her in my office. I see her standing there, her smoldering eyes scorching my soul." another pause. "I deserved it. Whenever we were apart I could still feel her, see her form writhing beneath me. Then I'd dream we were out on a date somewhere, the sun caught in her blond hair as she smiled at me. I still do. My love for her blazes in me out of all control." The Professor stopped, seemingly lost in her emotions. Shani put a hand on her knee to show her support.
The Professor put a hand on Shani's knee in a similar gesture, offering a weak smile before continuing, "But then you came and things became different. I love Lacey, but I also know that this love is wrong. I became... afraid to interact with her one on one. I didn't want to mess up. To say or do something more that I couldn't take back. So I separated my love for Lacey and gave parts of it to you. What I didn't anticipate was the mental state I was developing."
"Mental state?"
"My love for Lacey burns hot and bright. I dared not get too close for fear of burning myself or more importantly, her. I am always on my guard around her. But you. You are different. You mean nothing to me." Shani tried not to take that one personally. She also noticed the Professor's hand was now gripping her mid thigh tightly. "In putting the feelings into you, I had no such fears. I was free to jump head first into the passion. But unlike the heavenly warmth that Lacey's provided, your fire was one of raw lust. While her's filled me with happiness and a sense of purpose, yours was a hellfire of burning temptation. The more I used you, the hotter it got. Just the sight of you caused the fire to dance just beneath my skin. I used you as a manifestation of my burning desire for Lacey. And that hellfire, like everything else from hell, turned me to sin. Which in this case, is you."



"Are you saying it's my fault?"
"No! No matter how much it sounds like that, I don't mean that. I set the fire. I put all the emotional kindling into you and I lit the flame. I thought I could be uninhibited with you. Free to bask in the heat of my lust. But though I was the one bathing in the fires of passion, Lacey was the one who got burned." At that point in time, they both noticed that the Professor's hand had landed pretty high up on Shani's tight and her thumb was toying with the hem of her shorts.
She snatched her hand away, clutching it close to her chest. "Even now I can't stop! I'm sorry Shani. It's... been a while since I've had some release. This, this lust. It burns stronger than anything. Anything besides Lacey's. It clouds my judgment. It tells me to do things I shouldn't do. Things that I know will hurt Lacey."
"What is it telling you to do now?"
The Professor hesitated. "It's telling me to pin you down and fuck you right here in the grass." The imagery made Shani a little aroused. Shani glanced downard, seeing the large tent in the Professor's sweatpants. She slowly removed her hand from the professor's knee. Now was not the time for that.
"And what do you want? Do you want to do that?"
"That's the worst part Shani. Yes. A part of me wants to listen to it. To take you right here. But I can't. I won't hurt Lacey anymore." Shani looked back down at the erection. She said she was pent up. She probably hasn't done anything since we stopped that night. Maybe I can make her feel better.
"If you want... I could do something. Get you off real quick so you can think clearer."
Shani saw the tent throb and bounce at the idea, but the Professor rejected her advance. "No. You can't. That would only make it worse. And then I wouldn't be able to stop myself."
"Why don't you just put the feelings you put into me back into Lacey?"
"Because I've grown used to feeling them after suppressing them for so long. Some part of me refuses to go back to that." Another pause. "I'm so sorry for putting you in this position Shani. This was supposed to be a way out for Lacey and I. A way to return to having fun with no strings attached. Instead, all I did was rearrange the strings into one big knot and dragged you into it." She stood from the bench. Her eyes were still hungry staring at Shani's body. "I... I should get going before I do something I will regret."
Shani stood too. "Why don't you tell Lacey any of this? It sounds like you two still feel the same way about each other. She thinks you don't like her anymore but that simply isn't true. I'm sure if you just told her about everything she'd understand."
"I've tried. But she ignores my calls and texts. And she's right to. I don't deserve her. I didn't deserve her when I had her, and I definitely don't deserve her now." She looked on the verge of tears again.
Shani took a step forward. "That's not true. It doesn't matter if you think you deserve her or not. She thought you deserved her just fine. And I'm certain she still does." Shani placed a hand on her shoulder. The Professor flinched and jumped away, recoiling as if Shani's hand had burned her. Shani saw a flash of the same animosity she experienced when she was pinned against the wall barely contained behind her eyes. "Oh, right. Sorry." The tent seemed to have somehow gotten bigger.
Her voice came out strained with the physical effort to control herself. "Take good care of her, Shani." And then she walked out into the night.
Shani stood there for a minute. So was this my fault or not? She added the emotional turmoil of everything she had just heard to the pile, lumping it with her own feelings and Lacey's.
Shani's room
Shani returned to her room as quietly as she could. Not quiet enough as when she entered she heard a half asleep yawn. "Where were you?"
"I was... in the bathroom."
"Come here." Shani did as she was told, climbing into bed. She felt Lacey Lazily snuggle up to her.
"Good night, Lacey."
Still half asleep, Lacey replied. "Good night, Headmistress."
Am I just a substitute for both of them? Was I ever anything more?
Cafeteria, 11th day
Shani sat next to Lacey, eating her lunch while her thoughts ate at her. Last night was the first night in a while where Lacey hadn't cried herself to sleep. But Shani sure did. I don't think I can keep doing this.
Shani gathered her courage and asked the question. "Hey Lacey?"
Lacey stopped with her fork halfway to her mouth. "Yeah?"
"Who do you think about when we have sex?" Lacey's fork clattered when she dropped it.
"..."
"It's not me is it?"
"No.'' Of course it wasn't.
"It's Professor Mubarak isn't it?"
"Yes." She had already known. But the confirmation still hurt.
"OK."
Lacey turned her body fully towards Shani. "Shani, I'm so sorry."
"It's fine. That's why you came to me isn't it? To be her replacement." Shani's eyes began to water. "And besides. It's my fault you two are fighting in the first place. If I hadn't joined, you two would be fine. You two clearly love each other and im just some dumb slut who got in the way."
"Shani please. It's not like that. I just have a type and-"
Tears were now streaming down Shani's cheeks but she kept her composure for the most part. And now she's excusing it. "And that type is 'close enough' to Professor Mubarak, right?"
Lacey was out of excuses. There was no escape from the situation. She was caught red handed. "Shani. Listen to me please."
"What?"
"I like you Shani. I really do. I like you a lot. It's just."
"You like her more."
"Only slightly! I just wish there was a way I could have you both. But everytime I see you two together it hurts. She does things to you that she never even tried with me. She treats you differently. Special. And you are special. Both of you are. But it's just-" Lacey stopped rambling. "I like you Shani. I really do. How can I make it up to you? I'll do anything."
Shani wiped her eyes on her sleeve. "Anything?"
"Yes. I am so sorry."
"Then come with me after practice today."
"OK. Anywhere."
After lunch finished up, as they walked to their next class. Shani sent a text to Professor Mubarak.
Amirah's classroom, evening
Amirah sat at her desk awkwardly. It felt weird being in her classroom after not being on the campus all day. She wasn't sure how she should dress, so she went with her usual uniform, getting properly prepared and dressed up for the first time in days. I hope my eyes aren't too red. She received the text during her afternoon crying to sleep. And then she cried tears of joy the rest of the day. I get to see her again.
Professor Amirah's classroom.
As per her promise, Lacey agreed to follow Shani after gym practice. Shani led her around the long way through the building, coming towards the classroom from the opposite direction than they usually did. Lacey didn't notice as she was apologizing the entire time. When outside of the classroom Shani stopped, taking a deep breath.
Lacey realized where they were at. "Why are w-"
"Go inside."
Lacey paused, understanding the situation. "What's-What's in there?" You mean 'who?'
"You know what's in there. Go inside, please." Her voice was steady but it held just enough pleading in it to get her point across. "You said you would do anything."
She watched as Lacey considered her words. Then Lacey opened the door and stepped into the classroom.
Before Shani could enter herself, the doorway was filled with another body. She recognized Professor Mubarak, for some reason in her usual uniform, hugging Lacey.
"I'm so sorry, Ameli." Lacey didn't return the hug, instead prying herself free and taking several steps to separate them. Professor Mubarak looked confused and hurt.
Lacey said, "I'm only here because Shani asked me to be. Don't get the wrong idea."
Professor Mubarak looked at Shani with confusion. "You said she agreed to meet me. I can't do this if she doesn't want to be here."
Shani leveled her emotions, putting an authority in her voice that shocked the Professor. "Yes you can because she wants to be here. She's here because she promised me anything. Now both of you sit down." Both women looked surprised, but they followed her directions. They chose to sit in chairs around five feet from each other. Shani grabbed a chair and parked herself in front of the door, crossing her legs and arms.
She noticed the professor staring at her legs. She hadn't changed from her volleyball uniform. Lacey noticed too, and scoffed.
The Professor started. "How are you doing Lacey?"
Lacey sat in much the same position as Shani, glaring at the Professor. "Fine."
"How are your classes going?"
"Fine."
"I'm sorry."
"You should be." Lacey turned to Shani. "What is the point of this?"
"For you two to make up. Or break up. Or something. Anything other than this." Lacey was about to interject but Shani continued, losing her composure. "I can't keep doing this. I can't be with someone who all they see in me is someone else." She turned to the Professor "And I can't be friends or sex buddies or whatever whatever we are with someone who uses me to deflect their emotions. Both of you love each other and use me to circumvent that. I can't take it anymore." Shani was in tears now. "Please. Just talk to each other. I don't want to be the reason the two of you break up, but I also can't be the middleman for whatever this is! Blame me or blame each other. I don't care what happens as long as something happens. I can't do this anymore. I can't be either of you no matter how much you want me to be. And I can't be in a relationship where another person uses me as a surrogate. I'm my own person!" Shani began wiping her tears on her arms. Her voice was quiet between the sobs. "I know I'm just a whore or a slut or whatever. But even then... I'm still me."
She heard movement. When she looked up both of them were standing in front of her, Lacey extending her handkerchief and the Professor offering her a box of tissues. Sht took both from them. "Thank you."
They both sat down, equally uncomfortable and guilty for pushing Shani this far. Lacey started this time.
"How... how are you doing?"
"I'm doing go-... I'm not good. I miss you."
Lacey thought hard for a second before sighing and admitting, "... I miss you too." the Professor's eyes widened and a spark of hope. Hope that got shot down when Lacey continued. "But that doesn't mean I forgive you. Why? Why did you ignore me?"
"Lacey, I think about you every waking second. And when I sleep I dream about you."
Lacey pointed at Shani while raising her voice."Then why her!? Why did you invite her to your office every single day!? Why not me!?"
"Lacey, I promise you that even when I was with her, ninety five percent of my feelings were for you."
"You fucked her in your office to think of me? Why not just get me!?"
"Because... Because..."
"Because what?"
"Because I had a stupid plan." There was a moment of silence.
"What plan?"
"I... I saw how you acted around Shani and I saw a spark. I wanted you to like her more. So I kept inviting her into my office."
Lacey looked confused. "You wanted me to like her more, so you fucked her in your office?"
"We never fuck- no, that's beside the point. I wanted to make you jealous."
Lacey's voice spat venom. "Mission accomplished. Good job."
"Not like that! I thought... I thought that if I kept doing that it would make you jealous of me. And then you would do more things with Shani and eventually grow to like her more."
"You thought that if you fucked Shani in your office, the jealousy would cause me to like Shani more? You tried to manipulate me."
"No! I never wanted to manipulate you. Just give you a push in the right direction."
"What do you mean in the right direction?"
"Towards Shani and away from... me."
Shani noticed a change in Lacey. Something clicked in her head and the only sign was a small twitch of the eyebrow. Lacey completely ignored that last statement. "Well I'm sorry I didn't meet your expectations of jealousy."
"It's my fault. I should have never tried to trick you in the first place." The conversation died down again Shani didn't know if any progress had actually been made. Lacey still looked mad and the Professor was near groveling in her chair.
"OK, what about outside of the office?"
That surprised the Professor. "What?"
"Whenever we are in here, the three of us. You treat us differently. Unequally."
"What do you mean?"
"You tease Shani, which I don't particularly mind, and you fuck her differently. You fuck her so hard. And you treat me so - so soft." Lacey spat out the word with contempt. "And you spend way more time with her than you do with me. Was that also 'all for me?'"
"Lacey I- Ameli. I know how this sounds but, yes."
Lacey blew up again. "How!? How is ignoring me and my needs supposed to be for me?"
Now the Professor was the one confused. "Your needs? Ameli, I admit that I may have spent more time with Shani than you but I never ignored your needs. When you came to my office, and even when in here, I made sure to pleasure you until you were satisfied."
"But I wasn't satisfied! You can ask Shani!"
Professor Mubarak turned towards Shani. "Is this true?"
Shani had to tell the truth if she hoped to get anywhere. "Well, I think so. She would go at least another round or two when we got back to the dorm."
Professor Mubarak turned back to Lacey, mortified. "Ameli, I am so sorry! What was I doing wrong?"
Lacey scoffed. "Of course you don't know. Think about how you treated Shani versus how you treated me. Then think about how you used to treat me. You should know how I like it by now."
Shani watched a look of recognition flash over Professor Mubarak's face on the last line. "Ameli there is a very good reas-"
"What reason is there to leave me unsatisfied? Isn't that what all these 'lessons' were for? To 'learn how to satisfy a partner?' You used to take me with passion. With fervor. With love. And now all you do is gently get me off. " Lacey's anger gave way to sadness. "Where did all the love go? Do you not like me that much anymore?"
"Lacey, I love you. I love you so much. Too much."
"Please, not this again."
"But it's true! Much like how I hear you impose your... feelings for me on Shani. I'm afraid I've been doing the same."
That seemed to only hurt Lacey more. "So you put all the love you had for me and gave it to her? How's that supposed to make me feel any better!?"
"Not love. I never removed any love. Just the passion. The... the lust."
"Lust? You don't find me attractive anymore?" Lacey was on the verge of tears.
"No! I do find you attractive. You are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen, Lacey."
"Then how come when you're with Shani, all you do is give her compliments about her looks?"
"That was just to tease her. To get her embarrassed. I won't lie, I do enjoy that part of her. But I enjoy your company that much more."
"Then why do you spend more time with her!? Why do you fuck her longer? Fuck her harder? Why do you treat me so softly and then turn around and give the same 'lust' you once had for me to her?"
Amirah blurted out her answer. "Because she's bigger! Because she's taller and stronger and durable. And you, Ameli, are simply smaller than her."
The tears started coming. "That doesn't make sense. You can't tell me I'm the most beautiful woman you've ever seen and then just say you like her body more than mine!"
"I never said I liked her more. Only that she is bigger. You are perfect the way you are."
"What does her or my size have to do with any of this if not for looks?"
"Because I don't want to hurt you, Lacey."
"Well it's too late for that!"
"I meant physically. Though I never meant to hurt you emotionally as well."
"What do you mean hurt me physically?"
"You are right Lacey. I've been... ignoring your needs. And I've been taking those needs out on Shani. Every day we are together my love for you grows stronger. Everyday I yearn for you more. For your smile, your smell, your body. I want to take you and everything you have to offer. But I can't do that. I can never do that. You are too small, too weak, too-"
"Fragile?"
"Precious. I've been using Shani as a replacement for you because I don't want to break you."
"Break me?"
"I love being rough just as much as you like me being rough. But as time went on, I wanted more. To be rougher. But you are so precious and small. I would never forgive myself if I ever hurt you to meet my own needs."
"So you went to Shani?"
"Yes. When I'm with you I have to be so careful. Careful not to say or do anything that we will both regret. But when I'm with her, I have none of those concerns. I'm free to be as rough as I want. And I'll admit I got a bit carried away. After repressing it for so long, it grew addictive to use Shani as an outlet. So, again and a million times over, I'm sorry Lacey. Sorry for ignoring you and your needs. And Shani, I'm sorry for using you as a stand in for Lacey. You are right. You are your own person and it wasn't right for me to impose my feelings for Lacey onto you."
Lacey surprised them both by standing up and walking over to the Professor while looking at Shani. "No. That was my fault. I said it myself. I brought you in with the express purpose for her to split her feelings between us. So if anything it's my fault. And I'm sorry for using you as a clone for her, Shani. It wasn't right of me."
Shani still could not tell what the verdict was. The hostility had left the room but a strange air of ambiguity still shrouded the two of them. Something was still left unsaid. 'Thank you both. But you still haven't come to a conclusion."
Professor Mubarak looked up at Lacey as she stood in front of her. "I'll leave it up to you. I've hurt you too many times now to ask for forgiveness."
Lacey looked down at her for a long second. Then she sighed and grabbed the Professor's hand, looking into her eyes. "You know I love you just as much as you love me. I can't live without you." Then she turned back to Shani. "Just like how I can't live without you."
Shani's heart fluttered. She had fully expected to be eliminated from the equation when they made up.
Professor Mubarak spoke up again. "But Lacey, I told you before. No matter how much we want it, I can't be with you. You deserve so much more than me. That's why I tried to push you towards Shani."
Shani watched as Lacey gripped her hand harder. "Why do you keep saying that? We love each other so it's fine right? I decide what I deserve. And if anything, we deserve each other for putting Shani through all of that. We don't deserve her."
"You are right about the Shani point, but Ameli-"
"Do you love me?"
"With all my heart."
"Then do you truly mean it when you say we can't be together?" Stears started going down her face.
Professor Mubarak reached up her other hand and cupped Lacey's cheek, using her thumb to wipe away tears. She had tears of her own streaming down. "With all my heart."
Lacey looked at her for a long moment. And then, she sighed. To Shani it seemed as if Lacey deflated. She was defeated and finally relented. "OK. Fine."
"Does that mean?"
"Yes. But on one condition."
"Anything, Ameli."
"You have to treat Shani and I the same."
Professor Mubarak hesitated. "Ameli, I just told you-"
"I'm not as fragile as you think I am. I can take it. And if I can't. I'll tell you. Promise me."



"I promise, Ameli. But there's one problem."
"What now?"
"There's someone you forgot to ask." Then they both looked over at Shani. "We haven't been very kind to you, Shani. You are free to do as you please. I would understand if you want nothing to do with us after the way we treated you."
To be completely honest, Shani wanted to be with Lacey. But Lacey wanted them both. Shani herself was fond of the Professor enough though, so if that's what Lacey wanted, then she could handle it. As long as they treat me like a person this time. "I think I can make it work."
Lacey spoke up this time. "Shani, I don't want you to do something you aren't sure about. You deserve more than that."
Shani felt her own emotions welling up. The simple fact that they pulled out of their own moment to include and check in with her made her hopeful for the future. "Yes."
Both of the women holding hands smiled. Then Lacey leaned down and attempted to kiss the Professor but she pulled back "Lacey, you know we ca-"
"You said you'd treat us the same. You kissed her. You just said-" Hearing the truth to her words and the pain in her voice, the Professor immediately grabbed Lacey's face and deeply kissed her.
Shani could see the metaphorical fireworks that went off in Lacey's head when she got what she wanted. She wasted no time in returning the kiss. At first it started out slow. A passionate kiss one would give to a lover. But then it got more aggressive, each of them feeding on the emotions that once clouded the room. Now that they both knew the whole story, there were no secrets between them. No more heartache and hurt. Now they meant to make up for lost time. Or so Shani thought.
Lacey straddled the Professor's lap and started to unbutton the Professor's blouse but was stopped. She broke off the kiss, speaking just above a whisper. "Not yet. Not here."
"Not here?"
"I have the rest of the week off. I want to show you both how special you are and how sorry I am." She took out her phone and sent a text, both Lacey's and Shani's phone went off. Shani opened her phone and saw a group text with one bubble. An address.
The Professor gave Lacey one more kiss before standing up and setting Lacey on her feet. Then she walked over to Shani and kissed her almost as deeply. "Give me two days to get things set up" Then she moved Shani and her chair out of the way. "Good night girls." For the first time in a long time, Professor Mubarak smiled as she left.
When Shani turned around. Lacey was also smiling. A real smile, not the fake one she used to put on.
Headmistress' classroom
Lacey was well and truly happy. For the most part. There was still the pain of that last bit, but it was outweighed currently by the sheer joy she got from the rest of it. And she was still riding high from the kiss.
That high was slightly dampened when she realized she was alone with Shani.
She approached Shani cautiously. "Like I said earlier. I'm really sorry Shani." Shani gave her an apprehensive look. Of course. She needs time. "I'm gonna go to bed now. Have a good night Shani. Thank you for making us do this."
Lacey began to exit the classroom but stopped when she heard Shani's voice. "Where are you going?"
"Back to my room?"
"Oh, OK. It's just you usually sleep... in mine."
Lacey turned around and looked at Shani. "You sure?" Shani nodded. Lacey rushed over and hugged her, digging her face into her chest as she squeezed as hard as she could.
"OK Lacey, I get it... also you are digging into my leg." Lacey realized she was right. In her excitement she had forgotten her other excitement. And it was currently pressed into Shani's firm yet surprisingly soft thigh.
"Sorry." She tried to pull away but Shani held her into the embrace.
Shani chuckled, "It's OK. It's not the first time you've done it."
Lacey blushed at the truth of the statement, but she joined Shani in the laughter.
Slut's Shani's room
The trip to Shani's room was a blur to Lacey. So much weight had been lifted from her small frame and she felt light as a feather. She was pretty sure she skipped part of the way there. Or at least she remembers laughing about it when Shani pointed out how weird she looked skipping with an erection.
She bounced on her heel as Shani unlocked the door. She needed to make up for everything she'd done to her. And she had plenty of motivation to do it according to her throbbing cock.
Once in the room she reached up on her tip toes and grabbed Shani's collar and pulled her down into a kiss. A passionate kiss that was meant to convey how sorry she was as well as sate the need that Headmistress had put in her.
She felt Shani go to pick her up again and she was not having it. She wiggled her way out of her hands and attempted to push her over with the new leverage. She ignored how Shani allowed her to do so and fell to the ground taking Lacey with her. Once on the ground, Lacey straddled her and resumed her kiss before moving down Shani's face, to her neck. Shani's reactions were addictive. I see why Headmistress did this now.
As she kissed Shani's neck, her hands went to work lifting Shani's shirt. Shani spoke out between her moans, "Lacey wait. The bed."
Lacey paused her kissing but not her hands as she spat out "I can't wait that long." and went right back to her neck. Once she got the shirt hem high enough she moved downward, laying a trail of kisses down Shani's chest. Removing Shani's sports bra would have required fully removing her shirt and that was too much time wasted. She placed two kisses on Shani's covered breasts, one for each nipple before going down her abs. She ran her tongue in pattern between Shani's abs, loving the way they flexed under her wet muscle as she worked.
When She reached Shani's pelvis she wasted no time in pulling off Shani's bottoms, thankful for the fact that she wore nothing underneath them as it would save time.
She was not keeling between Shani's strong thighs, staring at her prize. It was already glistening and flushed, begging for a hard dick. But Lacey stopped herself. This was about Shani. It's the least she could do for her.
But before she dove in, she remembered words Headmistress had said to her long ago, back when they were still in the beginning of their lessons. A woman's pleasure comes equally from the foreplay and the act itself. Never underestimate the power of antici...
pation.
She trailed a few more kisses back down Shani's abs, for both of their sakes, and then kept going. She got a final kiss on Shani's groin, a hair away from her clit. She felt Shani's thighs tense and saw the chest before her inflate as she sucked in and held a breath.
Then Lacey moved down to Shani's ankle and began kissing there. She heard her let out the bated breath. She slowly kissed up her leg, overlapping her kisses to make sure it took as long as possible. She could feel Shani squirm. And then all too soon she was before Shani's pussy again. This time it looked wetter and more inviting. But it would still have to wait.
Lacey teased her again. This time leading her kisses tight up to Shani's outer lip, she let her mouth rest over the mound, letting Shani feel her breath exhale onto her pussy before repeating the process with her right leg.
This time, when Lacey hovered above her pussy, Shani pleaded. "Please." Lacey was happy to oblige.
Remembering what Headmistress had taught her, she dug into Shani with her tongue, seeking out the areas she remembered her to be most sensitive. Shani writhed on the floor. After being denied twice, she had thought she was ready for the sensation but not as ready as she should have been. Lacey simply wrapped her arms around Shani's thighs. She knew her own lack of strength though and offered a silent prayer that Shani kept enough control to not crush her head like a walnut.
Using the moans from above and the twitching in her mouth as encouragement, Lacey ate out Shani with everything she had. When she felt Shani's flexing get more frequent, she switched to putting her mouth only over Shani's clit, using light suction as her tongue and different patterns on it, hoping to send her over as high an edge as she could.
Shani's body tensed as she experienced her orgasm and Lacey for sure thought she would hear a scream. Instead she only heard strained groans as even Shani's neck muscles had tightened during her rapture. Lacey kept going to ensure she got the most out of her peak as she felt a splash against her chin and shirt.
When Shani began coming down, Lacey eased up her actions to allow a pleasant descent. But she didn't remove her mouth. After a minute of deep breaths, Shani spoke. "Lacey that was amaz-" She was interrupted when Lacey resumed her previous act. "Lacey! Wait! It's still sensiti-ah!" She was silenced, or more accurately made to scream, when Lacey got a hand involved, inserting two fingers into Shani. She pumped him in and out while curling things upwards in tandem with her mouth. All Shani could do was reach down and intangible her hands in the golden locks while she rode out what Lacey was doing to her.
Shani's room
Shani laid there as Lacey brought her to two more unbelievable orgasms. Lacey had been working on a fourth when Shani's pleading finally got through to her and she relented. Lacey crawled back onto Shani and began kissing her lips and neck again. When satisfied, Lacey put her face above Shani's.
Shani looked up at Lacey and got what the Professor had been saying in the quad. She gazed up at a beautiful girl, smiling down at her. Her blonde hair fell around their heads, making almost a curtain that separated her line of sight from anything other than those big blue eyes. And the light caught her hair just right to where it looked like it was glowing, just for them.
Lacey broke Shani out of her stunned silence. "How was it, Shani?"
Amazi-wonderf-delightfu-grea- Shani couldn't think of a word powerful enough to describe what that had been so she went with the basic. "It felt nice."
Lacey smirked down at her "Just nice?"
"It was... really good?"
Lacey's reaction was immediate. The face above her scrunched into a grimace as she felt Lacey tense above her. Lacey had her hands planted on either side of Shani's head to hold herself up but she went down to her forearms, placing her head besides Shani's and covering Shani's face in her hair.
Now laid flat against Shani, Shani could feel Lacey shaking against her. Lacey let out strained grunts in her ear as she shook, almost as if trying to bear the brunt of immense pain.
"Lacey, are you OK?" Lacey didn't respond, instead only releasing more grunts. What did get a reaction from Lacey was when Shani grabbed her sides, preparing to lift her and assess the damage.
Lacey's voice came out strained. "No! Don't touch meeeeeeee!" The last word was drawn out as at Shani's touch, Lacey fully locked up above her.
Shani thought she had hurt Lacey, until she felt a familiar sensation. As Lacey shivered, Shani felt her abs covered in a warm liquid. Lots of it. Lacey let out a cry of defeat as she painted Shani's mid section in the biggest load she's seen the girl release. Her peak seemed to last at least twenty seconds, the act of trying to deny it dragging it out. When the deluge ended, Lacey let out a weakened sigh as she relaxed against Shani, still panting in her ear.
Why did she cum? I barely touched her and Professor Mubarak wasn't here to say the phrase... wait. Shani started connecting the dots. It usually works for Professor Mubarak, but it worked for me! And I didn't even say the whole thing. All I said was 'good.'
At the realization of what happened Shani started laughing. Partly from joy and partly from the sheer hilarity of the situation. Lacey breathed into ear. "Stop laughing at me."
"It's fine Lacey." Shani wrapped her arms around her, feeling a slight shiver run down Lacey's spine before she relaxed again. Still laughing, Shani asked,"Was it good for you?" Lacey squeaked and Shani felt a single, halfhearted shot land among the rest of the cooling semen on her midsection. Oops.
Shani expected chastisement and anger from Lacey. Instead lacey hesitated. She could tell the girl was embarrassed and upset at her short fuse. But all Lacey did was keep laying on her before whispering into her ear, "Yes."
"Do you want to keep going?"
Another pause from Lacey before she admitted. "I don't think I can." Adorable.
Shani began to sit up, awkwardly standing and picking up Lacey at the same time. "OK. let's get cleaned up and go to bed." Now able to see her face, Shani saw a very red Lacey just nod.
After doing just that, they laid in bed together in a familiar position. Lacey was embarrassed to have Shani look at her after her performance and thus played the big spoon to Shani's bigger spoon, the tiny girl clutching Shani's back.
After a few minutes Lacey spoke. "Hey, Shani?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm sorry."
Shani chucked. "I know. You've said it before."
"Are you... happy with me? Even after all the stuff about using you?"
"I'll be happier now that it's over." There was a pause.
"I'm sorry."
"Lacey you don't have to keep saying it."
"But I mean it!" Lacey squeezed Shani harder. "And now I've forced you back into this three way thing."
"Forced?"
"You didn't seem too sure in the classroom. I know you are only doing it to make me happy. I'm sorry." Shani tried to turn around to face Lacey but the lil' Brit held firm. "No!"
Shani gave up trying to turn around and sighed. "You don't have to be sorry for that. I like Professor Mubarak enough, and you love her."
"I love both of you." Shani breathed in. Wasn't a direct 'I love you.' But I'll take it. "I just don't want you to be in something you don't want to be in."
"I'm fine Lacey. If anything I encourage it. The both of you have been running from your feelings for too long.You need to be true to your heart."
"Even if it wants both of you?"
"Yes. Even if it wants both of us." Silence took over for ten minutes. Shani waited for more questions or apologies but when she felt Lacey's soft breath on her back she allowed herself to drift off to sleep.
Amirah's apartment
Amirah had to make sure everything was perfect. She spent the past two days getting all the materials and then the past twelve hours setting up, checking, and rechecking everything. Dinner was in the oven, the sides were prepared, the decorations were set, but as it got closer to arrival time, She began to get the butterflies.
At first she had been all about Picking the girls up in her car so that she herself could guarantee their safe arrival, but Shani aptly pointed out that it wouldn't be good for them to be seen getting into a professor's personal vehicle. Amirah conceded and instead ordered them an uber, the biggest and most expensive one they had. She checked her phone five times a minute to make sure it was still on the way. Calm down. This is your house. You have the home field advantage.
That fact only made her more nervous. The only people who come by her place anymore are her parents when she flies them out for a week or two. She hadn't had anyone over, especially anyone she was involved with, in years. I hope they like it.
During her last check of the decorations, Amirah missed the alert that said the uber had arrived. She jumped when she heard a knock on her door. Shit, shit shit shit. She walked over to the door while smoothing out her outfit.
She was as dressed up as she'd been in a long time. She wore a black silk abaya that had golden trims and embroidery. Her father had gotten it for her years ago, hoping that she'd use it to find herself a spouse. She took it out of the box for the first time that morning. She had her hair put up as well. I hope this isn't too much.
She steeled her nerves as she opened the door. When she saw the two of them there, all of her fear vanished in favor of awe.
Professor Mubarak's apartment.
Shani had looked around the entire uber and walk up to the apartment. She'd barely been off campus before, only once or twice when none of her older brothers decided to show up unannounced to hang out with their 'favorite' (only) little sister. She didn't know much about city living as she grew up in a pretty big place to house nine kids on top of her extended family but it looked nice. While Shani looked around, Lacey got frustrated and pulled her up the last flight of stairs, excited to get Professor Mubarak.
Much like the first time Shani went to the classroom, Lacey had all that energy until she actually got to the door. Then she pushed Shani towards it and hid off to the side. Shani knocked on the door and waited. Then she was stunned when it opened. I'm underdressed.
Shani had opted for a simple jeans and t-shirt combo, the shirt being slightly cropped to show off her stomach. But when compared to Professor Mubarak she might as well be wearing rags.
The black silk clung to her curves in all the right places. The gold trimming only highlighted her beautiful brown skin. She wore light mascara around her eyes. Her hair was up in a beautiful braid that had golden stranded weaved into it to match her outfit. Shani deemed she was the modern day Cleopatra. Probably prettier than the real thing.
Once again Professor Mubarak had surprised Shani with her own heritage. Much like she didn't expect the Arabic nicknames, she didn't expect to be shown the beauty of Egyptian style so far from home. She felt like she was in puberty again, just hitting her growth spurt. Her mother would take her shopping and show her off to all the other women, proud of having a daughter amongst all those rowdy sons. Shani was assailed with memories of the prettiest women, all in similar attire, praising her and studying her body, complimenting her on her height and looks while she stood there and blushed.
"I-I'm sorry I didn't know. I should have worn something fancier-" Shani was interrupted by a calming hand on her shoulder.
"You're fine Shani. I may have overdone it a bit." Shani felt her other hand touch the part of her midsection exposed by the shirt. "Besides. I think you look delicious."
Amirah's apartment
Before Amirah could ask where Lacey was, she heard the recognizable sound of a Lacey squeak off to the side. She turned her head. She then squealed like a girl half her age.
Not two minutes later she had dragged them both into the apartment and closed the door behind them before she moved her coffee table and planted Lacey in the middle of her living room.
"Where should I put this?" Shani held up a duffel bag she had on her shoulder but Amirah was too preoccupied to care.
She didn't even look at Shani. "Anywhere's fine." She was too busy using her phone to have a photoshoot with Lacey, both of them Smiling ear to ear.
Lacey had turned fully into her cuteness with a lolita outfit. She wore a layered dress adorned with colored laces and ribbons. Each layer of the dress ended in the cutest frills. The outer layers and dominant colors were a beautiful baby blue. The inner frills, laces and ribbons were a vibrant crimson. The skirt itself bellowed out at the bottom in an 'A' shape. Her blonde hair looked extra shiny as it was straightened to perfection. To top off the outfit, she wore a giant baby blue and red bow.
Amirah could not contain her squeals and other assorted noises of cuteness as she spent a full ten minutes taking shots of every conceivable angle. When she was finished and finally calmed down she hugged Lacey, their cheeks together while Lacey giggled. "You are so cute!" She pinched Lacey's cheek. "I could just eat you up!"



The mood turned on a dime as Lacey's smile turned lustful and she said, "You promise?" Amirah felt a stirring in her groin and had to resist pinning Lacey down then and there.              
She cleared her throat. "Let's get dinner first, Ameli. After all, Shani's got to eat to keep up her figure." She brought them to the kitchen and took dinner out of the oven.
Dinner was awkward for Amirah. Both girls gave off completely opposite energies. Shani looked nervous, as adorable as Amirah had ever seen her. Lacey on the other hand contrasted her cuteness with lewd looks she shot both of them. Amirah thought she had the home field advantage but Lacey was proving her wrong.
Dinner ended rather abruptly. Not so much ending officially but interrupted. It reached a point where Lacey's looks had gotten to Amirah. Eventually it devolved to several minutes of the three of them looking at each over their plates. Then, seemingly coming to a silent, unanimous decision, they all stood from the table and Amirah led the girls to the master bedroom.
Both of the girls gasped as they saw the display. Amirah wasn't the best artist or the most creative person, but she hoped they appreciated the gesture. Taking up the ceiling in the corner of her room were two sets of several balloons.
The first set were mostly red and of the same type, with the first balloon being different. They were all letters that spelled out "Lacey day parade." The second set had the same message as the first, but with a few more substitutions to spell out "Shani day parade." Both of the girls simply viewed the sight with their hands over their mouths, too overwhelmed by emotion to react. They both just turned on a dime and hugged Amirah, hoping to convey their appreciation through physical contact. Then they released her and resumed looking at the balloons.
Once they finished gawking, Amirah closed the door and hugged Lacey tightly, breathing in her smell from the top of her head. "I want you, Ameli."
"Good." Lacey wiggled out of the embrace and stood in front of Amriah's bed with her arms out to her sides. "Undress me."
"Huh?"
"I can't get out of this alone, so undress me."
"Then how did you get in it?"
"Shani." That makes sense.
"How long did it take?"
"Around fifteen minutes." She adorably flapped her arms. "Better get started."
Taking it off took less time than putting it on. Instead of frustration, Amirah's excitement only grew with each layer they removed. Each layer removed was one step closer to Lacey. When they got to the bottom layer, Amirah was impressed at the amount of effort that went into the outfit. Is she wearing a petticoat?
When they had finally released Lacey from her lace and frilled prison, Amirah was once again hit with a wave of cuteness. Lacey wore a set of underwear that matched her outfit. Red and blue laced garments that came together in neat little bows.
After they got Lacey undressed, Shani started to remove her own clothes but Amirah stopped her with a simple command and a forceful glare. "Don't." Then she softened a bit. "Shani, I'm sorry but would you mind if Lacey and I went first?"
"Oh. Of course." Shani took a seat at the desk Amirah had in the corner.
Amirah turned her attention back to Lacey. The fire in Lacey's eyes lit the one in her soul. She picked up Lacey's bridal style and carried her over to the bed. She laid Lacey down in the center of the bed and looked at her.
Her thoughts froze as she moved on pure instinct. She undressed herself now, quickly removing the abaya and exposing the lingerie she wore underneath. Up top was a simple black lace bra. On her lower half she wore a garter belt that connected to a pair of black, crotchless panties. The panties allowed her cock to rise to its full length without obstruction as she continued to stare at the girl on her bed.
Amirah climbed onto the bed, pausing for a second to undo one of the bows on Lacey's hips, allowing her panties to be easily removed and tossed aside. And then she was atop Lacey, her hands on either side of her head as she looked down at her.
In an instant Amirah's lips were on her tasting all they had to offer. All she had denied herself for so long. Lacey was more than willing to give in, to let Amirah have her way with her and be devoured as her Headmistress saw fit. Amirah then switched to a seemingly random rotation, swapping between lips, neck and face with reckless abandon.
Amirah was glad for Lacey's proactivity. She was so lost in ravaging any part her mouth could reach that she had nearly forgotten her throbbing length. She paused her meal when she felt the familiar feeling of Lacey's small hands grab her cock. Looking between them, past Lacey's own cute cock, she could see the hands lining her up with Lacey's fold.
Amirah looked back into those blue eyes. No words were needed. Amirah slowly pushed forward with her hips. They both gasped during their eye contact and Amirah's head spread Lacey, her folds opening up as they had so many times before. It only took a single stroke to hilt herself in the small woman beneath her.
Once fully inside, Amirah held herself there for a minute, relishing being truly connected to Lacey again, in both mind and spirit. Lacey hooked her ankles around Amirah's waist, trapping her. The only communication between them were the pants and breaths they released on each other's faces.
Unable to resist any longer, Amirah loosened her restraints a bit, pulling out of Lacey as far as the leg lock would allow before thrusting back in, faster and harder than the first. Amirah set up a steady rhythm. Not able, or willing, to go much faster because of Lacey's grip, she resorted to putting as much force as she dared into each thrust, lightly rocking the bed as they made love.
Headmistress' bedroom
Lacey could not imagine a better place to be. No heaven in existence could possibly surpass this moment. She was beneath one of the women she loved, in her house, in her bed. Everything here smelled of Headmistress.
Lacey looked up at the bronze woman above her. Looked into her brown eyes as they shared a moment she wished could be repeated over and over. She felt complete with Headmistress inside of her, filling her. But it wasn't enough.
Beyond the loving look, Lacey saw the same animal that ravaged Shani in front of her, caged. But the cage was failing. She could see Headmistress's effort in resisting it, but all she needed was one good push. And if Lacey knew how to do anything, it was how to push Headmistress' buttons.
She reached up and looped her hands around Headmistress' neck and drew her face close. Then she looked into her eyes and said, "Fuck me."
For a second, a mere moment, Lacey saw the fire behind Headmistress' eyes. Then it cooled down, replaced with concern. "Lacey, you don't know what you're asking for."
"Then show me. I want to know."
Amirah's bedroom
Amirah's soul was being torn in two. She knew what she said. What she promised. But saying it then and doing it now were two different things. She looked down at Lacey beneath her. Where she belongs. One side of her saw her lover. Her precious little lady. The other side saw the same, but it wanted to ruin it.
"Lacey I-" Lacey surprised her. Lacey dragged her in closer and bit down on her neck hard enough to draw a wince and gasp from Amirah. Then she leaned back and looked Amirah in the eyes in what could be nothing but a challenge. "If you don't stop being a coward and fuck me, I'll bend you over myself and show you how to do it properly, Habibi." The last word punctuated the challenge.
Something in Amirah snapped. Her last bit of self control vanished. She could handle the pleading, the begging, the whining. But she would not suffer anymore insubordination from either of the girls. And she certainly would not suffer threats.
Amirah felt the fire consume her as she changed her position on the bed. No longer did she rest on her hands. She wrapped her arms under Lacey's back, fully pulling herself into an embrace and trapping the girl beneath her. Lacey just squealed in response, ready for the ride.
Though the beast was finally released, it too cared for Lacey. Just enough to growl in Lacey's ear. "Safe word. Now."
All of Amirah's nerves were set aflame as Lacey's tone still held the teasing confidence. Lacey moved the little she could and craned her neck to put her lips against Amirah's ear. "Amirah."
Driven by equal parts lust, love and anger. Amirah began to truly fuck Lacey as hard as she could in such conditions. The bestial part of her did not want to break Lacey. It simply wanted to see if it could. She asked for this.
The entire bed shook and creaked as Amirah fucked Lacey. Mimicking Amirah's grip on her, Lacey added her arms to Amirah's back, locking them into place, similarly to her legs. The only sounds that could be heard were the bed, Lacey's unrestrained screams, the sound of flesh meeting flesh, and Amirah's own grunts.
Headmistress' Bedroom
Finally. Lacey was being well and truly taken. Everything she had to offer, Headmistress took for her own. She felt the hands on her back move, as if trying to touch all of her at once. The ferocious grunts her in ear as Headmistress truly let go and gave into her feelings. The way that the thrusts were so shallow and yet still each and everyone of them rocked her body, filing her deepest parts. Even the pain she felt only heightened the experience. She felt the sting in her ass as each thrust clapped against her. She already started to feel the soreness in her lower half and they had barely begun. I won't be able to walk tomorrow. Lacey basked in her prison of love, trapped beneath Headmistress.
Lacey liked being proactive in giving Headmistress pleasure. But she was truly at home when Headmistress took it from her. And gave it.
Amirah's bedroom
If Amirah were coherent enough to think, she would have had many of the same thoughts. She was definitely going to be sore in the morning. Instead though, she had feelings. And the only feeling she had was the feeling of contentment.
Everything felt right. She was giving into her lustful feelings fully. She was in her own bed with Lacey beneath her. The love of her life moaning into her ear as she took her as hard as she could, eager to fill her with seed.
Amirah barely registered when Lacey began to writhe underneath her, covering both of their stomachs with her cum. When she did notice however, the beast inside only saw one more thing to take from Lacey. And she wanted it all.
She removed one of their hands and slid it between them. It quickly found Lacey's still trembling cock and began to stroke it vigorously, in time with her thrusts. Lacey did not disappoint. Amirah could not tell where one orgasm started and another ended. Nor did she care. All she wanted was to milk Lacey dry.
The worst thing about moments of perfection is that they never last. Amirah could feel her own release coming and she did not shy away from it. She removed her hand from Lacey's cock and returned it to her back. She clutched Lacey as close as possible, digging her nails into Lacey's back as Lacey's nails dug into hers. With a final roar of ecstasy Amirah hilted herself inside of Lacey and unloaded everything she had.
Time slowed for Amirah. The only things that mattered were the heat of Lacey's small body encased by hers, and the pleasure of each throb sending another wave of cum into her waiting pussy. She did not know for how long she had been cumming, but she did know that when she started to come down, it was over all too soon.
As the cum left her body, so did her aggression. She spent her descent kissing Lacey's face and neck, showering her with love as they both relaxed into each other. While Amirah was kissing her neck, Lacey had one final comment.
She giggled in Amirah's ear as she breathed out. "See. I told you I wouldn't break." Amirah could only hmm in response, rubbing her cheek into Lacey's neck.
Professor Amirah's bedroom
Shani watched the display of affection before her. Lacey still had herself wrapped around The Professor. The Professor herself was still inside Lacey. Even as she continued her cat-like nuzzling of Lacey's neck, she stayed buried inside Lacey, rocking both of their bodies in gentle, wave-like motions.
The entire act had Shani speechless. It was... beautiful. From beginning to end, their coupling had been moving. Even though it was one of the roughest acts Shani had ever seen, it could only be described as true lovemaking.
She made eye contact with Lacey, who sent her a sinister smile. She watched as Lacey leaned forward and whispered something into Professor Amirah's ear. The Professor's head turned towards her. It was no longer the loving look, it had reverted back to the angry beast. She watched as Lacey undid her arms and legs from the Professor's back. The Professor pulled out of Lacey and Shani saw that, though covered in a mixture of both of their liquids, it was still rock hard and throbbing.
The Professor left the bed and strode over towards Shani. Wordlessly she gripped Shani's arm and pulled her to her feet. Then force on Shani's shoulder forced her to knees in front of Professor Amirah. She only let out a single command. "Clean it."
Feeling herself get even wetter, Shani leaned forward and began licking the dirty cock, tasting their mixed flavors. But she wasn't doing enough. "I'll do it myself." The Professor took two handfuls of Shani's hair and held her head steady, then lined herself up. "Open."
Shani opened her mouth ahd instantly the space was filled with the cock. The Professor did offer her one small mercy in that she didn't go all the way in at first. She gradually went in, each thrust going further until it hit the back of her throat. That seemed to be warning enough for the Professor, as on the next thrust she started forcing Shani even further, slowly pushing until Shani's face was fully in her crotch. Feeling the cock throb so much in her spasming throat, Shani thought for sure the Professor was about to cum down her throat, but with a grunt of resistance her head was pulled off the cock and she was granted a few seconds of sputtering to regain her breath.
Professor Amirah yanked Shani back to her feet and pushed her towards the bed. Once there, she was pushed forward and forced to bend at the waist over the bed. She felt her belt undone and in one swift motion her panties and jeans were pulled down to her knees.
She felt the bed depress next to her as Professor Mubarak sat down on the bed next to her. A hand gripped her ass and squeezed the flesh. "I haven't forgotten what you did, Eyani." What did I do? Is she still on the seduction thing? I didn't even mean to do that!
She stiffened up as she realized the position she was in. The Professor continued. "We don't have much time, so I'll make this quick. I want you to count again. Understood?"
Shani figured trying to explain herself would only make it worse so she relented. "Yes, Professor Mub-" A hard slap to the center of her left ass cheek interrupted her, causing her to scream out. The Professor leaned down into her ear and spoke to her. "That's not what I told you to call me Shani."
"I'm sorry, Amirah."
"That one didn't count. The real ones start now." A second slap, this time on her right cheek, rang out around the room. This one was even harder than the last as Shani grunted in pain.
"One..."
Thankfully she only got a total of eleven smacks, if you count the bonus one. Each smack felt harder than the last, though Shani couldn't tell if that was just from the sting of the previous ones. At first she did them one by one, making Shani count individually. For the last four however, she did them in rapid succession, overloading Shani's senses. Shani couldn't tell but she thought she might have cum a little from that.
After calling out the last slaps, Shani relaxed onto the bed, allowing her top half to go limp in on the sheets. She tensed up when she felt two fingers none too gently inserted into her from behind. "You didn't think we were done did you? I'll show you some mercy, Eyani. If you don't cum for thirty seconds, I'll forgive you."
Without waiting for a response the fingers curved, immediately finding Shani's g-spot. Instead of pulling her fingers in and out, the Professor simply moved her forearm, pushing and pulling Shani's waist as she kept her fingers rubbing on the button. What little hope Shani had of actually winning the game was snuffed when a second hand attacked her clit.
In five second flat Shani was whimpering as she squeezed around the fingers. She felt her body release the proof of her ecstasy onto the hands. Once she came down, she was delivered a twelfth smack on the ass, causing one of her aftershocks to be almost on par with the real thing. She moaned into the sheets.
"I told you not to cum. Not only did you cum, you wet your pants and my floor." She felt the Professor rise from beside her. Before she was coherent enough to apologize she felt hands on her hips and the thick head of a cock pressed against her before it buried itself inside. She just let out a silent breath, not enough air in her lungs to scream.
Professor Amirah wasted no more words on this whore. A pace was set, slower than the one that she used on Lacey but with more power now that she had the leverage and ability to pull almost all the way out before slamming back in.
Each thrust had their hips meet in claps that rivaled the spanking, and the sting they created were practically the same. The pain and pleasure mixed inside Shani and all she could do was close her eyes and grit her teeth, gripping the sheets as she waited for it to end. Both of them let out only grunts and breathes through gritted teeth, one taking the brunt of the exchange while the other focused solely on delivering the onslaught.
As Shani's body rocked on the bed, she felt the sudden softness of a gentle touch, lightly brushing hair from her face. She opened her eyes to see Lacey, her face a foot from her own. Lacey was lying on her side, head propped up on one hand/elbow while the other was outstretched towards Shani's head. Shani's eyes glanced down to her lower body and saw her cock had reinflated and was throbbing again, though Lacey showed no signs of sexual aggression yet.
Lacey's outstretched hand brushed more hair out her face as she spoke matter of fact-ly. "This is your own fault, you know. You shouldn't have taunted her like that."
"But I didn't-" Another smack on her ass made her stop mid-sentence.
"What did I say about lying Eyani?"
"Sorry..."
Lacey went back to humming to herself as she rubbed Shani's head and face, almost comforting her while she went through her punishment. Shani heard the Professor's breaths become more ragged and felt the thrusts become quicker, losing their rhythm and becoming sporadic. But they also were harder.
Lacey spoke up as she leaned forward, her eyes staring into Shani's. "It's OK. She's almost done, just a little bit more." She paused before continuing. "She's only doing this because she cares about you. She doesn't want to see us not be our best selves. She disciplines you because she cares, Shani." Then Lacey placed a soft kiss on Shani's forehead. "We both do."
Shani didn't have time to respond as she felt a particularly hard thrust mark the end of her punishment. As she felt the hot cum fill her, She also felt the Professor lean on her back. Her mouth found a spot of her shoulder that was exposed by the collar of her shirt and bid down, once again marking Shani as hers inside and out.



When the flow of cum ended, she felt the mood shift before she felt it. Professor Mubarak removed her teeth from Shani's skin and kissed the spot she just bit. Then, much like how she had watched her do with Lacey, she felt the Professor kiss every exposed part of her neck while rocking them slowly, still inside of Shani. All the while she let out content breaths and warming hums.
Shani dealt with that behind her while Lacey continued to look deeply in her eyes and rub her head. Then she felt Professor Mubarak's mouth nibble on her ear before speaking. "She's right Shani." The Professor laid a soft kiss on the side of her face. "This is for your own good. I don't want to punish my students but it's my job." She trailed a few kisses on Shani's neck, tracing a path to the other side of Shanis head. Once there, she repeated the ear nibble and side kiss. "But if I didn't know any better, I would think you want to be punished. Every time I go to punish you, you make more problems and..." She gave a small thrust. Without both of their grunts and the slaps of their flesh, Shani heard loud and clear the squelch that came from their union. "Messes."
Shani buried her face in the sheets. Her face felt like it was on fire and she didn't want to be seen by Lacey anymore. She saw the large, smug grin Lacey grew when she heard the noise.
Lacey wasn't having it. Shani felt her hair gripped and her head raised until she was eye to eye with Lacey again. "None of that. You are our whore." Lacey leaned closer. "More importantly, my whore. You don't get to choose what we do and don't see. We choose what we want to see. And right now, I want to see your face and your pretty eyes." She leaned in while pulling Shani's hair closer and passionately kissed her for several seconds.
While Lacey kissed her, Shani felt the Professor pull out, and more importantly/embarrassingly, felt the cum leak out of herself, down into her panties between her knees.
"Shani, take off your clothes and get back into the same position. Ameli, come here. It's your turn to clean." Releasing Shani's hair, Shani saw the excitement on Lacey's face as she crawled over to sit in front of the Professor. Even though she was naked and on her bed, Lacey made sure to sit properly on her knees, back straightened and head held high.
Shani heard the sound of shuffling and Lacey's giggles as she stood and turned to remove her clothing. When she resumed her position she saw Lacey next to her, on her back. Her cock stood tall towards the ceiling and her head was off the bed. Lacey made eye contact as Professor Mubarak slowly inserted her cock into her mouth. Because of her neck being parallel to the cock, the Professor was able to easily slide all of herself in in one smooth motion. She didn't even gag.
Even with the Professor's balls deep in her throat, Lacey could still shoot Shani a teasing glance, obviously proud of the fact that she could still take the cock in her throat better than Shani.
Amriah's bedroom
Amirah felt like she was truly home. Not because she was in her actual home but because she had the wet warmth of Lacey's throat stretched around her. She held herself there, just out enough that Lacey could still breath. She felt the exhalations from her nostrils wash over her balls.
Amirah looked down to appreciate Lacey's body, an ever present monument to the truth that good things come in small packages. She looked over her pale, smooth skin, down to her cock that proudly stood at attention. Reaching over a hand, she slid one finger up the cock, smiling at the way Lacey's body reacted to her touch. She slowly put pressure on the cock, bending it to the side just enough to not hurt and removed her finger, watching it bounce like a metronome.
What should I have them do now? A plethora of ideas came to mind but one stuck out the most, mostly because she couldn't visualize it. I've never seen them together. She slowly pulled herself out of Lacey's throat and allowed the girl to sit up.
"Ameli, Eyani. I have a very special task for the both of you. First, both of you sit side by side in the center of the bed." The girls followed suit and Amirah smiled at the differences in their personalities from the ways they sat. Though she had corrected Shani many times in the past for doing it in a skirt, it felt right that Shani was sitting with her legs crossed. Lacey as usual sat on her knees again in the exact way Amirah had taught her.
Amirah grabbed the desk chair and rolled it over in front of the bed and sat in it to watch the show. She took her dick in her hand and began slowly stroking it. "Ameli."
"Yes Headmistress?"
"Fuck Shani."
Amirah smiled at both of their reactions. Shani had a look of confusion. One that lasted barely a second before she was tackled to the bed by Lacey. So that's how they do it. She continued her strokes while Lacey positioned herself atop Shani and began fucking her. She noted that since she couldn't reach Shani's face while on top, Lacey latched onto Shani's nipple with her mouth.
Getting into the moment, Amriah mimicked the sensation with her own hand, snaking it up her body and rolling her own nipple in her fingers while releasing a moan. Her hand speed increased slightly.
As she watched she noticed that Lacey was also touching Shani's clit to get her off. But she was going much too fast for Amirah's taste. "Ameli, slow down. She's your girlfriend. Show her just how much you appreciate her and love her."
Lacey followed directions, slowing down her thrusts to make sensual love to Shani. Amirah had to admit, she was better than expected. She thought Lacey would just thrust in and out to get herself off, but she actually had good motion in her hips, not thrusting as much as rolling her hips into Shani. The decent technique only made it hotter to watch. Amirah sped up her hand some more.
Unfortunately all good things must come to an end. And when it concerns Lacey, they tend to happen a bit on the early side. Amirah watched as she made the most adorable noise and filled Shani. Once again Amirah was amazed with just how much cum the tiny woman had in her.
After her climax, Lacey cuddled with Shani, seemingly forgetting about Amirah. Not one to be left out, Amirah stood and approached the bed, crawling on it. She positioned her cock over Shani's face and dropped all resistance, letting out a pleasured sigh as she covered Shani's face in her third load of the night.
Once she was finished, and had squeezed out to final drops, she looked down at Lacey. "Oops. Looks like I made a mess. If only someone were here to clean it up."
Shani squeaked as Lacey hopped onto her chest, using her tongue to lick up all of the "mess" that Amirah made. What else can I do with them?
She absentmindedly reached over and grabbed Lacey's cute butt. She didn't stop her meal, but she did moan and raise her hips, presenting herself to the air. She looked at them like that, Lacey presenting on top of Shani. She got an idea. That could be fun.
"Ameli, dear."
Lacey lifted her head. "Yes, Headmistress?"
She gave Lacey's butt a little slap and Lacey wiggled it. "Think you got any more in you?"
"As much as you want, Headmistress."
"That's my girl. Shani. Lay down in the center please. Raise your butt please."
"O-OK." Shani did as she asked, arching her back in that very sexy way everyone likes.
"Lacey. Be a doll and get inside her again." Lacey happily obliged, lining herself up behind Shani.
Amirah moved behind Lacey and pressed her front to Lacey's back. She slowly slid her hands down Lacey's torso until they rested on her hips. Then she pushed Lacey over slightly and Lacey gasped. "Headmistress?" Her voice sounded more hopeful than confused.
"Ameli, you have two very special ladies at your disposal. Both of which want to give you everything you need, isn't that right Eyani?"
"... Yes."
"Lacey, do me a favor and spank her for me." Lacey did not hesitate. The sound it made surprised Amirah, she did not expect such a short arm to create such force. "Thank you Ameli. Shani, what did you do wrong?"
"...I don't know." Shani whimpered into the bed, obviously afraid of being spanked again.
"That's OK dear. I appreciate your honesty." She watched Shani's shoulders rise and fall as she let out a sigh of relief. "Lacey, if you would." Lacey delivered another hard slap. "You didn't address me properly Shani."
"I'm sorry Amirah!" Shani whined into the bed.
"See that wasn't so hard. Why do you have to be so difficult? Now, as I was saying. We love you very much Lacey. And given that you and I have such special bodies, I can do a special thing for my special girl." While she was talking Amirah lined herself up behind Lacey. "Just... like... so." She eased herself into Lacey.
Lacey gasped and bent over Shani more, unable to handle the feeling. "See Lacey? You have the best of both worlds."
"Headmistress I-"
"Shhhh. I noticed your technique earlier. It could use some improvement, allow me to teach you... hands on."
Amirah began rocking her hips gently. Though she wanted to go faster, this was about Lacey and her special body. She had barely done three of her slow thrusts before she felt Lacey tremble. From Shani's gasp she assumed Lacey was filling Shani again. Her orgasms are just like her. Short and sweet.
Amirah spent the next ten minutes slowly pumping in and out of Lacey, loving the combined moans of her two girls. In that time Lacey released four more times in Shani before not being able to take it anymore.
"Headmistress please..." Amirah stopped her motions. She leaned forward and kissed the top of Lacey's head.
"Are you finally satisfied, Ameli?"
"Yes, Headmistress."
"You hear that Shani? I think we found the limits of Lacey's stamina. Isn't that great."
"Yes... Amirah." So she can learn. Or maybe she actually is doing it on purpose.
"Well girls. I think I have one more in me if you'll humor me."
Though exhausted, Lacey said, "Always, Headmistress."
"Yes, Amirah."
She positioned them the way she wanted them. Another test. She laid herself down in the middle of the bed, her head resting on the pillows. She instructed both of them to lay down next to her, on their stomachs and facing away. She grabbed a hold of both of their asses, squeezing each in her hands. The two girls looked back at her and all she said to them was, "Share."
Lacey, like the first time, leaned in first tasting Amirah's cock. But, like the first time she didn't hog it. She left plenty of room for another to join her. She even sent inviting looks Shani's way.
Amirah watched as Shani inched closer. When in range, Lacey even paused her own worship, taking Amirah's cock at the base and leaning it towards Shani. Amirah smiled warmly as Shani accepted, giving a few licks of her own. Then the two set about truly sharing Amirah's cock. As well as their mouths.
Much like the first time, there were quite a few interruptions. But instead of a lack of cooperation, there was too much of it. She had to give their butts a squeeze every few seconds, to remind them of the task at hand. As usual it was Lacey's fault, the little troublemaker, every time Shani's licks got too close to hers she would reach over and start missing her girlfriend, distracting them both.
Amirah had time to spare with all the interruptions and it got her thinking. In each hand she had a glorious ass. Shani's brown, toned ass, somehow so large but so firm. Lacey's smaller yet plump one. She massaged them as the girls worked.
Her curiosity got the better of her, having two perfect asses in her face, how could she resist? With each hand she palmed a cheek and pushed, opening them. Then she let her thumbs wander, each one gently touching their rosebuds.
The reactions were immediate and surprising. Lacey moaned salaciously and pushed back a little into the touch. She expected Lacey to be willing, but not that willing. Shani came as even more of a surprise. She had expected Shani to jump and even move away, but instead she froze. She tensed up and held very still, her wide eyes shot over to meet Amirah's. Amirah recognized not as much fear as she thought. It was about twenty percent fear, and eighty percent curiosity. Interesting.
She let her hands retreat for now. "Don't mind me girls. Finish up." The girls had taken turns sucking on the tip while the other licked the rest and Amirah felt her peak rising. But she had to hold on to time it right.
She waited until Shani's next turn before releasing a sigh and letting her release come, flooding Shani's mouth. The lack of warning shocked her, but she had enough sense to keep her mouth on the tip and take it all in her mouth. When it stopped, she slowly pulled off and looked at Amirah, expecting a command. I trained her well.
"Share." Before Shani could react, Lacey was upon her. She pinned Shani down and kissed her, forcing her to share her treat. After their meal was done, Amirah expected to have a girl on each side but wasn't particularly surprised when instead she cuddled up to the other side of Lacey. The night ended with Lacey in the middle of the both of them, her small body almost covered by the cuddles of her two larger lovers. Amirah promised them that they'd clean up in the morning, or whenever they woke up.
Professor Amirah's Apartment.
Shani was the first to wake. And she woke to the feeling of unbelievable sex. The feeling of being sticky. She, literally in some places, peeled herself out of the cuddle pile and bed. Still half asleep, Professor Mubarak mumbled out where she kept extra shower supplies before rolling over to cuddle Lacey all for herself.
Shani entered the bathroom and took a much needed shower. The water fully waking her up, she was left with her feelings. Pure joy and excitement. She didn't expect things to go this well. She had her doubts about continuing this little ménage à trois but everything went perfectly. With all of their tensions out in the open, everything was much more special and personal and right. The excitement stemmed from the naughty feeling she got knowing they were all fucked if anyone found out, but also for the hope of what the future held. She could almost still feel the Professor's finger at her back door...
Lost in such happiness, Shani did something she hadn't done since the semester started. Being in an actual bathroom and not the dorm ones, in an actual home and feeling so happy, she kinda forgot where she was and reverted back to her normal showering routine from back home. Which is to say, she sang while she cleansed herself of the debauchery from the previous night. And of course she had to sing one of her favorite songs.
Amirah's bedroom
Amirah woke up for good this time to a wonderful sound. It took her a few seconds to recognize the voice but it was undeniably Shani that released the melodic tone. And she recognized the tune. If she remembered correctly the song was from a children's movie and was called 'Arabian Nights.'
She felt Lacey start to stir in her arms and immediately felt how dirty both of them were. Lacey looked up into Amirah's eyes and gave her a sleepy smile. "Good morning."
Her heart damn near exploded. Only in her dreams did she think she would get to experience this sight. They shared a tender kiss. "Good morning Ameli."
"Is that Shani?"
"It appears so."
"I didn't know she could sing."
"Neither did I. Let's say we go join her?" Lacey's eyes lit up to their normal level, her smile becoming mischievous.
"Let's."
Together they crawled out of bed and into the bathroom. When Amirah pulled back the shower curtain Shani screamed, pausing her song and attempting to cover herself.
Amirah talked as she stepped into the shower behind Shani. Lacey got in front of her. Immediately their hands began exploring her soapy body. "Oh please, it's not anything we haven't seen before."
"Wh-what are you doing in here?"
"We just wanted to help you clean up. You know, to make sure to get your every nook and cranny. Don't mind us Eyani. Please, resume your singing." Shani tried to hide her face.
"No. I only do that when I'm alone."
Lacey chimed in. "Please?"
"It's OK Ameli. If she isn't willing to sing for us, I know just how to make her." She trailed her hand down Shani's abdomen towards its goal.
True to her word, Shani's voice could be heard all through the apartment from the bathroom. But whether or not that was considered singing is still up to debate.
Fun fact: Madison Adams and Nia Rose were the two names I had prior to settling on Lacey Cambell. Rahema was Shani's draft name.
Note 1: You probably noticed the obvious ones but did you catch all six Disney songs I put in?
Note 2: This was exhausting to write and I'm sure even worse for my editor to go through so many versions but I am happy with the way it turned out. 3 more chapters to go and I swear they will be much, much shorter.
Note 3: As usual, comment and leave feedback for things you liked or think need improving.
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Amirah's/Professor Mubarak's/ Headmistress' Apartment.
After the fun of making Shani sing in the shower as well as cleaning themselves off, the women got relatively dressed. When Amirah inquired about when the girls would return to campus, she was surprised when their (or specifically Lacey's) response was "tomorrow." When she resisted and told them they had to go back to their classes, Lacey convinced her with the fact that it wouldn't be the first time the two of them skipped classes and that even with all the missed time, the two of them were still top of the class. With a smile on her face, she 'reluctantly' agreed to let the girls stay for the day.
Amirah discovered that the duffle bag she had forgotten about carried another set of clothes for the girls as well as some essentials.
Lacey spent a good hour of her day exploring Amirah's apartment, dragging her along to tell her about any little thing that caught her eye. It felt like a date, or the closest thing they would ever get to one anyway, so Amirah obliged and answered any question she had.
Later
After getting acquainted with the apartment, Lacey settled into a routine that was reminiscent of an old, friendly pet. Shani watched her with amazement as she moved about with utter confidence, as if she belonged there. Shani, on the other hand, always looked to Amirah for permission to do anything, even after being assured she didn't need to.
Amirah recognized Lacey's happiness and the habits it brought along. She would smile at both Shani and Amirah whenever they made eye contact; she basically skipped and floated every time she went somewhere in the apartment; and most notably, whenever Shani or Amirah sat down anywhere, like a cat, within seconds Lacey was climbing into their lap. Amirah decided it would be fun to tease her a bit.
Amirah took Shani aside and instructed her to sit down somewhere a few minutes after she did, then she sat on the couch. As expected, Lacey crawled onto her lap and snuggled in close. Amirah wrapped her arms around her British lover and relished the affection. As instructed, Shani sat down on a chair within eyesight of the two.
Lacey began getting up to travel to her girlfriend but Amirah held fast, keeping her arms wrapped around her body. After a few weak attempts, Lacey caught on to the game and did not like it one bit. She struggled a little harder, but her position gave her little leverage to work with. Amirah considered letting her go when Lacey looked up at her with those big, sad eyes and whimpered. She would have broken had it been slightly less cute. She wanted to see more of the cuteness and was curious how Ameli would solve the problem.
Shani watched the struggle with mild curiosity. That is, until Lacey locked eyes with her and pitifully called out for her. Shani then had a choice to make. Her girlfriend was in a questionable amount of duress and pleaded for her help. But if she shifted her gaze slightly upward she was met with a challenge from Amirah. Her eyes seemed curious at what Shani would do, while simultaneously intimidating her.
Shani stood and approached the two of them at the behest of her girlfriend's cry, wary of what Amirah would do. Amirah just sat up, keeping her arms tight around Lacey's midsection. Shani weighed her options carefully. First, she went with the path of least resistance and politely asked Amirah to let Shani go. Of course, she denied.
Then she tried to bargain with Amirah, even putting her own body as collateral for Lacey's freedom. Once again, Amirah denied. It was then that Shani saw the true challenge before her. Amirah's look was a challenge that said 'do something. I dare you.' Shani's blood ran cold at the thought of defying Amirah. Or more specifically the thought of what Amirah would do to her if she did. Unfortunately for her, she was caught between a rock and a hard place because Lacey was still calling for her help.
Her love for Lacey winning out against her fear of Amirah, just barely, Shani hesitantly wrapped her hands around Amirah's forearms. She expected something to happen, but instead the only reaction was the look growing in intensity as Amirah stayed still. Shani gave a light tug on the arms. They didn't budge. She tried again with a little more force and they budged slightly. Slowly, Shani kept upping her power on each attempt until slowly but surely she pried open Amirah's arms just wide enough for her girlfriend to wiggle free. Once again happy with her new found freedom, Lacey wrapped herself around Shani's midsection.
Amirah's gaze changed. Instead of threatening potential punishments, it now promised assured ones. In fact, she figured she would do one now. Amirah stood from the couch and walked over to the chair Shani had sat in. While making direct eye contact with Shani, she sat in the chair. And as expected, Lacey released Shani and scampered over to sit on Amirah's lap, showing Shani that all she had done was for naught.
Once Lacey was situated in her lap, Amirah raised her finger and curled it in the 'come here' motion to Shani. Shani walked over and Amirah patted her and Lacey's combined lap then told her to bend over. Shani tried to complain, saying that Amirah would have done the same and called it a catch twenty two, but Amirah only stated that back talk made the punishment worse. Shani accepted her fate and bent over both of their legs. At least Amirah did them over her pants this time. Amirah gave her fifty spanks and had Lacey call them out, which she happily did.
Later 2 electric boogaloo
Shani left the bathroom to the sounds of giggling. When she returned to the living room she could see the giggling was because Lacey and Amirah were in their own world. Amirah had Lacey pinned beneath her on the couch, her body bent so that her ankles were near her head. Amirah was slowly thrusting in and out of Lacey while they shared their moment. Shani almost felt the familiar pain of being left out, but when she returned, both women looked at her. Lacey flashed her a genuine smile while Amirah gave her a 'you're next' look before they both returned to each other.
With nothing better to do, Shani waited for her turn as she watched them go at it. She would have called it making love if not for the change in atmosphere after she started watching. They seemed to have an entire conversation through their giggles and kisses, and Amirah did not like whatever was being said. Lacey's smile grew mischievous while Amirah's face grew hard. Their moans also got louder, along with the noises of the couch as Amirah started putting more force behind her thrusts. In a matter of minutes, Lacey was grinning ear to ear while Amirah seemed to be trying to literally fuck the grin off her face.
Their interactions were always an enigma to Shani. Whenever one of them fucked her, they were clearly in control and she was submissive. But when they fucked, it was a grey area. Of course there were times where Lacey submitted to Amirah, but from what she'd seen, more often than not it was a fight of some sorts.
Even though she wasn't physically on top, Shani could not tell if Lacey was truly 'submitting' to Amirah. From her smile and attitude, one would think she was in control. But of course one would also think that Amirah is in control. It was obvious that Lacey's confidence spurred Amirah to action, but how far did it go? Was Lacey a true sub? Only taunting Amirah to top her? Was Amirah truly the one in control as she fucked Lacey to remind her who was the top of the food chain? Or was there a less clear chain of command where Lacey was the one on top and she merely let Amirah think she was in control, only to make her fuck her harder when she 'challenged her authority'? Shani couldn't tell the difference. It was obvious that most times they fucked there was some sort of battle for supremacy, but was the battle a true one or a staged one?
Either way, Shani watched the coupling, squirming in her seat as it turned her on. After Lacey covered both of their stomachs in two loads and Amirah filled Lacey, Shani was next up on the couch. And Amirah took out her leftover anger on her.
Later 3 & Knuckles
Lacey spent the day high on life. She was with both of her lovers in a day of nonstop fun and debauchery. She could get her fill of sex and platonic bonding all at once. Lacey found herself in Headmistress' lap for the nth time of the day, when for the nth time she locked eyes with Shani and sent her a smile.
Lacey had noticed that Shani never got completely comfortable in the apartment, despite her best efforts. So after trying and failing, she decided to take a page from Headmistress' book. Instead of making her feel better, she would make her cuter and more uncomfortable.
After whispering her plan into Headmistress' ear, they both sat Shani down on the couch between them. They clutched her from either side and felt her tense. Then they spent several minutes worshiping her. They took turns making out with her. When one had the mouth, the other kissed her neck and cheek. Their hands freely roamed her body, touching and squeezing whatever they could over her clothes. Both made sure not to touch her pussy though, their goal was to get her worked up.
After she became putty in their hands, the game started. Lacey spoke first.
"Shani."
"Hm?"
Headmistress came in on the other side. "To whom do you belong, Shani?" The shift in her mood was immediate. They could feel her once relaxed body tensing again at the question but they wouldn't let it. They upped their assault on her neck and their hands moved with purpose, attacking spots they knew made her go wild.
After repeating the question seven times, they finally got an answer. "L-Lacey."
Amirah put on her sad voice. "Really Shani? After all we've been through?" To up the ante she finally put her hand down Shani's pants, teasing her outer lips. "How do you think that makes me feel, Eyani?"
"I -I'm sorry. But she's my girlfriend."
"And what am I to you? Nothing? After all this time?" Amirah let Shani sit with that question while she slowly started to finger her. The one act of mercy both women showed her was not making her actually answer the question. "You've hurt my feelings, Eyani. And you know what I have to do to you when you hurt my feelings."
Shani didn't try to fight it this time, not that she had the strength to do so. Amirah hooked her fingers into the waistband of Shani's pants and began shimmying them off of her. While she did that, Lacey made out with her as thanks for her loyalty. Once her pants and panties were off, Amirah none too gently turned Shani over so that she was kneeling on the couch. Shani could feel the thick head of her cock ready to push into her folds. On her other end, Lacey had taken out her own cock, telling Shani to prove her claim of ownership by blowing her while Amirah took her.
Later 4 A New Hope
All three women ended the day as it had begun, cuddled together in Amirah's bed. This time though, Shani was in the middle.
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Terra Underwood started working at Tech Co. in January. The call back was the best Christmas and New Year's gift combined she could have ever imagined. Her first day was a whirlwind. She got her desk, quota and supplies within the first twenty minutes and was set to work with little preamble.
Being her first real job out of college, she naturally had a bit of a time adjusting. She was friendly enough with her coworkers and fit in just fine, but her first few months were hell when it came to her workload. She would constantly get reports sent back due to an abundance of errors on top of turning in the reports late. Her only saving grace was that her boss, Janet Johnson, was so lenient with her.
Janet took time out of her busy schedule to mentor Terra. She would check in on Terra's progress whenever she had a chance. She made sure Terra was adjusting properly into the office life with her coworkers and offered a hand with any disputes. The biggest help was the overtime. Terra worked herself to the bone every day to hand in reports that were ultimately full of errors. Then she would spend most of her night taking overtime to fix those mistakes.
Janet joined her on her nights, claiming that she simply had work of her own to get done but Terra knew better. Her boss was staying to help her get better at her job. Despite claiming to have her own work, she was always available to answer any questions Terra had as well as always 'just happening to' finish her work at the same time as Terra so they would leave together.
Those long nights were both the bane of Terra's job, and also her favorite parts. She was there because she was a fuck up, but she spent her nights chatting with Janet. Janet insisted that they be more friendly with each other, being some of the few women in the office. Sometimes she even brought a bottle of wine for them to share as they worked. When Terra refused, she simply stated, "Oh, please. Who's going to get you in trouble? Me? I'm the one who brought the damn thing."
Terra was relieved at the calming atmosphere Janet provided. Janet made her feel so at ease in the office. That she belonged. Even if she made constant mistakes. Months passed and eventually Terra got good enough at her job to no longer warrant the overtime every day. But sure enough, whenever she did stay late, Janet was there to keep her company.
Soon the summer came around and Janet learned of the annual company retreat. Every year, upper management went on a retreat for a week to relax. A few employees were chosen by management based on performance to accompany them on the vacation.
It came to a big surprise to everyone when Janet chose Terra from her branch to accompany her. Her reasoning was that despite her rocky start, Terra showed drive and commitment to the job for her daily overtime and rapid improvement.
Terra almost rejected the offer. Surely there were others in the office more qualified and deserving of the spot. Others who had worked hard to excel, not she, who had worked hard only to reach mediocrity. But at the urging of her co-workers and Janet herself, she agreed to go. As they told her, it would be a great way to get her foot in the door with upper management for potential promotions. And of course, the free trip to the tropics that counted as paid vacation was pretty convincing. And so Terra boarded the flight and chatted with Janet all the way to their destination.
Day 1 of 7
The first day of the trip had proven to Terra that she should have given her ticket to someone else. Janet disappeared to hang out with and discuss business with the other execs while the employees entertained themselves at the resort. Terra admittedly had trouble relaxing in work environments so she thought a vacation mixed with aspects of work, or at least the people from work, would solve her problems. Instead, this only made her more tense.
The first thing she noticed when introduced to the other employees was that she was the only woman amongst them. In fact she and Janet were the only women, period. The other employees also noticed this.
After they went around the circle introducing themselves, Terra could feel the atmosphere but hoped it was just her mind playing tricks on her. Standing around with nothing to do, one of the other workers suggested that they hit the beach. Thankful that someone put forth anything, everyone else agreed.
Terra checked into her room and slipped into a bikini that she thought was absolutely adorable. Her friends had picked it out for her just for the trip. They had jokingly insinuated she should use it to seduce an exec, which she shot down instantly. But she did buy the bikini. They were right about the fact that it flattered her in all the right ways.
On the beach, Terra discovered that her fears were warranted. The majority of the guys suggested they play touch football and that Terra be the ref. An obvious attempt to show off for her. After watching a few plays, Terra wandered off to be alone, figuring that would be better than dealing with that.
After a few minutes of standing in the shade, Brian, one of the employees who didn't join in on the game, approached her holding two bottles of soda. Ah, he was the one who suggested we go to the beach. She looked him over. He clearly wasn't as athletic as the other men, though she wouldn't call him fat. He had more of a dad bod, clearly meant for power over speed. And he wasn't bad to look at.
Brain wandered over and offered her a bottle. Terra took it. "Thank you." She internally sighed. Here we go.
Brain joined her in the shade, standing a few feet away. "No problem." He took a deep breath and sighed. "Look, I'm sorry I suggested we come out here."
"Why? The weather's nice and it's a beautiful day."
"I think we both know why. I wasn't thinking and didn't realize those other guys would hound you and all that."
"Well, I thank you for the apology Brain but I don't exactly think you're in the wrong here. If you hadn't suggested this we would probably all still be standing in the lobby." They shared a quick laugh.
"That's true." A minute passed with some awkward tension in the air before Brain shuffled his feet. "Welp. That's all I wanted to say. Sorry for disturbing your obvious alone time. Just didn't want you to think we are all like that. I'll leave you to it." He took a few steps and stopped. "Oh! I'll also try to steer them away from this area when they inevitably come looking for you, so, feel free to take all the time you need." And then we were off. He's not so bad after all.
Terra spent her first afternoon of the retreat alone. After a few more attempts, the guys gave up hitting on her, seeing she wasn't interested. Brian then suggested they go try some of the other women at the resort. As the pack wandered off to go hit on other resort-goers, Terra almost choked on her drink giggling at Brian, who gave her a huge smile and two thumbs up behind the group's back. She gave him a thumbs up and mouthed 'thank you' to him.
Her faith in other humans restored, Terra genuinely enjoyed the rest of her day. She once even saw Janet and was flashed a smile from under her big sun hat while she talked with obviously important people.
As the day wound down, most of the resort-goers gathered in the hall for the buffet/dinner. Having revealed their true colors, most of the other employees sat separate from Terra. Most of them sat at their own little 'boys club' table, though one or two seemed to have struck gold and were sitting with women she had seen around. Janet sat at a big, important table with all the male execs, and thus Terra sat alone, picking at her plate until a familiar shape wandered over to her.
"How's it going Terra?" At the sound of his voice Terra perked up. Maybe I won't be ostracized for the entire week. She looked up and smiled at the man standing next to her chair.
"Oh, Hi Brian."
He flashed her a smile and over exaggerated his next line, playing up the cheesiness of it. "Forgive me miss, but is this seat taken?" he gestured at the seat next to her.
She played along. "It has a few reservations but I can move some around for you."
"Thank you." Brian sat down next to her. "So... how was your day after the dogs lost your scent?"
Terra looked at Brian. She took a risk and told him the truth. She sighed. "Lonely"
"What? Do you actually miss the attention?"
"No! No. I don't. I just also don't want to be alone; you know?"
Brian surprised her by taking her hand. Well, less taking her hand and more placing one of his over hers. Terra thought long and hard in the second after. She tried to see any hint of ulterior motive in his face, his eyes. She couldn't. In fact she could tell he was nervous that he had made a mistake in the action. She didn't move her hand away. Maybe he actually isn't like them. Then "I do actually. I'm sure you noticed the other guys didn't exactly take to my... magnetizing charisma. After we walked off I spent the rest of the day alone, walking the seashore, gazing at the ocean, all that jazz."
"That sounds really nice, actually"
He released a dry chuckle. "Yeah, a real RnB music video, alright. And just like in those songs, I was lonely. So we have something in common."
They had a nice dinner. They laughed, they joked, Brian shared some inside info on the other guys. It was a fun time. Terra thought she had made a nice friend. When the night truly settled around them, Terra noticed the changes. Those who had met other resort-goers were leaving the hall, probably to go 'consummate' their new friendships. Everyone else stayed in groups and started ordering drinks.
She didn't particularly want to do any of those things and so she went to excuse herself to her room. She and Brian stood from the table and made to say their farewells.
"Thank you so much Brian." She gave him a hug. She felt him tense as he didn't expect the contact. After a second he returned. She kept talking as she squeezed. "I'm sorry if I was a bit prickly. Thanks for making me finally feel welcome."
"No problem, Terra..." There was a lingering in his sentence, like it hadn't ended yet. Oh no. He made up his mind. "We both felt a little left out today. It would be a shame to make that the new normal." She felt a hand slide from her shoulder blade down to her lower back. "I think we can solve our problems of loneliness together. How about it? I'm certain I can make you feel even more welcome." Why does it always turn out this way?
Terra pushed herself from the hug. She felt the tears well up in her eyes. "I should have known."
"What? Wait? Why are you crying? I thought things were going well."
"They were! Until you started thinking with your dick like the rest of them. I thought you were better than them, but you're worse. At least they were upfront about it. You made me think you cared about me."
"Terra I do ca-"
"Do you!? Who shows that they care about someone they just met by propositioning them for sex!?" She saw him about to respond and decided she didn't want to hear it. She gathered up her things and stormed out of the hall, ignoring the eyes on her back.
She went up to her room and shut the door, then laid on her bed. She tried to hold back her tears. They aren't worth it. They came anyway.
An hour or so later, she heard a knock on her door. How does he even know where my room is? "Go away Brian!"
The voice that answered back was a feminine one. "Terra it's me."
She wiped her face. "Janet?"
"Terra, open up. It's hard to talk through a door."
Terra got up from her bed and opened the door. As the voice suggested, her boss was standing there. When the door opened wide enough, Janet pushed her way in and wrapped Terra in a tight hug, squeezing her tightly. "Janet!?"
"Oh thank god you're OK." Janet released the hug but still held Terra by the shoulders, looking her up and down. Isn't this a bit too close? "You are OK right?"
The surprise as to how personal her boss was getting shook her out of her sadness. "Yeah... um. Yeah, no, I'm fine."
"Are you sure? You left in a hurry. And... Oh no, look at your eyes. You've been crying haven't you?" She wrapped her back in the hug. "You poor thing."
Terra tensed. Her arms started to rise to return it, but she stopped. I shouldn't do this. She pried herself from the hug. "Mrs. Johnson, you - we shouldn't do this. Behave so casually, I mean." Hopefully she got the meaning of my rambling.
Janet seemed to ignore her poorly put together statement. "But are you really OK, Terra?"
"Yes. I'm fine. Just some guys being dicks. Nothing new. Not worth worrying over."
Janet once again surprised her by taking her hand in both of hers. Even though she felt it was wrong, she couldn't bring herself to pull away. "That's not true Terra. Just because that's 'the way things are' doesn't make it any less wrong. I'm here for you if you need anything."
"Thanks, but I don't think-"
"Terra I know we have the whole boss-employee thing, but there's so much more to us than that. First and foremost we are human beings, with feelings. I can't and won't just stand by when someone I care about is in pain. Second, even though we are working together, we are women in a field dominated by men. We have to stick together. And lastly, I should shoulder some of the blame for this."
"You? Why?"
"I should have warned you or told the others to leave you alone or something. I'm used to being the only woman here, but like you said, I'm essentially their boss. They would never try something like that with me. It slipped my mind that you wouldn't have that same safety net." Her voice began to waver near the end.
Seeing Janet so distraught at her predicament filled Terra with sadness. "No. No it's not your fault. You shouldn't blame yourself for assholes. I don't blame you at all."
"Really?"
"Absolutely not." This time Terra initiated the hug. She felt Janet squeeze her back and they spent a second comforting each other.
"You are too kind Terra." They let each other go. "Tell you what. I'm going to make it up to you tomorrow, Terra. After I get rid of the execs it's just you and me. Just like old times in the office. A couple of gals having fun. How's that?"
Terra felt a wave of relief and happiness run over her. I won't be alone all week. "I'd like that Mrs. Johnson."
"Oh, please Terra. Save that for the office. This week, we are just co-workers on vacation. Call me Janet." She reached into her bag and pulled out a notepad and handed it to Terra with a pen. "Here, write down your number and we can set up a meeting time." Terra did as she was told and they said their goodbyes. When the door closed, Terra sat on her bed and turned on a movie, having forgotten about her sadness in excitement for the next day.
When she was winding down to go to sleep, her phone buzzed. Looking at it, it was a number she didn't know. She read the message.
'Hey, Terra. It's Janet. I just wanted to make sure you were really OK after everything that happened.'
She typed back. 'I'm fine now.' She started typing something then stopped. That's too far.
Janet didn't miss her hesitation. 'Are you sure you're OK? What were you going to type?' There was a pause. 'Terra, talk to me. Please. I can't help if you don't tell me what's wrong...'
I'm making her worry again. 'Everything's fine. I just... I wanted to say thank you for checking up on me earlier.'
'Think nothing of it. After I take care of this last bit of business tomorrow we can spend the week truly having fun. Hopefully we can do more together than have me check up on you. See you tomorrow afternoon. ;)'
Terra reread the message a few times. She's really nice. She shot back 'I can't wait! Good night.' She hesitated a second before sending a second message. ':)' She went to sleep that night with a smile on her face, excited for whatever Janet had in store for them.
Day 2 of 7
Terra spent her morning in her room, not wanting to deal with seeing everyone after the scene she made the previous night. She was content to do that until she had an epiphany. You know what? Fuck them. They are assholes and will be assholes whether I'm in here or not. Might as well enjoy my vacation. At noon she left her room in her bikini and hit the sand again, this time with her head held high.
After the first hour of turning away guys, she finally got the alone time she desired. That was until another shadow blocked her sun.
Terra was laying on her stomach, trying to tan her back when the new suitor cast his shadow. "Look, asshole, as I told every guy before you, and will tell everyone after, I'm not interested."
"So you aren't interested in guys. Would you perhaps be interested in a woman?"
Terra sat up. Lo and behold, Janet was standing over her. She had her large sun hat on and a pair of dark shades. She carried a tote bag as she stared down at Terra. Her smile was almost warm enough to almost replace the sun she was blocking. And if the smile wasn't enough, her body was definitely hot enough. Platonically, of course.
She wore a simple bikini. Its simplicity only highlighted her beauty. Terra never noticed through all the business suits, but Janet clearly kept herself in shape. Terra was surprised that those blouses could hide her breasts and overall figure so well. She was practically bursting out of her bikini top, and the bottoms dug just enough into her to show off ample flesh on her hips. She wore a beautiful pareo with a pattern of orchids. Hung low on her hips. Terra was speechless.
Janet laughed. "I was just teasing Terra. But maybe you are interested in the fairer sex?" She lowered her shades and offered a raised eyebrow.
Terra picked her jaw off the sand and shook her head. "No, no I'm straight. I just never noticed how pretty you are."
Janet placed her beach towel next to Terra's and joined her in lounging in the sun. "Good. That means the clothes work. It's easier to get by day to day when you don't show the men any more femininity than you have to."
"That makes sense."
"So Terra. How are you enjoying your vacation, you know after yesterday?" Janet offered a sympathetic look and placed a hand on Terra's shoulder. Terra placed her own hand over Janet's.
"I'm doing better, thanks." Janet pulled her into a hug that Terra returned.
"Oh, no. Terra you are burning up!"
Terra only laughed. "Well, I was tanning before you got here."
"Not without oil you aren't. You'll just damage your skin."
"Oh. Well I don't have any oil."
"I do. Lay down, I'll apply it for you."
"Oh no. I couldn't ask you to do that." As she was talking, Janet simply pushed her back down onto her stomach.
"Well it's a good thing you didn't ask me, then."
"But Mrs. Johns-"
"Ah ah ah. That's for the office. Remember, we are just two friends on vacation. And friends don't let other friends get sunburnt." Some part of Terra wanted to resist but she couldn't get through that reasoning. It's not like we're doing anything technically wrong. "Let me throw in a bonus. I studied a few years ago under a masseuse. Had some free time and I was bored. I'll throw in a two for one. You get oiled up and a massage, free of charge."
"Well... it's hard to turn down such a generous offer."
"Then don't. Now lay flat." Terra did as she was told and tried not to tense too much when she felt Janet swing her body over her legs, resting herself on Terra's thighs. She did jump when she felt Janet pull the string to her bikini top and she felt the slack.



"Janet!?" She tried to rise but strong hands held her shoulders down.
"Relax, Terra. I know what I'm doing. You want to have as few of those nasty tan lines as possible, as well it would only get in the way of the massage."
Terra mulled it over for a second. Being technically topless in public didn't appeal all that much to her, especially due to the fact that she attracted too much attention as it already stood, but she also trusted Janet's judgement. She hasn't led me astray so far. "...OK."
"Good. Now I'm going to apply the oil first, and then we can start the massage." Terra Jumped when she felt the cold oil flow onto her back and tensed when she felt Janet's hands start to spread it around.
She felt them start from the center of her back, gliding along her skin as the oil spread beneath Janet's palm. She sighed at the nice feeling of the once cool oil warmed by Janet's hands. Janet chuckled. "I haven't even begun the massage yet. Are you really that pent up?"
Terra just groaned into her folded arms. "Mmmhmmm"
"Well, I guess I better speed things up so we can get on to the main event." Terra felt the hands gain in speed as they moved to cover her shoulders, neck, and lower back. Then she felt them return to her shoulder blades and pause. And then they each went outward, along her side and down the sides of her breasts.
"Janet!" Terra raised herself on her forearms to look back at the woman sitting on her legs. Then she remembered that people could see her chest and laid back down quickly.
"What's the problem Terra? Just making sure the oil was evenly spread. Trust me. You really don't want to miss any spots."
"But - you just - we-"
"We what? I'm just applying suntan oil to you. Besides, nothing's wrong with a little skinship between girls."
Terra was going to probably let out more flustered nonsense, but the look Janet gave her made her oddly calm. The smile Janet gave her held no ill will, as if the thing she did was totally natural. Maybe it was? "Just... warn me next time. Please."
"Of course." Terra relaxed on her folded arms again. Janet's hands returned to her back and thankfully only her back. They slid up and cupped either side of her neck before sliding down her collar to her shoulders. She felt Janet trace the outline of her shoulder blades. All of these touches were light and the hands were gliding over her skin. When does the massage start? Before she could ask, she felt Janet shift her weight and she felt the thumbs dig into her. She couldn't stop the moan as it left her mouth.
Terra tensed up again and flustered. "Sorry!" Again, the disarming laugh came from above.
"It's OK Terra. Those noises are how a masseuse knows they are doing it right." Terra relaxed, still embarrassed. "Might I add, you have a beautiful voice." The massage continued and Terra tried her best to hold in any further noises but Janet's fingers proved too good at their job. After her third full moan she gave up and fully relaxed, letting the hands do their work.
"You have very strong back muscles Terra."
"I used to swim in school."
"I see. Well even if you don't swim now, that investment sure was worth it."
"... For my muscles?"
"Well, yes. But I was mainly talking about..." The hands finished up on her shoulders and upper back and moved down, palms gripping her sides as the thumbs kneaded her spine. She let out a particularly loud moan at that. "Your body. It's exquisite." The embarrassment Terra felt then only partially came from the moan. Having Janet compliment her body so earnestly made her feel strange. But a good strange.
"Thank you. I still swim sometimes on the weekends."
"Well maybe I should join you sometime. Lord knows I need the exercise."
"That's not true!" Her outburst surprised even her. "I mean, yes, some exercise can do everyone good. But you look beautiful, even if you think you don't. It's like... I guess the appropriate word would be thick." She waited a second and realized how that could come off. "Oh, I'm not calling you fat I mean lik-" The now familiar laugh quieted her.
"I know what you mean Terra. I'm not so much older than you that I can't understand the slang. Thank you for the compliment."
Face now burning from more than the sun, she buried her head in her arms as the massage continued. After finishing her back, she felt Janet slide down until she rested on her ankles and applied oil to her legs. Terra allowed herself to enjoy the pampering. Janet's hands felt so good that all else in the world vanished.
Janet worked her way up from Terra's calves to her hamstrings, at times working out knots that felt so good Terra's Leg shivered in her hands. An alarm Terra almost ignored if it didn't have a tactile feeling with it. Janet's hands were getting pretty high up on the back of her thighs.
"Terra, would it be alright if I went up higher? I want to give you a thorough massage and the glutes carry a lot of stress." The question hung in the air for a few seconds, her hands paused just below Terra's cheeks. That seems kinda personal... But it feels so good. And she already touched my breasts. It's not like this is any worse. She wouldn't do anything to me. Janet added. "Feel free to decline. Whatever you are comfortable with."
"No, it's alright." She thought for a second. "Wait! You don't have to like... take off my bottoms do you?"
"Only if you want me to." The question confused Terra as she processed the words before the tone. Once she recognized it she could hear the warm, teasing smile. She really likes to tease people.
"I don't." She said it matter of factly, with a tinge of sass. How's that?
"Maybe next time then." She felt the hands rise up and cup her cheeks. The next few minutes were pure bliss as Janet's hands kneaded the flesh. She couldn't restrain those moans. She didn't know just how many knots and kinks her ass could have.
"You have a very nice ass, Terra. I guess you can thank swimming for this as well?"
"Well, kicking is a big part of swimming so yeah. Lots of squats and leg presses."
"Well they paid off." Then they fell into a comfortable silence.
At some point, as she relaxed with her eyes closed, she heard the sound of shuffling sand as someone approached. Before she could react, she heard Janet speak, voice hard and commanding. A harsh contrast to how she's been talking to terra. "We're good. Thanks." She heard the shuffling get further away.
"What was that?"
"Just some guy trying his luck. Nothing to worry about." The information fed a feeling she had been attempting to ignore. The utter relaxation of the massage spread throughout her body and caused her to relax, but most of the pleasure pooled in her lower abdomen. It was another pleasant feeling along with many so she was content to ignore it. But hearing Janet defend her with such aggression, almost possessive, caused the feeling to grow into something stronger and confusing for Terra. What is this?
"Thank you, Janet. I think I'm good now."
"You sure Terra? I could probably work a few more knots ou-"
"I'm sure. Thank you." She reached back and retied her top. And sat up.
"OK. Do you want me to get your front?" Janet held up the bottle. The question caused the feeling to surge.
"No, I can do it myself. Thanks for the massage."
"You are very welcome Terra."
After oiling up her front, both of then tanned in silence until Janet broke the tension with pointing out something stupid happening on the beach. They shared a laugh and chatted about nothing. At some point they went and got lunch, having had their fill of the sun. At Janet's suggestion they ate in her room. Terra marveled at the fact that she got a suite all to herself. They watched movies on her couch late into the night before Terra went back to her room to sleep. Today was fun.
Day 7 of 7
Terra and Janet set into a routine for the rest of the week. They were inseparable, hanging around the resort during the day and watching cheesy rom coms at night in Janet's room while sharing room service and drinks. Janet even when out and bought her a matching pareo, this one adorned with white lilacs. They even made it a game to see how many guys they would have to turn down each day. Janet was the winner and Terra couldn't even begin to be jealous. Janet was a very pretty woman after all.
On the final night, they decided to splurge, on the company's dime of course, and order martinis and a few shots up to the room. What started out as fun quickly turned into an anxiety-laced minefield for Terra. I shouldn't be getting drunk with my boss like this. What if I embarrass myself? What if I mess up and lose my job?
Terra started to gather her things, a slight sway to her movements.
Janet reaches out to steady Terra. "Are you alright?"
"I'm fine. I just need to go lie down. You shouldn't see me like this."
"You can lie down here. Terra."
"I couldn't do that to you. You're my boss. I'll just head to my room."
"You can't do that! What if something happens to you on your way?"
"It's only down the hall. You can walk me there."
Janet gave her a sad look. "But then I'll spend the rest of my night worrying about you."
"Really, it's fine." Terra took another step and stumbled but Janet caught her.
"It's not, Terra. Remember, I'm still your friend until that clock says midnight. And as your friend I can't leave you alone. Don't think of it like a bother to me because it isn't. Think of it like a ... sleepover."
"A sleepover?"
"Yeah, a sleepover. We don't have work until a few days after we get back anyway and our flight is pretty late in the afternoon. We can stay up and watch movies or something. And you'll be here so I can make sure you're OK."
Terra's head worked slowly to process her words. It was true that she didn't want to leave yet. And she would feel safer if Terra was with her. And Janet seemed adamant on the fact that they were friends. She's just looking out for me. "Yeah... OK. I'll stay."
Together they watched movies and joked until late. Terra even had a few more drinks, though these were just beers instead of liquor. And then it came time to hit the hay and she realized that there was only one bed in Janet's room. Of course, there is. It's a master suite. Terra was about to voice her concerns when Janet convinced her to stay once again by saying of course they shared a bed. How else would they gossip like a true sleepover?
Hesitantly, Terra got into the bed while Janet entered from the other side. She tried her best to ignore the feeling growing inside of her. The same one from the massage. They talked for a while, a foot or two between them. They talked about nothing. Memories, experiences. Somehow the topic got to sex, Janet asked her about her exes and they compared them to her husband, and Terra started to worry again. Janet assured her this was all a normal part of girl talk. I guess that's fine.
After a while, there was a lull in the conversation. Then, out of the silence, Terra heard Janet ask, "Have you ever been with a woman before, Terra?"
The question blindsided Terra. She was thankful that the room was dark, but the darkness only highlighted her other senses. She recognized by Janet's smell and the feel of the bed that Janet was close. Really close. She could smell her and the alcohol on both of their breaths.
"No." There was another pause.
"Would you like to?" The question hung heavier than the last. And again, the gap between them seemed to have gotten shorter. She could feel Janet's breath on her face and could see her eyes in the darkness.
"I-I told you Janet. I'm straight." ....Right?
"Are you sure? I didn't hear a 'no'. Besides, maybe you're like a nice piece of spaghetti. Straight until you get wet." She let her joke hang in the air for a second. "It's better to try it and find out for a fact rather than wondering what could have been."
Terra tried to change the subject but the best she could manage herself was, "Have you?"
"Yes, a few times. Would you like to try it Terra?"
"But you're married."
"My husband and I have an arrangement." Terra felt movement and felt one of Janet's hands rest on her hip. She didn't move away from it. "I meant everything I said, Terra, you are a beautiful woman and a good friend. I want to share this experience with you." Terra's head was swimming. The alcohol, the smell of Janet, the way the hand on her hip made the feeling in her gut surge. It all felt so right and yet it felt strange.
"I-I I don't know."
"What woman hasn't experimented a little with her friends? Practice kissing, maybe a little heavy petting?" The hand moved down and reached around until it caressed her ass.
"I haven't." Some small voice in her head was screaming at her. Why wasn't she resisting this? She's straight and always has been. But this feeling was undeniable. One of them had to be wrong.
"Well I'd say you are long overdue then." She felt Janet move forward until their fronts were pressed against one another. The heat from their bodies mixed and made its way down to Terra's groin. She heard as well as felt Janet whisper, "Being with a woman is completely different than with a man. Sure, a man may know how to wield his tool. But a woman has a more ... intimate knowledge of what another woman wants. What she needs." Terra hesitated again. "I won't press you Terra. You can say no and we can go back as if nothing happened. I just want to show you my appreciation for your friendship and open your eyes to a new world."
Terra's internal debate was surprisingly short. Janet was making a lot of good points. What harm could a couple of friends fooling around cause? And if she had to pick a woman to... experiment with, it would be Janet. If she's half as good at this as she was with the massage... Terra mumbled her answer.
"What was that? I couldn't hear you."
"I said... OK."
"That's good. It's OK. Let me take the lead. Just relax." Terra expected her to touch her breasts or grip her ass or something more sexual. Instead, the first thing Janet did was place a kiss on her lips. A long, sensual one. Terra tensed up at first, but Janet's soft lips and her hand on her ass caused her to relax into it and even moan into it.
When they separated Terra asked, "What was that for?"
"I want you to get the full experience. That way you can decide if you truly like it or not." Without any more words Janet began to truly get into it. One hand massaged Terra's ass while the other slipped under the t-shirt she wore to massage her breast. After another kiss, Janet moved down to lay kisses up and down Terra's neck.
Terra submitted fully to Janet, the pleasure she promised was delivered and she wanted more. The feeling in her gut condensed into a knot and it needed release. After a few minutes of getting her warmed up she felt the hand on her ass move back around to the front and start to slip into her boy shorts. Terra took in a breath and held it, tensing her abs.
Janet stopped the hand, looking into Terra's eyes. "Everything alright?"
"Yes... just preparing myself."
"Take all the time you need.'' The hand paused its descent, but notably it also didn't go back up. It just sat on her pelvis. With the hand being so close, something within Terra wanted it to go down. Needed it. She gave Janet a silent nod.
The hand continued downward and when it finally touched her, she fully relaxed. Her fingers were nimble and precise. She was right about a woman knowing how to please another woman. Her fingers immediately attacked every part of her folds that made her go crazy. She moaned and clutched onto Janet as she worked. Her fingers found their way up to Terra's clit and Terra could feel her peak coming. Then the fingers were gone and Terra was left wanting more.
Before she could ask why, Janet silenced her with a shush and a finger to her lips. The same one that she was just fingering her with. My lips feel wet. "There's much more I can show you." That smile came back. "I'm about to rock your world, Terra."
With that Janet's face disappeared as she moved under the sheets, moving downwards. Is she about to? She felt her shorts peeled off and then she was bare beneath the sheets. Terra was on her side, she felt Janet open her legs and move closer. She positioned her head resting on Terra's inner thigh and closed the outer one on top of it, sandwiching her face in Terra's crotch. The anticipation caused time to slow down as she felt Janet's breath on her. And then she felt the tongue touch her.
The tongue had barely made a lap. A single stroke up her slit that ended with a flick of her clit set her off. She reached down and gripped Janet's hair as she skyrocketed out of her body to cloud nine. As she convulsed, some far away part of her recognized that Janet's tongue did not stop, continuing its motions to keep her up there longer.
When she finally came down, she expected Janet to stop. To come back up for air. Instead she hooked her arms around Terra's thighs and went harder, mouth not leaving her crotch for a second.
All Terra could do was lay there and tremble as Janet brought her to three more of the best orgasms of her life, each one better than the last. Finally, Janet unlatched herself and came back up.
Having lost all her inhibitions, this time Terra kissed Janet, using her tongue and tasting herself on Janet's. Terra tried to express all her feelings with the kiss. It lasted several minutes until they broke apart due to lack of air.
"I take it you enjoyed it."
Terra was breathless "Yes. It was - you were -are amazing."
"Thanks, I try."
Terra then had a moment to think semi-clearly as they looked into each other's eyes. And in that moment she panicked. Janet had just shown her the time of her life and she knew she couldn't do the same. She couldn't even muster up the courage to go down there herself.
The guilt of her inadequacy made her get choked up. Janet cupped her face. "Terra, sweety, what's wrong?"
"I'm sorry. It's just. You were so nice and did all of that for me and now it's your turn but I don't know if I can return the favor. If I'm-" she was shushed again.
"Stop right there. Don't ever apologize for that. If you aren't ready then you aren't ready. We can move at your pace."
"But I can't just leave you with nothing! I want to do... something to you."
"Then you can just use your fingers. If you want to. You don't have to. This was just to show you the wonders another woman could bring and I would say I succeeded."
"I could do that."
"OK Terra. Whenever you are ready. Feel free to stop if it becomes too much."
Hesitantly Terra placed her hand on Janet's stomach as they looked into each other's eyes. Slowly, her hand traveled down until she got to the hem of Janet's panties. With a deep breath, she entered the unknown.
The first thing she felt was hair. A good amount of it. She hadn't noticed it when they were on the beach. She must keep it pretty trimmed. Then, as she moved down, her fingertips grazed Janet's outer labia. Janet gasped and Terra looked at her face to see if she was doing it right. All she got was a nod from Janet, so she continued.
Just like she did to you. And what you do to yourself. Her fingers poked and prodded Janet's pussy. Terra judged her progress by Janet's reactions. Janet gave her supportive moans and nods whenever she did anything right.
Her voice came out in breaths. "You're doing great Terra. This feels so good." Emboldened by her words, Terra worked harder and faster, moving her fingers with more confidence. Janet continued to feed her compliments as her breath grew more and more labored, obviously enjoying herself. It made Terra happy that she could bestow at least a fraction of the pleasure Janet gave her back.



Soon, Janet learned forward, placing her forehead against Terra's and stared deeper into her eyes. She reached down and grabbed Terra's wrist and raised it slightly so that her fingers were on her clit. "Please Terra. I'm so close."
Terra obliged, lost in her boss' eyes as her hand moved to fondle the clit. Janet started lightly thrusting her hips in time with the movements, soon growing into almost full thrusts as she tried to grind herself against the hand as it pleased her. Their eyes never parted as Terra watched her approach the edge.
"Right there Terra. Right there. Oooooh I'm so close. Sooooo close. Don't stop. Please don't stop. That's it. There it is. You're going to make me cum Ms. Underwood." With those words Janet began to convulse. One hand reached around Terra's head and kept their heads together as she came. The other held Terra's wrist still as she ground herself against the hand.
Terra had a front row seat to her friend's orgasm and the only thing she could think was how beautiful it was. Her face contorted in a pleasant smile as her eyes shone in ecstasy, still aware and looking into what felt like Terra's soul.
When the orgasm subsided, Janet kept Terra's hand between her legs as she leaned in and they shared another kiss, just as tender as the first. Then they both laid in the post-orgasmic glow, staring at each other.
Terra had to ask. She had to know. "So, what does that make us now?"
"As I said, Terra, we are friends having some fun. Tomorrow we go back to being boss and employee, but until then, in this bed, we can be whatever you want us to be."
Satisfied with that answer, for now, they held each other until they went to sleep.
First day back to work.
Terra sat at her desk with a new lease on life. The experience she shared with Janet days ago still played on her mind nightly. Who knew women could be so... nice. She flashed a smile to Janet when she walked by. Janet barely acknowledged her existence, giving a curt nod back before returning to her office. Terra just stared after her, confused and slightly hurt. Then another woman in the firm sidled up next to her.
"She got you too huh?"
"What?"
"Let me guess. You two had a wonderful week on the trip and on the last day shared a 'wonderful experience' together." She air quoted the words.
"Yes, how - how do you know?"
"Because we all did. Each year she takes one of the new female hires with her on the trip. She gets close to you, then on the last day, she strikes."
Terra's life started crashing down around her. I thought what we had was special. "But, but that's not right. She can't just do that. Surely HR or something would get her in trouble!"
"Shhh!" the other woman looked around before continuing. "I would keep that talk to yourself if you know what's good for you. HR won't help you."
"Why not?"
"You know she's married right?"
"Yes."
"Yeah, married to the owner of the company. Any complaint against her gets thrown out and the one who complains gets axed."
"But that's - it's not right."
The other woman just sighed. "You're right. It's not. But it's how things work around here." With that she walked off, leaving Terra to deal with her feeling alone. That night at overtime, Janet didn't stay. Or any night after that.
Poker night, Janet's house.
Janet sat on her husband's lap as he played a hand. Around the table sat several men, the same execs that went on the retreat. The ones that posed as the other "employees" during the retreat. She held up her phone and showed them the selfie she took of Terra sleeping soundly next to her in bed.
There were groans of annoyance as several men around the table tossed wads of cash towards her.
"Damnit."
"For the love of..."
Brian spoke up as he gave his money. "How do you do it? I thought for sure I had this one."
"All it takes is a woman's touch, boys." For the tenth year in a row, Janet had won the little game they played every vacation.



        Private Lessons Ch. 09

        Lacey's week of anal experiences.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/private-lessons-ch-09

Title: Private Lessons Ch. 09

Author: SmuttySamoanMD

Category: Fetish

Description: Lacey's week of anal experiences.

Tags: threesome, university, futa, students, futanari, fingering, anal creampie, anal

Series: Private Lessons


These next two chapters are going to be slightly different. Instead of linear progression, both will take place in the same span of time and overlap and you will need both of them for full context. You'll see what I mean when you read them.
After 2 weeks of sex-a-plenty between everyone's favorite girls, Headmistress' Classroom
Lacey fidgeted in her seat when Headmistress sat her and Shani down in front of her desk. Come oooonnn. What are we waiting for? Her cock throbbed and her pussy twitched in anticipation. Headmistress on the other hand simply sat at her desk with her hands folded, professional and still clothed. In fact they were all still clothed. A fact that made Lacey even more impatient.
"Lacey, calm down. We'll get to it in a minute." Headmistress shot Lacey a teacher-like look.
"But I want to get to it nooow!" Lacey shut up when she got an annoyed look from Headmistress. Not the 'I'm going to fuck you for that' annoyed, the 'guardian of a misbehaving child' annoyed.
"Thank you. Anyway. Girls, I have been thinking about something and I want your input on it."
"Our input? About what?" Shani took the lead. Lacey didn't dare open her mouth for fear of saying something that would get her in more trouble, so she was grateful.
"Girls, how would you feel about anal?"
"Yes!" Lacey's excitement boiled over and she stood from her seat. The quickness and volume of her answer startled the other two women. Of course, she was excited. Anal was quite possibly the only way Headmistress hadn't claimed her yet. She wanted to complete the set. She felt her ass tense and relax in anticipation.
Headmistress regained her composure. "That was to be expected. Shani, your thoughts?"
Shani hesitated. "I'm not against it..."
"Buuuuut?" Headmistress prodded.
"Won't it... you know. Hurt? Especially since you're so... you know." Lacey saw Headmistress' face get that smile she got when Shani acted shy. She also felt her face light up in similar fashion Now, without all the added subtext of their previous problems, she was free to truly enjoy watching interactions between the two.
"So what, Shani? You have to finish your sentences, otherwise I'll have to fill in the blanks. Let's see. What am I? Well, I'm not as in shape as you are. Could it perhaps be fat?"
"No!"
"OK. Well you are a big girl Shani. Could it perhaps be short?"
"No..."
"Hmm. Running out of things Shani. I hoped it wouldn't come down to this but it seems there's only one other descriptor." Lacey watched as Headmistress' grin grew wider. "Are you perhaps calling me old, Shani?"
"No! I was saying that you're... big."
Headmistress didn't let up. "That doesn't make sense, Shani. You are bigger and stronger than me."
Lacey watched as Shani hit her breaking point. "I'm talking about your cock!"
"Oh. Well that makes sense. Not to worry, Shani, I thought ahead." They both watched as she opened a drawer in her desk and brought out three items. One was a dildo of a decent size, then some sort of harness, and a large bottle of lube. "You see, Shani, I know just how big 'my cock' is. And I also know how much you two love it. But I do not want to hurt you two, so using these items, you two will prepare each other."
"That makes sense."
"That's not all, girls. I've decided to make this into a game of sorts. You have exams next week.'' At the mention of exams both girls just stared blankly at her. Neither of them had the typical worry of normal university students, for they always did well. "After tonight, I'll be suspending our meetings until after exams." She held up a hand to cut Lacey off before she could complain. Bullshit! "Before you two get mad, hear me out. Your grades are important and I don't want to be a distraction for you two. As well as... it's not all fun and games for me. During this week, you two will use these items to prepare each other. And I will abstain from any self pleasure. Whoever gets the better grade on my exam gets the first load of mine when we start again. Doesn't that sound nice? A little over a week's worth of hot, extra thick cum, right up your tight little asses?" If Lacey still wasn't so pissed about the paused sessions, she may have come in her skirt right then and there.
"It's obvious I'm going to win, so why bother?"
"Lacey, be nice. Shani's been working very hard and has seen major improvement. She might get you yet." As if. "And Shani, if you prepare properly, it won't hurt so much as just being slightly uncomfortable at first."
"OK, Professor." Shani looked up with her eyes wide, realizing her mistake.
"I'll look past that for now. I've prepared a list of instructions to properly prepare. You can look at those later. For now," she stood from her desk, "let's give me something to get me through next week."
Lacey quickly put her chair aside and disrobed. Impatient, waiting to begin. When Headmistress and Shani were equally naked, and the mattress was set up, she approached Headmistress. "I want you inside me."
"Not yet, sweetie."
Lacey's impatience got the better of her again and she gripped Headmistress' arm. "Why not!?"
Headmistress just pushed her down onto the mattress. "Because I could go for a snack and I see the perfect little cream dispensary." Lacey could never stay mad at Headmistress for long. Especially when her lips closed around her shaft and her fingers entered her pussy.
Headmistress' classroom, several minutes later.
Lacey was trying her best to stay conscious after the way Headmistress just mauled her. The warmth Headmistress left inside her had spread throughout her body and made her feel so tired. She could hear the two of them talking about something but the words weren't quite reaching her. The gentle motions and rocking of the bed only served to tempt her to sleep. Wait... gentle? With those two?
Lacey mustered the energy it took to turn herself over and was rejuvenated by the sight before her.
Day 1 of exams Shani's room- Lacey
After a long day of exams and studying, Shani and Lacey retired to Shani's room for the night. After forty-five minutes of studying, they found themselves with nothing to do. Practice for Shani was suspended because of exams and so they had the whole night ahead of them. Lacey suggested they actually do something that girlfriends do, besides fuck. And so they ordered delivery and sat around all night watching movies, Lacey snuggled in Shani's arms. But as usual, eventually Lacey got the urge and she was stuck between ruining their fun and getting off.
She hesitantly spoke up. "Shani."
Her large girlfriend looked down at her from the movie. "Yeah?"
"This is fun, right?"
Shani gave her a big smile. "Of course. I'm glad you suggested we do this. I like just being here with you. It's different."
"OK."
The two of them went back to enjoying the movie, or at least Shani did. Lacey sat there uncomfortable. Why does she have to dress so light? Shani's loungewear was very simple. Short shorts and a t-shirt with nothing underneath. Lacey herself wasn't wearing much to begin with also. Normally she would have been wearing some cute pajamas or something but lately she's taken to wearing one of Shani's blouses and just her panties to bed. Usually it was the one she had worn that day as she liked how it smelled like her.
With both of their legs bare, Lacey had to feel the heat her girlfriend gave off as they cuddled. The thin shirts they both wore didn't exactly protect her upper half as well. Along with just the proximity to Shani, all of these things got her pretty worked up. But she didn't want to ruin the date.
After several minutes, Shani paused the movie. Before Lacey could react, Shani rolled them over so that was on top of her. Then she curled up, trapping Lacey beneath her and making Lacey rest in the fetal position, head against Shani's breast.
Despite watching her practice daily, Lacey forgets just how strong and big her girlfriend is because of always seeing her underneath and submitting to Headmistress or herself. The reminder of her strength and her subsequent show of that strength only made Lacey hornier. It was new and exciting to be pinned down by Shani. But now was not the time to get horny, no matter how good she smelled of how hot the situation was.
"What are you doin-nh- get off!"
"Not until you tell me what's wrong."
"Nothing."
"Wrong answer. You've barely watched the movie and you are acting weird and I'm not about to go through another situation where you hide your feelings. We've both seen where that leads. What's wrong, Lacey?"
Lacey felt guilty. Quietly she admitted. "I'm horny."
"And why is that something to be sad about?"
Lacey broke down. She started shooting out words at an alarming rate. "Because you were enjoying the movie and this is the first time we've ever just hung out and I didn't want to ruin it because of my dick and-" Shani shushed her.
"Calm down. Why would I get mad at you getting horny? You've fucked me most days since we've been together. If I had a problem with your sex drive I would have left a long time ago. Don't worry about stuff like that. It doesn't necessarily matter what I'm doing with you as long as I'm doing it with you. I love you Lacey."
Lacey was still feeling a bit guilty as she relaxed in the makeshift cocoon. "I love you too."
Shani unfolded herself and allowed Lacey her freedom. Lacey found herself missing being underneath the athlete. "Soooo. Do you wanna... try the ... other stuff out? We have to be ready by next week."
Lacey got a burst of excitement that she also felt guilty for having. "Yes."
Together they got out the stuff that Headmistress had given them and sat on the bed. Together, they read the little pamphlet she made for them. They each went to the bathroom and followed the instructions for properly cleaning themselves, and when they got back they set up the towels as instructed. And then they sat on the bed again and looked at each other.
Lacey started. "So um. Who goes first?"
"I was going to leave it up to you."
"But this is a big thing. I can't just decide all for myself. Besides, the guide says we should take turns."
"But we only have seven days. Someone is going to go more than the other." A pause between them.
"What if we both went today? The first step after cleaning is just fingering. It shouldn't take too long to do each other."
"That works, but who goes first?"
After going back and forth for a while with no clear answer the two of them decided to flip a coin. And it landed on Shani.
"I guess I should get comfortable then." Lacey had expected her to get on all fours over the towel but instead she laid flat on her stomach with the towel under her crotch. She looked over her shoulder. "I guess I'm uh, ready when you are."
Lacey sat down on her knees behind Shani and just stared at her ass, not sure where to begin. She loved Shani's ass. It was so big and round and brown and soft and firm. But she had never expected to go inside of it.
Slowly she reached out and just palmed a cheek, slowly rubbing it. Shani moaned into the pillow she placed by her head. The first step says that massaging it might make it looser. Lacey used her one hand to peel the cheek back as the other held the bottle of lube.
She just stared at it for a second. The dark little ring of wrinkles hidden deep within the cleft of Shani's cheeks. Lacey had never really thought about it much before, but in this moment she thought it looked beautiful. She must have stared for too long because Shani went, "is everything alright back there?"
"Yeah, everything's fine. Your asshole is very pretty." She saw and felt Shani's body tense at the compliment.
"Sh-shut up."
"No, I mean it." Lacey said that to reassure her girlfriend but after the words came out, she realized that she misunderstood. It wasn't that Shani didn't believe her; it was that the complement embarrassed her. Having that effect on Shani brought an air of familiarity back to the situation and she felt slightly more confident.
Shani just put her head back into the pillow and Lacey barely heard the "thank you" that she said.
"I'm going to start now." Shani just nodded. Lacey slowly took the bottle of lube and tilted it over her ass. She squeezed out a dollop that landed on Shani's ring. Shani's full body jumped as she let out a gasp. Lacey released her ass and dropped the bottle as she looked towards Shani's other end. "What's wrong!?"
"Nothing. The lube is cold." Oh. good. Lacey reopened Shani's ass and once again she was speechless. It looked good before but now that the hole was glistening and slimy, it looked almost alluring. Lacey caught herself licking her lips.
She went back to the pamphlet. First, try massaging it with a finger. Don't put any pressure, just touch it and play with it so they can get used to feeling something there and relax. This could also be used in conjunction with vaginal/penile stimulation to get them used to associating the feeling with pleasure.
Lacey took one of her fingers and slowly lowered it to Shani's asshole. When she touched it, Shani tensed again, but that was all. She never said how to massage it! Lacey didn't know what to do so she just traced slow circles around it, marveling at how it twitched and flexed against her finger. It's like it's winking at me. After a few minutes of the massage she recognized that Shani had been making noises. Those almost sound like moans.
She pushed slightly harder and Shani jumped again while letting out what was undeniably a moan. Lacey smiled. "Looks like we left out part of your name. You aren't just a slut, you're a butt slut." All Shani could do in response was moan into her pillow.
Lacey noticed a while later that there were slight movements to Shani's hips as she gave the massage. Upon closer inspection she looked past her hand, down to Shani's dripping pussy. She's grinding her clit on the towel. Lacey used her free hand to slap Shani's ass. Shani let out an unrestrained moan and shivered.
"Shame on you Shani! You have your smart, cute, loving girlfriend right here and you decide to hump a towel like someone first discovering masturbation. Is that towel better than me? Is that it?"
Shani whined. "Nooo. I'm sorry, your finger feels so good but it's not enough. I'm so close, I just need a little more. Please." Wait, did she just say she almost came from just my finger. She really is a butt slut. Headmistress is going to love this.
"Fine. I'll be gracious this one time. Next time you cheat on me with an inanimate object though you're in trouble." Lacey reached her free hand down between Shani's legs while her finger continued its little loops. She stuck two of her fingers between the towel and Shani's pelvis and started playing with her clit directly. Lacey decided that she might be relaxed enough. Without her hand to pour lube, she leaned over and spit on Shani's asshole then gently applied pressure with her finger.
She expected it to take more than needed, but on the first sign of force her asshole eagerly opened and swallowed the digit. Shani's body reacted instantly and she let out a near shriek into the pillow. Wanting to heighten her girlfriend's pleasure, she started to gently move the finger in and out while scraping at the walls. Shani became the most vocal she'd ever seen.
"Yes! Yes-yes-yes-yes. Thank you, thank you thank youuuu. Don't stop. Please don't stop. Yesssssssss." On the last word, her voice transitioned into a drawn-out groan as she came. Lacey felt her finger get very snug as the ring and seemingly the canal itself clenched around it as Shani's body convulsed. Lacey was also made privy to the fact that they had set up the towel wrong, at least in Shani's case.
As Lacey kneeled and continued to finger her lover from both ends, she felt her arms, pelvis and even bits of her chest get splattered in Shani's juices. It came out with a force she didn't know it could have. So much for the towel. They had folded in half twice to fit under Shani for maximum absorption but if it had the force to soak Lacey, odds are most of it missed the towel completely.
When Shani's peak ended, she fully relaxed against the bed and Lacey's finger slipped out with zero resistance. The way Shani's body glistened with sweat and the soft rise and fall of her back reminded Lacey of Shani's workouts at practice. That must have taken a lot out of her.
Shani took a few minutes to reset while Lacey just stared at her ass. She really liked that. Is it really that good? When the bronze statue that Lacey called her girlfriend sat up, she decided to go directly to the source
"How was it?" Whatever Shani that had existed minutes prior was now gone and in her place was the normal, shy one. Shani picked up the pillow and put her face in it.
"Fine..."
Lacey tried to tug the pillow out of her hands, large smile on her face. "Just fine? That seemed more than 'fine' to me." After a few harder tugs Lacey huffed as Shani held the pillow close. "Shani, drop the pillow."
"No."
"If you don't drop it, I can't kiss you." She could see Shani wavering. "Also I'll tell headmistress you didn't listen to me and made me sad." That did the trick, as Shani dropped the pillow. Lacey promptly pushed Shani down and crawled atop her until they were face to face. She made good on her promise and kissed her blushing girlfriend. "See? Isn't this better?"
"Yes..."
Lacey took pity on her girlfriend. I'll get to the bottom of that later. "Good."
Day 4 Headmistress' office
Lacey was hopped up on excitement and horniness. She and Shani had made great progress in the past four days and she was eager to Show Headmistress their progress. Or to have her test it herself. Lacey thought slyly.
Full from her quick lunch, Lacey knocked on the door to the familiar office. "Come in." Lacey entered the office and saw Headmistress behind a pile of papers that she assumed were exams. When Headmistress looked up at Lacey, she kept the professor demeanor. "Good afternoon Lacey." She went back to grading.
"You look stressed." Lacey started walking around the desk.
"Yes, Lacey. Students have to take the exams and professors have to grade them. It's not fun for anyone. Now- what are you doing?" Lacey reached Headmistress' chair and took the pen out of her hand. Then she slid Headmistress' chair back far enough that she could stand between it and the desk. "Lacey please I have work to do-"
Lacey put a finger to Headmistress' lips as she climbed onto the chair to straddle her. "I think you could use a break." Lacey reached between them and started massaging Headmistress' bulge.
Lacey grinned harder at seeing Headmistress almost lose it immediately. She was rock hard in her skirt in seconds. She gritted her teeth and suppressed a moan while she reached down to stop Lacey's hand. "Lacey, I don't have time for this. And you know I have to wait until after exams."
Lacey put on a salacious tone. "Do you really? You could cum right now. I won't tell you if you don't." She could see Headmistress' face struggling with her suggestion. She's actually considering it.
Lacey would be lying if she said that she didn't hold a grudge for the last time she was here and got turned down. This was payback for then. As she should be. Like the first time She entered her office. In the palm of my hand.
In an act of pure force of will, Headmistress refused. "No. No I can't do that. I made a promise to both of you."



"Awww. Well since I'm here, could you maybe get me off?" She asked innocently.
"Lacey, I have wo-" Lacey lean forward, sliding her body up Headmistress' until her face was just under hers, looking up with her best puppy dog eyes. "Pleeeeeaaaasssssseeee?" She watched as another battled waged within her professor.
"God damnit. Fine. Quickly." She went to move Lacey off of her but Lacey wrapped her arms around her, causing Headmistress to stiffen up in both cock and the rest of her body.
"I wanna do It like this. Face to face. I like being close to you." Once again, she saw Headmistress lose a battle in her mind.
"Fine. Take it out."
Lacey kisses her on the cheek. "Thank you." Good girl.
Lacey flipped up her skirt and fished out her own hard cock. Then she leaned back and opened the drawer she knew Headmistress kept body oil in. She handed it to her. "I also wanted to show you the progress we made on our special group project."
Headmistress sighed. "Lacey, I told you I can't-"
"You have fingers, don't you?" Lacey was pleasantly surprised that instead of the expected anger that may have led to a good dicking, Headmistress simply conceded that she was right.
Headmistress applied oil to one hand and some to her other finger. Lacey herself used a hand to steady herself while the other pulled open on of her cheeks, allowing Headmistress' finger to find its mark. When she felt it touch, she moaned, playing it up as loud as she dared to further urge Headmistress into action.
Then the finger slipped in with relative ease and the other hand descended on her cock. Lacey managed to hold one a decent length of time but this wasn't about getting herself off, it was about tempting Headmistress again. Though the finger toying with her prostate felt a bit too good. When she felt herself about to go, she told Headmistress. "I'm gonna cum."
"Wait, let me get a tissue or something, you'll ruin our cloth-"
"Don't stop!" Lacey pleaded. Headmistress didn't stop, resigning herself to getting semen all over her clothes for the girl she loved. Lacey of course, had no plan on spending the rest of her day covered in cum. "Kiss me."
When Headmistress opened her mouth to do just that, Lacey quickly shifted from straddling Headmistress to standing where her knees once were. Feeling the finger pop out of her ass was the last push she needed as she pushed herself into Headmistress's mouth and released the flood gates. As she rode out the orgasm, she used both hands to rub Headmistress' head with appreciation. With no time to think, Headmistress just closed her mouth and swallowed as to not let any get on her clothes.
When Lacey finished, she took her softening cock out of Headmistress' mouth and climbed off the chair. When Headmistress went to say something, probably to yell at Lacey and condemn her action, Lacey pulled her in for a kiss, slipping her tongue in Headmistress mouth and tasting herself. After the deep tongue kiss, Lacey placed her forehead against hers. "Thank you. Now I think you said you had some work to do, so I'll get out of your hair." With a parting kiss on the cheek, she fixed her skirt and exited the office, leaving Headmistress stunned in her chair. Good girl.
Day 6- Shani's room.
Lacey held the bottle in her hand. She was kneeling behind Shani who was one again prone on the bed. The idea of fucking Shani in her ass was a tantalizing one but in the moment, it was daunting to say the least
"Are you sure you don't want to use a condom?" Lacey asked. She didn't really care about using a condom but was more stalling for time.
"No, Lacey. I want to feel you. Trust me, I cleaned everything properly. You were there."
"Yeah, right." Lacey looked at the as before her. Her cock was rock hard, but for once the throbbing of her cock was not impairing her rational thought. She was about to sodomize her girlfriend. Something that might and was probably going to hurt. She didn't want to hurt Shani, she loves her. But despite how hard Shani tried to hide it, Lacey could tell Shani really liked getting her ass played with. She wanted this, so she would do it for her. Even if it hurt her. But Lacey didn't want to hurt her.
The excited wiggling of Shani's ass that she didn't know she was doing stopped when she looked back and noticed Lacey's face. She got up on her knees and turned, pulling Lacey into a hug. "Lacey. You are not going to hurt me. I'll tell you if anything goes wrong, OK?"
"OK."
With a kiss to her head, Shani turned and laid back down. Lacey then started applying the lube to her hand and Shani's asshole as Shani moaned into the bed. Very easily, Lacey inserted two fingers. First, I have to loosen her up as much as I can. If she can get any looser. Shani had taken to anal play like a fish to water. The first night she was tight, but since then her hole quickly became pliable, able to accept two fingers and one even three, though Shani did admit that along with the pleasure it brought some discomfort. Several minutes passed as Lacey fingered the hole.
"Lacey. I'm ready." At Shani's command Lacey removed her fingers and began applying lube to herself. When she was good and lubed up she moved over Shani, lining herself up and pressing her head to Shani's hole. She felt Shani tense in anticipation.
"You ready?"
"Yes."
Lacey pushed herself forward and they both gasped at the feeling. Though her hole readily opened for her fingers. It still had to adjust slightly to Lacey's girth, being just above two fingers. As Shani shivered below her, Lacey pressed on.
It felt different than her vagina. It lacked the wetness or the comforting folds or the general tightness that Shani's pussy had. It wasn't bad. Shani's vagina readily opened for Lacey and fit like a snug glove while Shani's sphincter had a vice grip that opened up into a less than snug glove. But the feeling of the anal was only heighted by the emotional gravity Lacey placed on it.
She thought it would be another burst of domination. The feeling of claiming Shani again. But unlike when she first developed that feeling, she also loved Shani. A love that only grew with the mere thought that someone would trust her enough to offer this vulnerability to her. The emotion was almost too much. And when emotions become too much, Lacey's fuse shortens.
Lacey made it all the way in. Her hips connected with Shani's ass and she laid flat on Shani's back and shook.
"Lacey are yo-" Shani was cut off with a moan of her own as she felt Lacey begin to fill her. They both rode out the feeling of Lacey's hot cum filling her bowels. When it was over, they both laid there in silence.
Thankfully Lacey was still hard inside of her, even if she was still hypersensitive.
"Lacey-"
"I can keep going." With that statement Lacey started to pull herself out, this time she only made it halfway out before she was overtaken by another orgasm and pushed herself back in, shocking Shani and causing them both to feel her filling her again. Lacey tried a third time and was met with the same results.
I'm worthless. Lacey felt the tears start to well up in her eyes as she laid on Shani's back. Shani, feeling the wetness as well as the soft heaves of her sobs, called back, "Lacey what's wrong.?"
"I am."
"Lacey what are you-"
This was supposed to be for both of us but I can't even last a single thrust. I know how good butt stuff feels for you but I can't even do it right. I can't satisfy you." She clung to Shani's back harder as the admission came with more tears.
"Lacey, you do satisfy me. I don't care how long you last, just being here, doing this with you is enough for me."
"But I can't eve-"
"Don't think about that right now. This is supposed to stretch us out for Professor Mubarak, right? Why don't we just stay like this. That way you won't cum anymore and you'll still get me used to having something bigger in me."
That got Lacey to stop crying, but her mood barely improved. She's too nice to me. Lacey sniffled. "...OK."
Shani was half right with her plan. They both Laid as still as possible in order to get her used to having a cock up her ass, but that didn't stop Lacey from cumming. The feeling before only combined with the feeling of being reassured and forgiven by her caring girlfriend. Every couple of minutes, Shani's ass would twitch and that would set Lacy off all over again.
Lacey was in living hell. Each successive orgasm was only making her feel more guilty for not getting Shani off. After her sixth orgasm she decided that Shani had to get off at least once. She reached one of her hands around and found Shani's clit, ready to tell her to at least let her do that is the Egyptian girl said anything.
Shani tensed at the new sensation but did nothing to stop it, only moaning into her pillow. Lacey felt just how wet she was and that only served to make her feel more selfish. She could be feeling so much better if she weren't with me. Lacey continued to finger Shani, recognizing the signs of her impending orgasm. She deserves better.
In that moment, Lacey decided to be better. She started moving her hips again. "Lac-"
Lacey did not want to argue with her. "Shut up and cum." she pleaded. The moment her hips moved, Lacey went off once again, but she pushed through, keeping her hips and fingers movies Shani towards her own orgasm. Shani could only lay there and let out loud groans and moans.
Through the sensitivity, Lacey kept a steady pace of shallow thrusts, trying her best to ignore her own pleasure in favor of Shani's.
Shani voiced her feelings. "Lacey! How are you still so-ngh- hard after all of that? It's like you're splitting me open. How... How are you- never mind. Yes! Right there. Thank you, Lacey. I'm almost there. Almost there. Keep doing that. Just like that. I gonna-"
Lacey pushed through three more orgasms before she finally felt Shani lock up beneath her. Even louder than the first time, Shani screamed into her pillow as she came, Lacey still thrusting and touching her clit. Just a little more.
She pushed the little more, keeping herself moving until Shani herself reached down and stopped her hand. Lacey then went limp on top of Shani, the cock she was keeping hard with will alone popping out of Shani's ass simply from softening. Both women laid there, sharing the afterglow for a minute.
Eventually Lacey rolled off of Shani and they faced each other on the bed. Shani breathed out, "Lacey, that was incredible. I've never cu-... felt like that before. Thank you."
"Sorry for no-" Shani silenced her with a passionate kiss.
"No apologies. You are incredible. I'm so full. I love you."
Lacey was hit with a third wave of emotions. Shani being so willing to give herself to Lacey made her want to return the favor. Her cock may have softened for the foreseeable future but her holes clenched at Shani's words.
Lacey pulled on Shani, more convincing than forcing her to climb on top of her. She felt the familiar feeling of being under someone she loved and her felt opened up even more.
In this moment, she forgot all of her connections and relationships but one. She was not as student in university. She wasn't in a three-way relationship. She wasn't Shani's dom or owner or master or whatever. She wasn't even Lacey Cambell. She was a woman underneath the person she loved, offering herself fully to them. Lacey looped her arms around Shani's neck and said, "I need you inside me."
Note: Cliffhanger!! Again, sorry if this chapter didn't seem up to snuff l but I thought it would be interesting to try something new. I can at least guarantee that once you read the next one, if you piece them together it equals one good chapter.
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Professor Amirah's Classroom
Shani was equal parts worried for herself, worried for her girlfriend, and turned on by what she just witnessed. Professor Amirah did not let up in the slightest since the second she started sucking Lacey's cock. Within minutes she had swallowed four loads from Lacey and in the following ten had used her cock to force out three more from the small woman. All of this without even cumming once herself. When Amirah finally removed herself from atop Lacey, Shani saw the soft rise and fall of Lacey's chest. Did she fuck her to sleep? Or is she just resting?
Her questions would have to be answered later as Amirah slid Lacey over to the side of the mattress, giving her a pillow to rest on, and pulled Shani to the center. She got Shani on her back and lined herself up as Shani prepared for the worst.
Instead what she got was a gentle insertion followed by slow, rhythmic thrusts as Amirah rested on her hands above her, smiling down at Shani. It was even slower than the first time Amirah had taken Shani and Shani was caught off guard by that. The atmosphere around them was a lot less... hostile than she'd grown accustomed to.
"Sorry for the wait, Shani. I wanted to make sure your girlfriend was out of commission before we had our little chat." Amirah calmly spoke, never stopping her movements.
"Our chat?"
"Yes. It's about Lacey, amongst... other things. But first and foremost Lacey." Shani tried to focus up but a moan she tried to resist pushed through. Amirah brushed some hair out of Shani's face. "Don't fight it, easier to concentrate that way." She let out a moan of her own.
"What about Lacey?"
"You haven't been inside her yet, have you?"
"No."
"Shani, do you know what a prostate is?"
"Yes."
"Long story short, for people like me and Lacey, the prostate and G-spot are the same thing. I'm sure you've noticed by now the frequency and uh, let's say ease of Lacey's orgasms."
Shani let out another soft moan. "Yes."
"I believe this is due to Lacey's oversized prostate. I noticed it the first time I fingered her. If she were normal, it would have been a little bump that you could feel along with the regular rough texture of the G-spot. In her though, it's very pronounced. Usually it's hard for women to orgasm from just penetration, even me. But as I'm sure you've seen, I'd have to try my best to make her not cum." She let out a small laugh. "Hell, she can cum just from words."
"OK. But why are you telling me?"
"Because you are going to have to finger and eventually fuck her ass. I just wanted to tell you to be careful. She seems to handle it well from vaginal penetration. But anal is a whole different feeling. And with how big her prostate is, you are sure to hit it in anal. It might be a bit much for her and I know you don't want to hurt her." Amirah looked down at Shani with vulnerability. Less like she was telling Shani to be careful with Lacey and more like she was pleading with her.
"OK. I'll be careful."
Amirah gave her a warm smile and leaned down. Shani was once again surprised by the gentleness she was being treated with as they shared a tender kiss and she slowly rocked them. When they parted, Amirah kept her face close to Shani's as she whispered, "Thank you."
A few minutes passed but neither of them moved, save for the continuation of Amirah's thrusts. They just kept looking into each other's eyes. Sometimes Shani would avert her gaze and when she looked back Amirah would then do the same, but other times they just wordlessly stared at each other in this moment.
Shani didn't know how to feel about this situation and from the look on Amirah's face, neither did she. Lacey had been loud and clear about wanting the two of them in her life, but them being like this, soft and caring, almost felt a little like cheating to Shani. It made her uncomfortable.
"Soooooo. What was the other thing you wanted to talk about?"
"Oh, right. Um." They went through another moment of silence before they both awkwardly laughed, just to release some of the tension inside of them.
"Shani, I don't really know how to put this so I'm just going to ask. What exactly... are we?"
Shani took a second to think about it. "Lacey's girlfriends?"
"Of course we are her girlfriends. And she loves us both. But I more meant... what exactly is between us? There's obviously something otherwise I wouldn't be here right now. Inside you that is." Another round of silence and moans.
Shani ventured, "How do you feel about me?"
Amirah sighed. "I don't know, Shani. But I want you to know that I do care about you. You aren't just a person I put up with to make Lacey happy. But you also aren't just another student to me. And of course, you aren't just some slut I fuck sometimes. You are... you. I've always respected you as a proud Egyptian woman, but also as a person. Despite being a bit rough around the edges, you always do what you think is right and I think you are a fine young lady. That's more than I can say for myself."
"I think you're being too har-"
"Shani, please. I've done bad things to you and Lacey out of selfishness. I've hurt you both because I was running away from my own feelings. But now I'm listening to them and they are telling me... something about you. I just wanted you to know that even though I may have put some of my emotions for Lacey towards you, in my heart, you have your own section. I don't know what to categorize it as."
Shani thought about her own feelings. And found they largely mirrored Amirah's. "Can I talk now?"
"Please, do."
"Well... to me, you aren't just another professor either. I always respected you as well. You were-are! Are a role model to me. And you were my first." That hung in the air for a while. "But I don't know if I would say that I... that I lo-... you know."
"Yeah, Shani. I do." For the first time Amirah paused her thrusts, hilted in Shani while she thought. "Maybe we're overthinking this. Maybe we should stop thinking about what could be or might be or whatever and just think about what is. I'm not sure if I can use the big L word yet. But I am certain that I like you Shani. I like you a lot. Can we agree on that?"
For the first time, Amirah made Shani's heart pound not because of a sexual act. She didn't think that hearing someone other than Lacey say something like that could affect her so much but here she was, borderline swooning over another woman while her girlfriend was not three feet away sleeping.
"Yeah. I think that works. I-uh. I like you too, Professor." Shani didn't realize the look on the professor's face, probably because it mirrored her own, but Amirah looked nervous about her response. When Shani said those words, she smiled as wide as she could and once again Shani was hit with the realization that she was going through the same experience. They were both feeling things that usually Lacey provided, with each other.
Shani felt the tension leave the room as she returned the smile. Amirah started moving again, with more purpose than before. Not necessarily faster, but with added passion. They kissed each other deeply as Amirah moved, freely giving into their once confusing feelings. They gave themselves to each other freely as they... it's not exactly love... made like...?
Amirah 'made like' to Shani for several more minutes, showing Shani's body with care it wasn't used to. Her hands gripped Shani's ass possessively, without pain. Her fingers only tweaked Shani's nipples, not pinch. Whenever they weren't kissing each other, Amirah's mouth was on her face and neck. Amirah wasn't taking Shani; she was worshiping her.
When Amirah's fingers eventually found their way to Shani's clit, Shani came undone. She clutched Amirah's back as she shook. In her ear, Amirah whispered encouragement. "Cum for me Eyani. Cover me in your juices." Shani's body obliged as she covered both of their crutches in her essence, and a lot of it.
Even when with Lacey, Shani was embarrassed at the messes she made when she came. But this time, there was no shame. She felt safe and free from judgement from Amirah. She just wants me to feel good. She simply let it come and rode out the wave, some part of her mind recognizing that she let out a lot more than usual.
All throughout her orgasm Amirah kept up her finger work and steady thrusting, the rhythm of her cock almost working as a metronome to time her peak. When she came down, Amirah even stopped for a second, making sure she was truly done as to not overstimulate her.
Shani reached up and kissed Amirah deeply again, the only way she could think to express what she was feeling. When they separated Amirah whispered in her ear. "I'm close. Where do you want it?"
She's asking me? "Um, wherever you want."
Amirah gripped her body tighter, making a visible effort to hold on. "No, Shani. Where do you want it?"
Shani paused before quietly saying. "... on me." She didn't voice it verbally from shame. She barely even acknowledged its existence. But having someone cum on her was her favorite part of sex. Anyone can creampie someone or cum in someone's mouth. But the inner slut in Shani took the cumshot as the final nail in the coffin of being truly used. A creampie and even oral creampie gave the receiver some sort of feeling or pleasure. But cumming on someone, on some whore you just fucked, got the point across that you only cared about your own satisfaction. She also considered it some form of marking 'what's yours.' She shivered when she said it out loud for the first time.
Amirah grunted in affirmation and simply said, "Finish me off." Shani felt Amirah pull out and rest her hot cock on her pelvis. Shani reached between them with both hands and began stroking it, though she wasn't sure she actually needed to. The second her fingers touched it, it started to unload. The first shot came out hard and fast, blasting the underside of Shani's breast. If those weren't there it probably could have flown over my head. Shani did as she was told and continued to use her hands to squeeze out all the cum they could as Amirah grunted above her.
When she was finished, a large volume of semen resided on Shani's abdomen. Some of it pooled in her belly button while other globs rolled down her sides onto the mattress. Shani got an added bonus when her abs, or more aptly named 'cum gutters', created grooves for the cum to flow through.
With both of them having cum, the need for release vanished and they were left with each other. They were about to kiss again when-
"Awwwwwwww!" Both of their heads whipped to the side to see Lacey Looking at them, a large smile on her face and a hand slowly jerking her cock. "I love it when my girls get along."
At that comment Shani felt the once waning cock of her professor instantly grow harder than it was before against her. She heard Amirah say through gritted teeth, "your girls?"
Shani was left alone temporarily when Amirah pushed back into Lacey to put her in her place. Afterward Shani got the usual treatment, she guessed just in case she herself had any confusion as to who belonged to whom in this threesome.
Day 1 of exams Shani's room- Shani
Lacey appeared to physically and metaphorically shrink on top of her as her face went from smug confidence to worry. Lacey laid flat on Shani and squeezed her. "Was it really that good?" Her words asked that, but her tone said, 'I'm scared.'
Shani reassured her. "It felt-" she remembered Lacey's trigger word, "amazing. Really."
"OK... so it's my turn now, right?"
"Yup." Lacey climbed off of her and they reset the stage for their next performance, which mostly included taking the wet sheets off the bed while Shani's face burned. Since the towel as pretty much dry, they decided to use the same one. Unlike Shani's prone posture, Lacey got on all fours over the towel. Shani wondered why until she saw Lacey's throbbing cock pointed down at the bed in contrast to her nervous demeanor. I guess that would make lying flat uncomfortable.
Shani sat cross legged behind Lacey as she applied lube to her finger. Lacey looked at her from between her legs. "You said it was fine right?"
"Yes Lacey, it was fine. More than fine, in fact." That didn't satiate the worried look. "I won't hurt you. And if it does hurt, tell me and I'll stop immediately."
"OK..."
Following the pamphlet's advice, Shani lubed up both of her hands. I gotta make her feel good at the same time.
First to get her used to it. She reached out on hand and used her finger to touch Lacey's asshole. Instantly Lacey clenched up. She didn't voice any complaints and so Shani returned the favor of slowly tracing circles around Lacey's ring. Lacey unclenched slightly, but not completely.
"How's it feel?"
"Weird."
"But it doesn't hurt right?"
"No."
"See? There's nothing to be worried about. Besides, if you want to take the professor, you can't be scared of my finger." That statement only caused her to clench harder. Fuck.
Shani enacted phase two of the plan and reached forward to grasp Lacey's cock. Before Lacey could react, she started to slowly tug it downwards and go back up with her lubed hands. Lacey began to tremble, visibly distracted from the finger on her asshole by Shani's hand.
After a few strokes, Shani pushed forward and the tip of her finger entered Lacey. Lacey gasped and Shani paused all movement. "You OK?"
"Yeah..." She took Lacey's trailing off as a sign to continue. Her jerking hand kept moving as she slowly inserted the rest of her finger. Lacey was stuck between moans caused by one hand and gasps caused by other as Shani slowly eased in. Then she touched something.
Lacey went almost limp as she whimpered. Her front half fell to the bed as she gripped the sheets. Her back half was much more active as Shani at first thought she came. Upon further review she was just dripping large amounts of pre cum, though she didn't seem that far off from orgasm. Was that her prostate-G-spot-thing?
Shani let Lacey calm down, as much as she could, before she poked the spot again. The same reaction. Lacey's reactions were not those of pain as far as she knew so she decided to push a little further. Instead of a single poke she touched it and rubbed it slightly.
Lacey's reaction surprised her. Within seconds she squeaked, as she usually did when she came, but when the cum came out, Shani heard it. More specifically she heard the soft thuds as several jets shot into the towel below. The fascination of what she was perceiving caused her to focus in on that, ignoring the fact that her finger was still massaging the lump.
Shani heard the nonstop mewls and squeaks from Lacey but did not register that these were separate orgasms. Her eyes just watched as shot after shot exited Lacey's dick and created a large puddle, amazed at the sheer volume and force. She was brought back to reality when she heard Lacey call out her name between the noises. Oh no.
Oh no no no no no. She quickly slipped her finger out of Lacey's ass. No no no no, from her seated position she pulled Lacey's hips back, causing the near limp girl to be sit in her lap as she warped her in an embrace.
"Lacey, I'm so so sorry. I told you I'd be careful and then I wasn't and now you're-"
Lacey interrupted her with a breath. "Fine. I'm fine Shani."
"Really?"
Lacey offered her a weak smile. "More than fine."
Shani continued to coddle Lacey to make sure she was OK and Lacey was too tired and the coddling was too nice to resist. After she they got the bed cleaned off they climbed into bed.
Lacey remembered, "Oh right. We have to decide the order. Who starts tomorrow?"
Shani tried not to show her true feelings as she quietly suggested. "I could go... You know to give you a break after my mistake."
Lacey gave her a smug grin. "Someone's eager."
To hide her embarrassment Shani pulled Lacey in close and reformed version of the ball with Lacey in the middle turned on its side.
"Get off me you, giant." Despite the protest, Lacey made very little effort to actually escape and they drifted off to sleep like that.
Day 4 of exams cafeteria- Shani
The next two days were just as eventful as the first. After exams on the second day, Lacey used her hands to bring Shani to several mind shattering orgasms and eventually being able to fit two fingers in at once. The third day had Lacey back on the bottom. Not wanting to make the same mistake, after every orgasm Shani stopped and asked Lacey if she wanted to continue. She also noted how Lacey lasted notably longer than the first time, seemingly growing used to the sensation.
On the fourth day, Shani, Lacey, Nia, and Madison sat down at a table at lunch. It had been a while since they talked and Shani was glad to see they didn't think Lacey was taking her away from them.
Nia, as usual, came right out and said it. "I'm glad whatever you two were going through is resolved. You look so much prettier when you smile Shani." At the exaggerated and intentionally misogynistic comment, Shani merely rolled her eyes and slapped Nia's hand away as she went to pinch her cheek. "So. Are you ever going to tell us what was wrong and why I found your girlfriend crying."
Shani was preparing to say 'nothing' but she couldn't lie to her friends. They deserved better than that. But she also couldn't tell them the truth. "I made a new friend and got... well it looked like I got closer to them than I really was. Lacey saw us together and she thought that I was going to leave her. We talked it out and made up."
Madison gasped and looked worried while Nia openly laughed. "Lacey thought you were cheating!?" She turned her attention to Lacey who was in the middle of eating. "You don't need to worry about this one. She doesn't have the balls. She's had a bunch of crushes and never even talked to the people before." Shani tried to reach across the table to silence her friend but being one of the few people that shared her strength, Nia was able to easily swat Shani away. "In fact, you are the first person she's ever been with. I'm surprised. What'd you do? Pin her down and say 'you're mine now?'"
Before Shani could say something, Lacey didn't even look up from her plate as she spoke around a mouthful of food. "Basically."
Silence took over the table at the admission. The other couple had flipped reactions as now Nia was shocked and staring dumbfounded at her best friend while Madison looked at Shani with a grin she recognized as the 'I got the hottest piece of gossip' grin. Shani spent the next minute or two trying to settle the flames of Madison's proclivity to spread information as well as field and shut down all of Nia's questions.
They were all interrupted when Lacey silently got up from the table and threw away her trash and returned. They checked the clock. Lunch had started seven minutes ago. Lacey picked up her bag and gave Shani a knowing look. "I'm going to the bathroom. Don't wait for me." With that, she left the cafeteria and left the three of them in stunned silence.
Madison started. "Does she always eat that fast?"
"She can if she wants to. Honestly I have no idea how she eats as much as she does and stays that small."
Nia interrupted them. "Fuck that, what are you still doing here?"
"What?"
"That was so obviously code for 'follow me to the bathroom.' God, how are you this dense?" Shani was pretty sure Nia was wrong but Shani also had no idea what was happening. Lacey had gone during their last class. At least until she remembered what time it was. Oh, that's where she went.



"No, that's not code. If she wanted me to follow she would have just told m-" She stopped as she saw both of them grin at her.
"Oh, so you do everything she tells you huh?" Shani spent the rest of her lunch defending her right to privacy and refusing to answer questions about their sex life.
Day 6- Shani's room
The statement confused Shani. They were obviously sharing a moment but she must have missed something. Right now, this was the smallest Lacey had ever seen to her. She was so small underneath her. But she felt something new. Lacey usually took things from her to they shared moments. But in this moment, she sensed Lacey's willingness to give everything to Shani. To leave her in complete control. The responsibility and power of that alone was something that Shani was not accustomed to and it only confused her more
"Lacey, I'm not like you. I don't have a- what do you mean?"
Lacey's eyes looked so big and blue as she whispered. "The strap on." Oh, right. Shani waited for Lacey to release her to go get it before remembering that Lacey had given up all of her agency. Not wanting to keep her waiting, she quickly got up and retrieved the harness and the dildo. The dildo easily enough snaped into place in the front of the harness but it was putting it on that intimidated Shani.
Professor Mubarak had gone for a model that gave both loves pleasure. As such, there was a protrusion in the crotch that stuck out and curved at an upward angle. There was another texture in the crotch where she assumed her clit would be. Having never masturbated internally and only ever having fingers and cocks in her, sliding in the silicon felt weird at first. It had none of the heat that a person had and felt unnaturally stiff. But she felt the internal part resort against her internal button while the texture on the outside was against her outer one. Then she returned to the bed.
At her return, Lacey stayed on her back but spread her legs to allow Shani easy access as well as to climb back on her. Not knowing what to say, Shani decided to just get right to it and reached tried to copy what she had seen the other two do. She reached down and grabbed the fake cock by the base as she guided the tip to Lacey's folds.
Lacey breathed out. "No..."
Shani stopped, "No?"
"The other one." Shani was about to ask 'other what?' before she realized Lacey meant the other hole.
"But tomorrow is supposed to be your turn."
Lacey just looked up at her. "I need you now." Shani couldn't say no to her vulnerable girlfriend.
"OK." She reached over and grabbed the bottle of lube, pouring a liberal amount on her hand. With the one hand keeping her up about Lacey, she was forced to do the foreign motion of jerking her own cock to spread the lube on it. When she went to line herself up again, she fumbled a bit, not used to her new equipment. Lacey reached down and placed her hand over Shani's, guiding her tip to her lower hole.
Once she was lined up, Shani looked Lacey in her eyes. She knew the answer but she still had to ask. "Are you sure?"
"Yes." Then Lacey pulled her face closer. "I don't want you to stop until you cum."
Shani wasn't sure how hard she should push, but she knew she was a a lot stronger than the girl beneath her so she pushed in as softly as she could. She felt the give as the tip of the strap on entered Lacey and she felt the movement inside her as the pieces in the belt moved with it.
About halfway in she felt the dildo hit something and saw Lacey move beneath her. She paused her thrust to make sure Lacey was OK but Lacey only looked up at her. Where she would normally command, she pleaded. "Not until you cum."
Shani nodded and pushed passed it, feeling the small lump cause her insides to get stirred by the harness. Once she was all the way in, she wasted no time in pulling out, the motion also causing the harness to move within her. She set a slow but steady pace of slow insertions and withdrawals, one she tried to mimic from the first half of when Professor Mubarak took her virginity.
Shani did not have a single dom bone in her body but she could easily see why Lacey and the Professor liked being on top. Beyond the feeling of being in control, she got to see the person beneath her. See their face contort in pleasure and react to her movements. It really pushed home the differences to Shani between taking someone inside you and giving it to them. The feeling of not wanting to hurt Lacey was still present, but it had to share its space with Shani wanting to make the most of the situation and making Lacey feel as good as possible. She sped up her thrusts slightly and began subtly angling her hips to hit different spots, loving the fact that she could see the different reactions on Lacey's face.
She was enjoying the feeling of her own insides begging good when Lacey did her patented squeak. She looked between them and saw Lacey's still soft cock squirt out a few halfhearted strands of cum. She was almost about to stop until she saw Lacey's eyes pleading with her, even in the throes of her own orgasm. Not until I cum.
Shani kept up the pace, the feeling of lacey surrendering herself serving to only pushed her orgasm closer. Lacey continued to let out squeaks and shot after shot of cum weakly came out of her cock, some of it even dribbling out. By this point it had lost all consistently and was watery. But even through all of that Lacey's eyes still told Shani to continue.
Shani felt her peak coming and Lacey sensed it as well. The final thing to push her over the edge was Lacey whispering "Cum in me."
Shani came hard. In a desperate attempt to gain as much pleasure as she could from it, she gave Lacey a few more good thrusts, more powerful than the others that night. Each one caused Lacey to gasp loudly but Shani detected no hints of pain as she herself was sent to cloud nine. So this is how they feel. Shani swore she could feel herself shooting out of the fake cock and into Lacey as she rode out her orgasm and looked into her eyes. In reality that was herself squirting around the harness.
When she came down, they shared a passionate kiss that almost threatened to turn into another round before they noticed the time. They packed away the supplies after cleaning them off. They also attempted to clean themselves off but no matter how much Shani embarrassingly pushed in the bathroom, she still felt full of Lacey's cum. She hoped it would come out naturally later as they went to sleep.
Usually whenever Lacey played the little spoon it felt like she was allowing Shani to be the big spoon. And when Lacey was the big spoon it was some attempt to prove her dominance. But something had changed in their relationship that night. There were very few if any barriers between them now. She wasn't the big spoon because Lacey allowed her or told her to be. She was the big spoon because of the truth, that she liked snuggling Lacey close to her and Lacey enjoyed being snuggled.
Note: One more left! As usual comment things you liked and/or feedback. Thanks for sticking with me this far.
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On a happier note, final chapter time!
Day 7, cafeteria
Lacey ignored the conversation happening around her as she focused on her inner thoughts. She looked up from her plate and absentmindedly gazed at Shani. Her girlfriend was beautiful. She watched for a minute as she interacted with her friends. Well I guess our friends now. Despite her verbal resistance, Shani was smiling and having a blast as Nia and Madison teased her. How can they do it? Upon noticing Lacey's gaze, Shani smiled at her. Then she was interrupted by some look or comment or whatever from the other two, teasing her about liking her girlfriend.
Lacey watched their interactions a little longer. After the previous night, Lacey thought about Shani. Specifically how Shani interacted with people. Or more aptly, how people interacted with her. She thought back to the day they 'met.' She thought back to how Headmistress immediately knew how to treat her on the first time they 'met.' She thought about how her best friends treat her. Even how her teammates treat her. Everyone in her life teases and abuses her in some way.
Despite being the team captain, there was not a single time during practice, at least the ones Lacey observed, where an order went unaccosted. They still followed them of course but usually they were met with sassy comments or some joke or, in times when practice was really hard, scathing comments. The only time anyone ever treated Shani as their superior was during games, where her word was law.
It's not as if Shani was bothered by it. In fact, she seemed to enjoy the teasing, platonically and sexually. She enjoyed the abuse. A fact that only made Lacey feel worse.
Day 7, Shani's room
After the day's anal activities Lacey laid in Shani's arms again as they watched a show they were streaming. Once again, Shani paused the stream and this time she merely tightened her grip on Lacey, threatening to use her strength as she had the night before.
"What's wrong, Lacey?" She was met with silence. She tightened her grip, not enough to hurt, of course, just really snugly. "Tell me."
"Am I good enough for you?"
Shani didn't miss a beat. "Yes."
"Bu-"
"But nothing, Lacey. I love you. Do you love me?"
"... yes."
"Then that's enough. Whatever you think you're doing wrong, you aren't. I'm happy with you. Everything about you."
"OK..." Shani squeezed Lacey and unpaused the show. She wasn't satisfied with her responses but she also knew that was the best she was going to get right now.
Day after exams finished, Amirah's office
Amirah took solace in the fact that the mountain on her desk that had been growing for the past week would grow no longer and thus she was able to see decent progress made in her grading. She was interrupted from her concentration when her office door opened and closed without a single knock.
She looked past one of the piles and saw Lacey. Not again. "Lacey, not-" She was about to say 'not now' before she saw her face. Lacey was wearing a face she never wanted to see again if she could help it. Lacey was sad, close to tears actually. Amirah forgot all about her grade deadlines and responsibilities as headmistress. "Lacey?" She pushed her chair back and stood.
Lacey simply walked over to her and nudged her back into the chair. Then Lacey crawled into her lap and wrapped her arms around Amirah. Amirah immediately returned the hug, rummaging through her brain for a hint as to what she did wrong this time. She came up empty. I'll have to wait for her to tell me.
Amirah waited for Lacey to calm down. The minutes ticked by as Lacey sniffled into her bosom. Finally, Lacey spoke, her words muffled by Amirah's shirt.
"You love me right?"
"Of course I do, Ameli." She gave Lacey a squeeze. One she returned after a pause.
"How do you treat me so rough when you love me?" Panic started to settle in.
"Lacey did I hur-"
"No, you didn't hurt me. I just mean in general... like how can you do that to someone you love?"
"Well. As we both know... a lot of problems started because I asked myself that exact question. I was afraid of hurting you. But if you want to know how I can do it now..." Amirah gave Lacey a squeeze. "I know we're compatible. I like being rough and you like being treated roughly. And I now know you can handle all I can give you."
"What about Shani?"
"Shani?"
"How can you be rough with Shani? Is it different because you don't love her?"
Amirah had to think on that one for a moment. "I... wouldn't say it's very different. It's like with you. I like being on top and she likes being on the bottom so it works out."
"Do you not worry about hurting her?"
"No, Lacey. I don't worry about that... is that what this is about? Are you worried about hurting her?" Before Lacey could answer, Amirah continued. "Lacey, you are small. Small and adorable and cute and precious and - I'm getting off topic. I was afraid of hurting you because I'm bigger than you. But I don't think you have to worry about Shani in that regard. If I can't hurt her, I highly doubt you can."
"I wasn't worried about hurting her."
"What are you worried about then? I assume from your questions it's something about Shani."
Lacey went silent for a minute. "Do you think she likes being with you more than me?"
"No, Lacey, I don't. She loves you, Lacey. I think being with you is special and I believe she feels the exact same way. Why are you asking?"
"Because you are rough with her and I'm not."
Amirah chuckled. "Lacey, based on that video you sent me and how well trained she was when you first brought her I would say you are plenty rough on her."
Lacey gripped Amirah's blazer. "But what if... what if I couldn't... anymore..."
"What do you mean? You can't be rough with her anymore? Why?"
"Because I love her too much." Alarms went off in Amirah's head.
"Don't say that, Lacey. Remember how you felt when I said that?" Lacey had a look of recognition and got sadder.
"Sorry."
A pause followed. Both of them replayed the events of the past in their heads. Before the mood worsened they looked into each other's eyes and found comfort. The past was behind them and all their problems were gone. Well... all but that last one. They shared a look until Lacey reverted back to the melancholy at hand.
"I don't think I can treat Shani the way she wants anymore. I love her."
"And what changed from before to now?"
"I love her." Lacey spoke as if that explained everything.
"I see... why were you able to abuse her before?"
Lacey got silent and Amirah waited for her to be ready to speak on her own. She needs to work this out internally. "Because I was angry..." She looked at Amirah, waiting for some kind of interjection but Amirah only nodded to her, urging her to continue on her own. "I was angry at you because you said we couldn't be together." Reflexively, Amirah squeezed Lacey to comfort her. "I was angry at myself because I felt like I wasn't good enough for you. And I was angry at her because I felt like she was stealing you from me."
"Because of the tutoring?"
"Yes. And I didn't know what to do with that anger so I approached her. And cornered her, and made her do things and used her." Lacey got quiet again. Amirah decided to prod her a bit.
"And she let you do this, yes?"
"I guess so. She could have stopped me."
"And did she enjoy it?"
"I don't know. I made her cum once I think."
"And how did you feel doing it?" Another pause.
"Good. But not the good kind of good. It felt good to put her in her place. Good to show her that she wasn't good enough for you. That she was beneath me."
"And then what happened?"
"I don't remember much. I was just so angry. I think I came once or twice. But then the last part broke me."
"The last part?"
"When I started to leave. After I used her, I left her there, covered in my cum." So far so good. Shani does like that. "And before I got to the door, she started crying." Oh. Lacey looked off into the distance.
"And what did you do then?"
"Went over to her and I comforted her. I told her that she was my whore. I had planned on just ending it at that but then I saw her sitting there with the tears running down her face."
"So you saw her sitting there and you went back to her because you felt bad?"
Lacey looked up at her with guilty eyes. "No. "
"Then why did you go back?"
"Because seeing her like that bothered me." Oh. She pitied her.
"OK. And then... that's when you started your relationship? And trained her?"
"No. I don't know when I started loving her, but it was after I brought her to you. She was nothing but a whore that would get me back to you. And then after I brought her to you, you started treating her like she was special. Using her more than me. At one point I hated her, but more importantly I hated myself. I was afraid she would take you from me and then I fulfilled that exact prophecy. And that hatred urged me to keep going. But..."
"But?"
"Then I started liking her. And I started treating her better after you scolded me. We spent more time together outside of having sex. I thought I was using her as a substitute for you, but then one day I realized that my feelings for you and feelings for her had separated."
Lacey grew silent again and Amirah thought. "So your problem is that when you topped Shani, it came from a place of negative emotions. But now that you love her, you no longer have those emotions to fuel you?"
"Yes."
"Has she complained about this?"
"No. Every time I ask her about it she tells me it's fine. But it's not fine! I'm not doing what she likes." Lacey got riled up and Amirah rubbed her until she calmed down.
"Lacey, how do you feel about the way you treated her in the past?"
"Terrible. I was bad to her. She deserves better." I see.
"Lacey. I think you are looking at it the wrong way. You feel guilty because of the way you treated Shani in the past, correct?"
"Yes."
"Well, I can bet that she doesn't see it the same way. Besides... our little spat that she was the center of, I'm certain she actually enjoyed those times. Even the first time."
"But I made her cry."
"And you comforted her. That's a good sign of a quality top. Aftercare. Remember how every time you were able to get a little further down on my penis? It was hard, and hurt slightly and you couldn't breathe at first?"
"Yes. It was hard."
"But you wanted to do it, right?"
"Yes. For you. And you always told me how good of a job I did afterwards."
"That! That right there, Lacey, is a prime example of aftercare, though a little less severe. When you top for someone like Shani, someone who likes to be degraded and debased and insulted, aftercare is even more important. Yes, they may like to be called those things, but words can still hurt. It can become a bit much. That was her first time probably experiencing her true self and the good shame mixed in with the bad. The fact that you comforted her showed her that everything was OK and that you were perfect for her." Amirah took a deep breath. "Lacey, I'm not saying you can't feel guilty for the things you did. But you can't let it hang over you. The things you feel bad for, she liked."
"But I don't hate her anymore. I can't do the things that she likes."
"Yes you can, Lacey. You just need to change the way you think about it."
"And how should I think?"
Without warning Amirah stood, holding Lacey by the waist. She quickly sat Lacey on the table and pinned her down, knocking over the piles of exams and scattering them all over the floor. Then she stopped and looked down at Lacey.
"You feel that?" Amirah definitely could. Lacey's eyes had dilated and her heart rate had increased. She was breathing shallow, quick breaths.
Lacey was still caught off guard from the tonal shift. "Wh-feel what?"
"Your pulse quickening. The goosebumps on your skin. My closeness to your body. The excitement mixing with the fear and powerlessness."
After having had her second to realize what was happening, Amirah saw the shift into horny Lacey. Her breath came out soft and seductive, trying to bait Amirah into striking. "Yes."
Amirah let her up. "That's what she feels every time you push her down. Just like how you want to please me, she wants to please you. Just like you like me being rough, she liked you being rough. You already had the answer, Lacey. You've experienced both sides."
Lacey sat up on the desk, slowly shaking off the arousal. "But that doesn't explain how I'm supposed to do it."
"You do it because she likes it and you know she likes it. You want to satisfy her, correct?" Lacey nodded. "Then that's how you do it. Simply replace the emotion. Use all the love you have for her to give you the strength to push her down. Revel in the fact that your presence makes her shiver. Use your love to make her feel loved."
"But what about all the name calling and pinching and biting?"
"It's a game. A game that you can't lose. The more she shivers, the more she moans, the more she submits, the more you win. Enjoy the name calling. Enjoy the physical acts. Enjoy them because you know she enjoys them. Just because you say those things during sex doesn't mean you mean them. It's just something to get you both hot and bothered." Amirah could see Lacey about to interject. "And afterwards, the aftercare comes in. After both of you are done, you can shower her in as much love as you want to remind her you didn't mean any of it." She watched Lacey process her speech.
"But I can't do some of that stuff. I'm smaller than her and you. The last few times I tried to push her down, she had to lay down herself... that's why I think she likes you better, because you can at least put some weight behind your actions."
"No, Lacey, that's why I can never hold a candle to you."
"What?"
"Lacey, your size isn't a detriment. It's an advantage. Along with the rough play, Shani likes to be humiliated. What's more humiliating than being pushed down and taken by a girl half your size? Add your emotional connection to that and you have a perfect storm of sex and shame."
"But like I said, I'm not pushing her down. She's letting me do it."
"All part of the game, Lacey. Sure you may not be able to push her down literally. But in her allowing you to do so, the illusion is still there. When you did it the first time, did she put up any fight?"
"Not beyond words I think?"
"Exactly. We should both know by now she likes being taken advantage of. I have the added benefit of being her teacher, an authority figure she feels she can't disobey. But you have your size, and dare I say your charisma as well as a more personal relationship. You may be small, Lacey, but your bark is larger than you think. You are her rival. Even now, she spends lots of energy trying to outdo you. Prove to you her worth. My position is a set one above her, but she sees yours as precarious. She believes she can surpass you. That makes it all the more shameful when she submits to you. If you tell her to do something and put your feelings into it, she will do it. Simply because she believes you are above her and earned the right to be her superior. All you have to do is show her that she is right."
Lacey stared off into space as she processed the information. After a time Lacey looked back up at her. "Does she really think that?"
"Of course she does. You may be small, but almost everyone on campus is intimidated by you. You are Lacey Josephine Cambell. One of the best and brightest students this university has ever had, let alone in your year. Even a few professors are wary of you."
Lacey got a hopeful yet sly look in her eye. "Professors like you?"
Amirah chuckled. "You're going to have to work a bit harder to intimidate me, Lacey." In response to that, Lacey stood from the desk. She reached and grabbed Amirah by the lapels and pulled her so that they were face to face, breath tickling each other's noses.
Lacey breathed out, "How about now?" The very obvious challenge almost made Amirah continue what she had stopped on the table. Slowly, she reached up and grabbed Lacey's wrists. She peeled them off of her collar and down to Lacey's sides and she leaned in to speak in Lacey's ear.
"Get out of my office before I break my promise." She almost lost it again when Lacey used her leg to graze her erection.
"Don't threaten me with a good time," she shot back. Amirah released her before she went through with her threat.
"Well, it seems someone's got their confidence back. Now go. I have work to do." For a second Lacey's face seemed as if she had more to say but she stopped herself.
"OK, Headmistress." Amirah watched as Lacey sauntered out of the office, making sure to add extra sway to her hips and to slowly bend at the waist to retrieve her bag. Then with a look over her shoulder, she left the office.
Coming down from her pent-up sexual energy, Amirah looked down at her throbbing erection, and then at the mess she made all over the floor with the exams. She breathed out a heavy sigh. "Fuck." She's lucky I love her so much. She went about picking up and reorganizing them when a specific one caught her eye. Well, would you look at that?
Later that night
Amirah was preparing to go hit the sack when she got a phone call. Cumslut appeared on the screen. I should probably change that at some point. She answered the phone.
"Lacey?"
"Good evening, Headmistress." The voice on the other end was once again worried.
"What do you need?"
"I have another problem. Do you have time?"
Amirah settled down on her couch. "I always have time for you, Ameli. Is it about Shani again?"
"... sort of."
Amirah's classroom, 4 days after exams
After setting up the classroom, Amirah had the girls once again sit in front of her desk. They both sat up as straight as possible, preparing to receive their exam grades. Amirah enjoyed watching Lacey's excitement and Shani's nervousness.
"Before we begin, I want to say that I am proud of both of you. You both scored the highest in your class."
Lacey, "Of course I did."
Shani, "Thank you Professor."
"Now, I doubt I have to tell you not to share the fact that you are getting your grades early?"
In unison, "No, Professor/Headmistress."
"Good." Moment of truth. She produced two exams and handed one to each of them, making sure the other couldn't see the score. Once they both had them, they looked down.
"Yes! In your face!" Lacey hopped out of her chair in her excitement, proudly producing the one hundred on the top of her sheet.
Amirah smiled warmly at Lacey. "Congratulations, Ameli. Now, would you be a dear and..." Lacey tossed her exam into Shani's lap and bounced up to the front of Amirah's desk, leaning on it in her excitement. "Prepare Shani for me, would you?"
Lacey's face dropped. "What?" Amirah just smiled back at her. Lacey turned her head to Shani. "What!?"
Shani held both exams in her hands, looking from one to the other repeatedly. Her face showed disbelief. Lacey stormed over and snatched both from her and frantically compared them. Of course, Amirah already knew the scores. Lacey: 100%. Shani: 105%. Lacey looked up at Shani, the most incredulous look on her face.
Shani flinched as when their gazes met.
"How!? What did you do?" Lacey loomed over Shani, causing her to press as far as she could into her chair in fear.



"I don't know!" Amirah decided to save her pupil from the other.
"Lacey." Lacey turned her head towards Amirah. "Ameli, she won fair and square. She got every question right, including the extra credit. You missed one."
"I did?"
Amirah nodded. "You did."
Though it was expected, it still broke Amirah's heart when Lacey's face dropped. The rage and confusion gave way to sadness and panic. Amirah stood before the tears came. "Ameli, come here."
Lacey went over to Amirah and hugged her. While Amirah squeezed back, Shani stood from her chair, obviously worried about the sudden shift in her girlfriend. Amirah raised a hand to stop her, nodding to the chair for her to wait.
Amirah sat down in the chair, pulling Lacey into her lap. I have to do this before it sets in. She twisted in the chair so that they faced away from Shani.
Headmistress' classroom
Lacey had nothing left. Shani had beaten her. Now she had no reason to bother with someone like Lacey. She-
"Lacey, stop that." Headmistress' words cut through the storm that raged in her mind. "You are still plenty worthy of her." She was whispering for some reason. Not that Lacey had the spare mental capacity to think about why. She responded in kind.
"But she won. She beat me." Lacey tried to settle in as she had before. All I'm good for is being comforted and held. Instead of allowing that, Headmistress forced Lacey to sit up, cupping her chin so that they were eye to eye.
"Lacey, how many tests have you taken since you entered my care all those years ago?" Lacey was confused by the question. She tried to think but Headmistress didn't give her time. "How many, Ameli?"
"I... I don't know."
"Exactly. Countless exams, tests, quizzes, essays, extra credit assignments, presentations, whatever. The list goes on. And out of all of those things, how many times has she beaten you?"
Lacey didn't have to think as hard with that one. "Once."
"Precisely. Once. She won this one time. Think about all the other times you won. Rivalries aren't decided by a single encounter. They have statistics that people compare over years. This one victory only means something if you let it." Headmistress shifted Lacey so that she was sitting in her lap, Lacey's back to her front. Her arms snaked around Lacey's torso to hug her like a stuffed animal. She then spun them around so that they faced Shani.
Lacey made eye contact with Shani and averted her gaze. Too ashamed of her failure. Headmistress' lips appeared next to Lacey's ear, whispering a command. "Lacey, look at her." Headmistress' tone left no room for disobedience. She returned her gaze to Shani's face. "What do you see?"
Lacey looked at Shani. Her eyes expressed concern while her body language was poised to stand and approach them.
"Shani..."
"Is that all?"
"I see my girlfriend."
"Annnnd..."
At the prompt, the dam inside of Lacey broke and the sadness returned. "I see someone I love. Someone who des-" Headmistress cut her off with more whispers.
"You know what I see? I see your rival. Someone beneath you. So what if she got a single win on you? If anything that makes her more pathetic. If she had the capacity to beat you all this time, why didn't she?" Lacey was about to interject but Headmistress continued going, "You are the best student at this university and she is the second best. Seem's she's forgotten her place. Look at her over there. Looking at you with that smug look on her face. Her silent gloating when you got your exams back. She thinks that this makes her better than you now. What do you think? Is she right?"
The stroking of Lacey's ego produced an old feeling. In their relationship she had considered them equals. And be that as it may, academics fell into a realm outside of their relationship. And it was a realm ruled with a throne, not by committee.
Lacey's point of view transformed before her very eyes. Yes, on some level Shani was still her loving girlfriend, but her mind substituted her visage for a fabricated one. It remembered all the faces Shani made at her before they dated, before the locker room. The dirty looks Shani gave her every time Lacey scored higher than her on an exam. The sneers that she made with her friends as Lacey walked by. Her brain took those faces and combined with one of the many smiles she had seen since they'd been together. The result was the smuggest and most shit eating grin Lacey had ever seen.
The voice returned. She thinks she's won. She thinks you are beneath her because of one little slip up. Lacey answered her Headmistress. "No."
"Do you love her?" The ego faltered a bit.
"Y-Yes."
"And you want what's best for her, correct?"
"Yes."
"Then show it. It's not good for her to have delusions of grandeur. It will only cause her sadness later on. It's your duty as her girlfriend and her superior to remind her of the status quo." Lacey felt her body tingle as goosebumps settled in all over. She's right, you know. "Go forth. Show her how much you love her and put her in her place."
Lacey hopped off of Headmistress' lap. "Yes, Headmistress."
Professor Amirah's classroom
While they talked, Shani watched Lacey's face go through a plethora of emotions. She had been angry when she discovered the grades. Then she was devastated when the professor told her they were correct. She had been near tears when they sat down. When they turned around to face her, Lacey looked a little better. But as the professor spoke in her ear, Lacey's face went from sad, to blank, to hard. And now she was coming over.
"Lac-"
"Shut up." The aggression in her tone in fact did shut Shani up. Shani shrunk into her seat as Lacey crawled onto it and straddled her. There was nowhere to go as she was forced to meet Lacey's intense gaze. "You think you're better than me, don't you?"
"No-" Lacey's hand snaked up nad grabbed her cheeks, stopping her mouth.
"Don't you fucking lie to me. I can see it on your face."
She then felt a hand reach around and grab a handful of her hair. Roughly, her head was tilted backwards as Lacey's mouth descended. At first, Shani sat there wide eyed as Lacey claimed her mouth, but as time went on, a warm feeling began to spread within her, starting from her brain and going down her spine. Lacey's passion and ferocity was infecting her, spreading until it reached her pelvis where it threw gas on dwindling embers. Shani lost track of how long the kiss lasted after the first minute, instead choosing to close her eyes and lose herself in the heat Lacey provided.
When Lacey released her, they both were out of breath. Lacey pushed their foreheads together and Shani got lost in her blue orbs. She barely recognized the feeling of Lacey unbuttoning her blouse.
After a few buttons Lacey gave up and simply tore it open, popping the last five or six of them off. The act sent a shiver down Shani's spine as she felt the cool air on her bare stomach. Maneuvering out of the sleeves though proved to be an obstacle in of itself. Lacey climbed off of Shani and pulled her to her feet. She then spoke a simple yet familiar command. "Strip."
Muscle memory and disciplined training kicked in as within thirty seconds Shani was bare. She then realized after a quick scan that she was the only one naked so far.
"Aren't you going to change too?" As she spoke, Lacey took her now vacant place in the chair. Shani watched as she slouched in it, seemingly forgetting all of her proper etiquette. She sat with her legs spread wide as she casually lifted her skirt to expose her erection. Shani didn't need to be told to kneel before it.
"Whores don't need clothes. Proper people do." Lacey then looked at her. Shani knew what the situation was. She leaned in to take the cock in her mouth before a hand stopped her.
Neither of them had noticed that Professor Mubarak had approached them. "One moment Shani. I have a gift for Lacey." She was nudged backwards and the professor reached towards Lacey's cock. "I'm not entirely sure this will solve your problem, Ameli. But at the very least it will make sure you stay nice and hard." After a few moments she pulled away, though not without a kiss to Lacey's forehead. Now back in her sightline, Shani could tell that Lacey's cock was indeed a little harder than it was before and it was all thanks to a tiny little silicon ring around the base of it.
Shani was about to ask a question when an impatient sigh from Lacey reminded her of her purpose. She proceeded to service Lacey's cock as she had been taught.
Shani blew Lacey with all she had. She had upset her with the exam scores and this was her chance to make it up to her. Though as usual, try as she might, it still wasn't enough for the Brit. Shani felt hands entangle themselves with her hair. That was the only warning she got before immediately being pulled down, forced to take Lacey in her throat. Lacey hissed. "That's more like it."
Shani lost what little agency she had as her movements became guided solely by Lacey's hands. She was able to revel in the feeling of being truly used for the first time in a while. I'd almost forgotten what it's like. The unbridled shame mixed with her excitement. The familiar dull pains of her throat as it adjusted to being taken so forcefully again only served as a constant reminder as to the slut she was. The way her eyes started to water each time Lacey breached her throat. The sting of the hands pulling at her hair follicles. And most
embarrassing and stimulating of them all, the wet squelches and gag noises she made every time Lacey pulled her down to the hilt. "You hear that, whore? Those disgusting noises you make? You aren't fit to be a lady. This is where you belong." Shani's mind went into overtime to process the new source of shame as she shivered, pleasure spiking all over as her body involuntarily agreed with the statement.
Shani's excellent cardiovascular system had to work overtime as Lacey gave her very little time to inhale before forcing her to descend again. Mighty as she was, Shani wasn't invulnerable. After a time her lungs began to suggest she take more solid breaths. The suggestions became asking, and soon the asking became pleading. But she wouldn't stop until Lacey decided she should stop. And with how the intervals between tugs were getting shorter, along with the fact that Lacey was now also thrusting upwards into her mouth, it wouldn't be long. Besides, some part of her knew that Lacey would never hurt her.
As she felt the cock in her throat throb with release as Lacey spoke to her again. "Just a little more, slut. Then you'll get the only meal you're fit to consume." Her need to breathe was instantly overpowered by a hunger. She felt her mouth salivate even more than it already was as she prepared to be force fed. Give it to me.
Distant words reached Shani's mind as Professor Amirah spoke. "Lacey, it may not be my place to interject, but I believe it would be better to finish on her, instead of inside. You know, show her who's boss by marking her."
The words sparked a new feeling that competed with the hunger. On one hand, she craved the treat that Lacey was gracious enough to give her. On the other, the fire that had been relit earlier now burned within her with the heat of a towering bonfire. The heat spread all over her body, her skin aflame with passion. Though that could also have been the lack of oxygen. She felt the only way to douse the flames would be Lacey's thick cream on her skin.
The debate lasted mere moments in her head before she remembered that she had no say in the matter. She would simply take whatever Lacey bestowed upon her. Like the good little slut I am. More shivers.
Lacey made her decision. Shani felt the tremendous effort it took from Lacey to pull away, feeling her cock throb as hard as it ever had as it momentarily withheld its release. Once the shaft had cleared her throat, Shani was free to take in the deep breaths she so desperately needed.
While Shani had her mouth open, Lacey kept one of the hands tightly wrapped in Shani's hair and held her head still as the other frantically stroked her cock. The result was the best possible one in Shani's eyes.
On a particularly deep inhale, Shani heard a squeak. Then she felt strands of hot cum. Several shots landed in her mouth, allowing her to taste it in all its bitter glory. The rest of it landed on her face. Lacey released copious amounts of her cum. Enough that Shani got a mouthful before having to close it, lest she risk drowning. And even then there was plenty more to cover her face.
When the flow finally ended, one of Shani's eyes was splattered shut and she could feel a good amount of it in her hair. The heat from the cum mixed with the heat from her skin and they combined to form a sort of icy, pins and needles tingle that sent even stronger shivers down her spine. When it reached her core she felt herself start to contract. It wasn't a major one, but she had just orgasmed from the treatment. The realization and the accompanying disgust with herself sent her into a second fit as she moaned whorishly around the mouthful of cum.
She felt so disgusting. So dirty. So used. And it seemed that her girlfri-dom wasn't done with her yet. Lacey stood from the chair and walked over to the mattress without releasing her grip on Shani's hair. This led to her being half dragged, half crawling over to the bed, a disgraceful act that only heightened her sensitivity.
When they reached the mattress, she was forced to kneel as Lacey tilted her head back and presented her shame to Professor Amirah. "That's better. She looks prettier covered in cum, don't you agree, Headmistress?"
The smooth and calm voice of the professor responded. Shani could hear the smile on her face. "Yes. She looks absolutely lovely." Shani basked in being shown off for the whore she was before she felt a not so soft swat to her breast, forcing a moan out of her.
"Someone just complimented you, whore. What do you say?"
Shani felt even more disgust in herself as she tried to speak around the mouthful of cum. "Tha-npf you."
She heard Lacey mutter under her breath. "No fucking manners." Shani had been about to apologize when the professor stepped in.
"She's trying her best, Lacey."
"Trying to be better is just an excuse to not be better. Not that I expect much from her anyway."
She recognized the condescending tone from the professor. "I don't know. She did just score bett-"
"Shut up." Shani felt the grip on her hair tighten. "Anyone can get lucky. And you!" Shani felt her head jerked in Lacey's direction. "Didn't anyone ever teach you it's rude to talk with your mouth full?"
Before she could react, she felt herself once again pulled into a deep kiss. Lacey's tongue entered her mouth in such a way that it scooped up cum and pushed it to the back of Shani's mouth, leaving her no choice but to swallow as she was being force fed from the inside. When all of it was swallowed, Lacey separated, wiping her own mouth on her sleeve to remove the excess cum. "Lay down."
Shani followed direction and laid flat on the mattress, staring up at the ceiling with the eye that was still open. "Now let's put that mouth towards a better use. No one wants to hear what a whore has to say." She watched as Lacey stepped onto the mattress, one leg swinging over her head. She stared up Lacey's skirt to the darkness within. And then Lacey lowered herself so that her front faced the bottom half of Shani's body. Shani's vision went dark as her head was enveloped in the skirt and Lacey sat squarely on her face. She felt the warmth of flesh on her face and when she opened her mouth her lips were met with another set and she felt a distinct wetness with a very specific taste. She realized that her mouth was against Lacey's pussy.
Amirah's classroom
Amirah watched the display with a mixture of pride and frustration. She was proud of Lacey for getting over this hurdle. But the sight of her two beautiful students copulating left her painfully hard with no outlet. She had to save her first load for Shani.
She watched as Lacey placed her hands on Shani's breasts, kneading them as she moaned from what Amirah assumed was the cunnilingus Shani performed under her skirt. Apparently it wasn't good enough as Lacey barked out, "Do it better!" as she slapped one breast and squeezed the other. Amirah heard a muffled moan and what she assumed was an apology.
As Amirah enjoyed the show, as much as she could not being able to pleasure herself, she locked eyes with Lacey. She watched as Lacey's gaze went down her body to her bulge and back up to her eyes. Then she smirked. You little... The message was easy enough to understand. The insolent Brit just said 'I bet you wish you let me take care of that in the office, don't you.'
Amirah shot back as stern of a look she could, but Lacey only grinned wider. She had very little leverage here. Lacey was right, after all. Lacey went even further to torture her, playing up her moans and touching Shani's chest and neck, making the naked woman shiver. The pain in her nethers only grew. It was now joined by the ringing in her ears.
In horny rage, Amirah walked over to the two of them to do... something. Anything. She'd cross that bridge when she got to it.
She didn't know what she was going to do, but it probably involved breaking her promise to Shani. That was until Lacey pushed her slightly too far. Just far enough that her brain had to reset and she realized she was playing right into her hand. When Amirah reached the two of them, Lacey smiled wide at her. Then she sat up straight and proper like she had been taught. At least as proper as one could sitting on another's face, and opened her mouth.
Amirah's brain shorted out. She just gazed into Lacey's inviting mouth. Her moist tongue moving in ways she knew would feel good. The way saliva dripped from the top of her mouth to the bottom with the promise of wet heat. All the loads she had dumped in there and still it begged for more. Her cock had stopped throbbing and reached terminal hardness, now a pillar of steel.
Her reasoning returned. Some of it at least. Her moral code wouldn't allow her to break her word. But she couldn't just do nothing. She crouched down and jammed her mouth against Lacey's in the hope that filling it with something would sate her need. She had expected Lacey to return to her docile state but she was wrong. Lacey fought back as they both roughly made out. Eventually, they needed to come up for air. When she separated though, she had to pry Lacey off of her.
Lacey spoke first. "That's not what I asked for, Headmistress." They both knew what the mouth was asking for. And they both knew she couldn't give it. At least she shouldn't give it. Amirah needed some way to shut her up.
"Shut up." Amirah used one hand to cover Lacey's mouth, lest she say something to set her off again. Without missing a beat, Lacey started licking her hand. Almost breaking again, she went to move her hand away and Lacey caught a finger in her mouth, sucking on it and lightly biting it.
At this point, the need to cum was almost irresistible. In her mind, the only thing was the act of shooting a load. If she couldn't do it, she knew someone who could. Amirah reached down with her second hand and grabbed a handful of Lacey's hair. Even with Amirah's grip on her head, Lacey still looked at her with the smuggest grin and laughed. She knew exactly what she was doing to Amirah and she was laughing. Amirah did not know she could feel such rage for someone she loved so much. But she knew how to win.



She removed the hand that was getting sucked on and pulled her lips next to Lacey's ear. Even as she did this, it placed Lacey's mouth next to hers and she could hear the giggling. But the giggles stopped when she leaned in and said, "Good girl."
The air caught in her throat and Lacey reached out and gripped Amirah's arms to support herself. Now it was Amirah's turn to look down on Lacey as she herself grinned while Lacey looked at her with betrayal. Her eyes had to convey all the emotion as her mouth was stuck in a soundless gasp.
The cock peeking out from under her skirt began to fire strands of cum onto Shani's torso. Most were caught by her large breasts, but a few did manage to shoot past them down to her abdomen. The orgasm came hard in fast and Amirah could tell that after several hard strands Lacey was already coming down. But she was still angry at her Ameli.
Amirah removed her hand from Lacey's hair and moved it down to her back, rubbing in slow circles. Her voice became the opposite of what she felt, lighthearted and supportive. "Look at how much you came! Good girl." She smiled wider as Lacey entered another fit. Amirah simply basked in her victory as she let Lacey ride out her third orgasm of the night.
Now that Lacey had cum again, Amirah was desperate to get off herself and she went to lift Lacey off of Shani. She found her hands slapped away. Lacey's look had lost its playfulness and was serious. "I'm not done with her yet."
Amirah couldn't take this moment away from her. Not for her own selfish reasons. She stood. "Hurry up." The little bitch stuck her tongue out at her as she walked back to her seat.
Professor Amirah's classroom
It's hard to hear what's happening around you with your girlfriend's thighs covering your ears, but Shani didn't need hearing or even sight to tell when Lacey came. She felt the thighs clench and the lips on her mouth flutter as Lacey had an orgasm or two. She couldn't tell if it was back to back or one continuous one.
She was released from her skirt prison when Lacey rose off of her face. Some small part of her hoped to hear some sort of praise. The rest of her was delighted to not receive it. No one praises a tool for doing its job. That's all she was, a tool for Lacey's lust.
Shani continued to lay there when Lacey got off of her, expecting more orders. Instead She felt her legs pried apart. Shani had gotten close a few times due to her rough treatment alone, and as such she was right at the edge. This caused her natural lubrication to be abundant, so much so that she could feel the strands connecting her thighs as her legs were opened. She felt the bite of the cool air on her wet and hot nethers.
All Lacey did was touch her slightly. She palmed Shani's pussy and that was all it took to set her off. She tried to hide her pleasure in stifling her moans but all that accomplished was make it more apparent what was happening to her as she shook and groaned on the mattress.
She had expected Lacey to make some comment on her hair trigger. Instead she got the better and unexpected option. All Lacey did was make a noise of disgust. Her depravity wasn't even worth words.
Lacey didn't even wait until she was done before pushing herself inside. This only served to prolong Shani's peak. It was as if Lacey didn't care about her. Shani's pleasure was merely a side effect of Lacey taking hers.
Both of them didn't last very long. Shani's orgasm ended and she was quickly brought to the brink anew from Lacey's shallow, rapid thrusts. She used no technique, no tack. Nothing that was meant to make it feel good for Shani. Lacey was simply using a hole to get off. As such, when Lacey did cum inside of her, Shani went over her second edge. No reason a tool can't take pleasure in being used, right?
Shani's world became cum. The already drying pools on her face and torso made her feel sticky on the outside while the fresh load within spreads it's warmth all throughout her body.
When Lacey was done, she sighed and pulled out of Shani unceremoniously. The job was done, the tool had been used. Shani laid there in shame and afterglow, the pleasures granted to her fading with every deep breath. This was Shani's least favorite part of her personality.
After the fun had been had, all that remained were the memories. Without the feelings to sustain the pleasure, all that she could recall were the words. And shame. Not the exciting, body tingling shame, but the real, societal shame.
Before she could sink fully into the darkness, a light brought her back. Lacey's face appeared above her like an angel. Once again her blond hair refracted the light to create a heavenly visage as the blue eyes looked down at her. Lacey's hand cupped her face, her thumb traced Shani's lower lip in an expression of compassionate ownership.
"I love you, Shani." All the negative emotions left her in that instant. What was there to be ashamed of? This was who she was. She was a whore, yes. But she was her whore. And as long as they loved each other, what everyone else thought didn't matter. She could do a lot worse than Lacey. She cared for her possessions. "Who do you belong to Shani?"
The word left her mouth instantly. Softly, she said, "You."
Lacey slipped a hand under her head, cradling it. "Louder."
She spoke in a normal tone. "You." Shani sensed motion from her side.
A loud sound rang out in the classroom. Shani felt a lightning bolt of pain, followed by heat on her face. There was no warning. It looks as if Lacey's hand hadn't even moved. Lacey just looked at her with the same look, as if nothing had happened. "I said louder."
Shani was paralyzed for a few moments. It took a second for what had happened to set in. But when it did, it felt as if gas had been poured on the flames of her love. Lacey cared enough to discipline a lowly whore like her. She almost screamed, "You!"
Then Lacey gripped her hair again. Less forceful than before but still firm. Her head was faced towards Professor Amirah. She could see the large tent in her skirt and she remembered that her night wasn't over.
Headmistress' classroom
Lacey held the head still as she looked Headmistress in the eyes. "Now. Tell her who you belong to."
Shani almost couldn't get the words out. She stumbled in the beginning but sounded more confident by the time she finished, starting out as a question but ending as a statement. "I-I...I belong to Lacey."
Lacey kept her eyes locked with Headmistress'. "And don't you forget it."
Professor Amirah's classroom
And then Lacey was gone from her side, walking off to leave her alone on the mattress. Though her physical form was gone, Shani still felt her presence. The sting of her cheek and the warmth within, both her heart and dripping from her cunt.
Amirah's classroom
Lacey walked past Amirah and simply said, "Your turn." Were she currently of rational thought, she would have congratulated her on her success. The masterful yet minimal aftercare showcased their connection and Lacey's natural skill. The slap was unexpected but highly effective. But she was horny right now.
As Amirah approached Shani, she opted to take the other route for using Shani. Lacey capitalized on her shame, Amirah much rather preferred to embarrass the whore. She would have to hold off a little longer. This was Shani's reward, Afterall.
When she reached the mattress, she sat next to Shani. She brought with her a box of baby wipes.
"Hello, Shani."
Shani seemed to be a bit lost in her own head. Not that Amirah could blame her. "Hey, Professor." I'll let that one go.
"How do you feel?"
Shani let out a large sigh and relaxed fully onto the mattress. I've never seen her so comfortable. Let's change that. Shani began to say a word. "Ama-"
Amirah interrupted her, placing a hand on Shani's head. "Horrible, I know."
Shani then tried to sit up but was held down by Amirah's other hand. "What? No I-"
Her voice was that of a regretful guardian. "You are in pain. I can see that." She caressed the red mark where Lacey had struck her. "You are getting bullied by mean ol' Lacey. I'm sorry Shani, I should have noticed sooner." She noticed and enjoyed the stiffness that returned to Shani's body as Amirah spoke. She was becoming uncomfortable, just how she liked her.
"Really, I'm fine."
Amirah gasped. "Oh you poor thing. She's even got you thinking you like being treated that way. Don't worry, I'm here now." She raised her eyes and looked to Lacey who had taken a seat off to the side, sitting with her arms and legs crossed, one foot dangling as she waited her turn. "I'll make sure she gets all the punishment she deserves." Lacey didn't flinch, instead offering a look just as strong as she grinned at Amirah. Little brat. But that was a matter for later.
"Here, let me get you cleaned up." She started to bring a wipe up to Shani's face. Shani's good eye widened as the wipe approached and she again tried to rise but Amirah held firm. Her reactions are priceless. She knew just how much Shani loved to be covered in cum so she knew just how much it would bother her to have her cum bath interrupted prematurely. But she also knew that Shani wouldn't deny her. The open eye looked up at Amirah in a silent plea, but Amirah simply smiled at her and brought the wipe to her face.
Much like a child who wanted to return to play, the facial expressions Shani made as Amirah cleaned her face were those of displeasure. And like the doting mother, Amirah ignored the faces for it was for the child's own good. As she wiped, she spoke.
"I can't believe she would take someone as pretty as you and cover her face. It's like throwing an extra coat of paint on a perfectly good portrait." Shani tensed up at the compliment and Amirah could see the slight blush on her not red cheek.
When she finished cleaning her face, Amirah held it in both her hands as she loomed over Shani. "That's better. Now you can use both of your eyes. Would you mind opening them for me, Eyani?" Shani hesitated for a moment but then opened her eyes, staring into Amirah's own brown ones. "There they are. Your beautiful eyes." Shani tried to turn her head to the side but Amirah casually held it firm, forcing eye contact. She could feel Shani's body start to grow restless. The slow and methodical care she was being shown was starting to let her embarrassment sink in. Good.
Then her hand went to her cheek. "And to think she hit you! I know you are a big strong girl, but you're only human." She traced a finger around the bruised skin, the sensation causing Shani to shiver. "She should be more careful with you. Here, let me make it better."
Continuing the doting mother facade, she leaned down and placed a kiss in the center of the mark. And then another slightly over. And another. She kissed until she had covered the entire area, saving the path towards Shani's lips for last. On the last kiss before Shani's mouth, she hovered. Shani had closed her eyes in enjoyment of the feeling, grateful that something was finally happening. But that was part of the plan. Amirah held her lips barely an inch from Shani's and she saw the way that they opened for her in anticipation of their union. Amirah let out a soft breath of a chuckle. Shani's eyes then opened and she realized what had been done to her. Her embarrassment at being denied and played for a fool only drove Amirah to push her further.
She released Shani's head and reached for another wipe. "Now that that's done, let's get started on your body." Shani merely nodded, already resigned to her fate of this slow and pleasurable torture.
Amirah took her time cleaning off Shani's torso, even humming a popular Egyptian tune she knew Shani would recognize as she worked. She pretended like she was doing it purely platonically, but the stifled moans and other assorted noises Shani made as the wipes grazed her sensitive skin were addictive. She made sure to clean her nipples thoroughly, rolling each between her clothed fingers. But she also toyed with Shani. She kept her movements unpredictable. She would move towards a source of pleasure, only to veer away from it when Shani tensed in anticipation. She would work on one spot and suddenly jump to an erogenous zone, catching her off guard. She was having fun playing with her.
She took her time until every inch of Shani was clean, her statuesque physique on display for the world in pristine condition. All that was left was the inside.
"Shani, I want you to stay as still as possible, OK? I have to remove all that nasty stuff Lacey left in you." She adjusted herself so that she kneeled at Shani's waist. Then one hand swiftly and confidently slipped between Shani's legs. She used two fingers to prod around as if looking for Shani's hole but in actuality pressing on her labia and clit. When she slipped her fingers inside, Shani sucked in a breath of air.
"She left quite a mess in here. I'm going to have to scoop all of this out." Amirah first moved her fingers around aimlessly, reacquainting them with Shani's insides and feeling just how much wetness was inside. Though whether what she was feeling was Lacey's cum or Shani's own wetness, she did not know nor care. All that mattered was getting it out of her.
She curled her fingers upwards, causing Shani to react as she scraped her upper wall. Then she dragged her fingers along the wall back to the entrance, forcing out a good amount of cum. And then she re-entered Shani, keeping her fingers straight and angling them low until she was far enough to curl them upwards and scrape out more juices.
And thus she set a steady pace with her hand, using smooth and clean motions to continuously scoop out Shani's insides and, inadvertently of course, scrape against her inner button each time.
Shani squirmed on the mattress, obviously feeling the intended effects of her actions, but as the role required, Amirah played dumb. She used her other hand to reach out and to "calm" Shani, placing it on the girl's cheek in a comforting manner as she purposely misinterpreted her noises as whimpers
"I know, I know. But please bear with it Shani. You are such a strong girl. This has to happen to get you clean." Amirah kept her hand on Shani's face as she continued to feel it contort and feel her body shiver.
When Shani's orgasm came, Amirah was genuinely surprised. Shani had been making constant noises and fidgeting endlessly as she worked, so naturally she assumed she would be able to tell when Shani was approaching her peak. Turns out she was doing a better job than Amirah thought as the shock on her face was real when she felt Shani spring a leak against her hand.
The humiliation of not noticing when her sub was cumming, because she hid her reactions so well, made Amirah want to punish her. "My, there was a lot in there." She leaned over and looked at Shani's pussy in all it's inflamed and contracting glory. Shani tried to close her thighs in embarrassment but Amirah used both her hands to keep them open. "Stop that. I have to make sure it's clean." She made a show of looking at it for longer than needed, letting her examination take full effect on Shani. "I think I see some more inside. She leaned in closer, enough that Shani could feel her breath on her. "Oh darn. There's a smudge of something on the outside too. Gotta get that off."
Using that as her excuse, she returned her two fingers from one hand to their home inside of Shani while she brought her other hand into the mix. With two fingers she began to rub back and forth on the hood of Shani's clit as if to get out a tough stain.
Having just come off of an orgasm, Shani was very sensitive and as such had the biggest reaction yet. Her body lurched away from Amirah's hands. To keep her still, Amirah leaned her forearm on Shani's abdomen/pelvis. She had to use a lot of her body weight; Shani was a strong young lady after all.
She didn't miss Shani's second orgasm, which caused a splash of juices to shoot out past her hands onto the mattress and floor. Amirah didn't stop her hands until she heard Shani's pleas.
"Professor! Pl-please..." Her tone sounded desperate, almost painful. Not the embarrassed she was going for. Her hands halted all movement. She quickly pulled out of Shani and leaned over her face. Before she could bombard her with questions about her well-being, Shani forced out, "I'm-I'm clean now." She looked up at her with those big, green eyes.
Her brave litt-big girl. Even after all that she still played along. Such a strong girl. Amirah gave her a big, sloppy kiss on her lips, making Shani giggle.
"Ready for your real reward?" For a moment Amirah panicked after asking the question. She saw the same flare of excitement that Lacey usually got whenever she asked a question like that. Fortunately, Shani's look lacked the ferocity and defiance that Lacey had.
Shani had been about to say something until her mind caught up with her feelings. She realized exactly what she was excited for and that brought on a wave of embarrassment. She instead nodded with her cheeks blushing.
"Good. Time to flip you over." She set Shani up the same as the first time they were together, her ass propped up by a pillow with another one by her head for comfort. Then she palmed Shani's ass and spread it to stare at her prize.
Shani, her head in her pillow, voiced her first complaint of the night. Must be reaching her limit. "Why are you staring at it?" She whined.
"Just checking to make sure it's clean."
"I cleaned it!"
"But did you clean it to my specifications?" There was silence. "Did you follow the pamphlet?" More silence. "Well, no matter. I'll find out either way." She knew why Shani was being silent. She didn't want to admit it because she had followed the pamphlet.
Amirah leaned closer to the winking hole. They had received specific instructions. Amirah wanted them so clean she could eat off of them. Or, you know. Just eat them.
Headmistress' classroom
Lacey huffed as she watched Headmistress eat Shani's ass, bouncing her leg faster. She was being polite and waiting her turn but it seemed Headmistress planned to drag this out as long as possible.
She already had to wait, but on top of that she had to deal with Headmistress using her whore wrong. She was treating her so nice, and gently. A whore needed to be treated properly, fucked hard and discarded afterwards. It didn't help that a part of her was jealous of them. After releasing her frustrations on Shani and being blue balled by Headmistress, Lacey wanted two things. To be fucked nice and hard, and to be lovey dovey with her girlfriend.
The worst part was that Lacey knew Headmistress was doing it to spite her. She knew Lacey would be peeved by it. And she knew it would turn Lacey on to no end, making the wait time more apparent. Cleaning her up, undoing everything Lacey had done to her. Lacey swore Headmistress had sent her some looks while she did it. And now she had to watch Shani squirm while getting her ass eaten, something Lacey wished she had done before this night.
After several minutes, Headmistress finally came up for air.
Amirah's classroom
Amirah stood up and pulled Shani to her feet. Shani joined her standing, confused. "Why are we getting up?"
"Because tonight, we are doing something special." She waved her finger in front of Shani's face. "Just. For. You." On the last word, she booped Shani on the nose.
"What are we going to do?"
"Welllll it's not what we're gonna do. More like what you are going to do."
"Me?"
"Shani, Shani, Shani." Amirah reached up and looped her arms around the taller girl's neck. "My dear Eyani. You've been holding out on me."



Shani awkwardly returned the embrace, lightly placing her hands on Amirah's hips. Amirah then began to slightly sway, moving them back and forth in a slow rhythm. "I-I have?"
"A little blonde birdy tells me that you like to be on top." Shani froze.
"I-I don't. I never said that!"
"Actions speak louder than words, Eyani. Lacey told me how you two trained. About how you climbed on top of her and showed her a good time."
"I-"
"Are you saying that Lacey lied to me?"
"No..."
Amirah pulled Shani in closer "Well, then. Are you lying to me?"
"No..."
Amirah spun them so that her back was to Lacey. She spoke loud enough that Lacey could hear them. "Both of those statements can't be true, Shani. One of them has to be a lie. Are you a liar, or are you calling Lacey a liar?" Amirah stared up at the side of Shani's face as she gazed behind her. Amirah knew she was looking at Lacey. And she expected that Lacey was giving her slut a death glare.
Shani tensed in her arms and spoke. "... I lied. I'm sorry."
"Awwwww. Unfortunately, apologizing won't be enough. You must be disciplined. But you also have your reward. What to do... Oh! I know. We can combine them!"
Amirah went over to her desk and pulled out a sleeping mask. Then she returned and handed it to Shani. "While you get your reward, you wear this. While you wear this, Lacey gets to do whatever she wants to you as payback for you calling her a liar. That seems fair?"
Before Shani could answer, Lacey spoke up from behind. "More than fair." Shani just nodded.
Amirah undressed and laid down on the mattress. Flat on her back, she looked up at the ceiling with her cock doing the same. She then gestured for Shani to come over to her. Nervously, Shani stepped over Amirah until she had a leg on either side of her waist. I gotta admit it. Seeing this giant girl over me is pretty hot.
"Alright Shani, I remember you telling me that you are well acquainted with squats, correct?" Shani got where she was going with this and blushed. But she did nod. Amirah fully reclined and placed her hands behind her head. "Well then, I think you know what to do. Once you've begun, then you can put on the mask."
Shani nodded. She squatted down low. She had begun to reach for Amirah's dick before Amirah grunted. Someone's eager. Shani mentally kicked herself as she reached over and grabbed the bottle of lube that rested beside the mattress. Amirah let out a breath as she felt the cool liquid coat her cock and hissed when Shani used a hand to spread it evenly.
Shani then fumbled a bit, trying to both line up herself and the cock with one hand while using another to steady herself by placing it on Amirah's stomach. She's not even asking for permission. Someone's excited. Amirah decided to help her out, using one of her own hands to hold the base of her cock as Shani maneuvered above it.
Amirah caught her before she started to go down. "Eyani." Shani's eyes snapped up, almost as if she'd forgotten there was a person attached to the cock below her. "I know you're eager but go slow. For both our sakes." Amirah's default ever since Lacey visited her office had been 'on edge.' It wouldn't do for me to finish early. I have to be a good example after all. And it would be embarrassing.
Shani rested a little bit more of her weight on the arm on Amirah's stomach as she lowered down. Lacey hadn't lied when she called Shani's anus "hungry." Amirah expected much more resistance. Instead, the tip of her cock popped right in, both of them letting out pleasurable sighs at the sensation. Shani surprised her again in her quick descent. She had expected a couple of breaks and maybe not being able to take all of her the first time but Shani lowered herself in one steady motion until she sat fully on Amirah's lap. And then she stopped.
Amirah struggled to not release herself then and there. The sight alone was exhilarating. Oddly enough, when Shani reached the bottom, she stayed there. "I'm not going to do anything Shani. This is your reward so you move as you see fit."
"But... you said I had to be punished..." Ah yes. How could I forget. Amirah smiled at the further proof that Shani wanted her punishments.
"How could I forget." Shani had placed the mask on the ground in order to get down on Amirah, but now from her perch she couldn't reach it. "Lacey, would you be a dear and hand Shani the mask?"
Lacey stood up and followed orders, though she still had the air of defiance that peeved Amirah. Instead of handing it to Shani, she put it on herself. I know what will make her more cooperative. "Now for the fun part. Lacey, if you look in the third drawer of my desk I think you'll find a tool to assist you in dealing out her punishment."
Lacey walked over to the desk and opened the drawer. When she was inside, she let out an excited squeal. The noise caused Shani to tense up on Amirah.
"Wha-what was that?"
"Lacey seems to like the tool."
"What is it?" The fear was mixed heavily with excitement.
"Remember when you first started going here Shani? My pointer for the board?" Shani damn near snapped her dick off with how hard she tensed.
Amirah liked to play into her Headmistress persona. She would prefer that her students like her, but she knew that in breaking them down to proper ladies, most of them wouldn't. So instead she decided to use the fear she inspired to create obedience. Every year, for the first year student classes, she wielded a riding crop. It worked very well. And now Lacey was excitedly scampering over, clutching it to her chest as she decided how to use it on her girlfriend.
The way she moved looked slightly odd to Amirah before she recognized the absence of something. The sound. Lacey still had her stockings on and was gliding across the floor silently. Shani started looking around, not seeing but attempting to use her ears to locate Lacey.
"Whe-Where is she?"
Amirah placed a hand on Shani's abs, dragging her finger down them. "Shhhhh. Don't worry about her. Focus on us. Just go upppp and down." Shani followed directions and slowly rose up, overtaken by pleasure as marked by her gasps.
Amirah had to give Lacey more props on her dom technique. When Shani reached the apex of her climb, Lacey leaned in with the crop and gave her the lightest swat to her clit. Shani moaned and lost all power in her legs, sinking back down onto Amirah's lap with a loud slap.
Shani whined into the void. "Lacey!"
Lacey reached over and cupped Shani's face, roughly turning it towards her. "Shut up. You called me a liar. This is what you get." She released Shani's face. Shani only whimpered in response.
The next few minutes were extremely enjoyable for Amirah. A dinner and a show, if you will. Shani continued her squats. They started out slowly, but she started going faster over time until each connection of her ass to Amirah's hips created a loud slap and stung Amirah's thighs slightly.
Lacey never let up on her attacks. She glided around them constantly, always attacking from different spots. Sometimes she would lightly touch a part of Shani's body and other times she would give her a solid swipe. She played with Shani's nipples, she trailed the crop around Shani's body, never taking the crop off her as she traced slow circles around her. Once, Amirah swore she saw Lacey tracing shapes and words onto Shani's skin. She recognized "slut", "whore", and "dummy."
The best part was when she attacked Shani's clit. Lacey always paused before doing it. It let Shani know it was coming, but she didn't know when. The timings varied and the air was filled with tension. She even stopped moaning, the only sound in the room their bodies connecting as she borderline held her breath in anticipation of the strike. Every time it came, she yelled out and Amirah swore Shani came. It was hard to tell later on, she seemed to be running out of liquids to expunge.
Amirah felt herself rising to her limit for the nth time and decided to finish it with a bang. After Shani's latest orgasm, she shooed Lacey away, earning herself a dirty look. She'll get hers. Amirah waited until the next time their bodies connected. At that moment, summoning all of her strength she rose up. Luckily Shani didn't have that stable of a base. That or she was just weak from her orgasm, but Amirah managed to flip the situation. Shani ended up on her back with a yelp and Amirah was laying on top of her.
Shani had had her fun, now it was time for Amirah to get hers. No words were spoken as she laid flat on Shani and started thrusting, her head beside Shani's. Amirah let out only animalistic grunts as she thrusted into her student's ass in slow, powerful strokes, the rush of claiming her in yet another new and exciting way pushing her towards orgasm.
Hilting herself in Shani, she unleashed her built up load into the bowels of her student. Shot after shot of thick semen filled Shani, clinging to the walls and causing her to moan at the sensation.
Her abstinence became instantly worth it as she was brought to one of the highest peaks in her life. A near out of body experience. Near because she still had one last thing to do to make it even better. As she continued to pump her seed into Shani, she squeezed the girl underneath her tightly and grunted into her ear through gritted teeth.
"You may belong to Lacey, but never forget that I had you first, Eyani." Shani only moaned in response.
Like Lacey, Amirah pulled out of Shani and left the whore to lay on the mattress in bliss. Amirah looked down at her cock, dripping cum and still rock hard, fueled by anger. She walked over to her desk and took out some cleaning supplies, making sure to clean her cock off thoroughly. The whole time she looked at Lacey with a death glare. The smug bitch matched her look. When she sufficiently cleaned herself, she walked towards Lacey, scooping up the lube on the way.
When she had reached her, she reached out towards the object of her ire and grasped air. She paused. I must have misjudged the distance. Once again she reached out and again she missed. The Brit was dodging her. She shot out her hand faster and missed a third time.
She missed two more times before she finally caught her. By that time her anger was peaking. She dragged Lacey by the forearm over to her desk while she made a show of resisting her. None too gently, Amirah pushed Lacey so that she was bent over the desk.
"Why do you have to be so goddamn difficult!?" Amirah's frustration boiled over to words.
Lacey just looked back, her cheek on the hardwood, and smiled. "What are you gonna do about it?"
Amirah put more pressure on Lacey's back as she reached between them and flipped the girl's skirt. She grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted it over Lacey's ass and her own dick, a lot of it dripping onto the floor as she went for quantity over accuracy. She then tossed the bottle to the side and it clattered on the floor. She used her free hand to slather the lube on Lacey's ass and rub it around her dick. Then she used her other hand to restrain the wiggling brit. She managed to kick Lacey's legs shoulder width apart and grunted, "Sit still!"
"Make me!" Amirah saw red.
She lined herself up and pushed in with no further delays, using all her strength. The desk rocked and Lacey let out a deep, guttural groan. The noise pierced the rage and she stopped herself from repeating the motion out of concern for her lover. That was until Lacey spoke.
"Ha... Why'd you stop? Tired already, old timer?" All rational thought vanished as Amirah's one goal became to put this smart mouthed girl through the desk.
Had anyone been in the hallway outside of the classroom, the grunting and other assorted noises coming through the door would have left no question as to what was going on inside.
Amirah's classroom, 10 minutes later
Amirah pulled out of Lacey and took a step back. Her already softening dick popped out, allowing the pools of cum she put into Lacey to drip onto the floor, joining the pile of lube and piles of Lacey's own cum.
Lacey was insatiable, taunting and prodding Amirah the entire time no matter how hard she was fucked. No matter how many times she came onto the floor, she pushed Amirah for more. Amirah, for her part, gave Lacey as much as she could, filling her five times before not being able to continue. Lacey came double that amount and still her cock didn't flag. If anything it looked harder.
Lacey pulled herself off of the table and turned towards Amirah. "Finished already?" her tone still held that taunting, impish tone. Amirah didn't give her the satisfaction of an answer. "OK then. My turn."
Amirah's eyebrows shot up. "Your turn?"
"Of course. It's only fair, right?" Lacey sounded like she didn't just get the fucking of her life. Amirah looked down to her throbbing cock and saw the cock ring. That's it. Lacey's already incredible recovery speed was made near nothing by the cock ring. As long as her cock was hard, she had limitless energy. Amirah had created a monster. On a normal person, a cock ring kept them harder a little longer, on Lacey, it was a source of limitless power. The one cock ring to rule them all.
Lacey could sense blood in the water. Amirah knew that she knew that Amirah was nervous. She turned up the charm.
She walked up to and hugged Amirah, looking up at her from between her breasts with her big blue eyes. The eyes she knew Amirah couldn't say no to.
Amirah agreed. "... it's only fair." Lacey smiled at her. Warm and genuine. The first all night that didn't hold an ulterior motive. At least on the surface. Even before she agreed Amirah could feel Laceys hands on her ass, her fingers creeping between her cheeks. I hope she can't actually go all night.
Amirah's classroom, the next 20 minutes
Little Lacey Cambell,
Her professor's rear so ample,
Plunged her cock into the hole,
And deep into Amirah's soul.
Small she may be,
Her cock harder than a tree,
Fucked her good and proper,
Only time could stop her.
Time did its job,
Her energy it did rob.
She fucked the ass no more,
But left Amirah really sore.
Cafeteria, next day
Shani woke up that morning with a great soreness in her ass. And she only got fucked once. If she felt that bad, Lacey must be in actual hell. Though she hid her pain better in her stride, Lacey couldn't hide her discomfort in other places. Since the moment they woke up, Lacey had been melancholy from the pain. She barely answered any questions in class and at any chance she got, clung to Shani for moral and physical support.
At lunch she ate her food slowly, a clear sign to anyone that something was wrong. Nia and Madison picked up on it instantly.
Nia looked at her friend. "What did you do this time?"
"What?"
"Look at her." She gestured to Lacey. "What did you do?"
"I didn't do anything."
"Then why is she sad?"
"I... don't know." A terrible lie.
Nia wouldn't drop it. She studied Shani intensely before coming to a conclusion. "Oh. I know what happened. You two did anal." Madison did a spit take off to the side, drawing attention from the other tables. Shani grew extremely flustered, proving Nia right.
"Wh-what do you mean? Why would you say that?"
"Because you've been moving weird all day. Not as light on your feet."
"I'm not mo-"
Nia gave Shani a suggestive look, adding unnecessary undertones to her words. "Shani, I've been watching that body move for years now. I can tell when something's wrong with that ass."
Shani blushed hard and turned away. "Don't say it like that."
Nia put a fry in her mouth and kept going. "So, how'd it go?" Her eyes widened. "Oh. Did it go bad? Is that why she's been clinging to you all day?"
"No! It wasn't bad."
"So you did do anal." Fuck.
"It wasn't bad."
"OK, OK. You know I've been wondering. How are you two in bed? Like she's tiny and you are humongous." Shani gave her a dirty look at the unflattering descriptor for her size.
"It's fine." Shani tried to make her tone final, but her friends knew she was a pushover. Madison joined in, recovered from the shock and now interested in the juicy gossip.
"Fine? Does that mean sometimes it's bad?"
"No! Lacey's good."
"What about kissing?"
Shani just wanted it to end. "It's good."
"What about oral?"
"It's good."
"Fingering?"
"Good."
"What abou-"
"It's good! Everything's good! Lacey's good, OK!?" More tables turned towards them. "Sorry."
Nia had begun to laugh but then stopped, looking down at Lacey with concern. "Hey, Lacey, you OK?"
Shani had been so caught up in her embarrassment that she didn't notice Lacey clutching her tightly. Looking at her, Shani could see that something was wrong. One hand squeezed Shani's forearm with the other on the table as she doubled over. Before she could ask, Lacey whispered to her. "Stop talking."
Shani at first thought that maybe Lacey was embarrassed. But then she remembered the conversation and the words she kept repeating. It works even if I'm not talking to her? Shani put her hand on Lacey's thigh, a show of support but also a check. Inching it a little further revealed the dampness on Lacey's skirt. Shit.
Nia made to get up and go around the table. Shani couldn't let anyone see Lacey's skirt, their school coloring made stains very visible. Thinking quickly, Shani could only come up with one plan that could work, though she suspected Lacey wouldn't like it.
Shani stood faster, ignoring the discomfort in her ass in favor of speed. She went to pick up Lacey and quickly thought of a better way to do it. She had wanted Lacey to get on her back, but she didn't have the strength so Shani went with the original plan. She picked up Lacey, using their differences in size to hide the stains.
She held Lacey the way a parent would hold their toddler/small child. Lacey's front was towards Shani, their chests pressed together. One arm snaked under Lacey's butt to hold her and the other reached out to pick up their bags. Lacey' arms looped around Shani's neck and her legs were on either side of Shani's waist.
The eyes on them were numerous and judging. Some were confused. Some of the closer tables who noticed beforehand were concerned for Lacey. But many were alight with sly glee and snickering at the sight before them. Shani quickly excused herself and went to take Lacey "to the infirmary."
In the hallways, Shani began apologizing profusely as she carried Lacey towards the dorms to get a new set of clothes. She stopped talking when Lacey tiredly said into her ear, "Thank you... you bitch."
The beginning of the end, Amirah
The last few months of the semester were the happiest moments of Amirah's life. Her days were spent doing what she loved, teaching young women to be the best version of themselves. Her nights were spent doing who she loved, Lacey and their whore. Each night was a new adventure of sex and excitement. Each night she consummated, cultivated, and conveyed her love.
Lacey continued being the little shit she was, but the after sex cuddles more than made up for the frustration she put Amirah through. Shani grew more confident and comfortable in her role as a whore, which was good in the physical sense but also meant Amirah had to work harder to humiliate her.
One time, Lacey suggested a punishment of her own as retaliation for some stunt Shani pulled in the lunchroom. Something about embarrassing her in front of their friends and classmates. The punishment was sensory deprivation.
They tied Shani's hands behind her back, put earplugs in her ears, blindfolded her, and gagged her. Then they had their way with her as they saw fit. Knowing she couldn't know what would happen until they touched her, they spent time touching her in random places, coordinating their pokes and pinches to maximize her pleasure. Sometimes they took turns fucking her, not stopping until she was leaking a steady stream of cum from both holes. They would jerk each other off onto her. Pull her hair while they plowed her from behind. They even created a game/test for her. They removed the gag and instructed her to open her mouth. Then they each took a turn cumming into her open mouth, making sure she swished each load in her mouth thoroughly before swallowing. Then they had her guess which load came from who. Being the whore she was, she passed the test with flying colors. Unfortunately it was a catch twenty two. Had she gotten it wrong, Lacey would have punished her for not being able to recognize her girlfriend. Since she got it right, Amirah would punish her for simply being the exact opposite of the kind of young lady she spent her days training her to be.



But every sunny day precedes a rainy one. As the days ticked by, their time together drew closer to its end. The girls were seniors. They had learned all they needed to know from Amirah and now were ready to go out into the world proper ladies. The girls were seniors and graduation was approaching.
Each night she spent with the girls was the best night of her life. Each day she taught them was another reminder of how little time they had left. The days passed by slowly and their nights together went all too quickly.
Amirah seemed to be the only one dreading the moment. Both of the girls seemed unfazed by the coming date. She figured they didn't realize it as they were living in the moment. The realization would hit them like a truck. She spent her last weeks with them showering them both with as much love as she could with what little time she had left. None of them brought up the problem. Probably because talking about it wouldn't change the outcome.
Graduation day
"Magna cum laude, Shani Almasi." The announcer spoke the name into the microphone. It echoed through the auditorium. Most of the crowd clapped, as they did in respect for all the students. A certain section cheered, making the noises and chants as if at a sports game. Those must be her brothers.
I stood at the end of the stage, diploma in hand. You knew this was coming. You knew. Now's not the time to be sad. I watched her start down the long line of professors from the other end of the stage. Each shook her hand, one after the next as she made her way towards me. End of the line.
Even though she had been onstage all day, I couldn't stop staring. She looked beautiful in her gown. Even through the loose fabric, one could tell how good her body was underneath. She had her hair put up in the prettiest way and even allowed Lacey to put makeup on her, at the behest of both Lacey and her mother. Lacey did a good job highlighting her prominent features without caking too much on, the best being her eyes. She had golden eyeliner and eyeshadow on. Painted on flecks that shined in the light and made her eyes look that much greener.
She stumbled a bit halfway through the line of professors. She had been convinced to wear heels, something she had never done before. The family section released a chorus of laughs and she grew flustered but still pushed on. Still my adorable slut.
As Shani came down the line towards her, they made eye contact several times. Fleeting looks as Shani kept glancing towards her before returning to the person in front of her. And then she was in front of me. At the end of her tenure as my student.
Our eyes locked as I handed her the diploma with my left hand. She took it and I extended my right for a handshake. She took it and we shook. The last physical contact we'll ever have. I poured all my feelings into the look we shared. All of my pride in her as her instructor. All of my hope and belief that I did all I could to prepare her. The confidence I had that she wouldn't disappoint. I believe she got the message. Shani had started the handshake nervously, but by the end she looked confident and her smile was more genuine than nervous.
And then our hands separated and she got off the stage, returning to her seat in the student section. My professional face was in full effect. No one could tell, at least from my facial expressions, the dread I felt. I took a shaky, deep breath. One more.
Later
"Summa cum laude, Lacey Josephine Cambell." The crowd clapped respectfully. That's all they did. Clap. Every other student so far had had at least one cheer or louder section from proud family members. Not Lacey. Of course her parents were in attendance, they would never miss this chance to show off their daughter's achievements. But not out of pride, simply to show that their family was a cut above the rest. I had to resist looking over towards their section for fear of breaking character.
The claps ceased and Lacey began her trek down the stage. I would have stared at her as well had the clapping not happened. I stared off into space, praying that my sadness didn't show in my face.
How could you? How could you treat Lacey, your own daughter, that way? She's not just another achievement you can use just to further your family name. She is a living, breathing human being. Not just any human being. The greatest, smartest, most beautiful thing on this planet. She works so hard just to earn someone's, anyone's affection. Is this not good enough? Even now, is she still not worth the breath? The excitement? A single sign that all of her hard work, all of her time invested in being the perfect little girl, for you, has paid off? All she ever wanted was some form of approval and even now you can't give her even the tiniest bit? Just because she's expected to be great doesn't mean you can't still give her a 'good job.' My eyes shifted to her and she continued down the stage. I see you Lacey. I recognize everything you've done, even if they don't. You've more than earned it. You deserve all the love and affection you could ever want. I started to sniffle, quickly disguising it as simple allergies. I'm sorry I can't be the one to provide it.
My rant was cut short by the realization that I was next in line. Lacey looked the same as she always did. Simply beautiful with her straight blond hair and piercing blue eyes. She smiled at me. A wide, warm, and excited smile. She almost looks as if nothing's wrong. She must be suppressing the reality until later. My body moved on instinct, as I had trained it to. My left hand extended and handed her the diploma. Then my right hand extended.
She wouldn't be Lacey if she didn't outdo my expectations. She ignored my hand and hugged me tightly. Not prepared for this outcome, my brain short circuited. When it rebooted, seconds later, it took in the biggest stimulation it could find first. The cheers. Not from the audience but from the student section. All the students clapped and cheered as Lacey squeezed me. I guess we weren't as secretive as we thought. Though they all knew Lacey and I were close.
Worried about the staff, I turned my head down the stage only to be met with a similar sight. Not quite the outburst of the student body, many professors politely clapped. Some of them nodded at me as if to say 'go on.'
With the permission of her colleagues, I turned my attention back to the love of my life. I closed my arms around her small body and squeezed with everything I had. The cheers doubled in volume and intensity, not that I could hear them. All that existed in that moment was me and her. A moment I never wanted to end. This was the last time I would hold her in my arms.
I put all of my energy into not breaking down then and there. I whispered to her. "Goodbye, Ameli."
Lacey looked up at me, the smile still on her face. "Bye, Headmistress. See you in two months." With that she pried herself from my arms and walked off stage.
4 months later
The first month after classes ended was spent crying. The second was spent crying with a sense of confusion for what Lacey had said. The most interesting thing that happened that month was that one of her neighbors moved out. She checked her phone everyday but she hadn't received a message from either of them since before they graduated and she refused to send one of her own. It was over.
The third month was spent with significantly less crying, but still had plenty of moping around. The fourth month offered a return to normalcy. She had a new class of incoming freshmen to intimidate and shape to take her mind off of personal turmoil.
That evening Amirah spotted a moving van out front of her apartment. Upon reaching her floor she confirmed that someone new had moved in on her floor, seeing the obvious signs of trash/packing material in the hallway as well as voices coming from the open door.
Being the polite and proper thing to do, Amirah weaved her way through the refuse and knocked on the door frame to introduce herself.
Instantly she could tell that whoever lived there had to be Egyptian. The tapestry and furniture were not just "Egyptian themed." It was all authentic and looked to be highly expensive. Had the temperature been several degrees higher she would have assumed she walked through a portal and was actually in the homeland.
She heard movement in the apartment and around a corner came a beautiful woman. The first thing she noticed about her was her height. It was hard not to notice since most of her legs were bare. Starting with a pair of simple sneakers, two columns of brown flesh rose. Toned calves and firm looking thighs connected behind the thinnest veil of short shorts. It was obvious this person had assisted in the move in as above the shorts were well defined, glistening abs, exposed by a t-shirt tied off under her bust. And what a bust it was. The short would have probably been loose had it not been tied but the extra tension from the knot only made the woman fill it out even further.
Amirah could feel herself stirring beneath her skirt. After having the experience of two young women to sate your every desire, one's hand just doesn't cut it anymore. She suppressed the physiological reaction as she looked up.
"Good evening, I noticed you moved in and just wanted to say..." She finally got to the face and the deer in headlights look it was giving her. "Shani?"
The girl unfroze and turned her head. "Um hi Professor... um, Lacey!"
"Lacey!?"
As the name suggested, out walked Lacey Cambell. She wore a simple skirt and blouse combo that was classic cute. She turned the corner and flashed Amirah a smile.
"Oh! Hey Amirah. How have you been?" Hearing her name come from that mouth hit her almost as hard as seeing her in the first place. Before Amirah could say anything, Lacey walked over to Shani and threw an arm around her waist, possessively. "Fancy meeting you here."
The confidence and casualness in her voice brought Amirah back to the present. "Lacey, I live here. You know that, why are you here?"
"Just helping Shani move in."
"What!?" Her eyes locked onto Shani and the athlete panicked.
"Not me! My brother!" At that, a man also came around the corner, wiping his hands on a rag. Handsome in his own right, he had a clear relation to Shani and looked to be a few years older. Though he was a few inches shorter than her. Fit and toned, he shared her emerald eyes.
He spoke in Arabic. "You rang, dear sister of mine?" He noticed Amirah and pocketed the rag, putting on a smile Amirah was sure would have stunned her were she a decade younger. "Well, well, well. You must be this 'professor' I've heard so much about. I wondered who or what could be so lucky enough to tame these two hot pieces of ass," he gestured to the girls as he approached. "But now I can see they were the lucky ones." He extended his hand. "Got room for one more in your harem?"
It was refreshing to be hit on so confidently. Amirah smiled warmly as she shook his hand. "Thank you, but the 'harem' has been disbanded."
"Not from what I've been told. But no matter." He handed her a business card. "Let me know if any spots open up." He winked. She glanced at the card. Asad Almasi, Architect.
All the confidence drained from him as Shani placed a hand on his shoulder. A look of pure fear replaced the once suave confidence. Shani's voice came out a low warning, the most aggressive thing Amirah had ever heard Shani say. She also spoke in Arabic. "Khallas, Asad" (In English, "Stop it, Asad.")
Amirah had never seen Shani so angry. She didn't even think Shani could get angry. She was always so sweet. What brought this on?
Asad backed away from the group, but not without getting in one last comment. "Thank you for your work on my sister. Had this been before her time in your care I would have already been hit." He ducked around the corner as Shani chucked a pillow in his direction. The plush hit the wall with a thud she didn't know something so soft could make.
"Shani!" The girl in question froze as she turned back towards Amirah, shame on her face.
"Sorry Professor."
"What was all that?"
Lacey chimed in, seemingly unfazed. "That was nothing! You should have seen the day when she brought me home. She beat up three of her brothers!"
Amirah looked stunned at Shani, who didn't deny the accusations. Her awkward posture confirmed it as she said, "You would have too!" Then in a quiet voice she continued, "If you'd heard the things they said about her..."
Suddenly something about Shani clicked for Amirah. Lawrence's Institute for Young Women existed for the women of the upper echelons of society to perfect their etiquette. Being from wealthy families, it made sense that both Shani and Lacey were enrolled. But Shani had an interesting caveat.
Along with her admission, Amirah had received a letter from Shani's father, apologizing for his daughter's difficulty. He expressed concern for her ability to find a husband and insinuated that it was her upbringing in a home with eight brothers that influenced her. The letter was so heartfelt that when classes started she kept an especially close eye on her.
But nothing happened. Shani quickly acquired friends and assimilated herself into the student body. She got near perfect grades and tried her hardest to learn the proper ways to behave. The true definition of a gentle giant. After the first month of classes without incident, Amirah had concluded that her father simply worried too much about his little girl. As families tend to do. She assumed he was reading too much into her man-ish tendencies and habits such as posture and vernacular.
But now it all became clear. The letter had indeed been correct in its concern. It's not that Shani didn't need help. It's that Amirah had never truly seen the triggers. Girls with a lot of brothers tend to grow up a bit rougher around the edges to survive, but Amirah just caught a glimpse of how rough Shani truly was. And apparently this was the improved version.
The surprise gave way to anger at her former student. Even if this was the improved Shani, violence was a big no-no in etiquette. The course she personally taught.
Amirah used the voice that held thinly veiled threats. "Shani, can I ask you a question?"
Shani wouldn't meet her eyes. Another strike in etiquette. "Ye-yes professor."
"Am I bad at my job?"
That got Shani to look at her. "No! You are one of the best professors I've ever had."
"You must be mistaken. Otherwise you wouldn't have thrown out everything I taught you the second you graduated." As her anger rose, her attraction flipped on itself. She went from admiring Shani's body to analyzing it. Ladies should be modest, and what she had on was anything but.
Before she could continue her beratement, Lacey stepped between them. "Calm down Amirah." The use of her name was another point of anger to add onto the pile. "She isn't your student anymore. What she decided to do now has nothing to do with you."
"It has everything to do with me. Her actions are a direct reflection of my tutelage. In all my years of teaching, this is the first time I've failed at my job."
Lacey kept her cool with that god damned smile. "You seem a bit angry. I'm certain we can resolve this tomorrow, after everyone's had a good night's sleep, neighbor."
The final word reminded Amirah why she was here in the first place. "Neighbor? You can't-"
Lacey interjected. "We can do whatever we please. Besides, this is Asad's apartment. We have our own place in the city." At that, Asad reentered the area with a bag. He approached Shani and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. For Lacey he placed a hand on her head and ruffled her hair a bit.
"Alright, I have an early flight so I'm going to head back to the hotel, you three play nice."
Before he could leave, Amirah stopped him. "You're leaving? You just moved in."
He put on a knowing smile, his words almost seeming rehearsed. "I'm a busy man, Habibi. I travel a lot. Luckily, my baby sister and her girlfriend happen to live nearby and can watch my place for me when I'm not around." With that, he walked past Amirah and left. Amirah suddenly got what they were doing.
She turned towards the two of them. "You can't do this."
Lacey countered, playfully innocent. "Why not? We're just doing Shani's brother a favor."
"You can't just move in next to me. What if people find ou-"
"Find out what? That Shani's brother just happened to buy an apartment near yours? Why would anyone care, he has no relation to you." She got her there.
"But-"
"And like I said, you can't tell us what to do anymore." She paused before continuing. Amirah noticed Lacey's hand caressing Shani's exposed midsection, drawing her attention to it. "You thought it was over? It will never be over, Amirah. I love you and I love Shani."
"I told you in the classroom that we can't-"
"I know what you said. And I don't agree. Face it Amirah. Shani and I are going to be spending a lot of time here doing all kinds of fun activities. You can either join in, or I'll make sure she screams so loud that you can hear it in your room."
Now she had to deal with backtalk and disrespect from Lacey. "You need to watch your tone young l-"
"Or what? Am I not living up to your expectations? Maybe you didn't teach me well enough."
The anger inside of Amirah boiled over and mixed with other emotions. Lacey had gotten her. Lacey had truly won. She was right, Amirah had no control over them. She was being tempted again. The love of her life living right next to her? No one in their right mind could resist that.
The anger at their behavior mingled with her hurt pride. That feeling mixed with a new one, happiness. Lacey had beaten her, and parts of Amirah were OK with that. She had thought of everything, even down to the name on the lease not being traceable directly back to them. Her own pride was hurt but it was replaced in pride for Lacey in being so resilient.
"Perhaps you're right. Perhaps I am a bad teacher." Amirah calmly walked over to the open door and closed it. Then she locked it. "But the mark of a truly poor professor is giving up on her students, even after graduation. I refuse to give up on you two. She walked towards them, letting all the emotions play on her face. Shani looked scared and Lacey stood proudly, her chest puffed out in arrogance at her victory. "I think you two need some remedial, private lessons."
"Yes, Headmistress."
2 Years later
Amirah sat at the reception, eating her food with the other 'groomsmen' and bridesmaids. The wedding had been spectacular. Amirah watched the two of them cut the cake together on stage, Shani in a nice suit while Lacey wore the cutest wedding dress ever made.
Around her sat other former students, including Madison Adams and Nia Rose. Nia had been Shani's 'best man,' much to the disappointment of her brother. Madison had been Lacey's maid of honor. All of them, at one point or another, played their hand at flirting with Amirah during the wedding.
The most surprising upset of them all had been the aisle walk. Lacey's parents were in attendance, but she insisted that Amirah had to be the one to give her away. She had burst into tears when she was offered the role and had to fight every step during the actual ceremony to not do the same.
5 years later
Amirah rushed through the hallways of the hospital in a panic. God, Allah, Yahweh. Fucking Odin, Anubis, Zeus, whatever god I have to pray to, please let her be alright.
The panic and adrenaline caused her to sweat, her hair matting down on her head. Her first small streak of gray was currently not phasing her as she had bigger problems to worry about.



After Lacey and Shani moved in, Amirah's next couple of years were a blast. No longer held down by their power dynamic, they were free to go on dates and hang out whenever they wanted under the guise of students reconnecting with an old professor. Amirah got to experience the other side of her love for them along with the wild nights of sex. Lazy days cuddling while they watched movies and ate ice cream. Stupid conversations that ultimately didn't matter. They even had their fair share of fights that proved just how strong their bonds were.
But for almost a year, Amirah hadn't seen Shani in person. Lacey claimed it was because of her job dumping an insane workload on her. Lacey made sure to make up for it on her own whenever she came by the apartment. But as the year went on, Lacey came by less and less frequently as well, until she told Amirah that she wouldn't be coming over for a while three months back. Even in her absence physically, they made sure to keep up the relationship with online sex, Lacey returning to sending her videos of self pleasure to get her by.
And then she got the call today that Shani was in the hospital. Amirah thought of everything under the moon it could have been. Maybe Shani had worked herself too hard and collapsed? Or maybe the work thing had been a lie and she was sick. Cancer or the like? Or maybe it was something else entirely. Amirah had been so panicked that she didn't notice the smile on the receptionist's face when he told her what room to go to.
She paid very little attention to the signs and her surroundings as she rushed towards the room. She didn't bother knocking when she bursted in.
On the hospital bed, she saw a very tired looking Shani, the first time she'd seen her in a little under a year. Along with her fatigue, Amirah had noticed that she put on some weight. Not the muscle kind. Lacey stood next to the hospital bed and smiled at Amirah when she entered.
Amirah didn't register the smile as she approached the bed. "How is she!?"
Lacey calmly answered, "She's perfect."
Amirah was about to inquire more, but then she got a closer look at Shani. She held something in her arms that made a noise and moved. Amirah looked closer and saw that it was an infant.
Shani cradled a beautiful baby girl in her arms. Amirah processed the information. The baby had skin a little lighter than Shani's. It tossed in her arms as it slept. In her stupor, Amirah went with the default response.
"Congratulations."
"Thank you, headmistress"
"Wait, no. When? How?"
"For when, about nine months ago, give or take a few days. As for how, I'm sure you can figure it out."
All of the emotions caught up to Amirah in that moment. All of the worry she'd stockpiled suddenly had nowhere to go and tears streamed down her face in relief. "Why didn't you tell me?"
"We wanted to make it a surprise." Amirah then remembered exactly how babies are made and what they got up to.
"Is she..."
Lacey just laughed. Oh, don't worry. She's mine. Well," She placed a hand on Shani's shoulder. "Ours."
Shani then spoke up for the first time, sounding as tired as she looked. "Do you want to hold her?"
Amirah used her sleeve to clear her face of tears. "Yes please. I would love to." Gingerly, She took the sleeping infant from Shani. Almost instantly, Shani closed her eyes, joining her child in slumber.
Amirah cradled the child as she looked down at it. "She's beautiful."
"Just like her mothers." Lacey's arrogance was laced with large amounts of pride.
"What's her name?"
Lacey's smile grew larger. "Akila."
Recognizing her own name, Amirah looked up from Akila, to Lacey. "Really?"
"Of course. Named after one of the best women I've ever had the pleasure to know." Amirah's tears came back as she held Akila. The soft movement of her mostly suppressed heaving must have awoken the child. When Amirah looked back down, she was met with a set of mismatched eyes. One green and one blue. The sight cleared up her tears as she stared down at them.
"Cool right? Heterochromia is very rare. Just goes to show how special she is, hence the name."
"Is she... you know."
"Like us? Yeah. I'm not looking forward to finding crumpled piles of tissues in a few years." Amirah chuckled at that.
"Well I'm sure if she shares even half of your genes, you should start a trust fund just to afford all the boxes." They both shared a laugh at that one.
"I'm not worried about her. Shani and I will be great mothers to her. And I'm sure you will make a wonderful godmother."
"You mean?"
"Who else would we pick?" Amirah resided crying again. "And besides, even if we do make a few mistakes here and there, I'm certain all of those kinks will be ironed out eventually. There's a legacy school waiting for her with the best professor on the planet to teach her how to be a proper lady."
Final author's note: And there you have it, the end of the story. Thanks to all of you who've stayed with me this far! Hope you all enjoyed it! I'll be working on some of my other series next along with possibly one or two bonus chapters for this whenever I get around to it. Thanks again for the support!
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Almasi estate, Cairo, Egypt, Present day.
"Bring me the child, tifla." Amunet Almasi spoke the command to her daughter with the authority of the family matriarch. The old woman extended her arms from her recliner towards her daughter across the large living space.
The 'tifla' in question was in fact a woman in her early fifties. She huffed as she stood from the couch and crossed the living room, stepping over two of her own children to hand her grandchild to her mother. "Mother, I am much too old to be called that. I am holding my granddaughter and your great granddaughter." She reached down to hand the babbling infant to her mother.
Amunet took Akila and only scoffed at her daughter. "Nonsense. I am your mother, Kesi. You will always be that unruly tifla that would talk a big game and then hide in my skirt whenever she got in trouble with the neighborhood boys. Despite never meeting your father, you somehow inherited his proclivity for mischief." She spoke in an exasperated tone that didn't reach her eyes. Her eyes shone with the memories of her, and her daughter's, youth.
Asad Almasi spoke from his reclined spot on the ground, laying on some pillows. "Like how I inherited his good looks." The arrogance oozed from his voice.
Amunet shut her grandson down. Her tone was judgmental and cold. "You've been blessed with your grandfather's features down to his smile yet you lack his charm." Asad sat up while Shani, her granddaughter, laughed at him.
"I have charm!"
"If you have so much charm, how come you haven't given me a great-grandchild? Unlike you, Shani can keep a partner."
Asad sputtered as more laughter from his younger sister rang out. "I just haven't found the right one yet. And that's not fair! Shani's always been your favorite. Just because she's a girl."
Kesi chimed in. "Oh please, you've been 'looking for the right one' since highschool. You have the looks but can't keep a woman for the life of you." Betrayed by his own mother, Asad was speechless. He laid back down to sulk while Shani had now advanced to rolling around on the pillowed floor while she laughed.
Amunet chimed in, voice scolding. "If Shani's my favorite, you certainly aren't doing yourself any favors making me wait for my great-grandchildren." She turned her attention to the baby reaching up towards her. She let the child grasp her index finger as her tone softened. "Besides, I have a new favorite. Isn't that right, Ya Amar?" Akila merely babbled something in response. "I think it's time I tell you about your great-grandfather."
Amunet's daughter rolled her eyes as her two grandchildren groaned openly. They had all heard the story hundreds of times. Yet none of them made to leave. Every time she told the story, some slight detail would change so they didn't even know the validity of her tales. But she was their only pathway to knowing more about their grandfather/father besides a single photo of him, so they listened every time.
Amunet stared into Akila's mismatched eyes as she remembered, the green of one becoming the rolling hills of fields surrounding her village and the blue becoming where the clear sky and ocean waves met in the horizon.
Morocco, 1973
Amunet walked along the bus station of her fishing village in Morocco. Though the village itself was small, certain times of year had it bustling with travelers, as it had a few scenic villas for rent. The village used the profits of these times, along with selling fish to larger towns, to survive.
Amunet's job was simple. She would walk the station and bark for her father's cafe, using her charm and persuasion to drive traffic to their shop. Her long black hair was straightened to perfection and she wore her best, albeit simple, dress. It was there that she met him. Passengers got off of the bus and flooded the street. She waded through the crowd, handing out flyers and speaking to anyone who would listen. Most didn't listen but they did take flyers. They needed somewhere to relax as they vacationed and/or waited for the bus return in a few days.
It was there, in the midst of the sea of people, that they found each other. Or more aptly, collided. He rushed past her as she answered questions of an excited little girl who wanted to know exactly which kinds of cookies the cafe would have. His suitcase bumped her back and she stumbled and fell.
The first sign he was a semi-decent human being was that he stopped. This was hardly the first time she'd been bumped into and most didn't bother to even apologize as they kept moving. It was good that he stopped, that way she could give him a piece of her mind when she stood. Shani gets her temper from her mother, but I always wondered where Kesi got hers...
That was when their eyes met. Most of her anger left her. Most. She paused. He was quite the looker. A fit young man, maybe slightly older than her, he had a chiseled jaw adorned with an even five o'clock shadow and from his mouth hung a cigarette. His full hair poked out from beneath his brown paperboy hat. He wore a loose shirt underneath a brown jacket. Cradled under his arm was a large briefcase. But the thing that caught her attention the most was his bright green eyes.
He looked to be making a decision. She could see him deliberating on whether or not to leave her there, as if he was in a rush to get somewhere. But after the two of them stared into each other's eyes for a second, he made his choice. His nervousness vanished and he flashed her a smile that would have knocked her off her feet had he not already done so. Instead it left her breathless... until she remembered that he did in fact knock her off her feet.
He reached down a hand to help her up and she promptly knocked it away as she stood on her own. His confident smile read as smug to her.
Even his voice sounded confident, which ticked her off more. "So sorry, mademoiselle." He had such a way with words.
"Don't 'mademoiselle' me. You knocked me over, you son of a bitch!" She glared up at him, looking up into those green eyes. He kept the confident smile.
"I'm sorry. However, could I make it up to you...?"
"Amunet." I always wondered why I gave him my name back then. "And you can make it up to me," she took a flyer and pushed it into his chest, almost shoving him a bit, "by eating at my father's cafe."
His smile only grew wider. "Asking me to dinner already?" He always did have a joke for everything.
She huffed but had no actual comeback for his statement. She heard the little girl whisper to her mother "I think that pretty lady likes him." Embarrassed and flustered she took the cigarette out of his mouth and tossed it into the water. "No smoking in the cafe." And then she walked off.
Present
Asad commented from his reclined position. "This part always gets me. The oldest and easiest trick in the book, jida."
Amunet paused her tale to look down at her grandson, the fact that the face she remembered so fondly was now smirking at her, and not the way his grandfather did, ticking her off further. "I was not easy! He was just that good. If it was easy you would have found someone by now." He didn't respond, and probably didn't even hear her, because his mother knocked the back of his head for insulting his grandmother and Shani gave him a none too light punch on the shoulder. She returned back to the baby and her wonderful eyes. "Now where was I?"
Later that day, 1973
Amunet was now doing her second job at the cafe, borderline running it. After her mother passed, the shop had fallen to almost ruin before she stepped up. As a kid, she thought all her mom did was bake sweets and man the register, but she quickly found out she was the backbone of their life. Her father, god bless his soul, would be hopeless without her, even without the grief from her passing to weigh him down.
At the young age of fifteen, Amunet made it clear that she was running the show and since that day, all those years ago, not one person had ever questioned it. Some of the old men had taken to calling her by her mother's name for the way she nagged her father. But where her mother lightly encouraged her husband to be productive, Amunet had no problem telling him off until he did what he had to do.
On top of her job waiting tables, she began taking orders and keeping the books. She cleaned everything that wasn't the kitchen and made sure to keep track of anything that broke to make her father fix it. She also added and modified some rules. She ran a tight ship and it was made clear that any customer that wouldn't abide by them was free to leave and never return.
The very first rule she implemented was a no smoking policy. She hated the smell but most of all it was for her father, who she had been trying and failing for years to get to quit. He would use the customers as an excuse. "To make them feel at ease." So she simply made everyone stop. She had already lost one parent and his cough got worse by the year. To his credit he, for the most part, stopped smoking during the work/day hours, but at night he would still go through packs with the other men in town.
It was sunset and the shop was serving its last customers when the man from the station walked in, covered in dirt and looking tired with a cigarette hanging from his lips. But even fatigued, he had that damned smile on his face when he walked in and saw her.
Amunet had been wiping down the counter when he entered. Before she could address him, her father approached him.
"Sorry, my friend, but we are closed for the day. Come back tomorrow."
He didn't miss a beat. "That's a shame. I was invited here for a meal by that lovely woman over there." He gestured to her. Her father turned to look at her, shocked that she, the woman who's turned down every eligible man in the village, sought out a date of her own.
She wasn't having it, the morning anger resurging as she walked over. "Don't say it like that. You owe me." She gestured to his dirty clothes as she snatched the cigarette from his mouth and pointed to the no smoking sign. "And I'm supposed to just clean the mess you make in my shop?" She ignored her father mumbling under his breath, "our shop." She could have that argument later.
"I apologize but I had a busy day and I rushed over here to make it in time after I finished what I had to do. But it seems I was still too late to keep my promise. What can I say? I'm a busy man, Habibi." That fucking smile.
Amunet didn't want to clean up after him but she didn't want him to just get out of his punishment either, so she made an exception. She forced out a sigh. "Sit down and order something."
Her father spoke up then. "Ya Rouhi, we are closed."
She glared at him. "Not yet we aren't. Your friends can wait a few extra minutes, alab." Her father saw that she wouldn't take no for an answer and went off to the kitchen, grumbling about how the oven must be her real father because she sure didn't get that temper from him or her mother.
The man sat and ordered. Several minutes later her father gave him the food and told her to close up when they were finished as he walked out to see his friends. With not much to do until he left, she finished cleaning and then just stood off to the side, glaring at him. A few times as he ate the meal he looked up and met her glare with confidence. He would give her a smile and a wave before returning to the meal, causing her to glare harder.
Eventually, the silence grew too much and she asked him, "Why is it that you are tracking so much dirt in my shop?"
That made him stop eating as he swallowed and looked up at her. "It was for my job. Thought I saw potential in a plot of land, I was wrong."
She knew that all the land around the village was owned by one person or another who didn't actually live there. Just rented out the homes. "And what job causes people to dig up a plot of land that doesn't belong to them?"
"I'm an architect." And then he got a look as if he just realized something. "So sorry Amunet, I never introduced myself." He reached out a hand from his seated position as if to go for a hand shake despite the fact that she was across the cafe, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed. Purely a gesture to bait her into approaching him, she knew. The grin never left his face as he continued after a moment. "Oh, come on. I promise I won't bite." More silence and she glared harder. He put his hand down. "On second thought, I think I might be the one to get bitten here." At that, he gave himself a small chuckle and continued to eat his meal as if he were alone and didn't have a woman staring daggers at him.
He finished his meal and stood from the table. He produced a wad of bills and held it out to her. She said, "Leave it on the table."
"Oh please, haven't I disrespected you enough today? I want to make this transaction face to face, like a good customer." With a defeated sigh, she walked over and held out her hand.
Not entirely unexpectedly, he placed the bills in her hand with one motion, using both hands to cup hers in the process. She jerked her hand away and he laughed as he proceeded to walk towards the exit. "For such a hard working woman, your hands are surprisingly soft."
She ignored the comment and went about counting the cash, not putting it past this sleazebag to stiff her on the bill. She was surprised to find that he overpaid by almost double.
"Wait! This is too much."
He didn't turn around as he kept walking but she could hear the smile. "Consider it a generous tip to make up for my mistake this morning and tracking dirt into your shop. Until tomorrow, habibi." And with that he walked into the now dark outside, disappearing from sight. Amunet set aside their interactions as one weird and bad day with the only silver lining being the money. She cleaned and closed up shop and went to her room to start counting the books for that day's profits.
The next day
The man arrived at the shop in the early afternoon. He entered and greeted Amunet's father like an old friend, even giving him a cigarette. Of course Amunet confiscated the nicotine but the damage was done. The man ordered a coffee and he and her father chatted the slow afternoon away as if they had always been friends.
He didn't even say a word to her. Just flashed her that smile when he walked in and again when he left.
She knew it was coming. She felt it with every fiber of her being and yet she was powerless to stop it.
Later that evening, when they were closing up the shop, her father approached her as she wiped down the counter. She didn't even look at him.
"You know... Ameli... he seems to be a nic-"
"No." Her father nodded and went into the back of the shop. Curious as to what he was doing instead of his nightly hangout she followed a few minutes later and was surprised to find him going over their expenses. The first time in years he'd even looked at that book.
"Dad?"
He looked up from the paperwork. "Hm? Oh, Ameli, Your frie-" he stopped at the glare she gave him. "That man gave me some tips on how to save on some expenses. I'm just running the numbers to double check. You can go to sleep early."
"Oh. Okay."
Not used to having her nights free, Amunet did just that. I must have been running myself ragged. Father had to drag me out of bed the next morning right before we opened up.
The 3rd day
Once again the man arrived at the shop in the afternoon. After a brief conversation with her father, he sat alone at the table. After an hour of watching the regulars, he waved her over.
"What do you want?" She didn't feel like dealing with whatever it was he had planned.
"Is that any way to speak to a customer?" The smile.
"Right now I'm talking to a son of a bitch who's loitering in my shop. Should I call the sheriff or are you a customer?"
He chuckled. "You drive a hard bargain."
She gave a slight smirk of her own. "A girl's gotta make a profit somehow." After the words left her mouth she realized that she fell into his rhythm. She wiped away her smile and returned to her glare. "Buy something or get out." He could always get a smile out of me. No matter how mad I was at the world. Or at him.
"OK, OK. I'll take a coffee and whatever the beautiful hostess recommends." He gave her a wink. She made a noise of disgust and got the coffee while she told her father the food order. The most expensive thing on the menu, of course.
He watched her as he ate. Not that she cared. She went about her work, attending to other, more appreciated customers. But the whole time she felt his eyes on her. When he finished his meal, he waved her over. Reluctantly, she went over to settle the bill.
Once again he held out a wad of cash. Hesitantly, she reached out. Then she snatched the money from him, expecting a repeat of last time. Instead he stayed perfectly still and flashed that unbearable smile at her as he chuckled. "Expecting me to hold your hand again? Sorry Amunet, but if you want that again, you're gonna have to do it yourself."
She hated him in that moment. Hated that he had played her again. Hated that he had her on the backfoot at all times. Most of all she hated the underlying truth to his words. There was a slight disappointment that he didn't make another attempt. What I wouldn't give to hold his hand, one last time.
He left then and she finished her day of work. Later in the day, after they had closed, he appeared at the glass door and knocked. She sighed, feeling the now 'usual' annoyance rise up. She went up to the door but didn't open it, just sternly pointing to the "closed" sign. He just smiled and shook his head, knocking on the door again where her face was.
She jumped at the motion and was about to open the door to give him a piece of her mind. But she stopped. That was what he wanted. Damned if she did, damned if she didn't. He always won their interactions.
All she could do was stare at him, hoping she unlocked the ability to kill with a look while he stood there and smiled through the glass. Then her father appeared behind her.
"Calm down, Amunet. He's here for me." He reached past his daughter and opened the door. "I had some difficulties with his suggestions so I asked him to come help with the math."
The man stepped into the shop, taking off his hat and flashing her the smile. "Sorry to disappoint, but tonight at least, I'm not here for you." The insinuation that he would ever come for her stoked her flames. She wrote off both of them for the night and went to bed, laying there as she could faintly hear them talk about finances. She developed a plan to get back at him for all he put her through. Not much has changed. I still think of him every day.
The 4th day
She woke up in the best mood she'd had since she met that insufferable man. She put on her best outfit, one that really showed off her assets. She knew she was a beautiful woman, but this was the first time she was happy about that fact. He only treated her like that because he was attracted to her. She would use that against him.
The plan was simple. Tear down that ego of his and win. She would lead him on and beat him at his own game. Make him believe he had won and tear the rug out from under him.
Amunet decided to go with the tried and true. She brought out the same dress she wore when they met and ironed it.
Filled with pride from her genius, Amunet hummed to herself a song her mother used to hum all the time as she prepared for the day. Her father peeked his head into her room and she smiled at him. "Good morning!"



He just looked at her for a second, confused. "Amunet?"
"Yes?"
"Just making sure it was you. For a second I worried your mother had crawled out of her grave." She giggled at him. "...I haven't seen you this happy in years. Something good happen?"
"No. But it will."
Her father then got a smile on his face. "Well I hope he appreciates the effort you put in." he ducked around the corner as she threw a pillow at him.
"Shut up!"
She finished getting ready and set up the shop.
She didn't see him once that day.
The 7th day
After seeing him for several days straight, the several days of not seeing him ticked her off. Especially now that she wanted to see him. To rub her seduction in his face, of course. Her fake seduction... of course.
Instead she had to deal with an influx of customers, keeping her busy for the last couple of days. Vacationers and regulars alike came to the cafe in near record numbers. Each came with a new story about the missing man. He helped one family with their child. He helped out around the house. He helped them with some something or other. To all of them, the man was a saint. And to put the cherry on top, each person said that when they offered to repay the man, he simply requested they get a meal at her cafe.
Quite frankly the cafe couldn't handle the rush. It had never truly been full, even when three people ran it. Now with just two of them, they were being overrun. The first day they had the most people in recent memory. The second day, they barely got through it.
That night, she prayed that God would send an angel to help them get through this profitable, yet tough time. Instead he sent a bastard.
On the third day, bright and early, he appeared at their door. And of course it was the day I decided to stop dressing up in favor of comfort.
Her father wearily opened the door. "My apologies but we are not open yet my friend."
"I'm not here for a meal." He pulled off his hat and rolled up his sleeves. She tried and failed not to stare at his toned and hairy forearms. "I'm here to help."
Her father simply hugged him tight. "You are the son I never had."
The man chuckled and clapped him on the back. "I get that a lot." Her father went into the back to start up the kitchen and left them alone. The man looked at her and reminded her how much she hated his face when he smiled. He opened his arms.
"What are you doing?"
"What? No hug?" She made a noise of disgust and went about setting up the shop. He called after her, "Not even a thank you?"
She hated to admit it, but his help was invaluable. Having another set of hands to wait tables removed major weight from her shoulders. And his skill at people-pleasing was top notch. He had such a way with words that not a single person complained when she told them of the long wait times or even messed up their orders slightly. It was like everyone in town was enthralled with him. Everyone except her. I saw right through him. I believed that everyone was blind to the shyster he was. Turns out I was the only blind one.
Present
Amunet poked Akila in her cheek, causing the infant to giggle. "Your great-grandfather helped me out a lot that day, Ya Amar." She wiped away a tear as her emotions got the better of her. "He's still helping me out now. Without that gawad I would have never met you." She looked into the innocent eyes of the child, basking in her happiness of just existing.
A month later, Morocco
Her father was so pleased with the man's performance that he hired him on the spot, even allowing him to stay with them and stop using the village's inn as a living space. Since then, the increase in customers had been permanent, albeit not to the same peaks. People would come in at all times of day to just chat with the man while getting a coffee. Many of his admirers included women, who Amunet watched him turn down one after the next.
Amunet had been, and still am, furious at her father for such impulsiveness. What good and decent father allows a strange man into his home when he has a daughter? But she knew the play. To her father he wasn't just some "strange man." He was a good man, a smart man, and a friend. And the man her father wanted her to be with.
Living with another person after it just being her father and her for so long came as a rude awakening for Amunet. She had always been "rough around the edges" according to her mother. As a child she loved to play in the dirt and rough with the boys. The only reason she stopped doing that was when she hit puberty and the boys started wanting to play different games. But she still maintained that roughness at home behind closed doors, usually dressing pretty light around the house and lazing around when not out doing something.
All of that changed the first day the man lived with them. She had gotten out of bed, her hair a mess and what little she wore somehow still looked disheveled. Still half asleep, she went to the bathroom and met him on her way out as he went in. That woke her up.
He didn't say anything. He didn't need to. The smile said it all. When they bumped into each other, it appeared he wasn't completely awake either. But after a quick up and down of her body, the smile said all she needed to know. She shoved past him and hurried to her room, the first time in a decade she actually felt some sense of embarrassment in her body. He didn't even laugh it off, or any normal way to reduce the tension. Instead he just called after her, "Good morning, Amunet," and entered the bathroom.
From then on, she made sure she was proper as she wandered around her house. Years later she would realize that probably would have been a good way to complete her plan of seduction, but she was a young woman with pride and capable of shame.
The worst part about the man besides the smile and smug confidence was the lack of a name she could curse. He had been in the village for over a month and yet no one knew his name. He simply refused to give it, and the excuse he told everyone made her that much more infuriated. She had other women approaching her and begging her to just "be nice" to him.
His reason for hiding his name was a simple one and emphasized his interest in her. "The first person I met here was Amunet. It would be rude of me to introduce myself to anyone else before she accepts my introduction."
Out of sheer spite, she delayed the introduction for as long as she could. But that didn't mean she didn't interact with him. She kept up the plan in the cafe and on the shopping runs her father made her go on with him. I miss those lazy afternoons together. She batted her lashes. She smiled at him and laughed at his jokes. Everything one should do to show interest. Inside the house though, she limited contact with him as much as possible.
He kept asking her out, and she kept turning him down, subtle like. Instead of flat out denials, she alluded to the potential for her acceptance in the future. That she simply wasn't ready yet. Until one summer evening.
The two of them closed up shop together. One positive about him was that he was more competent than her father with numbers, making the tax and profit record keeping go by much faster each day, giving them more time to slack off. It was that fateful night when the stars aligned.
Around eight on that Friday evening, she got hungry and decided to go into the kitchen for a snack. It was then she saw him, sitting in the empty cafe, staring out of the glass into the village. He had a wine bottle and two glasses next to him. And he was smoking a cigarette.
For some reason she didn't feel the usual indignation at his mere existence then. Not even the usual self awareness she had when they were alone in the cafe. She was calm.
She approached him from behind and snatched the cigarette from his hand as he ashed it. After putting it out, she stood there, looking down at him as he looked up with that smile. And for whatever reason, to this day she would swear it was to keep up the plan but truly she didn't know, she smiled back.
She nodded to the bottle of wine. It was a good one. Her tone was playful. "I always knew you were a thief. Sneaking your way into my house just to steal a bottle of good wine."
He returned the banter. "Perhaps. That was my master plan all along. Increase your revenue so that I can steal the good stuff. But wine this good would be a shame to drink alone." He offered her the second glass from his seated position. "Care to be my accomplice?"
This is where she would normally tell him off. Where she would take the wine away or say something snarky and slightly inviting and lead him on further. Instead she took the glass and seated herself next to him instead of her usual across. She held out the glass and he gave her a generous pour, then matched it with his own glass.
She looked at her glass after taking a gulp, "Were you expecting me to come here?"
He didn't look at her, just kept staring out the window. "Not expecting. Simply hoping." He took a sip himself and flashed her a smile before turning back to the window. "And God answered my prayers."
Several minutes passed before she realized that while he was looking at the night's sky, she had been staring directly at him. She quickly went to looking out the window as well, but kept sneaking glances at him. He continued to smile, but something was off.
Then she understood. His smile was somehow different that night. It lacked the smug confidence and aura he usually projected. It seemed like a "real" smile. Like he was truly just enjoying being in her presence.
For the first time since they met, she initiated a conversation with the man that didn't involve an insult or telling him off.
9:30 pm, same night
They had a pleasant conversation as they finished the bottle. She didn't get angry at him once. She felt as if she was getting to know the real him, even if his answers to personal questions were still vague. It was a pleasant conversation about nothing. And then he asked her the question.
"Hey." She looked over at him. "You wanna go for a picnic?"
She was so caught up in having fun that she accepted without thinking. "Sure." He smiled back. The genuine one.
"Great." And then he stood.
"Where are you going?"
"The picnic."
"You meant now!?"
"Why not? No time like the present." Without another word he walked into the kitchen. She followed after him, picking up the glasses and bottle as she went. Together, they joked around as they made a simple meal and left the cafe. She let him lead the way to a hill, a good ways from town but it was worth it. It overlooked the town and the sea as well as offering a quality view of the stars. They sat under the lone tree at the top of the hill.
Amunet remembered that she originally went to the kitchen for food and happily scarfed down her portion of the meal before blushing at the man's laughter. As he ate his half, they talked more about nothing. She didn't even realize how close she was sitting to him. They were not touching but she could feel his body heat.
There was a lull in the conversation and they went back to how they were in the shop. She looked at him while he stared at the stars.
"Why do you stare at the sky so much when you have a pretty girl with you?"
He continued to look up as she responded, his face slack with an unfamiliar clarity. "I travel a lot. I've been all throughout the Mediterranean doing jobs..."
"Architecture, right?"
That jolted him out of his stupor for a second, as if her words reminded him. "Yeah. You know how it is, people all over want pretty houses." He went back to staring at the stars. "I've been to many places, seen many people and done many things. But sometimes I get homesick. That's why I like the stars. They are the same no matter where you are." Then a moment of silence. It was the realest thing he had said to her in all of the time she'd known him.
She ventured, "... And where is home?"
"Well, I don't really have a home to go back to. Not after..." he trailed off. "But I'm originally from Egypt. Cairo, actually."
"Always wanted to go to Cairo."
He didn't look at her. She didn't even think he was speaking to her, just responding out of reflex. "Maybe I'll take you there someday..."
A silence fell over the two of them for several minutes. He just kept looking at the sky. Kept looking... sad. She told herself she hated his confidence, but this something else entirely.
She reached over and placed her hand on his. He tensed slightly, returning to the present as he slowly looked at her.
"You... you uh. You have a home here."
A weak smile. Devoid of it's usual grandeur. "I thought you didn't want me around."
"I never said that. It just... took a while for you to grow on me."
They stared into each other's eyes for a long while. And then he started leaning closer.
That was the perfect time to enact the plan. But hindsight is twenty twenty. As his face got closer, the furthest thing from her mind was stopping the moment. Later, she would reflect and realize. Somehow he had won. She didn't know when, But all of the talks they had, all of the times she flirted with him, she realized she enjoyed them. Not because of the eventual payoff of hurting him later, but because she honestly enjoyed talking to him and eventually learned to enjoy his company, even despite the infuriating smile on his handsome face.
But right before their lips met, he stopped and pulled away. "Wait. wait. This is wrong." All the possibilities he could have meant flashed through her head. Was there something wrong with the place? Maybe his respect for her father wouldn't allow him to do this. But as usual, his real reason was simple and incredibly infuriating.
He stood from the blanket and pulled her to her feet. Then he took a step back and a deep breath. And then the smile returned. The usual one. He extended his hand.
"You still don't know my name, Amunet." She lost the energy to fight with him. All of the pent up emotion that he just paused to have this moment clashed with the hatred and left her no energy to argue. She just extended her hand and shook his. "Nice to meet you ma'am. I'm Asad Almasi."
The moment gone, or more accurately stolen from her by him, Amunet sighed and simply said, "Yeah, whate-" The moment was returned with interest when, using her hand to pull her in, and continued where he left off.
He leaned down and kissed her. The electrifying shock she felt was not tinged with as much anger as she had expected. Once again she had been dragged into his pace. Once again she was playing directly into his hand. Except this time, she was fine with it.
Present
"And after that, we went back to the house and-"
"Mother, please." Kesi pleaded. But Amunet was not deterred.
"Made love." Her child and grandchildren groaned at the thought. "Oh grow up." She looked to her daughter. "Kesi, last time I checked I wasn't a virgin named Maryam. You are the product of the love your father and I shared. Just like," she turned to her grandchildren, "you two are the product of your mother's love." She focused on the mother of the angel she held in her arms. "Shani, how exactly did this little one come to be?" Shani just looked away. "Exactly." Then she turned to Asad. "And yo-"
Asad interrupted her with a familiar smugness. "Jida, trust me. I know what you mean."
"Do you? If you had half the skill your grandfather had, you wouldn't have any problems keeping a woman." Shani snorted as she began howling on the ground in laughter at yet another attack on her brother. "Now, where was I?"
Despite saying that last line, she got distracted as she remembered that night.
10:15 pm that night, Morocco
The kiss was... stiffer than she thought it would be. All of the suave confidence in his actions did not transfer over to his lips, almost as if he was still concerned how she would react to it. His arms had pulled her close, but they didn't hold her, giving her the chance to pull away. She thought it was cute how his actions betrayed his true feelings.
Seeing and feeling him so unsure and afraid made her want to comfort him. She took it upon herself to press their bodies closer together. She reached up and pulled his head closer to deepen their kiss and she let out a low moan to let him know she enjoyed it.
His grip on her tightened then, though not as much as she'd like. He was still holding back for some reason. It's not like with a face like that he was a virgin. Amunet had to push him a little farther.
She pushed him down to the blanket they had set up, landing on top of him. She eagerly resumed their kiss to spur him into action. He returned the kiss enthusiastically but still did nothing anywhere else. His arms stayed to either side of him as they made out in the moonlight.
Taking matters into her own hands once more, she reached over and grabbed one of his wrists, moving it down to her waist as she now balanced on one arm above him. She then dropped her weight a bit so that she laid flat on him. The hand she placed on her waist started moving the way she wanted it to, caressing her side and grippin' her flesh beneath the fabric of her dress.
The hand began traveling down her leg and she tensed in anticipation, unconsciously lifting her hips towards the future contact. And then the hand was gone, the kiss ended, and once again he had left her wanting more.
His face lingered just out of her reach and she could feel his breath mixing with hers, the sourness of the wine entering her nostrils. He looked up at her, his eyes gazing at her the same way he looked at the night sky.
"We should stop-"
"Why?" Being blue balled twice had mixed in her anger with her arousal for the man. He was finally getting what he wanted and now he got cold feet?
"Because, I don't want to do it... like this. We're both drunk and... I just want to get this right, with you." His eyes expressed genuine concern for her. They simultaneously stoked the flames of her passion and the flames of her anger.
"I bet you say that to all the girls."
His mouth moved before he could stop it, almost as if the response was hard wired. "Only the special ones." The second the words left his mouth he silently cursed himself. "That's exactly what I'm talking about. You-"
She silenced him with a simple action. She slid one hand between their bodies and palmed his hard on through his pants. "What happened to the man from the bus station, huh? The man who called me 'habibi' when he barely knew me?"
"That was before I figured out how wonderful you are." Another sentence that made her nethers clench in anticipation and her heart pound. She pulled him into a deeper and more frantic kiss.
She whispered into his ear. "I need you, now."
There was a shift in the mood as she could feel his inhibitions fading away. She prepared herself before once again he stopped. His breath was now as ragged and sensual as hers was. An improvement. "Not here."
"What do you -"
"Your father won't be back until the morning. We'll do it back at the house." His voice offered no rebuttal.
She knew this was another way for him to show her he cared but the annoyance of yet another delay in their union provoked her further. She couldn't help poking fun at him while they quickly packed up the picnic.
"Am I not good enough to be had in the dirt like other girls?" she asked as she folded the blanket
He quickly walked over to her and kissed her again, this time being the more active of the two. He looked at her seriously. "You are better than that. Than them. You deserve so much more." Another throb. Another pang of annoyance at the delay.



Back at the house
She had led the way, rushing through the streets until they arrived at the cafe. Once inside, she all but tossed the blanket aside and locked the door behind him. After allowing him several seconds to place down the basket, she dragged him up to her room and pushed him in.
They came together again in another make out session, Asad seemingly having no more objections. When they made out this time his hands roamed her body freely and hers did the same. They separated only briefly to tear off their clothing before reuniting, bare flesh against each other. She felt his erection dig into her. Then he picked her up and dropped her on the bed.
The act caused her to giggle until he climbed on top of her. He was back to his normal self, complete with the smug grin. Seeing it sparked something within her. The old feeling of not letting him win. She pushed him off of her.
"What's wro-" the wind got knocked out of him as she plopped herself down on his midsection to straddle him. That was more like it. The surprise in his face made it all the sweeter as she looked down at him. She bit her bottom lip as she thought about what to do with him.
She decided to put that smug, stupid, hot face to good use. She held him down as she adjusted herself on his body. She climbed and turned her body around until she was facing his lower half. She looked at the man between her legs and offered a smile. "You better be grateful. It's the best dish on the menu." Then she lowered herself down onto his face.
There was slight resistance. But after situating herself on him, she trembled as she felt his tongue get to work. He had almost assuredly done this before as he quickly found all the right places to make her squirm.
His face felt perfect for this. His mouth worked wonders as his nose dug into her in just the right way. Even his beard felt amazing, the coarseness of the stubble adding extra sensation to her sensitive thighs. As he worked, she was free to bask in all of the pleasures he offered.
At one point, she looked down and noticed his hard-on. Partly because she lacked the coordination to stay upright with the wonders he worked and partly because she wanted to, she leaned forward until his cock was in her face and she was flat on him. This slight adjustment changed how she was situated on his face but he made sure to remedy that by wrapping his strong arms around her thighs, pulling her pelvis back into position on his face.
She felt his core tense as she reached out and touched his cock. It jumped at the contact, looking almost painfully hard. It was pitiful and she loved watching it. She felt him groan against her folds as she lightly wrapped a hand around it. Between her breaths of pleasure she was able to gather some saliva in her mouth and drip it into her other hand. Then, she used both hands to slowly spread it on the cock.
She had fun teasing him. She kept her touches light, letting her fingers glide along his skin with little to no pressure at all. His hips uselessly thrusted upward to get more stimulation. The way it throbbed all the harder when she blew on the tip delighted her. At one point she brought it to her mouth, letting the hot air from it cascade over the tip and increase his anticipation. And then she placed a single kiss on the tip and went back to her slow touches.
Even without real strokes, she could feel him start to throb harder in her hands. But he wouldn't get to finish before she did. His mouth stopped its work as he was brought to the edge and then promptly left to suffer there. She chuckled to herself as she watched it strain to get any last bit of stimulation for release. As it went back down, she used a single finger to stroke, not enough to push it over the edge but enough to slow the descent from it.
He then got the message and returned to his job with renewed fervor. Pulling new tricks from his hat, he tightened his grip and had her all but screaming as she trembled atop him. And when she went over the edge he simply kept going until she physically pried her hips off of his face.
He looked down between them at her, the smile still there. "How'd I do?" Annoyed that the face was still there, she used her hand to quickly jerk the throbbing cock, smiling as that broke his composure.
After the edging, the cock erupted at it in her hands, covering her fingers in his hot cum. Returning the favor, she only stopped when he reached down and physically pried her hand from him.
A minute passed as they each melted into their afterglows. After the moment, she noticed the mood shift slightly back to how it was before, when he was worrying about her too much. She wasn't having it.
Before he could say something sappy and ruin the moment, she reoriented herself above him again and lined him up with her dripping snatch. Then, she looked into his eyes as she sunk down onto it.
For the next several minutes she rode him like there was no tomorrow. She bounced herself on his cock while she placed her hands on his chest for support. She was content to simply use him as a toy, but any good lover was active.
He raised up until they were chest to chest and she sat in his lap. She never stopped her hips as she allowed him to do what he wanted with her body. He cradled her and made her feel safe and supported in his strong arms as his mouth left kisses and hickeys on her neck. The added care only served to push her into another orgasm as he squeezed her in his arms. Shortly after, she felt the warmth as he filled her in the same position.
They laid together after that, her head against his chest, their naked bodies sticking together with sweat and assorted liquids. A few minutes passed and she thought it was over until he climbed onto her. This time he didn't have the smile, but looked at her with passion so she allowed it.
"My turn."
The rest of the night he made love to her. She had to do nothing but lay there as he showered her body in love and affection. The next hour or so blended into a continuous stream of pleasure, and at the dn of it all they collapsed on the bed, wrapped in each other's arms.
The next afternoon
The Amunet was the first to wake, finding herself in his arms. She pulled herself out of bed to get ready for the day of work. She left her room to go shower and do her daily care. She froze when she heard her father call from his room.
"Look who's finally awake. He up too?"
Amunet felt like a teenager getting caught during her first time. An embarrassment she had long since forgotten filled her as she hesitantly responded. "... No. I thought you were going to be out all night."
She heard him laugh. "I was." Her face paled as she looked towards the window. The sun wasn't hitting the hallway the way it did when the sun rose. It looked to be late afternoon. They must have been up longer than she thought. And he had heard them. Before she could apologize or make some other stupid comment he continued. "Don't worry. We closed for the day. Can't exactly run a shop without my two employees."
"Thanks..." To escape from the situation she quickly entered the bathroom. As the door closed, she heard him mutter, "About damn time."
Present
Amunet was jolted from her recollection by Shani. "Jida?"
"Hmm?"
"You said 'Now where was I?' and then didn't say anything."
"Oh. My apologies. Must be the old age. After we made love that night," more groans, "we had a beautiful relationship."
6 months after that night
Asad's place in the family had cemented just how her father had wanted it. And no matter how happy Asad made her, Amunet always held some level of annoyance at him for setting her up like that.
Their life had changed very little. They still shared the same house, they still shared the same workspace, and they still had their flirtation. The only real difference was that Amunet had stopped lying to herself about how she felt. That and a few other, minor changes.
One change was her success in getting him to quit smoking the same way she reduced her father's intake, persistence. Eventually, after enough times of her snatching a lit one from his hand or throwing away a box, he just stopped. He did try to do what her father did, but he did not have the same leverage her father had. No matter how hard she was on her father, he was still her father and had some level of power over her. This meant that while he drastically reduced his nicotine intake at her behest, she couldn't stop him from going out with his friends and smoking with them. Asad on the other hand, did not have that luxury. She made it loud and clear that smoking was a deal breaker and he relented. That was their only "real" fight.
There were other fights, if you can call Asad purposely antagonizing her in minor ways to be fights. He would flirt a bit too conspicuously in front of the customers, he would make small jokes at her expense, sometimes he would simply just poke her and walk away, like a damned child. Sometimes he didn't even need to do anything, just show her that fucking smile. But at least life with him wasn't boring. And it wasn't like being annoyed with him was a new development.
Not that life with him was all bad. Between all the minor annoyances there were good times, like spontaneous flowers or long talks about life or simple being together.
As the days turned into months, she started to notice him change slightly. He started to get jumpy. Sometimes she would tap his shoulder and he would get the same look he had when they first met. The look of being nervous and in a rush to get somewhere. Whenever she asked him about it he would play it off, but she could tell he was lying.
Present
As Amunet told them the ups and downs of their relationship up until she got pregnant, the stories she could tell in her sleep, her mind wandered to one of the few things she hadn't and would never tell anyone in her family about Asad.
Morocco
On a night not unlike their first one together, Amunet awoke around midnight to find herself alone in the bed. Going down to the cafe, she found him once again staring at the night's sky drinking a bottle of wine. This time with a singular glass.
"Asad?"
He turned to look at her, and outlined in the glow of the moon, she could see tears rolling down his face. "What's wrong?"
She approached the table but he just went back to looking at the sky. When she sat down next to him, she noticed a third thing on the table along with the wine and glass. She looked at it and recognized it as a bus ticket. The date and time were set for earlier that very day. She looked from it to him. "Asad?" He didn't stop looking at the stars. "Asad what is this?" She grabbed the ticket and held it up. The silence hung in the air as they held those positions. She stared at him while he looked to the stars. It lasted so long that she thought he maybe didn;t hear her. He startled her when he started talking.
"I thought about leaving. I was going to. I got up today with the intent to just cut all ties and run. But when I got down to the station, I remembered your face. I remembered all the times you got mad at me and how cute you look when you're angry. And I remembered how fun it is to cheer you up afterwards. The satisfaction of gettin you to smile again." He took a deep breath. "And I knew that if I left, you would stay angry. And if we ever met again, I would never be able to make you smile again."
"I don't und-"
"I'm not the man you think I am. I'm not an architect-"
"I know." That got him to look towards her in surprise.
"You do?"
"Kinda figured it out when the gutters broke and you gave father the worst advice I'd ever heard on fixing them."
"Then why didn't you-"
"I figured you called yourself an architect to impress me. And by then we were already together so I didn't much care. But what I do care about is this." She held up the ticket. She wasn't angry or upset. Just confused and hurt. "Why?"
"As I said. I'm not an architect. I'm a con artist." The pieces clicked into place in her head. The swagger, the confidence, the people skills, it all made sense. But then that would mean he was- "No. I am not conning you, nor had I ever planned to con you or anyone in this town." Then his face lit up with panic. "Amunet, listen to me. I'm a liar and a cheat. A bastard, a charlatan and whatever else you want to call me. But I want you to know that if there is one thing in my life that was the truth, it was when I told you, no, when I tell you that I love you."
She didn't know how to take that he just admitted to almost running out on her but she couldn't find it in her to be angry at him in the moment.. He sounded desperate, almost as if pleading with her to believe him. She decided to push past that for now. "Then why did you come here?"
"I was running from something. Someone to be accurate. I stole from some pretty powerful men in Spain. Men more powerful than God himself. So I came here to lay low. But part of the job is to know when to cut and run. Staying in one place for too long makes someone like me... vulnerable." There was a pause in his words. She allowed him the time to collect his thoughts as she stared at the trails his tears left behind.
"The original plan was to hide out here for a few weeks before moving on."
"What changed?"
"I met this beautiful woman. She's feisty and headstrong, but her heart's in the right place." He let that hang for a while. "I met you, Amunet. And for the first time in my life, I found a place I grew attached to. I felt wanted. The people here are fantastic and then you told me I had a home here and-" he got a bit choked up. "The stars were my home. They were my family. But they are so far away. For the first time ever, I had a tangible place to truly call home."
Amunet didn't know what to say. She had plenty of thoughts on the matter but none of them could form into coherent sentences seeing him like that. There wasn't a single shred of his confidence left. He looked scared and alone. She felt as if for the first time she was seeing the real him. She went to comfort him. "Asad-"
"That's not even my real name. It's-"
"Asad." She stated with finality. "Your name is Asad Almasi."
"Bu-"
She pressed on. "I don't care what or who you were before I met you. Asad Almasi's been nothing but kind to me and my father. Asad Almasi is the talk of the town. Asad Almasi has the most beautiful and infuriating smile on this planet." She reached out and took his hand in hers. "Asad Almasi is the man I fell in love with. Not any other version of you."
He stared at her for a long moment in disbelief. It was as if he hadn't expected her to forgive him. And then he smiled. Not the confident smile. Not even the smile from their first night. This smile held with it sadness, a guilt. It looked to be the smile of a man who thought he didn't deserve the kindness being shown to him. But that same smile also held an immense amount of relief.
He leaned over and hugged her tight and she hugged back. And then he started sobbing and she just held him.
"I'm so sorry for even considering leaving you."
"But you didn't. That's what's important." She waited until there was a lull in the tears. "And besides, even if you did, I'd find you to give you a piece of my mind."
After a second he chuckled. "That you would."
After that night Asad was a lot more free with his past. He shared funny stories of the things he'd done and they shared laughs at some of the ways he'd tricked people. She noted that whenever there were women in his stories, he would glaze over them for her sake. Not that I was that naive to believe I was the only one.
More months passed and their love bore fruit and Amunet was pregnant.
Present
"And that's all there is to tell. Pretty soon after that your great grandfather got sick and passed away. I moved to Cairo after your grandmother was born and the rest is history." Amunet finished the story to the now sleeping infant in her arms. She herself let out a yawn as her grandchildren clapped, one of them condescendingly.
Shani raised herself off the floor and stretched. She approached Amunet, reaching down to take her child. "Seems like both of you are pretty tired, I'll put her to bed."
Amunet shot Shani a glare, the one thing in her life that hadn't waned with age. A childhood of receiving that glare whenever she was acting up caused Shani to pull back, confused as if she had done something wrong. Amunet held the child a little tighter. "If you take this angel from me I will disown you."
Kesi stepped in. "Mother, Akila is her dau-"
"I'll disown you too." Just to make her point clear, she sent Asad a glare, but he wasn't even going to try.
"If you'd disown Shani, I never stood a chance. Good night." He left the three of them to decide what to do with the child.
After an intense stare down, both women conceded. Kesi went to bed and Shani opted to sleep on the pillows in case Akila needed something in the middle of the night. Having won custody of the child, Amunet relaxed in the recliner to join Akila in sleep.
As she slept, she dreamed about the last time she had seen Asad. The other story she would take to the grave with her.
Morocco, 1974
He didn't know how they followed him to this town but they did. Men in suits, with guns, smoking cigarettes came into town looking for a man named Francisco. The name may have been different, but the description they gave matched Asad to the letter.
Amunet, being eight months pregnant, was one of the last people that heard because she rarely left the house those days. How she did find out was when one of the locals entered the cafe frantically, telling her boyfriend that he needed to hide. Asad's face paled when he heard the person's story.
After searching everywhere, including the cafe, the men set up shop in the inn, refusing to leave until they found Asad or got their money back. When questioned about how much, they named a number most people in the village could only dream about.
But no one gave him up. Days passed and Asad stayed hidden and the men grew more and more rowdy with their "questioning." But everyone refused to give him up. In the short year he'd been around, Asad became a loved member of the community. In a small town, folks stick up for each other.
The town even secretly pooled their money together. A representative met with Asad and Amunet one night and said that the village collectively had just enough money to pay them off. But Asad refused their kindness.
"I know these men. Their type. You pay them once and they will never stop taking. I'll straighten things out." His voice sounded cool and colleted.
"But they want you-."
"They want their money. So I'll give it to them." Asad corrected her. Then he went into their room to get changed.
Amunet followed him to the room and questioned him. Why not just let the town pay or to run away again? He just casually replied while he got dressed. "That would only cause more problems for this town. These men are like mice. Give them a cookie and they'll ask for more. You guys are good people. I'll go have a chat with them and have this straightened out by tomorrow."
When he finished dressing he appeared in front of her and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "Don't wait up. It's bad for the baby." He was dressed the same way as the day they met. Complete with the same brown jacket and paperboy hat. He scribbled something on a piece of paper and handed it to her father.
Out of the pocket of the jacker he pulled a pack of cigarettes and pulled one out. He lit it and put it in his mouth, taking one long drag. After he exhaled he looked at her with that smile. That damned smile. But it didn't reach his eyes. And then he walked out the door.



That was the last time she saw him. Witnesses say he told the men he had hid the money in a town far away and they corralled him into one of their cars and drove away.
Soon after that she had their child, a beautiful baby girl she named Kesi, the meaning of the name being "of a troubled father." As soon as she recovered, her father gave her the napkin he had written on that night. It spoke of a "rainy day" fund buried beneath the tree on the hill. She went out to the tree and dug around it. It took a few tries but eventually she found that same suitcase he had knocked her over with. Inside it was almost seventeen million pesetas, nowhere near the amount the armed men had asked for. But it was more than she thought she could ever spend.
Another year went by as she thought about what to do with the money. And then she remembered their talk and about how he said he was from Cairo. So she decided to move there.
She asked her father to come with her but he refused. He stated, "Amunet. I know you may think many things of me but you know I am a stubborn and proud man. When I married your mother, I made a vow to myself. Our nuptials may have said 'til death do us part' but that never did sit right with me. The woman I love is buried here and I will be buried next to her. Like it or not, she's stuck with me."
With tears in her eyes and promises to write, she left for Cairo with the money, her father insisting she take all of it. When she arrived in Cairo and was asked her name for documents, though they were never properly married, she felt it only right to put down 'Amunet Almasi.' I guess he did end up taking me to Cairo, in a way.
After purchasing a place for herself and her daughter, she invested the money smartly and soon her fortune grew. She went from rich to wealthy and ensured a cushy and wonderful life for her daughter. She raised her as best she could and then repeated the process with her nine grandchildren. And now she would start again with her great granddaughter. All of this, thanks to Asad.
She would never forget the last words he said to her. Looking at her with that smile, he said, "I know we had dinner plans tonight. Sorry to disappoint," He shrugged, giving her an apologetic shake of his head. "But what can I say? I'm a busy man, Habibi."
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Chapter 2: Lovin' in the summertime.
Note: it is recommended you read chapter 1 before this.
Aster was a prisoner twice over. Trapped in his room and trapped in his mind. After their incident a few days ago, Rose had begun actively tempting him. The only safe place for him was his room. Or so he thought.
The other day he had been relaxing on the couch when she came down to the living room, barely wearing anything at all. He almost choked on the mouthful of chips he had when he saw her.
He could see almost every inch of her legs as she walked past him. Her even shorter than normal short shorts did nothing to cover her toned, long stems as his eyes naturally trailed up her body. The shorts, or glorified panties, she wore were green, but the small amount of fabric that hung low on her hips was a footnote in the available skin for him to observe. He then observed her toned stomach as his eyes went up. They reached a skimpy, red crop top that ended maybe an inch or two below the underside of her breasts. Her hair was that particular style of unkempt that Aster recognized as 'post sex.' She didn't wear lipstick but her lips were still stained red as she completed the look with a lollipop that she made sure to roll around in her mouth as they made eye contact. He had to work extra hard to conceal the erection that developed.
She then sat down next to Aster, practically on top of him, her body against his side. She's not there. You don't feel anything. It's just your sister. Aster wasn't the only one left agape at her attire.
"Rose! What are you wearing!?" Their father could not believe the clothes, or lack thereof, his little seedling was wearing.
"What dad? It's summer and it's hot."
"Still. There's no reason to dress like that. Have some modesty."
Rose simply relaxed further into the couch and against Aster. "Relax, dad. It's not like I'm wearing this outside."
"Nonetheless it's too provocative."
"Provocative? Who am I provoking? Aster?" She knew damn well that is exactly what she was doing. "He could go out right now and bang any one of my frie-"
Gardener interrupted her, voice more concerned. "Sweetie! I do not want to hear about Aster's-better yet, any of my children's sex lives." He looked to be getting more upset before Petunia shut him down.
"Oh hush Gardy. Rose and Aster are adults now and what they do has nothing to do with us. Besides, as long as she only dresses like that around the house, I don't see any problem with it."
Gardener obviously still disapproved of her outfit, but he was out-voted. With a frustrated huff, he stood from his recliner and went to the master bedroom to brood. Petunia stood from her chair and apologized to Rose. "I'm sorry Rose dear. Your father loves you very much but that tends to make him worry a bit too much as well. I'll go set him straight."
"Whatever." Rose rolled her eyes, already disinterested with the conversation. Petunia excused herself and went off to calm him down. Both twins expected that her tactic of choice for such a situation would lead to yet another younger sibling.
Now just the two of them, Rose could fully relax onto Aster's shoulder. "God, dad can be so annoying sometimes." Aster felt the mood shift now that they were alone. He felt the air still and he could suddenly tell just how good his sister's perfume smelled.
Aster cleared his throat. "Yeah, sometimes."
Rose lifted her head from his shoulder and stretched. "You have too many muscles. I can't get comfortable." She decided to use him as a pillow. She turned her body sideways and placed her legs up and over the side armrest of the couch and rested her head on Aster's lap.
Unfortunately, he hadn't had enough time to collect himself with all of that skinship during the conversation so his little sapling was still sprouting towards the sky. Not that Rose minded of course. She placed her head in his lap and felt the tent. Then, with a smile, she maneuvered it so that the tent and her head shared the space. Aster could barely remember to breathe as he looked down and saw, as well as felt, Rose's face in his lap with his tented erection against her cheek as she smiled up at him.
"At least someone appreciates my outfit."
Aster quickly pushed her off of him and stood up, retreating to his room and locking the door. All the while he could hear Rose laughing from the couch.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
That was only one instance of the abuse Aster suffered in his daily life. Along with her outfits she became a lot more physical with him, giving him hugs and kisses under the guise of their renewed twinly bond. She was the baneberry of his existence.
That's not to say it was all bad. In between all of the temptations and torment, there were calmer moments. The moments Aster had originally missed.
One such time came when he was watching a movie in the living room. Having the house to themselves for the night, Aster laid on the couch, propped up on one elbow while he ate a bowl of popcorn. He instantly tensed when he heard the sound of Rose coming down the stairs. He prepared himself for the worst, but when she entered his eyesight he was surprised to see her dressed more modestly than her new usual. She wore a loose t-shirt and form fitting sweatpants. She stood in front of Aster, blocking his view of the TV, and stared down at him. Her look didn't have the usual predatory sense, just a natural and neutral look.
"Where's everyone?"
"The others all have sleepovers." He shoved a handful of popcorn into his mouth.
"Mom and dad?"
"Date night." Stray kernels flew from his full mouth and Rose stepped back, scoffing at his barbarism.
"What are you doing?"
He sighed. "I was watching a movie. Until some dumbass stood in front of me."
Rose ignored the insult and looked over her shoulder. After a second she seemed to come to a decision. "Move over, I'm watching it too."
"No, go sit on one of the chairs."
"I want to lay on the couch."
"Too bad. I'm already here." She glared down at him and he blankly looked up at her. She reached down and snatched the bowl of popcorn from in front of him. He simply kept looking at her.
"You're in the way."
"Too bad, I want the couch."
Aster just sighed. He reached up with his free arm and effortlessly shoved her to the side, allowing him to view the screen once more. Rose stumbled a bit and huffed. "I'm telling dad."
Aster kept watching the screen and shrugged. "Go ahead and call him. We both know they turn off their phones on date night. And by the time they get back the movie will be over."
Rose got even more frustrated before she just sighed. Aster then felt weight on the couch as she laid down in front of him. She shouldered her way up the couch until the top of her head was just under his chin and she was pressed up against his front. Then she set the bowl of popcorn in front of her and started eating some.
Not to be deterred, Aster simply reached over her, ignoring her protests as he took a handful. Eventually this caused her to just hold it so they both could reach the bowl without him having to squish her every time he wanted some.
After minutes of silence Rose asked, "So what's happening?"
"This is why you don't start a movie from the middle."
"Shut up and tell me."
"I think it's called 'The Dreamers.'" Aster gave her the general summary of the characters and plot points up until that point and then they silently watched the movie.
There weren't any inappropriate jokes. No sexual or sensual touching. Just the two of them watching a movie together. It felt so natural that Aster didn't realize that this was the first time since childhood they had done so.
Eventually the first movie ended and Rose insisted they watch another. And then another. At some point or another she fell asleep and he followed soon after.
They awoke the next morning to the sounds of breakfast being made. Aster awakened fully first, as he realized that the two of them had slept together. He sat up quickly, waking Rose and almost pushing her off the couch.
"Watch it! ... Asshole"
Petunia called from the kitchen, "Language young lady!"
"Ugh. Sorry mom."
Gardener sat in his recliner and looked down from his paper. "Well look who's finally awake. You know, it's been forever since I've seen you two sleep together. Used to do it all the time when you were younger. Borderline inseparable."
Aster then climbed off of the couch and from behind Rose, embarrassed at having been seen like that. Rose didn't seem too bothered by it. Gardener just laughed. "Too late for that Aster. We have proof."
At that moment Aster's phone got a notification. He checked it and found it to be one among many. His parents had started a group text with all of the elders of their extended family and posted a picture of them curled up on the couch together. It was joined with a very similar picture of them as infants in the crib. The caption read "some things never change." The notification was only the most recent of a stream of comments from their relatives calling them cute or adorable.
Aster just groaned. Now he would have to deal with that at the next family reunion.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Things boiled over when Rose shifted from innuendos and flirting to direct propositions. Aster came home from hanging out with his friends and needed a shower. Thinking no one was home as Rose's and his parents' cars were gone, Aster didn't bother closing the bathroom door completely before hopping into the bath. He turned on some music and turned his speaker volume to max while he could. Usually his parents would yell at him to turn it down.
Unfortunately the music meant he couldn't hear the door creak open slightly or close softly. He didn't hear the lock turn. He didn't hear the rustling of clothes hitting the floor. He nearly jumped out of his skin when the curtain opened and closed. In the span of point five seconds he went from lost in his own world to trapped in a very small space with another person.
"Rose! What the fuck!"
She played it off as if they just bumped into each other. "Oh hey Aster. Fancy seeing you here."
"I thought you weren't home!"
"No. Dad's car broke down so he took mine while it's still in the shop. Ugh. It's so unfair." She spoke as if they were talking in the living room and not inches away from each other in the shower.
"Why are you in here?"
"What?" She said coyly. "I can't take a shower in my own home?"
"Not while someone else is in it."
"It's fine. I bathe with the little ones sometimes."
"That's because they're childr-"
"And we used to share a bath all the time."
"That's because we were children. That was a long time ago."
Her selective hearing was on full power. Her eyes became wide. "You're so right. That was so long ago. We've got to catch up." Her eyes scanned Aster's chest and he suddenly became very self-conscious. Then she pushed herself up against him and he could feel her breasts against him.
The shock of another person invading his personal space began to wear off and now his brain started to work again. He looked down to his sister and once again had to confront her beauty.
He took a step back after she pushed against him but all she did was take another step forward and he was now trapped between her and the wall.
His head blocking the shower head created a spray that splattered everything around them. Whatever didn't get deflected dripped off of him and onto her directly onto her.
The water only added to her allure. The spray created a sort of misty feel as tiny droplets covered her skin like condensation. The drops from his head landed on her face and cascaded down her body like the morning dew on leaves. It was breathtaking. Despite being surrounded by water, Aster's mouth felt very dry. Probably because his 'root' was more preoccupied with poking into the woman before him than taking in moisture. If anything, it wanted to add moisture to her body, adding his seed to the streaks on her body.
"So what do you think, Aster? I used to be so skinny. Wouldn't you say I've blossomed quite nicely?" She didn't give time for a response before she continued. "I'm not the only one. You've grown too. In fact, I can feel some wood right now." He tensed and froze when he felt her hands. Not being able to see below her bust that created a small pond for the water, he had to rely solely on the feeling of her slippery fingers caressing his stamen. Her breath became heavy and low. "You've become so thick, and hard. Like a piece of long, solid mahogany."
Aster unfroze when he realized two things. The first is that he remembered that he was actually against this whole thing. They were siblings and shouldn't be acting like this toward one another. The second was how close to the edge he was. It would be a major embarrassment if he pollinated his sister's stomach after a few seconds of light touching. He tried to conceal the feelings that were welling up. He refused to feel like this about his twin.
He reached down and removed her hands second before he blew, though the feeling of her smooth stomach wasn't doing him any favors. "Rose, get out of my shower." He already knew what her answer would be.
"Make me." Without missing a heartbeat he opened the curtain and picked her up by her waist, ignoring how it felt to have his fingers dig into her hips. He set her down outside of the shower and quickly closed the curtain. "Fine!" He heard her slam the door on her way out.
He tried really hard to think away his hard wood while he finished his shower. But his troubles weren't over yet.
When he entered his room, he once again found himself not alone. As he entered with a towel around his waist, he was subjected to Rose's body once more. She sat on his bed naked, drying her hair with a towel. The motions caused her breasts to shake a little and it captivated him for a few seconds.
Then he snapped out of it. "Rose!"
"Oh, Aster. What are you doing in my room?"
"This is my room, Rose."
She looked around as if she hadn't noticed. "So it is. My mistake. I guess muscle memory took over."
"The fuck are you talking about?"
She put down the towel but made no motion to cover herself. Instead she made herself more open by leaning back and placing her arms behind her on the bed. "You don't remember Aster? After taking our baths we would come back here and play in this room. You know, because we shared it."
"I know we shared it Rose, I was there. Now-"
She kept going. "And then we would go to sleep when mom and dad tucked us in." He knew where this was going. "But then one of us would sneak into the other's bed and sleep together. Mom and dad said that when we learned to walk we would climb into each other's crib." She put her finger on her chin. "Why'd we ever stop?"
"Because we grew up."
She ignored him. "Oh well. That's in the past. What's important is that we can start again. Remember when we used to wear matching pajamas? We should do that again. Though I don't think we have any matching clothes now. Hmmmm... I know! We could just wear our birthday suits. We're already most of the way there." She gestured to the towel. The only thing separating both of them from being naked.
Realizing their respective states of dress, he couldn't help but trace down Rose's body. He could feel himself getting another erection. He looked at her abs and his eyes trained on her crotch, which was obscured by her crossed thighs. He then noticed the drops of water still on them and the wet spot on his sheets.
"You couldn't at least dry off before you sat down?"
"My bad, Aster. I thought I got all of it but it appears I'm still a bit... wet." While looking him in the eye, she uncrossed her legs and spread them. She placed one up on the bed and showed him everything.
As he thought, her lower half was still wet. Water droplets clung to her skin. But along with them was a different wentess. There was what could only be her nectar covering her thighs. And while the residue itself was eye-catching, it couldn't hold a candle to the source.
It had been a while since he'd seen her flower and it was even more radiant than he remembered. Her petals glistened with the sweet liquid. Her pose caused them to spread, like a curtain pulling back to reveal the stage for an awaiting audience. Strands of her fluids spread between them.
He gazed between the petals and saw her pistil in all its glory. The opening of her stigma was spread slightly, allowing him to see inside of her style. The way it clenched and unclenched before his eyes promised pleasure along with the chance to fertilize her ovaries and ovules within. All he would need to do is insert his stamen and release his pollen deep within. Deep within... his sister. Once again he tried his hardest to not feel the arousal. He shifted his towel to conceal his boner.
Aster sighed. Rose continued "I would clean up but I'm just so relaxed right now. Would you do me a favor and clean me off Aster?"
He resisted looking at her crotch as he approached her. "Get out of my room Rose."
Once again she went, "Make me."
This time she was ready when he went to move. He had to keep one hand on his towel as he reached for her and she used the chance to grab his arm and pull him on top of her. In his panic, he released his towel and used his arm to brace himself.
It ended with him above her, his palms on either side of her head and his towel forgotten on the floor. The mood changed instantly. Rose got distracted from her playful banter as she stared down their bodies at his arbor vitae. Which grew harder now that he had a closer view of her body. He looked down at her and could tell just how hard her thorns were at the ends of her breasts. And the smell. It took him as second but he recognized the new smell as her. Just like it had been on her thong, he could smell her nectar and it was just as sweet as he remembered.
Afraid of what he would do, he locked up above her, using all his will power to just not do anything. Shaking off her cock shock, Rose took the initiative and leaned up until her lips met his ear and she whispered. "Do it. You know you want to. I'm so thorny for you, Aster."
In a feat of pure strength of will, he resisted. It was harder than any trial he'd faced before. Any game or practice or moderately hard exam. But he did it. He rolled off of her and sat on the edge of his bed, emotionally drained. He put his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands. "Just... get out of my room Rose."
To his surprise, she listened to him. Though not before a last hurrah. She sat up and grabbed her towel. Then she leaned down and kissed him on the cheek, though he didn't react. "You mean our room. See ya later Aster," and she left the room, obviously taking this as some kind of victory. Though Aster didn't look up to watch her go, there was no doubt in his mind that she exaggerated the sway in her hips to entice him further. He would need to have a talk with her later. When he calmed down.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
The next day Rose was laying on her bed, scrolling through some sexts from Beatrice when Aster slipped into her room and closed the door. Bold of him to do this while the family's home. Maybe they actually were twins, and he understood that that made it all the better.
Rose placed her phone down and shifted on the bed to a more... inviting pose. "Finally ready to-"
"Please Rose. Don't talk." No words huh? She had started getting wet but now she was soaked. She prepared herself to be taken as he approached her bed. And was disappointed when he just sat on it, not facing her.



"Rose. We-you can't keep doing this." Not this shit again.
Rose got up and crawled over to him. She pressed herself against his back and draped her arms over his shoulders to feel his strong chest. He didn't react. "And why not?"
"Because it's - it's not right. We are siblings. Twins for Christ's sake. W-you can't keep doing what you do."
The shift of the blame from them both ticked her off. But she continued on as if she didn't notice. "And what am I doing?"
Aster paused for a moment. Trying to formulate the right response. "Tempting me. You're tempting me." She sensed a weakness from him. An opening.
"Am I? I just want to spend quality time with my brother, is that too much to ask? Stop being such a pansy."
"Quality time isn't sharing showers or... asking me to dry you off. Quality time is watching a movie or playing a board game or-" Her own anger boiled over.
"Or what? 'Wearing provocative clothing?' Tell me, little brother. What exactly is quality time? Is it sneaking into your sister's room and hiding in her closet for a week? Is it watching two people have sex while you jerk off to the fact that they don't know you're there? Is that quality time?" Aster started to speak but she kept going. "Is it you stealing my thong to lick it and jerk off? Or was it you cumming all over my face? Or maybe it's the consequences of those actions. Me having to clean off both my face and closet from all your sticky cum?" She noted Aster's response to one thing. He tensed his shoulders for a second. At all the others, he remained motionless.
She gave him a chance for a rebuttal and only got silence.
She whispered in his ear. "I get it now. This isn't about the 'wrongness' of siblings or anything like that. This is about you not being able to get your rocks off. You like going into the closet to spy on me, you little pervert. You're just mad that I took the fun out of you seeing me naked." He tensed harder and she was met with a damning silence. She released him and went back to reclining on her bed and picked up her phone. "Get out of my room, Aster."
He slowly got off the bed and exited the room. Rose sat there, fuming. Her pride had been insulted. As head cheerleader, she was used to having people lust after her. To be honest it even turned her on a bit, being seen in those tiny uniforms. But her pride was thrown back in her face with Aster. He was being given the chance to smell the flower that others could only gaze at, and he preferred to look. This would not stand.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose sent a simple text that morning when she left the house. "I'll be back at five thirty."
As expected, when she returned home that evening and went up to her room, there was a presence in her closet. Tells me I need to stop and then still does this. The nerve. But it would have to do for now.
She pretended he wasn't there for an hour. She chatted with her friends, surfed the internet and even got a snack. Just to make him wait for being an idiot. But eventually even her annoyance at her idiot brother couldn't hold back her other feelings.
As there were others home, she turned up some music to drown out any potential noises. She rolled her chair over to the door and locked it. Then she began.
She stood up from her chair and undressed. Not like she had for her little honeybee. That would imply she knew someone was watching. She stripped off her clothes as any person would. She shimmied out of her jeans, she crossed her arms and pulled her shirt off. She unhooked her bra and threw it to the corner with her other dirty clothes. Last but not least she raised a leg as she took off her panties to join the bra.
Now naked as the day she was born, she went over to her bed to do what any normal adult would do when completely confident they are alone in their room.
She laid out on her bed spread eagle, slightly angled towards the closet. Who cared if she wasn't straight on the bed? It's not like anyone was there to see her.
It's been a while since I've shown myself some love. Gotta make sure to do it right. She started with her own breasts. Her hands slowly groped herself as she let out a little moan. They came in early, but that's about it. Their early budding got her a lot of attention from the boys until other girls' grew bigger. But that was fine with her. After another year and she filled out other places. Other girls may have bigger breasts, but she had the whole package.
While one hand tweaked one of her diamond cutting thorns, the other slid down her toned stomach. It then curved down her hip towards her real money maker. Her tight, firm peach. While her breasts may have never fully bloomed, her ass sure did. Looking good in anything from tight jeans to a sundress, it was her pride and joy.
Throwing that onto the rest of her toned body, on top of her thick and muscular legs and her model-esque face, she was confident she could easily win the American Rose society's photo contest every year running. That is, if they accepted pictures of people named Rose instead of actual roses. Maybe if I put some real roses on my nipples they would - she was getting distracted.
She spent several minutes just touching anywhere but her flower, using the zones that Bee found in their trysts to warm up her engine. Not that it needed much warming knowing that Aster was in the closet watching her, no doubt sporting some sizable wood.
Now for the main event. Double checking to make sure the closet had a clear line of sight with her crotch, she performed a small flourish with one of her hands to draw attention to it. And then it began its slow descent. Starting from her neck, down over the small hills of her chest, across the flat planes of her stomach, her hand reached the neatly trimmed forest she christened 'Aster's garden of Eden', down towards her fruit.
Her breath caught in her throat as her finger grazed her outer petal. And stopped. She was distracted by a noise that wasn't her own or the music. A noise that she recognized instantly. Despite only hearing it only once before, she would never forget it for the rest of her life. It was a grunting sound from the man in her closet. The sound that of her beautifu- let's not get ahead of ourselves here, obviously she was the beautiful one of the pair- ok looking hunk of a brother spraying his seed, probably all over her closet door again despite the fact she left tissues in there.
The mood was gone instantly. Some women would be pissed if a man came that fast in a sexual situation. Some might be flattered that just looking at her could cause a man to cum that fast. But she was just fed up. She would be flattered if he didn't already make himself clear with his complaints. He only wants to watch instead of touching me and he can't even at the very least let me get off too?
With a frustrated sigh she just pulled up her sheets and turned over, her back to the closet and the door. If he wanted to ruin her fun then she was done playing his game. After several minutes she heard the closet gently open. Then her door unlocked, opened and closed itself.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Later she found a box of twinkies in front of her door. Her favorite snack. Or at least, it used to be her favorite when she was a kid. She couldn't keep her figure eating twinkies so she swore off their sugary goodness at the beginning of high school. He would know that if he fucking cared.
But then she sighed and all of her anger followed the breath out of her body. She couldn't be mad at Aster. At least for this, her sexual frustration was a different story. Though he got it wrong, the twinkies shows that he did fucking care. And that he was trying. Which is more than she could say for herself.
She picked the box off the ground and opened it. She took out a single packaged pastry. She opened the plastic and placed the fluffy confection into her mouth. When she took a bite and the thick cream filled her mouth, she tasted a brother's love. Something she had forgotten. In her pursuit for his body, she ignored the man he was. The person she came into this world with. And now the person she wanted to spend the rest of her life with.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Aster was enjoying another movie in the living room when Rose entered. Not wanting another fight, he sat up, giving her space to sit down on the couch.
She sat down next to him. "Thank you."
Aster couldn't look her in the eye after what happened earlier. "No - no problem." After a moment of silence, he felt her lean on him. Like the movie night, he could feel no danger from her. And truth be told, he owed her something. So he let it happen.
Eventually the leaning turned into a hug. She wrapped her arms around him, and after a moment he wrapped a single arm around her. And then she spoke. "I'm sorry." That's new.
"For what?"
"For... tempting you." Another pause.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose felt his shoulder muscles harden, as if her were about to pull away.. But then he relaxed, so she continued. "I miss you too, Aster. I miss us. I miss going on adventures together. I miss getting in trouble with mom and dad and then blaming it on you."
Aster grumbled, "I don't."
"Exactly! I miss the bickering and the fighting and the making up and-" she stopped. "I just miss us, Aster. And I want us to be able to go back to that." She felt him about to speak and pushed on. "But, we can't. I mean we can, but it can never be the same and you know it. What happened earlier today." Aster tensed again. "And what happened before with Bee. And the thing in your room afterwards. We can't pretend like that didn't happen. We can't change the past and I don't want to. I don't know what this is, Aster, but I know you feel it too. If you didn't, you wouldn't have come to my room."
"Rose-"
She squeezed him tighter. "Please. Just give this a chance. It doesn't matter what anyone else thinks. All that matters is what we have for each other." He didn't respond. He didn't have to. They were two halves of the same whole. Two peas from the same pod. Two seeds from the same flower. She could feel what he thought.
She could feel him still fighting against it. The truth of what they had. But the fight wasn't as hard as it used to be. Instead of denial, she felt indecisiveness. Hesitation. Some part of him, not so deep down, agreed with her. All it needed was a little push.
"Aster."
There was a long pause. "What?"
"Where is everyone?"
He understood what she meant. And he knew what his answer would lead to. But she felt as he convinced himself he was innocently answering a question. "The siblings are sleeping over again. Mom and dad are out having dinner with the parents of Dahlia's friends while some sitter watches them as they have a sleepover." God. Knowing how date nights end up, I really hope this isn't where I find out Mom and Dad are swingers.
"Aren't they teenagers? Why do they need a sitter?"
Aster shrugged. "You know how serious they are about 'protecting their seedlings.'" He used air quotes as he mocked their father's voice. Another silence fell over them.
"So that means we're alone? For the night?"
"... Yup." This is where Rose would have made her move, but she didn't. She was too comfortable. Everything just felt right simply hugging Aster and anything else would ruin it.
"You wanna do something? Like a movie or some games?"
"... Sure"
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
The two of them had a night like they hadn't had in about a decade. Breaking out the family board games, the somber mood evaporated as Rose's competitive nature took over. Her beratement and taunting brought out the usual annoyance in Aster. Bickering and jeering followed, and of course she gloated when she won.
Their attitudes switched when Aster won a game. Her body may have changed, but her attitude didn't. She was as much of a sore loser as she was a sore winner. Aster only laughed harder at her when she flipped the board. In her anger, she threw a few of the pieces at him, peppering him with the homemade buckshot.
To defend himself, Aster dashed over to her and restrained her wrists with his hands. Despite her best efforts, her struggles were futile in the face of his hardened muscles. Aster then remembered when they were kids and how Rose used to bully him because she was slightly bigger.
Aster easily manipulated her so that her arms were crossed across her own body, locked like in a straight jacket.
"Let go!" Her resistance had lessened to only verbal now, recognizing force would get her nowhere.
"Say sorry first."
"What?"
"Say. Sorry." He recognized when she remembered her old pastime. She would pin him down and make him agree to do things or apologize for things he didn't do just because she could. He took enjoyment at her realization that the tables had turned.
Rose huffed looking him in his eyes. "No."
Aster just smiled at his captive. "No?"
Rose really hated losing. "Fuck you."
He shrugged. "I gave you a chance." He maneuvered her arms above her head and changed to restraining her wrists with one hand.
"What are you-" She was interrupted by her own laughter as his hand began assaulting her body with tickles. Her resistance returned in the form of involuntary lurches as she howled from the onslaught. "Stop it As-ha ha ha! Stop it!"
Aster kept his voice as calm as he could despite the large grin on his face."Not until you say sorry."
"Fine! I-I-" She couldn't get out the sentence from laughing so hard. Not that it was Aster's problem. If she doesn't say it, I can't stop. Them's the rules. In one of her escape attempts she tripped over the edge of the couch and brought him along with her. She landed on her back with Aster on top of her. One leg was off the couch while the other kneeled into the cushion, between her legs. His arm still held her's above her head while the other was next to her head, holding himself up.
Aster froze on top of her, finding the situation more stimulating than he bargained for. Seeing a sexy woman- uh, his sister. Seeing his sister pinned under him, powerless in his grasp, gave him thoughts he would rather not deal with.
Time slowed as he stared at her messy hair splayed all over the couch. His eyes trailed down her body as her once baggy t-shirt was pulled tight against her as she landed on it weirdly. Her midriff was exposed to him as she didn't have the use of her arms to fix the shirt and he found himself not wanting it to be fixed. Had his hands not been occupied, he did not know what he would have done.
"...."
He snapped out of his trance as he thought he heard something. Looking back up to her face, he found himself looking at his sister's smiling face. "What?"
"I said I'm sorry."
"Oh, okay." Another few moments passed and neither of them moved and they just stared at each other. Then she flailed pathetically underneath him.
"I said it. Get off." Instantly, he let go of her and sat up, giving her her freedom once more. Part of him felt guilty for the sadness he felt having let his prize- er, sister. Having let his sister go.
Rose sat up as well and rubbed her wrists. He noticed faint red marks from where his hand was. "Sorry."
She hit his shoulder lightly, though her face showed no signs of anger. "You should be. You're lucky I won't tell dad." Aster's blood froze. A lot of the time she would fake some injury to get out of trouble herself as a child, but here she had marks to prove it.
"You won't?"
"I won't. If you do something for me."
"What do you want?" Maybe it was the conditioning of most of their recent interactions, but he expected it to be something he would want to do but refuse to do.
"Buy me a pizza. I'm hungry."
Oh. "Okay."
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
With the pizza came entertainment, in the form of another movie. While they ate and watched, they naturally returned to the position of both of them laying on the couch, her in front of Aster.
Neither of them really "watched" the movie though. Instead, they spent most of the time pointing out random things and arguing about them. Rose called an actress too fat while Aster argued she was the right amount of thicc. Aster hated an outfit that Rose thought was cute. The only thing they could agree on was that the dog in the movie was adorable.
As the movie ended, Aster could feel his eyes getting heavy, but he refused to fall asleep on the couch again, giving his parents more ammunition. Speaking of his parents, he checked his phone. Twelve thirty. God dammit my parents are swingers. Instantly repressing the conclusion, he sat up and woke his already sleeping sister.
"Get up."
She yawned. "I don't want to."
He pushed her off the couch. "Motherfucker!"
"Awake now?"
She stood up, extra cranky. "Fuck you."
Together they cleaned up their mess. As they cleaned, Aster reflected on how much fun they had. It had been a long time since they just... hung out. Not counting the last movie they watched.
He kept thinking about it as he followed Rose up the stairs, trying to not stare at her ass. And all too soon they were in front of his room. For some reason they both stopped there. Rose turned and looked at him and he simply looked at her. The fun air gained a tint of awkwardness.
Aster spoke first. "I um... I had fun tonight."
Rose met his eyes for a second before looking down at his chest, her usual bravado gone. "Me too." Another moment of silence passed, neither of them moving.
Rose spoke first this time "We should do this again. It felt like old times."
"Yeah, yeah. For sure." And then Rose started to turn to leave and something inside of Aster made him act. "You know..." She stopped and turned towards him, a look almost akin to hope in her eyes. "Old times usually ended in a sleepover."
Rose just laughed. "Well yeah, that's because we slept in the same roo-" Her eyes got wide as she realized what he was suggesting. "Oh. You sure?"
Aster rubbed the back of his neck. "I guess? Can't really call it old times if we don't do everything."
Rose smiled. "You're right. Be right back."
Aster entered his room and waited. He could almost feel himself break out into a cold sweat. What's wrong with me? It's just Rose. We used to sleep together all the time. It's fine.
Rose returned to his room having changed into sleepwear. Which was just short shorts and a shirt that obviously had nothing else under it. She also looked nervous. "I-I'm ready."
Together they climbed into Aster's bed and pulled the sheet up to their torsos. At first they were pretty far apart, several inches separating them. But at some point Aster noticed Rose inching closer and made no move to stop her. Eventually they ended up with Rose laying her head on Aster's chest while he had one arm around her. Then they tried to sleep.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
An hour later, neither of them had fallen asleep. After recognizing her parents hadn't returned yet and making a mental note of "ew," she spent the rest of the time just laying there on Aster's chest. She could hear his heart racing. It was in sync with her own restless heartbeat. It reminded her of when they were little.
Whenever one of them was scared, the other would hold them. Usually it was Aster that was the scaredy cat. Aster would place his head against her chest and focus on her heartbeat, trying to match it. By the time their heartbeats were in sync, he would be calm. Unlike the past though, where one heart rate was lower, both were high and showed no signs of slowing.



Rose tried to be good. She really did. She focused all night on having fun with Aster. Real fun, not the fun she's been offering to him the past few weeks. But in this moment, she forgot herself and the world outside of that bed as she looked down and saw what was clearly a tent in the sheets.
"Aster?"
He turned his head slightly. "Hm?"
"You have a..."
He recognized his condition and started to move. "Sorry." Rose put a hand on his chest to stop him.
"It's fine. It happens." Another few minutes passed. Their heart rates had only sped up at the recognition of the boner and it showed no signs of going away.
Against her better judgment, Rose ventured, "Do you want help with it?"
"What?"
She backpedaled. Only slightly. "You know... I heard it's easier to sleep after you... you know... I could help you take care of it." She inched her hand slightly down, stopping at his stomach. Feeling his hesitation she quickly added. "Like a massage."
He didn't respond for a long time. She inched her hand down further and he didn't react. She realized that his silence was acceptance of her offer.
Not fueled by the usual lust that drove her to "tempt" him, she moved her hand down slowly under the sheets, her eyes locked on his trunk.
Without the burning fire just below her gut, she was left with simple curiosity and a want to help out her twin. This is to help him sleep. We're both a little wound up at the moment and need to relax.
Her hand reached his boxers. The fabric was stretched taut at the strain he put on them. It must hurt being so constrained. She fumbled for a bit but eventually found the split in the crotch. She reached in and pulled it through the gap, freeing it from it's cage. I wish I could see it. Her brain did not have to think long for an excuse.
She took her hand off of her brother and felt him react, but not verbally. She quickly took the sheet covering them and flung it to the side, exposing most of their bodies to the air in the room.
Feeling the question in her twin sense, she answered, "Wouldn't want to dirty the sheet with the... aftermath." Aster just grunted an affirmation. Though she could see the vague movement in the dark, Rose was disappointed she would still have to rely mostly on touch in the dark.
Her hand returned to his stem and she heard him gasp. As her fingers folded around him, she was reminded just how hard it was. She could feel his heartbeat through it. She glided her fingers up and down in a single, slow pump. Against her, Aster trembled and the arm around her gripped her tighter.
Her first time dealing with a stamen, she handled it with care. After every few pumps, she tightened her grip only slightly. She felt connected to it. Her own heart rate increased to match its pulsing. Every time it jumped and throbbed in her hand, she felt a twitch in her ovule.
The one thing that surprised her was just how wet it was. Whenever she thought about how sex with a guy would work, she thought about the woman being the one to get wet and the only moisture provided by the man came from his seed. But she was wrong. Since she began massaging it, there had been a nonstop stream of his sap coming from the tip. Her hand had already spread it around but it still seemed to have an endless supply as it steadily dripped from the tip.
Despite only having been at it for about three minutes, she could feel it grow harder in her hand still. The throbbing became more frequent and more forceful. But she could feel Aster resisting still.
In response to his resistance, she simply sped it up, moving from her slow pace to a moderate one. This added an auditory cue now, the sound of her hands gliding along the slick sap coating them.
She hesitated to speak, not wanting to scare him away like she had before with her aggressive advances, but she couldn't help it. "Are you about to...?" She looked up towards his face.
Aster's voice sounded strained as he responded. "Yeah."
Rose curled tighter against him. She laid her ear back to his chest as she looked down toward her hand and his crotch, hoping that maybe she would see something happen in the dark. "Okay."
The first sign of his peak wasn't the hardening of his stem. It wasn't the grunt he made or even the feeling of his seed. The first sign came from his arm that held her against him. It caused her to gasp softly when it suddenly tightened, now pinning her against him possessively instead of simply holding her. She felt his fingers dig into her hip as he gripped her. And then it started.
Aster seemed to keep perfectly still everywhere but where her hand touched. Even in the dark she could tell that this wasn't the same explosion she had witnessed when he had stolen her thong. Her hand felt his seed come out in a steady stream. Each pulse of his mighty trunk sent more and more of it dripping down its length and onto her hand.
It felt so hot. Even hotter than the thing she currently gripped and slowly pumped. It felt as if it were lightly scalding her skin as more and more of it cascaded down.
To Rose, the moments felt like an eternity. But even then, it ended all too soon. The stream stopped and Aster's grip relaxed. All she had to remember from the experience was the now cooling cum on her hand and the dull ache of where his fingers dug into her. He released a breath that she hadn't realized he was holding.
She then ventured, "Did... did it feel good?"
He hesitated before releasing another sigh. "It felt great." Now you see how good we can be together.
She released his wilting cock and brought her hand up to her face. In the dark she could faintly see the milky coloring of the substance. Once again she experienced its smell. It wasn't exactly pungent, instead more of just... intensely fragrant.
As soon as she had the thought, the tiniest part in the back of her mind spoke up. The part she had long suppressed that told her how wrong this entire situation was. It thought of the white sap on her hand as the sap from the manchineel. It was toxic and wrong and she shouldn't do it. But the rest of her couldn't resist as she brought her hand closer and tasted the thick cream her brother had made for her.
Once again she was filled with love and a warmth that couldn't be explained. It was then that she noticed movement when Aster produced a hand towel for her. "Here. For your hand."
"Oh. Thanks."
After cleaning off her hand, they returned to their cuddle as if nothing happened. Aster felt much more relaxed after the massage, but it felt as if all that tension had transferred over to her.
Five minutes of silence followed before she spoke. "Hey Aster."
"Yeah?"
"I think... I might need a massage too."
"Oh." Not a denial.
She started to move and Aster passively followed suit. After the shuffling it ended with both of them on their sides facing each other. Again, one strong arm was around her back, keeping them together as now she placed both her hands on his large chest. She grabbed Aster's forearm and slowly guided it between her legs. Her shorts made it very easy to simply slide the fabric to the side as she pushed his hand against her petals.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Although his penis had deflated somewhat, the post orgasm glow hadn't taken away his internal tension. Many fibers of his being told him this was wrong, but he had to. She helped me, I'm just helping her out in kind. This is just a massage to help her sleep. Nothing weird about that.
He allowed her to guide his hand to her flower. Though he couldn't see it, he could feel it before he touched it. It radiated so much heat that he was surprised it didn't burn him when his fingers finally met it.
He was surprised by how wet it was. Much like the morning dew, her nectar covered the entirety of her petals. He felt her back flex when he touched her and subconsciously he held her tighter to still her.
To be completely honest, despite his many rendezvous with girls from school, Aster was fairly inexperienced with giving pleasure. Most of the time it was a blowjob or just straight to fucking. Even in the foreplay stage he never evolved past the clumsy fingering as he groped a breast or ass cheek. No one had ever complained, so he thought he did a well enough job. But something inside of him wanted Rose to enjoy this as much as possible and he knew that he could not do that on his own.
He used only his index and middle finger as he slid his fingers across her petals, trying to trace the patterns he saw Bee do that one night. It seemed to be working well enough. Rose trembled against him and he could feel her rapid and shallow breaths against his neck.
After a few moments of this, he recognized movements as Rose lightly thrusted against his arm.
"Am I doing it right?"
Her voice came out breathy and her voice wavered a bit. "Y-es. It feels great." He continued doing patterns for a while before he remembered the most important part for any woman's pleasure. His fingers traveled up until it reached her stiff bud. He only lightly circled it, but the effects were immediate. Rose clutched his shirt tighter and whimpered against him. Her light thrusts grew more desperate.
After a while, she reached down and brought his fingers down to the opening of her style. She pressed his fingers against the opening and he felt her muscles flexing, trying to pull him in. He remembered what she told Bee. Nothing had ever been inside of her before and it sent a shock of excitement through his body. But he couldn't. He moved his fingers back up to her bud. She whimpered a complaint but he stood firm.
"This is just a massage." Inserting himself inside of her would only break that very thin illusion.
He tested out differing patterns on her nub to finish quickly but at a certain point he didn't need to do anything. Her arms gripped his forearm hard as she frantically thrusted against his fingers. All he had to do was keep his arm still.
Then something else started that he had to ignore to keep up the massage facade. At first it was just her breath, but then he felt her lips on his neck. As she pushed herself towards orgasm, she laid kiss upon kiss his neck. Some part of him couldn't deny that this was no longer a massage, but he could justify it in other ways.
She's just masturbating. It's normal for young people to do so. I'm just sitting here and she's masturbating. I'm not doing anything to her, this is all on her. He kept repeating that 'fact' as he laid as still as possible.
And then she came. She clutched his arm hard as she shook next to him on the bed. His fingers on her petals could feel them almost vibrating as her orgasm toor through her. He tried to pretend it wasn't one of the hottest moments of his life.
When she came down, she relaxed against him and released his arm, but she stayed in the same spot. She whispered, "Thank you."
"... No problem."
Rose then softly pushed him until he was once again on his back and replaced her head onto his chest. Once comfortable she pulled the sheets over their bodies and they fell asleep in each other's arms.
But before that, seemingly in the hazy state between wakefulness and sleep, he heard Rose whisper, " I lilac you, Aster." He remembered the phrase well. When they were children they once heard their father say it to Petunia on their anniversary. That sparked several months of the twins saying it to each other to express their love, one of them saying it randomly just to see the other smile.
Aster was too tired, too relaxed to process the full meaning behind the words in their current situation. He simply responded with almost muscle memory as he held her a little tighter. "I lilac you more."
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Aster woke to a pressure on his chest. A different one from Rose's head, which was still there. And this pressure was moving. Opening his eyes, he found himself under a pile of his siblings. Rose was as he left her, sleeping against his side, but on top of them both was Dahlia, holding the youngest (so far) Tulip. Around her all the younger ones scrambled for positions atop their eldest siblings, pushing and shoving each other for the best spots.
Aster turned his head to find that Rose was still sound asleep, not once acknowledging the shuffling mass of family on them. Was she always this deep of a sleeper? Aster shook off the last of his post wake up haze. Now was not the time for that.
"Dahlia, what are you doing? Get off."
Dahlia just huffed like the moody thirteen year old she was, clearly not as excited as the others to be sitting atop the twins. She adjusted Tulip in her arms as she said, "Don't blame me, blame them."
It was then that aster noticed there were two more people in the room, looming over the bed instead of joining their progeny. Gardener was assisting in positioning the younger ones while Petunia held up a camera. Should have known it was them.
Aster tried to sit up but was held down by his father's firm hand on his shoulder. "Keep still Aster."
"What are you doing?" And more importantly why are you doing this?
"We haven't had a nice family meal in awhile, with all of the sleepovers and such. And while your mother and I appreciated the time to ourselves to rediscover our love for one another," Aster heard Dahlia audibly make the gag he felt in his soul, and the love for other couples apparently. "We missed our little seedlings." Gardener spoke as if this explained everything, speaking offhandedly as he removed a toddler from Rose's face. Seriously, how is she not awake right now?
"That doesn't expla-"
Petunia interrupted him. She sounded excited. "We noticed that everyone would be home today so we wanted to have a nice family lunch. When we came to collect the two of you we found you two cuddled together like the good old days again! We couldn't resist! Shame everyone wasn't here when we found you on the couch, but this will make up for it."
"Mom-"
"Hush, Aster. And sit still. Alright, Dahlia, lay down on Aster like Rose, but make sure not to jostle Tulip too much." With another sigh, Dahlia followed directions and soon he had a sister on both arms and several others on his stomach/chest, all laying atop him. "Now Aster, put your arm around Dahlia like you have with Rose."
Submitting to his fate, Aster wormed his arm from beneath the mass and did as he was told. He noticed that Dahlia flinched and tried to shy away from his touch, sucking her teeth at the attempt. He could feel the animosity and annoyance radiating off her. It's not my fault this is happening. Little shit. Just to rub it in, he made sure to get a nice grip on her, really pulling her close as if for a hug.
"Say leaves!" Petunia snapped a picture of all of her little saplings in the same pot. And then she snapped another. And then five more. Each picture rearranging the order of the children on top of Aster. All the while, Rose slept soundly.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
After the photoshoot, Aster was ordered to stay in bed until Rose woke up, after which they would both come down for group lunch. When she eventually did wake up, he told her about what transpired and she grew angry with him. Despite her being the last one in the room, it was somehow his fault for not locking the door.
After the lunch, the Bouquets had a family day, gathering in the living room to watch movies and play games, most of which involved plant-based trivia. It was a decently fun time.
That night everyone slept in their separate rooms. Aster didn't realize the bed he had been sleeping in for years could feel so lonely.
The next day however, everything went back to the normal summer routine. The kids had daily sleepovers and the parents had many more date nights. The twins settled into a routine. Some days they would go and hang out with their respective friends and others they would spend lazing around with each other. But no matter what they did during the day, at night they would retire to one of their rooms to sleep. After giving each other massages to promote better sleep, of course.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Around two weeks later, Rose was out and about with Bee. Of course she was, they were best friends and it was Bee's birthday. They were at the mall and Rose was attempting to buy Bee's happiness by getting her whatever she wanted.
They sat at the food court side by side, Beatrice picking at some Chinese food while Rose tried to calm her.
"It's just not fair. My birthday is today. Why are my parents making me wait until the weekend? And why are you the only person willing to hang out with me on my birthday? "
Rose reached over and rubbed her back. "You know why. It's easier for everyone if you throw the party on Saturday. It gives your parents time to set it up as well as get out of our way. And everyone else is busy today with other family stuff. It's not their fault."
Bee went from outrage to pouting. "You're here."
"That's right. I am here. And everyone else would be too if they were in my shoes. I'm just lucky enough that my parents don't understand the meaning of contraception. It's easy to get out of family stuff when you have several little siblings that need their attention more." She picked up the fork and stabbed a piece of sesame chicken. "Now eat this and calm down." She held the fork to her pouting friend's face.
Bee tried one last look of frustration at Rose but when she didn't budge Bee opened her mouth and accepted the chicken. Rose rubbed the top of Bee's head. "Good girl."
She picked another piece of chicken and put the fork slightly farther from Bee's mouth. When she stretched her neck out to get it, Rose quickly replaced the fork with her own face, kissing her friend deeply. While Bee was caught by surprise, Rose snuck her free hand under the table, rubbing her naked thigh before starting to go up and under her skirt.
After the initial shock, Bee pushed Rose's hand away and moved her head back, looking around nervously. "Rose! We're in public."
Rose was unperturbed. "And? You're having an understandably bad day and I know what always makes you feel better. Think of it as another birthday present." She let her predatory smile appear on her face and she leaned back in.
This time Bee had to place her hands on Rose's shoulders to physically keep her away. "People are watching us Rose!" Something clicked into place in Rose's brain. People are watching. But not the correct ones.
Rose easily pushed her way past Bee's defenses but stopped just short of finishing off her prey. She whispered in Bee's ear. "You're right. These aren't the right eyes for your body. There are few people worthy of seeing you shaking in delight." She loved how she could feel Beatrice shiver against her. "Let's go to my place, hm?"
Bee's voice was quiet, her eyes focused on the few people blatantly staring at them and their extremely public display of affection. Inside though, she was ashamed to discover how much she liked them looking. "...Okay."
Rose quickly gathered her share of the bags and led the way to the parking lot. As they walked, she sent out a single text to her favorite brother. "I'll be home in twenty minutes."
She got back an immediate, "OK and?" She rolled her eyes. He really is stupid.
"With Beatrice."
There was a moment's pause before he sent back, "OK."
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
As he closed the door to Rose's closet Aster was ashamed to say that this felt right. At least more right than everything else. Or maybe the other stuff was right? He couldn't make up his mind.



He and Rose were on much friendlier terms nowadays. He could hold actual conversations with her and not feel like he was forcing her into something she didn't want to do. They hung out more and behaved as siblings should, such getting on each other's nerves with minor inconveniences. Aster had finally got what he wanted. What happened at night though was a completely separate issue.
First and foremost, Aster actually did sleep better because of their sleepovers for a multitude of reasons. Because of the... peculiar habit he picked up, Aster's initial longing for his sister had turned into an intense curiosity. He caught himself idly wondering what she was doing fairly often. After their incident, he stopped going to her room. He would lay awake at night wondering what she was doing. Now though, he wouldn't have to wonder. He knew where she was and what she was doing. She was in bed, sleeping next to him.
What they did in the bed was another reason. He really did feel more relaxed after Rose's ... 'massages.' Throughout the day, despite how natural they felt now, their interactions built some sort of tension within him. Even if they were both out, some part of his mind would anticipate their nightly activity and passively build that tension. As relaxing and comfortable it was to sleep next to his twin after the massages, before them was insanely stressful.
When they met up and entered one of their rooms, from the second the door locked to the moment Aster "relaxed" in her hand, the air was so thick with tension he could barely breathe. Her warmth against him made him tense harder instead of relax, her sweet scent flooded his nostrils, and her breath tingled his skin. And he was sure she felt the same way until she "relaxed" against him.
He couldn't decide how he felt about the massages. They were obviously problematic... right? They had to be. But they felt so good. Her hands were surprisingly soft and tender for an athlete and they felt heavenly while she massaged him. Even when she massaged herself with his hands, the feeling of her trembling against her, her muscles spasming to release all the built up energy, felt good. He was happy he could make her feel like that. But just because one can do something doesn't mean they should. So he was happy for the return to "normalcy." He as the passive observer and her as the willing subject to be observed. It made things less complicated.
His inner contemplation was thankfully ended when he heard the sound of the front door open and close before two sets of feet ran up the stairs. The door to the room basically blew off the hinges with how hard it was pushed in. Aster was surprised to see the enthusiasm came from Beatrice and not his sister. The cheerleader dragged his sister into the room and shut the door, barely taking enough time to lock it before pushing Rose down and pouncing on her.
True to her namesake, Bee was all over Rose. She straddled Rose, kissing her face and neck while simultaneously undoing both of their belts. Aster was surprised his sister was just letting it happen, but between the kisses Aster could see she was just as surprised as he was.
Soon enough though, Rose took control. She effortlessly flipped them over and used her arms to pin Bee's to the bed. After several moments of struggling, Bee relented and relaxed onto the bed.
Rose's voice had the confidence Aster remembered from last time, as if the entire first part of their encounter had not happened and she was always in charge. "You done?"
Bee just whined up at her, clearly annoyed at the situation. "It's my birthday! Let me-" Rose silenced her with a finger. Aster noticed that despite one of her arms now being free, Bee made no move to take back control. She's really obedient. After Bee stopped talking, Rose trailed the finger down her face until her hand was cupping a cheek. She traced Bee's lips with her thumb before inserting it. Bee let out a moan before eagerly sucking on the digit.
Rose continued, "Exactly, Honeybee. It's your birthday which means you get to sit back and relax. I'll do alllll the work today. Understood?"
Bee nodded and Rose gave her a kiss on the forehead. "Good." Like the good honeybee she was, Bee kept still as Rose climbed off of her. Rose quickly undressed as Bee laid on the bed.
Once again Aster saw his sister naked and he was reminded how beautiful she was. Without the pressure of her being naked and interacting with him directly, he was free to take in all of her charms anew. He noticed that compared to last time he had seen her and Beatrice together she may have had a smidgen more fat on her body. It made sense, even with her diet, which he may have helped destroy with his apology gift, she hadn't gone to practice since before the last game. Even her runs would have trouble keeping up with the sheer amount of calories she consumed on a daily basis. Not that it was like she was getting fat, he could just tell her abs lost a bit of their definition and her middle looked "fuller." He very much preferred his women with a bit of meat on them. Not that he would ever consider Rose to be his woman, of course.
Once she was finished, Rose went back to the foot of the bed. After finishing to undo Beatrice's pants, she had her lift up her hips as Rose none too lightly pulled down her jeans and panties at the same time. She repeated the same with Bee's top, tearing it and her bra off of her body.
Aster was once again blessed with the sight that plagued his dreams. Beatrice laying on the bed, limp and powerless as Rose towered above her, every bit of her radiating a predatory aggression as if she were a fierce lioness about to dig into a fresh kill. Or more appropriately, Bee was a helpless insect caught in Rose's trap, waiting to be eaten by her flora captor.
For a split second, Aster's point of view changed. He imagined himself to be where Bee was. Seeing his sister above him, ready to- No! Not Okay. I'm just watching two hot girls fuck. The same thing as watching porn... just this one has my sister in it.
Rose once again saved Aster from the horrors of self reflection as she made her move. Her entire body moved downward until both of their fronts were meshed together into a glorious mixture of woman flesh. Rose was much gentler than last time as she sensually made out with Bee for several minutes. Her hands roamed over Bee's body, showing it care and tenderness. Whenever Bee moved her own arms though, Rose made sure to forcefully pin them back down to the bed before releasing them, reminding Beatrice that she was to do nothing but experience everything that was happening. Aster was so entranced by the two of them that despite being trunk hard in his pants, he could do nothing but watch the display of affection.
Bee was bold enough to remove her mouth from Rose's, which began to attack her neck instantly, and whisper, "Please." For all the love Rose had shown Bee's body, her hands never reached between her legs.
"Is that what the birthday girl wants? For me to touch her?"
"Yes."
"Then so be it. It is your special day after all, Queen Bee." Rose shifted to the side so that she was still flush against Beatrice but now on her side. The arm she laid on reached underneath Bee and held her close as Rose resumed the make out session, while the outside arm started to slide down Bee's midsection.
When Rose's hand reached its target, it quickly got down to business. Two of the fingers quickly sunk into Bee's honeypot while the thumb played with her clit. Bee immediately moaned into the kiss but that only made Rose go that much harder.
Aster was hit with mixed emotions. On the obvious hand, it was very hot to see two beautiful flowers blossoming in the throes of passion. But on the other hand he couldn't help but feel a wave of jealousy. Seeing Rose in that position, up against Bee and reaching her hand down, reminded him of their nightly massages. Unlike the first time he watched them together, he knew just how good Rose's hand felt. How great it felt to feel her against him and kissing his own neck. And seeing her doing it with someone else bothered him.
Aster heard Rose whisper something. He couldn't understand her words at first, but he recognized the cadence after a few seconds. She was singing a song to her queen bee. "... happy birthday, dear Beatrice. Happy birthday to you." Rose gave her a quick kiss on the forehead. She started to sing the 'how old are you now?' part but was interrupted by the birthday girl herself.
Apparently the foreplay got Bee closer to the edge than either twin thought. Suddenly she cried out and trembled against his sister. Rose's reaction to the surprise made Aster even harder.
A split second after the orgasm began, Rose started sending purposely mixed signals. The arm cradling Bee pulled her in tighter as Rose pushed their foreheads together. Looking into each other's eyes, Rose started to shush Beatrice as if she were calming down a distraught friend. On the other hand, literally, Rose's finger moved all the faster to heighten Bee's peak. He watched as she was sent to new heights as she tried to comply with the shushing but ultimately failed in her attempts to keep quiet.
After the orgasm, Rose slowly pulled her fingers out of Bee and brought them up to their faces. Without needing to be prompted, Bee took them into her mouth and cleaned them before Rose replaced the fingers with her own mouth, resuming their sensual make out session.
After another minute or so Bee pulled away slightly and sighed. "Thank you, Rose. I needed this."
"Don't thank me yet. I'm nowhere near done with you. I haven't even given you your other present yet."
At that, Bee got excited. "Present? Is it a toy?" Aster must admit he was also curious about what the present would be.
Rose let out a laugh, a sound Aster loved to hear. "You could call it that. In fact I'm sure it would be quite pleased to hear you call it that." Hear? Rose separated from her lover and stood. "Let me go get it. It's in the closet."
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
As Rose approached the closet, she felt a rush. She was reasonably comfortable; she knew how Beatrice would react. She knew just how soggy in the pants her brother got her. But the real excitement was seeing how her dear brother would react to the situation.
Without any fanfare she walked straight up to the closet and opened it. Her first thought was slight disappointment in that she hadn't caught him with his pants down. But the look in his eyes more than made up for it. She saw fear, confusion and excitement all packaged into a single, wide eyed stare.
She turned to her more than a friend, less than a girlfriend on the bed and struck a pose, splaying out her hands towards Aster in a 'ta-daa' motion. The reaction Bee gave was equally as priceless.
Bee stared at Aster in confusion before several thoughts clearly passed though her head in quick succession. Aster was there. The same Aster she had a huge crush on. And he just came out of the closet... (Rose watched her eyes travel downward) with a massive boner. Wait. She was naked. (Bee tried to cover herself with her hands.) Wait, he was in the closet the whole time. He saw them. He saw what Rose had done to her. He saw her cum. Beatrice's eyes snapped to Rose in horror.
Rose decided to step in at that moment. With a quick check to make sure Aster was still frozen and wouldn't do something silly like run away, she joined Beatrice on the bed once more. She was met with angry whispers.
"Rose! What is he doing here? Why was he in the clos-" Rose silenced her with a kiss. For half a second she felt Bee relax against her before tensing back up and pulling away, her head at least. She seemed to ignore Rose wrapping her in a languid embrace.
"Relax Bee. Everything's fine." As she spoke, she calmly maneuvered herself around Beatrice. Her embrace turned to holding Bee from behind, her lover sitting between her legs.
Bee continued trying to cover herself. "E-Everything is not fine, he was in the closet, he-he saw us-" Rose shushed her.
"And so what if he saw us? Hasn't this always been your dream? To have both of us at once?" Rose reveled in the shiver that she could feel travel down Bee's spine. With all their time together, she knew how greasy the thought of Aster got her honeycomb.
"I never said that!"
"You didn't need to. I saw how you look at my brother. And I already know how you feel about me, it wasn't hard to put two and two together. And besides," Rose sprung her trap. With one arm, she hugged Bee tight to restrain her arms. And then she used her legs to each curl around Bee's own. It took a bit of effort as Beatrice wasn't a pushover in the lower body department, but slowly but surely Rose was able to pry Bee's legs open with her own until they were spread before Aster. She put her mouth close to Bee's ear while her free hand slipped down her body. She used two fingers to spread her lower lips. They stayed connected by strands of Bee's honey, so much so that Rose almost got jealous. "Even if you deny it, your body is honest, queen bee. Just look at how sticky my brother makes your hive."
"Rose, please." Bee struggled in vain to cover herself.
"Shhhhh. Shhh it's okay. You're beautiful Beatrice. You have nothing to be ashamed of." while she spoke, her free hand trailed small circles around the entrance to her vagina. Bee seized up at the threatened pleasure. "Isn't that right Aster? Don't you think the birthday girl is beautiful?"
Being addressed got his attention. "Hm? Oh! Yeah. yeah, definitely. You're great Beatrice." Real smooth, Aster. Rose could feel Bee's body heat up at the compliment.
"Birthday girl." Rose corrected.
"Right. Birthday girl."
"Now, Aster." His eyes pried themselves away from Bee's body to look at hers. "Don't you want to show the birthday girl a good time on her special day?"
There was a moment of hesitation. A fleeting hint of defiance in his eyes before he gave in. "Yeah... Yeah. I do." He began to start taking off his shirt.
"Ah!" Rose's interjection stopped his movements. "You didn't get permission yet. Consent is important Aster. Come over here and ask Bee properly." Aster stopped for a moment. Then he awkwardly shuffled towards the bed. When he stopped at the foot, he felt Bee's pulse quicken and her breaths come faster. "Closer." He put one knee on the bed. This innocent shit was too slow for Rose's liking. She liked to toy with people, but get on with it already. "Jesus Christ, just come here Aster!"
Rose was pleased at how he followed her order immediately. Gonna log that for later. He crawled onto the bed until his form hovered above her own, with Bee's restrained body between them. Some part of her faintly worried for Beatrice as it felt like she had stopped breathing altogether while her pulse skyrocketed. Though she didn't fare much better. Part of her wished Bee was out of the equation altogether; it was just the two of them. Aster stopped with his face about a foot or so from Rose's, meaning he was only a couple of inches at best from Bee's. "Now ask her properly if she would like you to show her a good time."
He barely got time to even speak. "Do you-"
"Yes!" Bee tensed hard as the response burst from her. Rose had very little personal experience fearing rejection from her crush, because who in their right mind would reject her, but she respected her friend for finally getting it out. She kissed the side of Bee's head.
"You finally said it Bee! Good for you." She shifted attention to her brother. "Aster, you may begin." Aster nodded to her and held a look with Bee for a long moment. And then he went in to kiss her and she felt Bee's body prepare to receive it.
Jealousy exploded from within. She was more than ready to share her friend with her brother, but right now it felt more like she was the third wheel, instead of Bee. Her fingering hand quickly came up and pressed into his forehead, stopping him centimeters before they kissed.
"Don't be so impatiens. You can't just kiss the queen bee straight off the bat. You have to prove your loyalty and how much you worship her." She sighed at her brother's confused look. Why do I love this idiot? "There's another set of lips you have to kiss first. Isn't that right queenie?"
"Yes-yes, that's right." Bee's excitement was obvious behind her poor façade of confidence and control. She was just eager to have her dream boy eat her out.
Aster got the message that time and backed up on the bed until he was face to face with their crotches. As he moved down, Bee's hips subtly rose to meet him in anticipation. Not wanting to grant her prisoner any more freedom than she deemed necessary, Rose readjusted herself to match her. That meant getting more under her until Rose was essentially pseudo-sitting in her lap instead of sitting in front of her. "Aren't you a lucky little honey bee? Two whole bouquets all to yourself."
When Aster reached his goal, he stopped and just stared. Rose forgot all about the previous jealousy as she recognized what he was staring at. While she restrained Bee's hips from lifting anymore, she felt heat on her own petals. Aster was staring at her, not Bee. "What are you waiting for Aster? Chive right in." As he lowered his head, there was a hope that she would feel his mouth on her, instead of her friend.
She did not get her wish. But she did get to feel Bee's reaction to it so she got some sort of second hand feeling. Bee seemed to be enjoying herself well enough, as she trembled against Rose and let out the most wonderful noises as she leaned her head back and closed her eyes.
Not wanting to be left out of the fun, Rose snaked her free hand up to Bee's breast, making sure to trail her fingers all the way up. She began groping and kissing Bee's neck while her brother worked.
Though Rose could tell he wasn't doing the best job. I'll have to correct that when it's my turn. Being the leading expert of all things Bee, Rose could feel the frustration. What was first pleasure had plateaued into torture. It was time for her to step in.
Keeping up her groping and kissing, Rose took her restraining arm off of Bee. The only acknowledgment of this action was Bee placing her hands on either side of them on the bed, giving her further stability to lean harder into Rose. With her new free hand, Rose reached down Bee's body.
Once down there, she flicked Aster on the forehead, pausing his mouth. At the lack of stimulation, Bee whined and went to look down but Rose took her groping hand and cupped Bee's chin, keeping her head raised and shushing her again. Bee obeyed.
Rose then ventured her eyes downward and was met with an annoyed look from her brother that read 'What?' She met him with one of her own and moved her hand again. With another flick for good measure, she grabbed his face and angled it downward until he was again face to face with Bee's honeypot. She then took her finger and pointed at Bee's clit. Well, less pointed and more flicked it several times to draw his attention to her reactions. She saw a look of recognition on his face and he went back in, this time focusing his efforts on the nub.
The effects were immediate and once again made Rose jealous in both ways at once. Not only did Bee get to have Aster eat her out, Rose could tell she was on the brink of orgasm after Aster's... mediocre performance. I have to work hard to get her to cum this fast.
Bee didn't know what to do with herself as she approached the edge. Her hands left the bed, leaving all of her weight for Rose to hold up and giving her core a workout. Bee's hands instead gripped Rose's thighs, adjusting themselves over and over again as they scrambled for some sort of solid grip. I know what you want. She took her hands and grabbed Bee's wrists. Guiding them down, she placed Bee's hands atop Aster's head.



Still, Bee did not do what Rose knew she wanted to do. You worry too much, Aster is a pushover. Placing her hands over Bee's, she gently bent her fingers until Beatrice had a good grip on Aster's hair. For her own benefit she allowed her own fingers to slip between Bee's, simultaneously holding Bee's hand (from the back) and gripping Aster's hair herself.
This allowed her to play into the fantasy. Matching her hip gyrations with Bee's from behind, she could fully imagine that it was she who was being eaten out. Then Bee locked up, her breath caught in her throat, and her eyes went wide. Another pang of jealousy she had to push past.
It was going to be a big one. "Get ready to get watered, Aster."
Like the idiot he was, he actually stopped to respond. "Wha-" mid question his face was splashed with Bee's juices as she came. Having to pick up the slack for her brother, Rose moved a hand to rub Bee's clit.
The orgasm ended a bit prematurely because of the early pause in pleasure, but the way Bee relaxed against her signaled that she didn't seem to care much. With one last look at Aster's soaked and surprised face, Rose finally gave her abs a break by leaning back, allowing Bee to lay atop her as they both came down from the rush of the past few minutes.
After a few minutes, and the pain in her abs dissipated, Rose was the first to move. Bee may have been content, but she wasn't. She pushed Bee off of her onto the bed and used her legs to lightly kick/push Aster off the bed until he stood at the foot of it, confused and annoyed at her. Bee just laid where she fell and Rose decided she needed some extra motivation.
She leaned over and whispered into her ear "Why are you relaxing now? Don't you want to unwrap your present?" Immediately Bee returned to life, the air around her buzzing with sexual excitement as she hopped out of bed.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Aster was at a loss for what to do. This was the first sexual situation where he wasn't in control and he was discovering that he sort of liked having a woman tell him what to do. Even if the one telling him was his sister. When Rose whispered something to Bee, she shot off the bed towards him.
Without a word to him she began ripping off his clothes. She managed to get his shirt off before she was overwhelmed by her excitement. After baring his chest, Bee spent at least two full minutes just rubbing and examining it with hungry eyes. She pressed into different spots as if testing if the firmness was uniform. She placed a hand on his flat stomach and just held it there. Then she started tweaking his nipples just because she could. Aster looked over to Rose, and tried his best to keep his eyes on hers, and gave a questioning look. The look she sent back was that he better play along or else.
Eventually Bee's eyes looked down and noticed the tent in his pants. She grabbed at his belt, taking several more seconds than needed because her hands fumbled in their excitement. In short order, he stood naked before her. Her eyes were glued to his trunk.
She reached out a hand to touch it before remembering it was attached to another person. She quickly looked up at him for permission and he nodded. He tried not to wince as she gripped it a bit too forcefully in her excitement but quickly she adjusted to short quick pumps, as if she were afraid it/he would go away if she didn't act fast. Aster just stood there and tried not to react to how good it felt.
Something hit Bee on the back of the head as Rose called out, "Wouldn't you rather be doing something else with your toy?" The two of them looked at the ground and found that Rose had thrown a condom at Bee. Bee quickly picked it up and tore the packaging with her teeth. After situating it correctly, she unceremoniously pulled it over his stem, like a latex cuticle.
Aster found himself being pulled forward as the smaller woman dragged him towards the bed. Then she fell backwards, pulling him on top. There was a moment where he looked down at her. She was hot of course. She wouldn't be a cheerleader otherwise. But there, beneath him she seemed so cute. So vulnerable. He's had a few romps in his day but this is the first woman who, when he looked into her eyes, wanted him and not just sex with him. Well, the first woman not related to me. The usual pattern was him in control with the woman enjoying themselves with full confidence, yet Beatrice acted with two separate feelings. Her excitement at finally getting to be with him, and her nervousness and reluctance to truly let loose for fear of messing it up. It made him want to reassure her.
Aster leaned down to kiss Beatrice. Their lips were a mere inch away when he felt himself pulled off of her from behind. "Ah, ah, ah. It's her birthday, so she gets to be on top."
Rose took her grip on Aster and forced him to lay down on his back, then she pulled Bee off from the bed.
He heard her whisper, "I've never been on top before!"
"There's a first time for everything. I'll teach you."
"You've never even been with a boy before!"
Rose wrapped herself around Bee again, taking two full handfuls of her ass while they were face to face. Rose's voice held a low warning. "Just because today is your special day doesn't mean you are free from punishment for your actions later."
"I'm so-" Rose kissed her while kneading her ass.
"I'll forgive you this time. Next time I'll make you make so much honey you could fill a jar with it." Aster couldn't tell if the shiver was from fear or excitement. "Now, let me teach you how to fuck my brother."
Aster laid still as they both climbed on the bed. Rose seemed to have decided they would go cowgirl style and she settled Bee over his lap. The interesting bit was that Rose pushed up against her back so that she was settled on his thighs. The contact of two women on his skin made him even more turgid.
He watched as one of Rose's hands snuck around and grabbed his trunk. Bee looked down and gasped at the contact. "Rose!"
"What? I'm getting him lined up for you." The casualness of her tone made Bee rethink what her problem was with the act in the first place.
"Okay."
Aster watched as Bee rose up and Rose positioned his stump in the right place. And then Bee began to sink down onto him. She was definitely tighter than some of the other girls he'd been with. And her reactions felt more... real. Some girls moaned and shrieked instantly, but Bee was more quiet, taking her time to adjust to him and genuinely seeming to be happy that they were cross pollinating.
She slowly sank her way to the bottom and then sat fully in his lap for a couple of seconds. They made eye contact and sustained it for a few seconds before Bee rose up. Rose had taken a solid grip and lifted Bee up, only to guide her back down. "Come on queenie. I got you this toy, now use it."
The next couple of minutes were filled with moans and soft slaps of skin on skin as Bee rode Aster's branch. Though he didn't know if he could call it riding. His sister, as usual, ran the show. She controlled Bee's movements with her hands. It almost felt like this was another one of their 'massages' with extra steps. That Bee was just a tool to help him relax.
That was his visual, his tactile feeling was one of immense pleasure he had to resist succumbing to. Bee's hive was just as sticky and hot as he had heard. It's walls clung to his mighty stamen, trying to extract his pollen to produce more of her sweet honey. He was having a hard time staying strong.
Eventually though, there was a change in the actions. Of her own accord, Bee bent over Aster, her hair falling down around his face. Her breaths became shallower as her pace quickened. The soft slaps became full on claps of flesh as she rode him as if her life depended on it.
Time seemed to slow for Aster. To steady herself, Bee placed her hands on his chest. To help her balance, he placed his hands on her hips to guide her up and down. They stared into each other's eyes for a few moments that seemed to last forever. For those few seconds, it was just him and her. A flower giving up his pollen to a pollinator, as nature intended. As they got more into their own little world, Aster could swear her beautiful face was getting closer to his.
And then Rose stepped in. He felt his hands pushed off of her hips and Bee let out a squeak as she was jolted from the moment as Rose roughly pulled her back up until they were front to back again.
Rose wrapped one arm around Bee to keep her close as she dictated the pace again. Instead of up and down, Rose used her own hips to guide Bee's back and forth, sometimes in mini circles, to grind against Aster.
The effect was immediate on Bee, as Aster's stamen hit new and stimulating angles inside of her. Rose's mother hand reached down between the pollinating pair to rub at Bee's clit. From the noises she made Aster could tell Bee was approaching her edge, he just hoped he could last long enough to get her there.
Bee wasn't the only one making noise. Every time Beatrice moaned, a matching one came from Rose's own mouth. She held onto Bee possessively and her moans were definitely having a positive effect on her friend, but something told Aster that the moans weren't for her.
Despite all she did for Bee, Rose was staring down at him over Bee's shoulder while she possessively held her friend. Every moan from her lips brought Aster closer to his own edge. It was like she was trying to force him to finish with sound.
But the sound wasn't the only thing getting him there. The eye contact helped a lot. As well as the movement and sensations. As he held Rose's gaze, he could almost forget that Bee was even there. The moans, the sensation of his trunk in a warm, tight, pistil, the eye contact, and her motions could trick him into almost thinking that she was the one he was inside.
A cry signaled when Bee had reached her peak, no longer able to stay sitting up as she leaned over and laid flat against him. Though her hips never stopped moving. His job now done, Aster was quick to follow her to cloud nine as he closed his eyes and let go. As he filled the condom, his hands shot up to grab Bee's ass. Taking two full handfuls and pulling down, he raised his hips upward, trying to get as deep as possible to fertilize her. The moan that followed let him know that the act was appreciated on her part as well.
Seconds passed in bliss, and then it was over. The three of them laid there as Aster and Bee came down from heaven. When he opened his eyes, the first face he saw was Rose's. Bee had her head down in the crook of his neck, leaning him face to face with her.
Aster didn't much care at the moment, at least until he massaged Bee's ass. He rubbed small circles into the ass. What gave him pause was how the next second played out. When he rubbed the flesh in his hands, Bee stayed silent. His sister let out a satisfied coo as she stared deeply into his eyes. He had grabbed the wrong one.
He quickly released his sibling. The only response he got from her was a sly grin and a chuckle. A sight that made him begin to stiffen once again inside of Bee.
Another few minutes passed as Rose just stared with her smile at Aster and he tried to look everywhere but the face inches away from his own. At one point he felt her place his hands back on her ass but he quickly removed them again.
Rose turned her attention from him to Bee again. "Ready for round two?"
Bee sounded tired, yet there was still some excitement in her voice. "Round two?"
"Of course, what kind of toy is single use?"
Rose rearranged them on the bed. To give the birthday girl a break, she allowed her to stay face down on the bed, propping her ass up with a pillow under her hips. She then settled Aster on his knees behind her as she was off to the side of them both.
Aster removed the used condom and Rose produced another. I thought she didn't like guys like that. Why does she have so many? And then he realized that the condoms were being used on the exact person they had been bought for.
Even with the slight shake Bee gave to entice him, Aster had a bit of trouble getting all the way hard. He opted to try to massage Bee's ass to get himself in the mood, hearing her moan into the bed and she enjoyed the sensation.
"What's taking you so long?" Rose's voice was impatient.
"Sorry, but some of us have a refractory period."
At that Rose just sighed. "Fine." Fine what?
He watched as Rose reached a hand under Bee and Bee moaned. When she pulled her hand back it was covered in honey. And then she pressed up beside him and wrapped her hand around his semi-hard stump.
She must have wanted him to get hard fast because she used the best technique she learned from her many 'massages.' Instead of just pumping her fist over his length, she had fluidity in her motions. Her hand glided to the top and allowed her palm and fingers to caress the head before sliding back down. She whispered into his ear, slightly frustrated. "Hurry up and get hard, you're embarrassing me in front of my friend."
The fluffing had the effect she wanted, but it was too much. He only lasted seconds. In mere seconds he went from a chub to hard to sprinting off the peak. He failed to restrain a grunt as his vision went white. As a reflex, his hand reached out and squeezed Rose's ass again. The orgasm caught Rose so off guard that she didn't process it until after it came and went, causing her to continue to milk his sap out.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose was conflicted. This was supposed to be for Beatrice, but she felt pride. He came almost instantly after she started to fluff him. But equally as surprising and gratifying was the sheer amount he released. His pollen was all over Bee's back and ass when he was finished.
Speaking of Bee, she was looking back at them, shocked as she stared at the cum on her and Rose's cum covered hand still jerking Aster's flagging stamen. Quickly she let go of Aster, as well as removing his hand from her ass, and got angry.
"For the love of! You're supposed to cum in her you piece of shit. Why are you sabotaging her birthday?"
"I-" Before Aster could respond she just pushed him off the bed, climbing off after him and handing him his clothes.
"Just go. You already ruined it. Go!" She ushered him out of the room, still naked and closed the door. She then walked over to the bed and sat on the edge with a heavy sigh.
She felt movement on the bed and hesitantly Bee hugged her from behind. "You OK?"
Rose shook her head, turning up the theatrics a bit. "I just wanted to let you have the best birthday ever and he ruined it!"
This time Bee shushed Rose, hugging her tighter in the process. "That's not true! This was the best birthday ever. Even if we didn't get to have a round two, I still got to be with both of you at the same time."
Rose pouted for a moment before quietly asking, "You sure it was the best birthday ever?"
"It's at least better than the one where my parents gave me a phone." That got a smile and a laugh out of Rose. She allowed herself to be pulled down onto the bed until they were face to face next to each other. "I mean it, today was wonderful, thank you." They shared a passionate kiss. Then Rose started to feel Bee's hand trailing down her stomach but she stopped it.
Bee looked at her, confused. "But you didn't get to-"
"I know. That was on purpose. Today is all about you Beatrice." This led to another make out session until the fatigue of hot sex caught up with Bee.
Bee rested her head against Rose's bosom for a minute. Long enough for Rose to think she was asleep until she heard Beatrice venture, "...So about that thing with your brother..."
Rose decided to tackle the problem head on. "What about it?"
"Wasn't it... you know, weird? Touching him like that. Especially when he... finished?"
"I didn't think about it that much. It's not that big of a deal."
Her voice sounded sleepier. "But you made him cum. And you're his sister. That doesn't bother you?"
Rose scoffed. "It's not like I was trying to make him cum. I was fluffing him for you. The same thing as getting a sex toy all prepped and ready for you." Then she muttered under her breath. "Though a real sex toy is actually reliable."
Bee went to say something else but Rose just kissed her forehead. And pulled her closer. "All that matters is that you enjoyed yourself." Bee murmured something in agreement.
Rose sat awake as Bee rested against her, softly snoring. It was moments like this that really made Rose consider making them more than just friends with benefits.
Bee was right about Rose not getting off. She needed to get off. But she was waiting for her nightly massage to do it.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Eventually, Rose joined Beatrice in her nap and they ended up oversleeping. They were woken up by the sound of Rose's parents entering the home and they scrambled to get dressed and clean themselves up somewhat.
Unfortunately for them, Petunia and Gardener were too nice for their own good. Despite several protests, they insisted that Beatrice stay for dinner, as they hadn't seen her in a while and to celebrate her birthday. They even handed her a gift. A plushie of a rose with a bee on it, to represent their friendship.
All throughout dinner, Rose felt gross. And if she felt gross, she could only imagine how Bee felt as she ate her meal. The one positive of the dinner was Rose getting to enjoy watching Bee and Aster sneak awkward glances at one another. Eventually, not soon enough, dinner ended and Bee was able to escape. Rose walked her out to her car.
Beatrice surprised Rose. As they said they said their goodbyes, Beatrice gave her a simple farewell kiss that failed to hold other, deeper feelings at bay. The kiss itself shocked Rose, but when they pulled away, she could feel both of them wanting more. They had been pretty casual with their trysts but, as these things tend to go, it inevitably got more complicated.
She was being entirely selfish. She wanted to love her brother as well as keep Beatrice in her life. And the only way she could be sure of both of those things is maintaining the status quo.
Though the moment felt like a lifetime, in actuality it was only a second or two. And then it was gone. Beatrice got a look on her face. A look of disappointment, but also one of understanding.
"See you on Saturday?"
"Of course."
As she watched Bee drive away, her guilt also dissipated. Not because she didn't feel bad but because now that Bee wasn't in her immediate vicinity, Rose had a much bigger feeling to deal with. She needed to get off, bad. And she needed her brother's help to do it.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Aster didn't expect Rose to appear at his door that evening after the events with Bee, but there she was. He could tell something was different about her by the way she moved. She was more eager than usual. Usually, both of them waited to get into bed together, almost silently playing chicken to see which one would get in first. But tonight she all but dragged him to the bed. She didn't even wait the usual couple of minutes of awkwardness before they got started
Rose gripped his arm tightly and looked into his eyes with a needy look. "Massages?"
"Yeah... sure."
She used one arm to guide his hand down to her shorts. She pushed aside the thin crotch lining to have him touch her petals directly. He noticed she was already soaked and she shivered immediately. Simultaneously she fished out his still hardening stamen.
Her voice was almost frantic as she said in a low whisper, "Together." Her tone held no room for debate and neither did her actions as she immediately set off at a moderate pace 'massaging' him.



Wanting to hold up his end of the bargain, he began slowly moving his fingers in small circles around her bud. She must be pent up. Rose wasted no time in grinding herself against his hand and was coming undone in record time. They had only been at it for half a minute, but already he could feel her breaths becoming uneven and her body shake against him.
She only lasted a minute. Her massage on him became uncoordinated, then stopped altogether as she 'relaxed' hard against him. That was fast. He could feel her petals quiver as the sensations washed over him.
It seemed this one was short and sweet. It was over almost as soon as it started. But it seemed she wasn't done. Normally they each 'relaxed' once and then fell asleep. Despite Rose having 'relaxed', if anything he felt the intensity from her grow higher. As she continued her massage, she urged his hand to move once more, beginning her second massage of the night.
They abandoned that plan in seconds as Rose, almost talking to herself at this point, voiced her frustration. "Not enough," she huffed out. She removed her hand from him and pushed his arm away.
Then she started shuffling around on her side of the bed. Aster went to ask her what was wrong.
"Ro-"
"Shut up." The order came immediately and with venom. Aster figured he just wasn't doing it good enough for her liking so she had taken matters into her own hands. The thought stung more than he thought it would. That was until he heard the soft sound of clothing hitting the floor.
Before he could react, Rose climbed on top of him for the second time that day. He was about to protest but then he felt a warm wetness on the underside of his stem. The feeling of the contact left him stunned at just how good it felt. Then she started moving.
She had taken her shorts off and was now grinding against him. She spread her nectar along his length as she set a fast pace. At the new stimulation she let out a long and low hiss of satisfaction. "Yessssssss."
Despite the pleasure coursing through him, some part of Aster's mind remembered how wrong this was. This was way beyond a massage. As well as he was worried their parents or worse might hear something with the amount of movement that was happening on his bed.
He reached down and grabbed her hips, preparing to lift her off of him. "R-"
This time she slapped a hand over his mouth. She paused her movements to look him in the eye. "Shut. Up." Then she removed her hand, bringing it down to his chest to steady herself as she grinded against him.
Aster froze at the command. Every part of him stiffened as a wave of arousal went through him. Rose seemed to appreciate the stiffening as she went a little faster.
Much like the first time Rose 'relaxed' that evening, they both rapidly approached the edge in under three minutes.
His fingers dug into Rose's hips as they both came.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
As his hands gripped her tight, Rose shot over the edge head first. Her whole body was on fire as her muscles spasmed. This time though, instead of letting her mind empty and unfocus, she was present the entire time because of Aster.
She could feel him. As he came alongside her, she could feel him pulse against her petals. She felt every ounce of sap travel along his length, only to be deposited on his stomach. She kept thrusting her hips, partly to extend her own and partly to help milk out more of his seed. Knowing that he was feeling the same as her allowed her to feel truly connected to her twin for the first time in forever.
But it still wasn't enough. They both came down from their highs but the aching in her ovule remained. She looked down at the seed staining Aster's shirt and sticking to the hairs surrounding her flower.
It appeared that Aster held the same sentiment. Even after having expelled his pollen, he stayed nice and hard against her, waiting for more.
Rose lifted herself up a bit, reaching a hand between them and grasping his stamen. She lined it up to her opening, ready to accept him into her pistil. Then she lowered herself down. The moment his tip touched her entrance, Aster pushed her backwards.
Rose landed on her back on the bed. Aster pulled his legs out from underneath her and kneeled above/in front of her. So he wanted to be on top this time. That was fine with her.
She opened her legs for him, ready to receive all he had. She looked at his hard trunk and to his hungry eyes. She met his gaze and said, "Fuck me."
There was a moment of silence before he said, "No." The word went in one ear and out the other.
In her fervor, she figured she had just heard him wrong. "Fuck me."
This time he put some bass in his voice, still keeping it to a whisper. "No."
This caused Rose to sit up now as she finally processed that he had denied her, twice. She put more force into her voice as well. "Fuck. Me. Aster."
"No, Rose." Why? Why was he doing this? Why was he still resisting this?
She felt a spark of anger as she fully sat up, shifting to her knees as well so that they were both kneeling in front of each other. She reached forward and shoved his chest, barely moving the large man. Her voice rose to a low whisper. "Fuck me!"
Aster matched her tone. "No!"
The spark began to rapidly eat away at her arousal, converting it into rage. "Why!?"
"Because we can't."
"And why not? I know you want to. Otherwise I wouldn't be here right now. I like you Aster. I'm not dandelion to you. Yo-"
"Rose, We're s-"
"You want to do this and I want to do this. So what if we're siblings!? Get clover it! "
"Ro-" She interrupted him by reaching between them and grabbing his trunk. He slapped her hand away.
The rage spiked for Rose. "Why are you doing this?" Rose only got silence as a response. "Do you like teasing me? Is that it? Getting me all riled up to blue ball me!?"
Aster's voice raised to just above a whisper. "You're right! I do want to fuck you. I want to, but we can't. It's wrong. You're my sister, Rose."
"And what about all the other stuff? I wasn't just 'your sister' then was I? Were all of those" - she threw up air quotes - "massages wrong too?"
"Yes. They were." The rage boiled over inside of Rose. New feelings arose amidst the sea of anger. Betrayal, and sadness.
"Fine." She climbed off the bed and put her shorts back on.
Aster did the same, fixing his shorts. "Rose, wa-"
Sarcasm and venom surged forth from her lips and "No. This is wrong, right? I wouldn't want to keep bothering you. In fact, I won't bother you ever!"
She ignored his other calls as she opened the door and stormed to her room and slammed the door shut. She didn't even notice her father despite pushing past him in the hallway.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Aster watched her go and then covered his face with his hands. "Fuck!" He ruined it. They were finally getting closer again and he pushed her away. But what could he do? He couldn't just give her what she wanted. He just wanted his sister back but his sister wanted something else. And it made him even angrier that some part of him shared her desire.
He was startled from his lament by a voice. "Language." He jumped when he recognized his father standing in the doorway. "I heard some noise. You and Rose had a fight, I assume?" His father's questioning eyebrow further broke Aster's will.
Aster sighed and sat on the edge of his bed, placing his elbows on his knees and staring at the ground. "Yeah... she wanted me to do something stupid and I said no."
Gardener smiled and chuckled as he walked into the room. "Just like old times." He put a comforting hand on Aster's shoulder. "Glad to see you two getting along. She'll come back around, she always did after a few days of sulking."
Aster wasn't too sure about that. This wasn't your typical sibling spat. "Yeah..."
Gardener gave him another pat on the shoulder and then left the room, closing the door behind him.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Several days passed and Rose hadn't spoken to Aster once. She ignored all of his attempts at conversation and seemed to be avoiding him. Then came the day of Beatrice's party.
Just as they had promised, Bee's parents set up the party and then got out of the way, leaving the house to their daughter and her friends.
Despite going to the same place, Rose insisted on going separately from Aster. She also decided to change once she got there.
Aster sat around the pool with his former teammates. The party had just begun and hadn't progressed as far as to have the genders mix and split off yet. Aster wore a simple pair of blue shorts. He sat talking to his boyz. There was the running back, Scott Pine, a wide receiver from Malaysia named Abdul Meranti, and a cornerback, Bruce Tamarack. The four of them chatted while sneaking glances towards the girls.
Of the girls present, the only ones that mattered in Aster's eyes were the (belated) birthday girl and another one of her and Rose's friends. The friend was a ginger with dark freckles named Erin Cooper. Everyone called her Ladybug. Erin wore a one piece befitting her name with deep red and black dots. Bee wore a nice yellow and black tankini. The two of them reclined on adjacent pool chairs and pretended to not notice the looks from the boys as they chatted.
And then his sister finished changing and joined the party. The party ground to a halt when she exited the home wearing a sun hat and shades. But the accessories were not what demanded attention. It was the rose patterned string bikini she wore. Not only did it reveal the vast majority of her skin, it seemed to be slightly too small, as she seemed to be constantly on the verge of bursting out of it up top while the bottoms dug into her hips in all the right ways.
Aster was flabbergasted. Where did she get that from? It definitely wasn't something their parents would approve of her buying, let alone wearing in public. Rose ignored the stares and joined Bee and Ladybug on the chairs as if nothing was off.
Aster could see Bee's jaw basically fall off of her face as she stared at Rose point blank. She didn't even attempt to look at her face as they spoke, her eyes trained solely on his sister's body. She wasn't the only one.
Over the course of the next several hours, all of the guys at the party flirted with her. Which wasn't particularly a new thing. What was new was that she flirted back. She laughed. She giggled. She lightly touched arms. The works.
She doesn't like men. Or at least most men from what she said. What is she doing? Aster attempted several times to have a one on one with his sister, but with the combination of his friends and the rest of the guys hounding her and her ignoring him, he never had a chance.
That being said, he couldn't exactly blame them. Though there was at least one true friend at the party. Scott knew how to honor the bro code and stayed away from Rose all party, instead choosing to flirt with Ladybug. Things seemed to be going well at first, but it eventually ended in a commotion where Ladybug stormed away, calling him 'needle dick' as she left.
Aster himself missed out on chances to get laid because he spent all his time worrying about Rose, actively ignoring the women to keep tabs on his twin.
Eventually the party came to an end. Aster had planned to have a conversation with Rose, but she stayed behind, making sure to tell him to tell their parents she was staying over Bee's place. But he understood her play. She wanted him to know he was no longer welcome in participating or viewing their fun.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose didn't return home until the next afternoon. Aster remained home because all of his friends bailed on their plans that evening, so when she walked through the door he was sitting on the couch watching some Spanish movie called La Cienaga.
He didn't want to force it too much, so as she walked past him he just called out, "Hey." She scoffed and walked right by him and to her room.
Twenty minutes later, Rose came back down the stairs. He could hear the jingle of her car keys first. He half glanced at her as she walked by, but upon seeing her he stood from the couch.
"Rose!?" If her father was upset about her previous home attire, he would have had a heart attack at her current state. Instead of short shorts, Rose wore a full on thong. Aster could tell because the low rise, black miniskirt she wore covered at best half of her ass cheeks. Her upper half was barely covered by the croppest of tops. A red piece of fabric that snugly cupped her breasts and tied off in the front in a knot that looked seconds from coming undone.
Aster felt extra excitement from the faint tan lines her bikini gave her from yesterday. The lighter skin on her shoulders and around her hips enticed him. But that wasn't the problem. At least not the major problem. Rose went to ignore him again and kept walking towards the door. Aster jumped in front of her, blocking her way to the front door.
"And where do you think you're going?"
Rose sighed and said the first word to him in four days. "Out."
"Not dressed like that you aren't."
"And who's gonna stop me? You?"
"That's exactly what's going to happen."
"Whatever." Rose turned and went to walk the opposite direction, potentially to the back door. Aster reached out and grabbed Rose's wrist, halting her movement. She whirled on him, her stone face being replaced with the same rage from several nights ago. "Let me go!"
"No. Not until you tell me where you think you're going like that."
She tried to pull away but Aster was too strong. He easily maneuvered her until she was against the wall, him boxing her in and holding her wrist above her head. "And why should I tell you? You're not our dad!" She continued to struggle as she yelled.
The restraints on Aster's emotions were waning. All of the nights with her did nothing to sate his want for her. It only gave him a taste, and now that he was close to her again, at least physically, the urges came back. He could smell her flower perfume mixing with her natural scent. He could feel her breath against him as he held her against the wall. Arousal surged through him. But that feeling was wrong. The arousal transformed into anger. Anger at himself for being tempted by her once more and anger at her for being so alluring.
He matched her level, now also yelling. "You're right! I'm not dad. But we both know him. He'd kill you for going outside dressed like that, and then he'd kill me for letting you go out like that."
"Then just say you didn't see me or something. You're making me late!"
"Late for what?" At his question Rose got an evil grin as she looked up at him. That smug look on her face only added more fuel to his arousal and thus his anger.
"I have a date with some of our friends." Our? Their friend groups didn't overlap, unless you counted Beatrice.
"What are you talking about?"
The smile grew wider as she pretended to ponder. "What were their names again? Um...there's that big guy. It started with an M. Magnolia? Macadamia? Mangrove?" She got a look of recognition. "Meranti! That was it. Meranti, Scott Pine," there went the bro code, "and that last one. What was his name? He always smells like a pine tree air freshener... Spruce?"
Aster realized that his friends bailed on him to 'hang out' with his sister. His anger only rose. He growled out a correction. "Bruce..."
"Yeah, yeah, Spruce. So the four of us are going to go and have some fun."
"And what do you mean by that?" He knew damn well what she meant by that. All of the rage within Aster reached the boiling point.
"What does it matter to you? You don't control me." He refused to play her game anymore. He could tell she was enjoying this.
The word came out low. "Why?"
"Hmm?"
"Why are you doing this?"
"Why am I hanging out with my friends? Idk because I like hanging out with them. Especially Spruce-"
Aster interrupted her again. "Bruce"
She continued as if he hadn't spoken. "He's so fun to be around."
"Since when are they your friends?"
"Since yesterday. They were super nice to me at the party so I figured I'd like to see more of them. Spruce-"
Aster's voice rose. "Bruce."
"Told me I had a good body and I should show it off more, so I took his advice." Aster made a mental note to kick Bruce's ass later.
Aster tried to control his anger, speaking as calm as he could through gritted teeth. "Why not hang out with your girlfriends, like Beatrice?"
"Beatrice needs a break. We 'hung out' enough last night."
"I just don't see why you want to hang out with my friends."
Rose's anger came back. "Because they have something for me that you don't!"
Her escalation made Aster return to yelling. "And what's that!?"
Rose leaned closer to him, her voice low and threatening. "Nice. Hard. Cocks. I heard from Ladybug that Spruce's is really goo-"
Aster snapped. He gripped her wrist slightly harder as he shouted. "Bruce! His name is Bruce! And you can forget about that, because I'll be damned if I let you leave the house dressed like that to go fuck people whose names you don't even know. Especially my friends!"
Rose matched his volume. "And why not!? What makes you think you have a say in who I fuck and what I wear?"
The restraints broke. Everything surged through Aster's body. His skin tingled as he looked down at Rose's angry face. She was infuriating, irresponsible, and irresistible. He could practically feel electricity between them as they both looked each other in the eyes in that moment.
He had meant to shout 'Because you're my sister!' But that was only part of the problem. This went beyond brotherly concern. It always had. When he responded to her, the truth came out. His voice rose to the point of almost being hoarse as he roared down at her.
"Because you're mine!"
There was silence for several seconds as they both stared at each other. Rose's face softened, as she looked up at him in bewilderment. He watched as she opened her mouth to speak and his instincts took over.
"Wha-"
His lips crashed into hers as he pushed his body up against hers. His other hand reached down and grabbed her ass. That's about all he got to do before she pushed him away.
After several seconds of letting his emotions blossom and consume him, the sudden rejection confused him. Rose looked like she was angry, but a different kind of angry. She looked indignant. She shook her arm free from his grasp and took a few steps around him.
He just turned to follow her movements. And then she shoved him as hard as she could. His back hit the wall, she closed the distance again and dragged his face down to resume making out. She dragged both his hands down to her ass and he immediately resumed squeezing. So that was it. She didn't like it not being on her terms. He was fine with things being on her terms. Mostly, anyway.
He used his grip on her ass to lift her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist and started grinding against him. As they pushed their tulips together, she reached between them and started to undo his belt. He had at least enough sense to stop her.
He broke away from the kiss. Though not without a fight from Rose. He got his mouth to her ear while she kissed his neck. "Not here." He whispered. They had the house to themselves, but fucking his sister directly in front of the door was not a smart thing to do.
Time seemed to shift around them as they were lost in their own little world. Each moment seemed to last a lifetime, yet ended all too soon. After his interjection, Aster resumed kissing Rose. He adjusted his grip to hold her better and took a step towards the stairs. When he took a second step he vaguely recognized the change of scenery as they were in his room, the door closing behind him.



He considered taking her to the bed, but even the few seconds that would have taken were too long. He needed to fertilize her now. The moment the door closed he spun them around and pushed her against it roughly.
Using his body to keep her up, one of his hands reached between them and he touched her flower through the thong. The moan she let out at the contact only urged him to go further. He felt Rose remove one of her hands from his face and vaguely recognized the sound of the door locking before her hand returned to his body.
The outside touches weren't enough for Aster. Despite his stamen aching to the point of pain with the need to release its pollen, he still cared for his sister and wanted her to enjoy herself, which meant making sure she was ready to receive him with foreplay.
He pulled the front of the thong aside and heard her gasp as the cool air met her hot and dewy petals. She was so hot that he could feel the heat radiating from her flower before he even touched it. When he did touch her, he felt his fingers slide through the copious amount of nectar she provided to entice his pollinator to do its job.
He palmed her, he slowly and firmly rubbed his hand along her to spread her nectar evenly. In such close proximity he could smell her scent wafting up to his nostrils and it made his mouth water. But he could have a taste later.
After spreading her secretions, he used his index and ring fingers to gently spread her petals and used his middle finger to slide up the exposed flesh. She moaned into his mouth when his finger touched her bud. He then slid his finger down to her stigma, the entrance to her style.
He broke off their kissing to whisper to her. "You ready?" He had remembered her reaction to when Bee had tried the same.
She whispered back the only thing that seemed to be on her mind. "Fuck me."
He slowly forced his finger inside of her as he watched her face. Her mouth went agape and her eyes closed as she gasped in pleasure. He felt her weight more heavily on his carrying arm as her body dealt with the feeling of being deflowered.
Aster moved his finger around as Rose melted into him to get her acclimated to the feeling. She clutched him tighter and moaned in his ear as he searched for and found her special spot within her. He focused on that spot for a few moments before slowly removing his finger.
Rose spoke up. "What are you-" she was interrupted by another moan as Aster now added his ring finger to the mix. He felt her body shiver against him as if she were blowing in the breeze as the sensation of being penetrated was mixed with the feeling of being stretched. Once again he found that spot and repeatedly played with it to get her used to the feeling.
He had intended to get her off once before moving on but Rose had different plans. After getting used to his fingers, she pulled her head back until they were face to face again and she looked at him with the same controlling look that he'd seen her use with Bee.
Her tone was still the commanding one she used with Bee, even if it was clouded with lust and interrupted by gasps. "What are you playing around for? Are you going to fuck me or what?" The tease set off another spark of his rage/arousal combo. He was doing this for her sake, but if she wanted to be fucked, then he was going to give it to her.
The composure broke slightly as he quickly removed his fingers, but it returned as he went to undo his belt and pants. While he worked, she taunted him.
"What's taking so long, Aster? I thought you wanted to fuck me. Was I wrong? Was I wrong to think you had it in you to fuck me like I deserve? Because I've heard from Ladybug that sometimes you just aren't up to the challenge."
The jeers only riled him up more as he finally freed himself. He let his pants and boxers fall to the floor around his ankles. He lined himself up, making sure to have a nice grip on her as his free hand steadied his cock towards her opening.
Had she not fucked with him, he had planned to make this moment slow and careful. But Rose just had to be Rose, and so Aster decided to be a bit selfish. He didn't ram it in all at once, but he held a constant, moderate pace as he half lowered her/ half pushed into her until he bottomed out.
That was the moment when his mind cleared. As he felt her walls clench and move around him. The warmth made it feel like he would melt within her if he relaxed for even a second. He recognized the pulsing around him to be the same as the throbbing he felt. Their heart rates were synced. He felt truly connected to his twin in both mind and body.
Once again Rose ruined his serenity when gave him that look. His mind was once again consumed with the lust. "What are you wai-" He interrupted her by drawing out and pushing back in, taking pleasure in shutting her up. He set a good pace, lifting her up and and down while thrusting upward into her.
They were both silent for several minutes as they fucked against the door, moaning and breathing on each other's faces while looking into each other's eyes. She looked so beautiful as she bathed in the pleasure that he was giving her. He was the only person to see her like this, to be inside of her. His own personal flower that only bloomed when he was alone with it.
But this flower was anything but delicate. She started talking again.
"That's all you got, Daisy?" The use of his old nickname riled him up even further. She wanted him angry? She was going to get him angry. He changed his thrusting motion, causing her to moan out louder and for there to be much more noise.
Instead of thrusting up against the door, Aster now held her still and thrusted her into the door, causing it to rattle and bang with each forceful entry.
But this did not deter Rose in the slightest.
"Fuck me Aster. Fuck me." He tried to ignore her words, her tone pushing towards the edge quicker than he wanted. "You like this pussy? You like how tight and wet it is?"
He figured answering her might make her finally shut up. He grunted out, "Yeah."
"You could have had this earlier if you weren't such an idiot. You could have been fucking this pussy all summer. This is why you should always listen to me, Aster, I'm always right." There goes her sore winner side. He didn't respond to that one, at least verbally. He throbbed harder within her as the words had the desired effect.
"I can feel you inside me Aster. Feel you barely holding on." He threw in one extra hard thrust and interrupted her speech, but she recovered. "You didn't put on a condom, you know." That gave his mind some pause, though his body continued. "You're so close to spilling inside of me raw. Do it, cum inside me Aster." The thought of cumming inside of her enticed him. But there was a small part that thought of the ramifications of that action. He started to slow down his thrusts until Rose killed that part with her next line.
She felt him slowing down and pulled his head in close, whispering into his ear the same words she always said to make him do something stupid when they were kids. It had yet to fail all the times she said it before and it wouldn't start now. "You fucking won't."
Naturally, he had to. It was the law. Aster growled as he pressed her against the door with one final thrust. He put his whole body behind it, squishing her against the door with his frame as he released his seed into her greedy ovule. He felt her walls contracting around him, working overtime to squeeze out as much as possible to ensure fertilization.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose felt the warmth spread through her as Aster pulled out. He gently let her down to the ground but her legs weren't quite ready to support her weight yet. She almost collapsed but saved herself by leaning against Aster as they both caught their breath. There was a faint dripping noise as she felt the thick seed leak from inside her to the floor.
Eventually, her breath and strength returned to her and she could stand on her own again. Once more, her breath deepened, not from fatigue but from lust. She wanted more. After being teased for this long, she would be damned to let it end here. And based on the way Aster's trunk still stood, hard and glistening from their combined secretions, he wanted more too. She dragged him over to the bed, he kicked out of his pants along the way. She was about to take the lead when Aster overpowered her again.
Before she could react, he spun her around and bent her over the side of the bed. She tried to raise her upper body but a strong hand on her back kept her face pushed into sheets. She felt Aster grip her hip with his other hand and line himself up.
As she felt him push into her once more, she let out a frustrated noise into the sheets. "Fucking bastard."
She could feel the smugness radiating from him and it oozed from his voice. "If I'm a bastard, what does that make you?" He got her there.
He set another rough pace. The sound of their flesh meeting resounded around the room as she quickly forgot about his transgression in favor of moaning into the sheets. She even found some strange form of comfort in feeling the force keeping her down.
The pressure was alleviated though, when Aster opted to put both his hands on her hips to gain better leverage.
Her passive receiving of her brother's cock was interrupted when his hands moved further up her body. She felt his fingers start to dig into the bit of flab she had developed on her stomach and it mortified her. Quickly, she reached back and grabbed his wrists, returning his hands to her waist. Moments later the hands went back to her shame and again she moved them back. This cycle happened several more times and she could feel his enjoyment at toying with her.
She whined into the sheets as he kept plowing her. "Stop it."
"Why?" She hated that she could imagine his smile in her mind.
She didn't want to admit that she was getting fat. "Just stop." She felt his hands grip and rub her stomach, moving around the slight bit of flab there.
"No. I like it. I like my women full-figured." Something about being called 'his woman' made her shiver. But she tried to play it off by removing his hands again as she responded.
"So I'm your woman now? Not your sister?" She tried to have her usual confident tone but it wavered when his hands returned to playing with their midsection.
He just growled. "I thought you wanted to be both."
"I just wanted to hear you say i- I said stop!" He had started gripping her stomach harder.
She got her wish, in a roundabout way. He stopped because he finished inside of her again, pushing her entire body into the mattress as he squeezed her stomach.
After the second orgasm, he pulled out, leaving her to lay on the bed for a moment before jumping up. Not only had this motherfucker kept touching her stomach, he had the nerve to finish without her. Something that she would have to remedy. They had a long night ahead of them.
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Rose got what she wanted. She collapsed on top of Aster's chest with him still inside her. After her embarrassment she had ridden him several times to completion, just to make sure he didn't mistake who was in charge. Their sweaty bodies heaved as they finally came down from the lust fueled frenzy that had consumed them for the past two hours.
She felt his heart beat slow as they both relaxed. They were sticky and hot, but she refused to move as she closed her eyes on his chest.
Aster laid in the afterglow of the best sex he had ever had. With his sister. And somehow he was okay with that. Rose was his sister, but she was also a warm blooded woman with needs. Needs that only he could fulfill, like she fulfilled his.
He looked down at her sleeping face and just admired her beauty. He felt her warmth inside and out. He felt the soft rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. And he was okay with it.
All of the apprehension, all of his doubts and worries were gone. There was no going back now and he didn't want to go back.
He wrapped an arm around her and smiled as she unconsciously snuggled in closer. He let out a deep sigh releasing the last of his tension about their situation and closed his eyes.
He didn't know what the future held for them, but he was certain everything would be A-Bouquet.
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Valentine's day
Note: This one takes place around chapter 2 or 3, very early in their relationship.
Hallway
Amirah walked the halls with her head on a swivel. Public displays of affection were banned on campus, even if it was Valentine's Day.
Not that Amirah was a heartless monster. On the contrary, with her newfound affection for a certain tiny blonde woman, she even pitied her students. Of course they would want to express their love for one another. But she was the Headmistress and rules were rules. She made a lot of enemies that day, confiscating gifts (that would be returned later) and sweets and breaking up couples who got a little too close to one another.
But her eyes also scanned for something else. Her shadow. Or more specifically her missing shadow. The girl that usually followed her around was nowhere to be seen and that worried her. Partly because she missed her presence and partly because she was afraid of what her absence meant.
Lacey probably had some grand thing planned for this day. Maybe a bouquet of flowers or a life-sized statue of a chocolate version of her. Or both. The longer Lacey was missing, the more worried Amirah got. Because she had to do her job.
After making so many enemies, she absolutely could not accept whatever Lacey was going to give to her. Especially not in front of other people. So she kept on the lookout for her pretty blonde head as she scanned the halls for rule infractions.
It was right during her lunch when Lacey struck in the worst way possible. Amirah noticed students looking in her direction, which was strange considering most avoided their gazes in fear most of the time. She understood why when she turned around and found the one and only Lacey Cambell standing behind her. She was so busy looking for her shadow it snuck up on her exactly where it was supposed to be.
Out from behind her back she produced two objects. A single rose, and a heart shaped box of chocolates. Simple, yet effective. Amirah's heart swelled and threatened to burst from the gesture, as well as the dread for what she had to do next.
The entire hallways fell silent. All eyes were on the two of them. Lacey didn't seem to notice them as her eyes were locked solely on Amirah's. They glowed with only the purest of affection. She extended her arms to give the two items to Amirah.
She managed to transition flawlessly from the shock to her usual persona, taking a second to clear her throat and adjust her glasses. "I appreciate the sentiment, Miss Cambell, but I can not accept these."
Lacey looked taken aback. As if it never even crossed her mind that her lover would reject her humble offerings. Then her face went into a little pout as she once again extended the objects to her, this time with a little "Hmph."
"Sorry, but the rules are still the same as they were three seconds ago, Miss Cambell."
Lace began wordlessly bargaining with Amirah. She took away the chocolate and only offered the flower. Amirah shook her head. Then she tried just the chocolates. Another shake. As a last-ditch effort, she took out a single chocolate from the box and presented it to Amirah.
"I'm sorry Miss Cambell but the answer is still the same."
Amirah's heart nearly broke and she hoped it didn't show on her face when Lacey's pouty face gave way to sadness. She packed up the chocolate and walked away. Amirah could feel the eyes on her again, having earned even more ire for making the school mascot sad.
Later, Amirah's office
The day was near its end when Amirah got the knock on her door.
"You may enter." In walked Lacey. Oh no. She sat down in one of the chairs in front of her desk and looked at her. Then she produced the items again and laid them on Amirah's desk.
"Lacey. I can't take these. I told you."
"Yeah, in front of everyone. But it's just us here. No one has to know."
Amirah sighed. "I would know. We're already breaking enough rules as is wit-" She was interrupted by Lacey's sniffling. "No, please Lacey. Don't do that." While crying, Lacey once again produced the single chocolate and placed it on her desk. After a hopeful second, she started to cry harder. Amirah got up from her desk and went around to comfort her. She kneeled down and pulled Lacey into a hug.
Lacey spoke through her sobs. "I-I- I just want-wanted to show-you how much I-"
"Shhhhhh. I know Lacey. I know." She kissed her student's forehead. "I appreciate it. Truly. And I appreciate you. But my pride as a professor won't allow me to accept this. And it wouldn't be fair if we were the only ones allowed to break the rules." Amirah tried to separate what they did after classes from her job as much as possible, lest the same feeling of duty inhibit that as well. But accepting this wouldn't be fair to everyone else she'd chastised that day.
She held Lacey for a few minutes as she calmed down. "You OK now?"
"... yeah." Lacey started to pack up her offerings, still crestfallen. Still tearing Amirah's heart to pieces.
Amirah tried to think of some way to make Lacey happy. But every way involved accepting the gifts, which she couldn't do because it violated the rules. Unless... it didn't violate the rules.
"One moment Lacey." Amirah went back to her desk and sat down. Then she turned her chair around to face the back of the room. She cleared her throat and recited from memory. "Ahem. Professor's rulebook, chapter eight, page sixty-nine. Professors must confiscate any and all prohibited items, including and not limited to smart devices used at the wrong times, alcohol from underaged students, any pornographic material, blah blah blah... "She quickly skipped ahead in her mind. "Lost items. It is the duty of Professors to find the rightful owners of all lost items. In scenarios of easily identifiable items, return them to their rightful owners at appropriate times. But!" she raised a finger. "In scenarios where the item's owner can not be identified, the Professors will store it in a safe place until its owner comes to claim it. Should the items be perishable or become unusable during their time in the professor's care, the professor will then dispose of said item." She could only imagine the look of confusion on Lacey's face until she heard her gasp.
She then heard rummaging behind her. "Miss Cambell, you are dismissed."
"One moment Headmistress!" She could hear the smile on her face. After another minute, the rustling stopped. And then she heard the door to her office open and close. She sighed and turned around.
Surprisingly, there was only the single chocolate on her desk. Strange. A quick examination of the room revealed two more hidden around it. But that was all. When she asked Lacey about it after their 'lesson' that evening, the girl pretended to not know what she meant.
It was only on the next day that Amirah understood her play. Each day for the next week, she would find a couple of chocolates placed in areas only she would find. And on the last day, she found a single rose sitting on her desk when she entered her office.
New regulations/Investors draft:
Note: this takes place around 5-6 years after graduation.
Amirah's Apartment
"And now we have all new regulations! I'm forced to take breaks during the day, making sure I can't stay as ahead of my work as I have for nearly a decade now. And you'd think I'd be able to just make up for it later, but no! They also limited my amount of overtime! It's like they don't want me to perform at my best!" Amirah complained to Lacey.
The two of them cuddled on Amirah's couch, Lacey lovingly wrapped in Amirah's arms. After a few months of tending to their little angel, Lacey decided that Amirah was being neglected and started to spend more time with her to make up for the time during and after the pregnancy.
Amirah protested this of course, but Lacey shut her down because while they spent quality time together, Shani and Akila would be right down the hall in Asad's apartment should the need to go see them arise. And so for the past couple of weeks, the girls took turns spending time with their favorite neighbor. Though Lacey spent much more alone time with Amirah since Akila was still being breastfed and got fussy if it wasn't straight from the tap. Though that just meant the four of them would hang out together when it was Shani's 'turn.' Although Lacey did put up with a fussy daughter sometimes to give them days alone so they could 'catch up.'
"I'm sure that's not what the investors want." Lacey responded while sending a text to her wife, asking if it was OK if she spent the night. Getting the go ahead from Shani, she placed her phone down and snuggled in closer, resting her eyes.
Ever since some anonymous donations poured major cash into the university, there had been many changes to how things were run for both the betterment of the students and professors. Or so they said. Amirah considered the new policies asinine and a hindrance to her productivity.
"What else could that mean? I can't do my job properly if they won't let me."
"How ahead of your work are you usually?" Lacey didn't bother opening her eyes.
"Usually two to three weeks."
"And how far ahead are you since the changes have been implemented?"
"Around a week and a half."
"See? Nothing has changed. You are still well ahead of your work, everything gets done, and everyone has more time off to tend to their personal health."
"Bu-" Lacey wouldn't let up, casually interrupting Amirah.
"You've been sleeping better lately, haven't you?"
"Well, yes b-"
"And eating better?"
"Yes."
"Feeling all around more energized and healthier, both mentally and physically?"
There was a pause before Amirah spoke. "Well... Be that as it may, I-"
"And. Because of the new policies, you have a lot more free time to yourself to do fun activities. Such as visiting your god-daughter and her two beautiful mothers."
"Of course, but I really have to think of the students-"
"They are going to dislike you either way. All they know is you tell them what to do and give them exams. All the extra work you do goes unnoticed. It's a lose-lose."
Amirah scoffed. "It is not a 'lose-lose.' It matters not if my students know about the overtime or not. I don't do my job for appreciation. I do my job for the satisfaction of forming young ladies into proper women."
There was a long pause after that line. So long that Amirah thought Lacey had fallen asleep against her mid conversation. That was, until she spoke up. "So you'd rather work than spend more time with us?"
An immediate pang of guilt struck Amirah in the chest. For all the grievances she had about the new policies, the silver lining was that she was able to see the three of them more. To have a more active role in Akila's life and more quality time with her two favorite, former students. Weekends on campus became family outings for the four of them. Lunch breaks with mandatory rest left time for face timing Akila and seeing her face light up as she recognized Amirah on the screen. And long nights of work in her office were replaced with lazy evenings like this very one, relaxing and spending time with those she loved. She could see how her complaints could seem like she'd rather be at work than with them.
She squeezed her lounging brit. "No! You three mean the world to me. I wouldn't trade our time together for anything."
Lacey sounded near asleep as she yawned and squeezed slightly tighter. Her voice sounded oddly smug. "Thought so."
The tone of her voice set off something in Amirah's mind. As if some hidden puzzle had finally come together in her subconscious and was now ready to be presented to her consciousness. She tends to forget a very important fact about her lovers. Every time she offered to pay for something, they would turn her down and make sure one of them paid for it. And if she did somehow pay for something, they'd make sure to pay her back in ways she couldn't refund/deny. And they, Lacey in particular, had no problem spending exuberant amounts of money on simple impulses and wants, like gifts for her girlfriend or wife or daughter. Why would she? Both she and Shani are extremely wealthy.
If Lacey had one virtue, it was perseverance. Amirah knew firsthand she was willing to do anything to get what she wanted. So what if she wanted more quality time with her Headmistress?
"... Lacey."
"Hmmm?"
"How much did you give the university?"
All she did was adjust to get into a more comfortable sleeping position. "A lot."
Compromise
Note: This takes place 2.5 years after graduation.
Campbell-Almasi Penthouse
Amirah took a seat in the living room of their penthouse. Even after years of coming here, she was still amazed. She worked hard and wasn't exactly poor, but compared to her pretty great apartment, this might as well have been a mansion. I always did wonder why he didn't just buy a mansion or an estate. It was an ever-present reminder of the difference between her acquired status and the truly wealthy.
At the current moment though, Amirah was focused solely on her girlfriends seated in front of her. Ever since she entered the threshold, she felt something in the air. Lacey didn't seem as excited to see her as usual, and Shani had never been good at hiding her guilt from her old professor. The second sign was their current seating arrangement. Usually the three of them sat or laid in some three person pile on the couch, cuddling and/or performing other loving activities. Instead, she sat on one side of the giant U-shaped couch while the girls, in her eyes they will always be girls, her girls, sat on the other. Lacey sat as straight and proper as she could and Shani attempted to follow suit. She noticed that they held each other's hands for support. She eyes their matching wedding bands.
Amirah could assume what was coming. It was the day she had been waiting for ever since she entered this relationship. A day that she figured was right around the corner since she attended their reception. She decided to speak first. Ripping the band aid off herself might lessen the pain.
"What did you want to talk to me about?" She reverted to her professional demeanor. She didn't trust herself to remain calm if she allowed her emotions to show.
Lacey followed. Her voice was as shaky as she felt. "As you know, Shani and I are married." Amirah nodded. "And even though we own the apartment next to yours and all the nights we spend together, we still technically don't live together." a swallow followed by another nod. "And despite our insistence, you refuse to join us in marriage or to even move in with us." Amirah could feel her stoicism start to crack for the first time in a decade.
Shani stepped in at this point. "Because of this and your work, we don't see you as often as we'd like. Either because we are traveling or some family thing or simply you have a ton of work to do. And we figured it wasn't fair to you that we get to be together all of the time." This is it.
Lacey jumped in again. "So Shani and I wanted to tell you-"
She interrupted them. Despite her professional tone, she had lost the battle and could feel the tears start to come down her face and heard her voice crack. The only part of her that stayed strong was her posture. "I understand completely. I knew this would come eventually and I am prepared to accept it." She wiped her eyes on her sleeve as she saw their faces shift further into concern. She couldn't take it. She started to stand. "I just want you two to know that my time with the both of you were and always will be the happiest years of my life."
She had expected them to be silent as she left. She expected the apartment next to her to be sold or rented out or something. What she had not expected as the two of them hugging her and basically dragging her back down to the couch. Why must they make this harder than it needs to be?
"What are you talking about? Why are you crying? What's wrong?" Lacey's voice sounded panicked as she squeezed Amirah for all she was worth. Amirah could sense the same sadness within it that she felt. But she also sensed genuine confusion. They should be trying to console her right now. Making promises that neither party will keep about keeping in touch because the pain of what once was would be too great. Instead they were inquiring about her meaning.
Amirah collected herself for a moment, taking comfort from their embrace, potentially for the last time. "Are you not breaking up with me?"
"What!?"/"No!" Both girls screamed out in unison.
"Then what are yo-"
Shani spat out the words at breakneck speeds. "We just wanted to let you know that we understand how you might feel being alone all the time so we wanted to give you options."
"Options?"
Lacey took over. "We just wanted to tell you that if we aren't around and you ever feel the need you could sleep with someone else."
A wave of emotions flooded Amirah as the pain of the imagined break up left her body. Her tears of pain were replaced with tears of joy that joined Shani's and Lacey's own as she was filled with relief. Another emotion that rose in her was indignation, though a small amount. The third one was a sense of mortification.
It was her turn to be confused. "What?"
Shani again. "Sometimes we are gone for a while and we leave you alone. We would feel better if we knew that you were able to take some comfort in another's arms in our absence. We don't want you to think we 're being selfish and neglecting you."
Amirah squeezed the both of them as hard as she could. "I'm sorry but I refuse." Before they could interject, she kept going, recovering a fraction of her authoritative tone and placing it in her voice. "You two worry too much. You may be gone sometimes but I am never lonely. You two make sure of it. You two call me every single day. Sometimes we fall asleep with facetime on and you always bring me back some wonderful gift. I don't need nor want to take comfort in anyone else."
After a long pause Lacey said, "You sure?"
"Absolutely."
She could feel Lacey's smile. "I'll give Asad the bad news." Amirah couldn't hold in her laughter as a lighter mood fell over the cuddle pile.
She had thought the moment had passed, but Lacey, in her patented stubbornness, insisted on getting the last word. "Well... the offer is always on the table for you should you ever want to take it." The whiplash of the emotional shifts she had experienced in the last few minutes had left Amirah exhausted. She didn't have the energy to argue with her. Instead she just basked in their love on the couch. Before their feelings evolved and they began the process of making more love, of course.
BDSM
Note: This takes place 1 year after graduation.
Penthouse bedroom:
Lacey laid in their bed, nude as the day she was born, next to her girlfriend. Excitement had once coursed through her body, but now she was left dumbfounded and disappointed. Even her dick, which was once painfully excited, was only at half-mast.
They had been over Amirah's place earlier in the week but they got sent home early. At some point Amirah took Shani into another room and she heard her girlfriend get a very stern talking to, though she couldn't hear why. Shani was very quiet on the drive home and it worried Lacey. Though she prodded, Shani wouldn't tell her what had happened and neither would Amirah.



It wasn't until a few days later until Shani built up the courage to confront Lacey. Shani hesitantly told her that she wanted to try something in bed. Lacey's interest peaked when she specifically said she wanted to be on top. Apparently, Amirah had scolded her for being too passive and subservient to both her and Lacey in many aspects of their relationship and she suggested/ordered Shani to test out being more dominant in the bedroom to practice standing up for herself. Shani had told Lacey that she wanted to try some BDSM and she wanted to be on top. Something she hadn't done since they prepared each other for anal.
Fast forward to the current moment and they were both on the bed. Shani clinging to Lacey from behind. They'd been like this for ten minutes.
While it was nice to be held by her girlfriend, this wasn't at all what Lacey felt like she had been promised. Lacey's boredom got the best of her. "How is this BDSM?"
Shani's voice didn't sound very confident. "I-I'm restraining you, aren't I? It's bondage and domination."
While it was true that Lacey did not have much leeway in movement, due to Shani's strong arms pinning her own to her torso, she was sure that this was just cuddling. "No Shani, this is snuggling."
Then Shani got a bit braver. Lacey felt herself squeezed tighter as Shani stammered out. "Sh-shup up. S-s-snuggle slut." She must have felt the drop in Lacey's demeanor from the way she reflexively tensed after the words came out.
Lacey had been ready to be topped by her girlfriend. She expected Shani to hit her with some confidence at least reminiscent of Amirah. She expected Shani to take control and show her a good time. She had wanted her slut to reverse the roles for once. Instead she's getting snuggled by her whore and being told that was domination.
Instead of being made to submit, the immediate feeling that struck Lacey was that Shani was being insubordinate. Her slut was given a taste of freedom and not only had she squandered it, but she also had the audacity to still pretend she hadn't. If she didn't want control she was given, Lacey would gladly take it back. Shani whispered, "I'm sorry..."
Lacey started wiggling her way out of Shani's arms as her voice grew cold. "Oh, you will be."
Pop Quiz
Note: This takes place around 6 years after graduation. Akila is a few months old.
Amirah's Apartment
Shani squirmed on the couch. One of Amirah's hands was on her thigh, the other poking at her side lightly. Shani didn't know how or why she had gotten in this situation but she wanted it to end.
The day started with a 'surprise' visit from Asad and his current girlfriend. Shani didn't believe it one bit as he suddenly claimed to want to spend "bonding time" with his niece and Lacey already had everything ready for him to take her for a day. Before she could even protest, they were out the door, leaving Akila to her brother as they went across town to Amirah's place. They hadn't even let her change out of her home wear. Once there, she was immediately sat on the couch with Amirah while Lacey pulled up a chair in front of them and produced two sheets of paper.
The repressed memories hit Shani like a truck. Even from several feet away, she could recognize from the prism edges and high-quality paper that it was an exam. One of Amirah's exams. Without further ado, they began.
Shani got the game immediately as Lacey read out the questions and marked down the responses. The questions started out fairly easy. Basic questions about etiquette. How to sit, how to address people, the works. And each time she got one right; she was rewarded by her former instructor. At first, they were just verbal congratulations and some light teasing. Amirah would ask her if she followed a particular rule, already knowing Shani didn't unless she went to an event for her own or Lacey's family. The guilt mixed in with the happiness of being praised and left Shani feeling weird.
Slightly further in though, the game changed. Amirah would still congratulate her but they were then accompanied by physical acts. Amirah would blow into her ear to make her shiver, whisper her congratulatory words seductively.
Then she started the touching. At first she just pressed up against Shani, then she wrapped an arm around her. One hand went on her thigh and started slowly rising up with each question she got right. Amirah stopped using words and just began kissing her, either her neck or quick pecks on the lips. She could see Lacey failing to keep her professional facade as there was a tent in her skirt and a blush to her face, her eyes focused more on the two of them than the papers she held.
Shani understood. It had been a little over a year since the three of them had had a three-way. Shani figured they just wanted an excuse to get her all hot and bothered before they got to the main event, so she went along with it and played her part as the whimpering schoolgirl being taken advantage of by her professor. That was, until the game kicked up. Shani should have known by now that Amirah would never settle for anything less than true discomfort and embarrassment from her 'Eyani.'
Amirah had been lightly fingering Shani, simply using one or two fingers to graze her pussy through her underwear and lightly flick her click. The excitement got Shani's head fuzzy, her mind unfocused. And then Lacey started asking the hard questions. Exceptions to the rules, hyper specific scenarios, the works. These were things she would have had trouble answering when she actually studied, let alone several years after graduation. That's when Shani understood the other part of the game.
In her disadvantaged state, she started getting questions wrong. And with each wrong answer, her accumulated rewards were taken away one by one. The hand exited her pants and with accumulated error, went further down her leg. The hand that once caressed her breast now simply hung to her side. Even the kisses stopped. After all the stimulation she had grown accustomed to vanished, desperation set in.
She started trying harder to answer the questions, taking more time to create more thought-out answers. And she was awarded accordingly. But then the rewards made her lose focus again and the cycle continued until she couldn't take it anymore. Along with keeping her at the edge, she also felt as if she was disappointing them. Then she remembered. A year was a long time, but the body remembered.
With being pregnant and being a new mother and even the few times she'd been with each of them individually, she had forgotten how it felt to be together, with both of them. The way they made her feel loved and shamed at the same time. The way they could get her to the edge and keep her there for as long as they wanted. The way they toyed with her as only they could, made her feel emotions as only they knew how. She remembered how much she missed this. She was nearing the verge of tears as her heart swelled and her need threatened to overflow.
And of course, that's when they decided to change the game again. Lacey put down the exam and looked her dead in the eye, now asking questions off the cuff.
"Shani, who do you belong to?"
The recognition of the question was immediate. "You!" Amirah started to pull further away. What did I do wrong? I answered it like I did last time! Was that no- it clicked. "Both of you!"
Amirah pushed her down onto the couch, leaning down to give her a deep kiss. "Correct."
Lacey moved from her seat to kneel beside them. Having both of their faces so near only heightened Shani's need for them. A few tears of both joy and frustration fell down her face. Lacey calmly wiped some up with her index finger.
Amirah asked the next one. "Do you love us, Shani?"
"Yes!" She was rewarded with the return of the hand down her pants. It skipped the foreplay and went straight to playing with her clit fully.
Lacey was next. "Do you love us, Shani?"
"Yes!" The fingering stopped. Before she could protest that she was telling the truth though, she understood why. Amirah prompted her to lift her hips as she roughly pulled off both her sweatpants and underwear. As a replacement award Lacey was the one to kiss her this time.
Amirah positioned herself between Shani's legs, "Almost there, Dear. Just two more. Do we love you, Shani?"
"Yes."
"Correct" Amirah positioned herself, accordingly, lightly pressing against her entrance, threatening to enter her with one more correct answer.
"Did you miss this, Shani?"
She sniffled. As opposed to the other answers she shot out as quickly as she could, this one was the hardest to get out. Along with everything she was feeling, and after all these years, it still felt embarrassing to admit that she liked being bullied. And they knew that. She quietly said. "... Yes."
And then the two of them had their way with their favorite slut.
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Cafeteria
I never truly appreciated our school uniform until that moment. Dress shirts and blazers. Dress shoes and long socks. Even a stupid little necktie. But the best part, the pinnacle of human invention, were those short ass skirts we were forced to wear. So many days of cold winds freezing our asses off, the rain and splashes of mud hitting our bare legs. The leering of boys whenever we went on a field trip. All of it was worth it for that one moment.
As I ate lunch with my bbff (best bitch for-fucking-ever) Lindsy, behind me I heard a yelp followed by the telltale sound of a metal tray hitting the floor and the following sound of laughter from the entire cafe.
I turned around and time must have stopped, just so that I could etch every detail of the event into my brain for later.
On the ground was Dana Murphy, (almost) everyone's favorite punching bag. Personally, I liked her well enough. She was a nice girl and tried to be amiable to everyone but being the hard-ass principal's daughter was just a fact of life she couldn't escape.
The way she fell on her face, it was easy to tell one of the bitches at the table she passed tripped her as she walked by. They were laughing the hardest. Dana's wavy, red locks were splayed out on the ground around her head, her lunch was splattered across the floor in front of her.
But I have to be honest. Those were only facts that I vaguely recall from my periphery. I was entirely focused on Dana's lower half. Four years in this Catholic hellhole and that was the first time I ever truly thanked God.
By the grace of the almighty himself, her skirt had somehow flipped up in the fall, revealing the divine contents it kept beneath. Two glorious orbs of flesh were what met my eyes. They were so smooth and firm and plump it made me regret that I missed the fall, just for the chance to see them jiggle. It gave me the same feeling as when you see an especially cute baby, the sudden urge to bite them. Not painfully, just a little love bite. God, what I wouldn't give for just a nibble.
But the ass itself wasn't the only sexy thing on display. Dana was a goody two shoes. 'Little miss perfect for her mommy' as others would say behind her back. She dotted her i's, crossed her t's, recited every prayer from heart and followed every rule. So who would have guessed that instead of a pair of plain, white panties, Dana would be sporting a lace thong under her skirt?
It rode up in her ass in all the right ways. Or the wrong ways, should I adhere to the standard of modesty that we were taught. It had a sort of weird effect. Despite covering so little, the fact that it barely covered anything made me want to peel it off even more. Like I was so frustratingly close to seeing her entire ass that it was more annoying to see that thong than it would have been to see a normal pair of panties.
I don't know how long I stared at her ass. It probably was a couple of seconds at most, but it felt like hours. I would still be in that trance had Lindsy not snapped me out of it.
She hit me on the shoulder with her bible and pointed at Dana on the floor. "Monica, you useless lesbian, go help her!"
To be one hundred percent honest, there was a good chance I would have ignored her had my view not been interrupted. Dana flipped her skirt back down, still prone on the floor. Finally freed from my captivation, all of my other senses rebooted. The first thing I noticed was the laughter and how deafening it was. Next, I noticed how dry my mouth was.
Then my eyes traveled up to Dana's head. I met her hazel eyes. They were wide from shock and were staring directly into my soul. And then, seemingly waking up from a trance of her own, her head looked to everyone else in the cafe. At everyone else laughing at her expense.
She looked so vulnerable, so lost. Like a deer in headlights. After fixing her skirt she didn't even make to get up. She just laid there, covering her bottom with her hands. She looked to be on the verge of tears.
It was then I sprung up, though much too late to even call it a good thing. I rushed to her side and kneeled beside her. "Dana, are you okay?" I reached down to help her up.
That got her moving. She almost recoiled from me as she scrambled to get up. Her eyes looked at me with a mixture of fear and confusion. It felt like out of all of the people in this cafeteria, I had hurt her the most. Once on her feet, she immediately ran from the room, off to probably cry her eyes out and hate me forever. And I was left to clean up the mess of what was supposed to be her lunch while snickers still popped up all around.
This was the first time I ever truly felt guilt for who I was, even with all the repeated lessons about how God made women to be man's companions. Someone was in trouble and needed help, and all I did was ogle her ass.
Later
"Fucking God damnit!" I tried to smooth out my skirt as I hurriedly left the bathroom. I was running late to my next class because my stomach decided to throw a fit and eject everything I had ever eaten all at once. Probably divine justice for how I treated Dana.
I broke one of our school's 'commandments' as I briskly jogged through the hallway, making sure to not run into any teachers or God forbid Mrs. Murphy. As I went around a corner I bumped into someone. Fuck.
The good news was that the person I bumped into wasn't faculty, the bad news is the person who I just knocked to the ground was Dana Murphy. Great, now I had both emotionally and physically hurt her in the span of an hour. I quickly picked her up and dusted her off. When she recognized me, I saw the same fearful look from earlier. Of course she would be scared of me. In a Catholic school full of envious bitches and wrathful whores, it was only natural to be afraid of Monica, the tall black girl who was clearly a lecherous lesbian that coveted your ass. I went to move past her to get to class, muttering a quick "Sorry" as I went by.
But she stopped me. As I stepped away, I felt resistance on my arm. When I turned I saw it was her, tugging on my sleeve. She still had the same confused and slightly fearful look, but she also seemed to be mustering up some sort of courage. With great difficulty she forced out, "Wait."
There was that vulnerable look again. I felt somehow that if I left for class, I'd only hurt her feelings again, so I stayed.
There was a moment where she didn't say anything. Where she continued to hold onto my sleeve, as if confused that I actually heeded her wish while simultaneously afraid that I'd disappear if she let go. And then she seemed to get a bit flustered as she quickly let go of my sleeve and fumbled an apology.
She dug around in the pockets of her blazer and pulled out two pieces of paper and handed one to me. They were hall passes with an added late note to them, signed by none other than her mother. But that didn't make sense, there's no way Mrs. Murphy would ever excuse being this late to class. As well as how did this already have my name on i-
"I made them," Dana blurted out suddenly. "I saw you weren't in class and I didn't want you to get in trouble. It should be fine as long as my mother doesn't see them herself. No one ever questions anything from her." It appears I was wrong about her being a complete teacher's pet.
I gingerly took the hall pass. "Uh, thanks." I would have gone to class then but she seemed like she had more to say. So I waited for her. I wanted to see if I could figure out what got her so nervous, you know, besides talking to someone that scripture says deserves eternal damnation. But why'd she have to look so cute being nervous?
She continued after a second, stuttering her way through a rushed explanation. "I wanted to apologize for the lunchroom. You were just trying to help but then I ran away and I heard you had to clean up my mess an-" I held up a hand to stop her.
"Nah, I get it, you were in a bad situation and I didn't exactly make it better. If anything I should be apologizing to you." The look in her eye changed slightly.
"Apologize for what?" She had to know what for. She was staring at me staring at her. She must have wanted me to admit it. 'All will be cleansed by confession' or some shit.
I mustered up my self-confidence. "For staring. You needed help and instead of helping I just... stared." That was enough self-loathing for one day, I turned to go to class.
Once again she stopped me, a little more desperately this time. She grabbed my whole arm and pulled it against her. My surprise had to be tempered against how soft her breast felt. "Wait!" She sounded more desperate somehow.
I didn't understand what was happening, but at this point I felt like she obviously wasn't talking to me just because she wanted to apologize. So what did she want?
This time she didn't let go as she spoke. She didn't look up to meet my eyes either. "I-I also wanted to thank you!" Her voice had risen a bit too much for the empty hallways, she cleared her throat and tried again. "You're so nice to me when everyone else is mean. You actually talk to me and treat me like my own person instead of just an extension of my mother." She started to break down more. "You don't yell at me or trip me or-"
I didn't really know what to do beyond try to comfort her, so that's what I did. I pulled my arm out of her grasp and she started to break down more before I wrapped her in a hug. After the initial moment of shock, she returned it, hovering over the edge of sobbing as she sniffled into my blazer. She needed someone right now, so I tried to ignore how warm and soft she felt as I squeezed her, or that fact that her face was basically shoved into my tits because of the height difference.
I just held her for a few minutes, one of my hands rubbed her head, gliding through her thick, yet surprisingly silky-feeling locks, as she calmed down. But the entire thing still felt strange. Even after the thanks, and my apology and the breakdown, something still felt unresolved. It felt as if she had more to say.
Once she calmed down, she still clung to me, testing my conviction. She needed someone right now and I refused to fail her twice in one day because of my heathenish proclivities. Even if my hands liked how they slightly sunk into her as we hugged. Even if she smelled amazing. Even if the feeling of her breathing against me brought up feelings best felt alone in my bunk. At the end of her calming down, she seemed to regain her composure and took a calming breath, which I had to rationalize as a breath and not that she was sniffing me... I think.
Then I heard her voice from below. "So... anyway, you don't have to apologize for looking... you've already been so good to me-" I stopped her before she could go any further down this boulevard of red flags.
"No, Dana." My tone maybe was a bit too harsh because she jumped in my arms. I lessened it as I continued. "Just because I've been nice to you doesn't mean I get to just stare at your body however I please. You should value yourself more than that. If I, or anyone else for that matter, makes you uncomfortable, you should tell them." There was a moment of silence after that. A silence that ended as she muffled something into my breasts. "What?"
For the first time since we started this embrace she looked up at me, meeting my eyes. From the look in them, this was what she really wanted to talk about. The thing she had been trying to drag out of herself this entire conversation.
"What if... what if your staring didn't bother me?" What? The question in and of itself was simple. Hell, even the message behind the question was simple. But it couldn't be that, right? Otherwise all my work for processing this physical contact as purely platonic would be for naught. Surely she meant something else and she just phrased it wrong.
She followed up her question with another. "Monica, forgive me if I'm wrong but... are you a lesbian?" Welp, there was no way to misinterpret that. I knew I was from the moment puberty decided to show its face. There was nothing about the male form that I found appealing and could not understand why the other girls kept pictures of swole Jesus under their pillows. I much rather preferred pictures of Mary.
She couldn't have found out from anyone else. Well, it was unlikely at least. I'd only told three people so far, and of the three of them, the only one who still talked to me was Lindsy. Though Lindsy did like to poke fun at me at times about it. But besides awkward side looks when we were changing, I'm fairly certain the other two hadn't told anyone. Hell, I hadn't even told my parents yet. So she must have figured it out some other way.... Like me staring at her ass, probably with a dumb look on my face as she was harassed by the rest of the school.
It wasn't like I could deny it. Nor did I want to, I am who I am. "Yeah..." But from the way a breath caught in her throat, I sensed something else. The weird air around this situation finally made sense. And I hoped to God that I wasn't wrong. I voiced a question of my own. "... Are you?"
Before she could answer, both of us recognized a sound. Beyond my rapid heart rate and the pounding in my ears, I heard the sound of heels on tile, which wasn't uncommon at this school. But the timing between the footfalls and the confidence that somehow radiated from the noise could only mean one person. Mrs. Murphy. Our hall passes wouldn't work on the person who supposedly signed them.
Before I could panic though, Dana dragged me away. Suddenly I was in a dark, cramped place with Dana even more pressed up against me. Anticipating my question she reached up and covered my mouth with a shush. Then we waited.
We heard her turn the corner and pause. She muttered under her breath, "I could have sworn I heard..." We could hear her approach the closet but then her phone rang. "Uh huh. Okay. I'll be there in a moment." We heard another frustrated sigh followed by the clacking moving further down the hallways. Neither of us relaxed until we couldn't hear it anymore.
When Dana removed her hand from my mouth, I let out a sigh of relief. My body fully relaxed. That is, until it remembered it was up against a pretty girl in extremely close proximity. Dana returned her hand to my back, keeping herself wrapped around me. Despite the fear being gone, our breaths remained deep. The same something that had us flustered in the hallways reclaimed its spot after the fear dissipated, now feeling so much more concentrated in this confined space.
It was then I realized we were in a janitor's closet. The smell of miscellaneous chemicals mixed in with Dana's sweet smell, and I could vaguely feel the handle of a mop or broom against my back. I also noticed that I took up most of the space. Dana was squished between me and a shelf. I shuffled backward as much as I could to give her a little more room.
Despite getting the space to loosen up, she stayed glued to me. She didn't want to let go of me, and some part of me was happy because it didn't want her to let go. Her grip stayed on me as she took a third of a step forward so that she wasn't at least pushed into a corner. "Thanks."
"No problem." We could have exited the closet now that the danger was gone, but neither of us made a move to open the door. The only movement in the closet was our breathing, and the occasional adjustment of our arms in the hug.
There was just enough light coming in through the vent in the door to faintly see her face as she looked up at me. She decided to pick up where we left off as if nothing happened. "What did you say?"
With the new environment, I found it much harder to speak, the feeling of closeness clouding my mind. "Um... I asked if you were, you know... also a lesbian." At the question, Dana squeezed me harder.
"I don't know. I like talking to you and you're nice and definitely pretty, but I never saw you that way." I never asked about me specifically. "But today, when I saw you staring, I started to feel something. It felt... nice. You stared at me like I was the only person in the room. And then when you got closer, some other feelings came up and I ran away." At this point she lowered her gaze, now looking directly into my bosom instead of making eye contact. "Everything my mom taught me told me that these feelings were wrong. But then I had time to think, afterward. These feelings are supposed to be wrong, but if they are wrong then why does it feel so good?" She seemed to be trying to convince herself as much as me. "Being here with you, being close to you and having you hold me feels... I don't know. Special? I don't want to let go."
So she was feeling what I felt. This strange aura surrounding us finally had a name. Sexual tension. And I had no idea how to navigate it. You don't get a lot of experience being a closeted girl in a Catholic school. But Dana seemed to be letting herself drown in it. Why shouldn't I? I decided to reassure her the only way I could think of.
She flinched as I wiggled one of my arms free from her grasp. I could feel her fear flood the room. The fear I would reject her. That I would open the door and walk away, or worse, go tell her mother about her unholy thoughts. That fear quickly turned to confusion as I placed my hand on the top of her head.
I couldn't exactly reach her chin in this cramped space, so instead I slowly pushed her head back until it tiled upward and she met my eyes again. And then, with just enough space, I leaned my neck down and kissed her. It wasn't anything special, beyond my own first kiss. I just pressed my lips against hers and hoped it worked. And it did. She relaxed against me, almost melting into our embrace. It only lasted a second or two but when I pulled away she was breathless.
"Dana, if God didn't want us to exist, he wouldn't have created us this way. It's okay to feel this way. I also... like being here, with you." The wind I started with left my sails the further I got into the reassurance. Sure, I've had more time and personal reflection on my sexuality, but again, I had zero experience with someone else. If she weren't so close to panicking, I'm sure it would be me instead. But that in and of itself was sort of calming and invigorating. Neither of us knew what we were doing, but now we both knew how the other felt. There was a nervous excitement to see where we would go from here.
It took Dana another minute to recover from the kiss, but when she met my eyes again, I could tell she had sunken further into the mood infesting the closet. She looked at me and asked a question that only had one answer.
"Would... would you like to see it agai-"
"Yes!" my enthusiasm startled her, but even in the dim light, I could still see her embarrassed smile.
A second passed before we realized that the closet had barely enough room for the two of us to stand in it, let alone maneuver to a way that would allow her to show me her divine assets again. But that didn't deter her.
She cleared her throat. "Would you like to... touch it?" I held back my response this time. Of course I wanted to touch her ass. Anyone would jump at the chance to and anyone who says otherwise would be a God damned liar. But it was how she asked the question, and the previous one at that, that bothered me.
"No." She stiffened up. I could feel the disappointment in her voice.
"Oh, okay."
"I don't want to touch it, Dana. I want to touch you." She gasped. "Your ass isn't the only good thing about you, and yes I stared at it, but you shouldn't separate it from yourself. So, Dana, can I touch you?" I had no fucking clue where this cool badass came from. My heart was damn near pounding out of my chest and I was starting to nervous sweat. But something about seeing her like this made me want to encourage her.



She looked at me with immense relief in her eyes. Her grip changed on me, going from a hug to tightly gripping my blazer. She whispered, "Please. T-touch me."
Having been given permission, my hands started moving down. They slowly trailed down her back and sides and I could feel her muscles tense. And then I swallowed and grabbed two handfuls of her jiggly ass-flesh. Her grip tightened on me, and she let out something that at first I thought was a gasp but could have been a moan.
I was paralyzed at first. Just holding her flesh over her skirt was enough for me. The fact that within the same day I was shown this heavenly body and was now allowed to simply touch it blew my mind. But like with most things, once I got a taste, I wanted more. But I also had to remember the person the ass belonged to, the one currently up against me in a tense ball of nerves.
I held back on the more forceful urges and just settled for gentle rubbing and light squeezing. It felt amazing. The way my fingers sank into it and the way it bounced back when I relaxed my grip was the best thing I'd ever experienced. But tactile feedback wasn't the only enjoyment. I got to feel Dana shiver and hear her moan against me as I worked. But then Dana surprised me.
She whispered up to me, her head obviously swimming with lust, "You can go under the skirt if you want. And... be a little rougher."
I wholeheartedly accepted her offer. She let out a small noise as I quickly flipped her skirt up, exposing her to the air. Somehow, it felt even better. Feeling the warmth of her skin, the direct feedback of feeling her muscles twitch under my touch, it all was ten times better than it was before. I even pushed the boundaries a bit and toyed with her thong, which she didn't protest. Dana's noises got even sweeter.
But I noticed Dana getting wound up again. Ever since the kiss, she was almost relaxed against me. But since I started touching her, she grew more tense against me. Her moans started having to be strained and forced out of her throat instead of slipping out freely. I could guess why. It must be torture to have all this lust building up inside of her with no payoff. Not that I was any different, but this was new to her. She needed release.
Without pausing my hands I spoke down to her. "Dana, if you'd like... I could touch you more. You know... in other places."
Her eyes shone with need. "Really?"
"Of course. Just tell me what you want me to do."
"I-I don't know. This is all so new. I can't even believe I'm doing something like this in the first place. But please." That was consent if I ever heard it.
One of my hands went to support her while still doing its previous job. It wrapped around her waist in just the right way to still have a handful of her ass while also pulling her close. My other hand slowly made its way around to her front, in case she had any last-minute objections. Instead, her breath quickened and she got even more tense against me.
I slowly moved away (or a better term would be peeled with how wet she was) the front of her thong. And then I touched her. I'd never touched another pussy before, so I just wanted to get my bearings. It felt so strange to feel someone else's. I felt it twitch under my fingers and heard Dana's voice catch.
I pressed all around her crotch lightly, getting a general feel for it since I couldn't see it. She had a good amount of hair, but it felt trimmed. As if she prepared for someone to see it. And her lips felt different yet familiar. I tried to imagine a visual using mine as a basis.
But at least it seemed to function the same way, more or less. It was a bit weird to get used to touching one from the front, but whenever I touched spots that I liked, she seemed to like it so I followed what I did to myself.
From private conversations with Lindsy and overhearing some people in the locker room, I knew some girls don't like penetration so I didn't try to go inside her. Though she was definitely wet enough for it.
I eventually made my way to her clit. When I brushed against it, she let out a full volumed moan and leaned against me heavily. We both paused, hoping that there was no one in the hallway to hear it.
"You gotta be quiet, Dana!"
"I'm sorry but your fingers feel so good!"
"If you want me to continue you gotta figure something out!" She obviously didn't want me to stop, and of course, neither did I. There wasn't much room to do something drastic, and her hands were preoccupied with clinging to me, so she had to improvise.
Her solution was to bite the collar of my blazer. She looked up at me, her eyes silently asking, 'is this okay?' She looked absolutely adorable. The sight itself was worth a laundry load to remove the saliva stains. She was just so fucking cute.
When I touched her clit again, she moaned again, this time most of it muffled by my chest. With the makeshift gag now in place, Dana was much freer with her moans. Each motion of my finger brought a vibration on my chest and a sweeter noise to my ears. I felt a little bad because at some point my goal became to hear more of the noises instead of getting her off. But if it all leads to the same result it's fine, right?
The darkness had tuned my other senses to the max. My touch and hearing specifically. For a while there was nothing but her against me and the noise. Just the two of us, in this dark, dirty, stuffy closet. Our own little Eden.
Then another noise made us both jump. We both tensed as the bell rang loudly. The noise sent my brain into overdrive. The bell meant I missed class. I'm not sure that a hall pass would cover missing an entire class. Maybe I should just tell her the truth. That my stomach betrayed me after lunch, that is. Shit, the bell meant that class was over and people were going to be roaming the halls. That was the last class, and some of these bitches liked to loiter until Mrs. Murphy scared them off. We were gonna be trapped in here forever, not that I particularly minded that. But what about Da-
My mini panic attack was elevated by the realization that there was now a tertiary noise in my ears. It seems that along with scaring us, the bell kickstarted Dana's orgasm. Hell of a timing. In the same microsecond it took me to realize our predicament, the bell made her gasp and let go of my blazer. I could hear her non suppressed moan just under the sound of the bell. We were going to get caught. I had to do something.
I couldn't stop. That'd be too cruel. She needed this. But if I didn't stop, she'd keep making noise and we'd get caught. I didn't have time to think of a real plan beyond "ride out the storm.'
Before the bell finished ringing, I snaked the arm I was using to support her waist up her back to her head. Then I just pulled her into my chest again. Using my body to muffle her cries of pleasure, I was also tasked with keeping her under control. She spasmed against me and I had to use my makeshift grip on her, one handed because the other kept fondling her pussy, to keep her convulsions against me and not hitting the shelves or items around us to make noise.
It was quite possibly the scariest moment of my life. And that fear also made it the hottest. The only thing between us and the rest of the world was that door. I could hear students and teachers walk by while I kept Dana against me in rapture. That moment seemed to last forever.
I only stopped when her hips started twitching, seemingly trying to get away from my hand. I knew from personal experience that overstimulation by my own hand wasn't too pleasant, so I slid it out of her panties, but I couldn't bring myself to end the contact completely, so I returned it to her ass.
Once she regained some composure, she pushed her face out of my breast and rested her chin on them, looking up at me. No words were said, probably because talking was liable to get the attention of people outside, but she just looked up at me, breathing heavily. And I stared down at her as the hand that held her head also returned to her butt.
We were still trapped in the closet, waiting until the halls cleared, but I think neither of us really wanted to leave. Time slowed while we were in there. There was an unspoken bond formed by what had occurred. Dana's eyes held so much emotion. Emotion that she looked to me to guide. I didn't know what I was doing, but I did want to be whoever she thought I was. To prove I was worthy of the trust she put in me to tell me her feelings and share this experience with me. Despite her coming down from her high, there was still an excitement in the air. It was obvious that both of us enjoyed it. The air was thick with anticipation for what, and/or who, would come next.
And of course, besides all that sappy stuff, I was soaked. I may have still been a virgin, but I was pretty sure there were very few turn ons as potent as having a cute girl cum in your arms. And I was definitely turned all the way on. Though that would have to wait until we weren't in danger of being expelled and probably excommunicated.
At the moment we just settled for being together in that closet. I don't remember when exactly but at some point her hands left their death grip on my blazer and moved down to my ass. We were in there for a long time, saying nothing, breathing heavily and feeling each other's asses.
And then my phone rang. The noise was sudden, loud, and broke us from whatever spell we were under. I quickly let go of Dana and tried to maneuver my arms in the cramped space to reach my pocket to turn it off but I was too late. Someone marched right up to the closet door and opened it.
The light was blinding after having spent so much time adjusting to the dark of the closet. My first thought was that a teacher had caught us. The second was that it was Mrs. Murphy herself. But as my eyes readjusted, I felt a pang of relief along with a new set of fears. In the doorway was Lindsy, her phone in hand and obviously calling mine. And she looked angry.
Of course she was angry. She just caught her friend doing ungodly things in the closet with another woman. It went against everything that school taught us. I figured this was the end of our friendship. She was able to tolerate my orientation with jokes but seeing it in action would burn that bridge.
"Monica, you slutty lesbo, I had to carry our group presentation and you were in here playing grab ass with Dana!? You fucking owe me." Before I had time to process that she was mad at the presentation and not my sexuality she grabbed my blazer and yanked me into the open. She didn't even look at the other girl before turning down the hallway. "Bye, Dana."
"... Bye." From the sound of her voice I could hear her face. The same wide eyes from the gym, like a deer in headlights. She had come to grips with her feelings, had what I assume was her first sexual experience and was found out, all in the span of an hour.
It seemed we were in there for a really long time as the halls were empty. Lindsy didn't let go of my arm as she dragged me towards our lockers to get our things. Behind us I heard Dana say "B-bye Monica!"
I turned back and saw her peeking out of the closet, watching us leave. "Um, yeah. See ya Dana."
There was a pause as I looked back at her. And then she mustered up more courage to ask, "See you later?" Once again there was that vulnerable look.
I mustered up that badass from earlier and flashed her a big smile. "Of course." Just seeing the tension leave her shoulders and her face light up made it worth the work it would take to keep up the act. We stared at each other until I was dragged around a corner
.
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Reunion
Note: This takes place 5-6 years after graduation, sometime before "pop quiz".
Amirah's apartment
Shani stood outside the door to the apartment, hesitant to knock. What if she's mad at me?
After being separated for so long, having Amirah back in her life was great. She was wonderful with Akila and the four of them going on family outings were some of the best moments of her life. But Amirah barely spoke about the time they'd been separated. They hadn't even had sex yet, all the focus was on the baby and being there for them as they raised her. She almost seamlessly re-assimilated herself to their lifestyle as if she never left. It was weird.
Today was the first time in over a year and a half that they would be alone together. Lacey took the baby and Asad was there to help her when they kicked her out of the house to go see Amirah. After being away for so long it felt like she was more like an escort than her lover.
Shani reached down and touched her stomach, definitely much rounder than the last time they were together. It had been a long time since she'd felt this nervous about her appearance. I hope she doesn't mind the weight...
Before she could stall for more time, the door opened and Amirah nearly ran into her. Upon recognizing her, and before Shani got over the shock herself, Amirah wrapped her in a big hug.
"Shani! There you are. Oh God, you had me so worried." She continued to squeeze Shani.
"Why?"
"Lacey just texted me and said you left 30 minutes ago. It doesn't take that long to get here and I was going to go look for you. Don't make me worry like that again." Amirah spoke like a parent when their child breaks curfew. And then she added, more softly, "Please."
Shani didn't know what to say. "Sure... sorry about that."
"Now let's get you inside."
Later
Shani had one of the most stressful yet relaxing days with Amirah. Turns out, she set up an entire spa day, just for her. Upon entering she took Shani's coat and ordered her to sit down and do nothing. And that's just what she did.
Amirah cooked for her. She gave her several back and shoulder massages, which felt really good after holding a child every day, and even bathed her. Not once did she allow Shani to do anything herself. Whenever Shani offered to help with something or stood, Amirah would scold her and make her sit back down saying that the entire day was for her to relax and she planned on keeping that true.
And she did relax, physically. She didn't realize how tight her muscles had become from always chasing after or holding Akila. She had learned to crawl early and thus kept them busy keeping her out of trouble as she explored. Take your eyes off her for a second and she'd disappear, causing one or both or often all three of them to search the entire penthouse frantically. Looking after a child was always stressful and that leads to one always holding tension in their muscles.
Her mental state was a different story. Amirah was being very nice and there was nothing wrong with the services she provided, but Shani wondered if she was being too nice. Throughout the day sometimes when they made eye contact Amirah would stop whatever she was doing and hug her tightly. While squeezing Shani she would simply say "I missed you" and then return to whatever she was doing. Shani couldn't tell if it was some passive aggressive form of retribution to make her feel bad or not. Amirah's eyes were honest right before she hugged her. But they also held some sadness.
Shani also thought it was strange that Amirah hadn't tried to sleep with her, as she was told this day was for them to truly "reconnect." Which she took as Amirah would fuck her as much as she could to make up for lost time.
After all of the pampering was done, a freshly bathed Shani was on the couch with Amirah, being cuddled from behind. They sat in silence as they watched the television, Shani just being held and Amirah lovingly nuzzling her neck like a cat.
After ten minutes, Amirah started talking, her voice soft and warm. "Shani."
"Yes?" Amirah moved her hands to Shani's stomach, softly and slowly kneading the baby fat she had accumulated.
"I missed you."
"I um... I missed you too." Amirah continued as if she hadn't spoken.
"You're a mommy Shani." A simple statement. Not one Shani knew how to respond to.
"Uh... yeah, I am." Amirah squeezed her flesh and snuggled in closer.
"You and Lacey made a life together. A beautiful baby girl." It sounded like Amirah was talking at her instead of to her.
"Yeah... she is pretty cute." Amirah gave her a squeeze.
"Just like her mommy." Silence took over for about a minute.
The attention then returned to her. The voice turned from matter of fact to sullen. "I missed you." Before Shani could respond she continued, the voice going back to neutral. "How's it feel, Shani? How's it feel to be a mommy?"
"It's nice I guess." Shani was stuck between feelings. This casual small talk about life was clashing with the building arousal within her. Of course Shani had been expecting Amirah to jump her at any moment, but it wasn't as if it wouldn't be welcome. The close proximity combined with the sensual touching of her stomach caused a familiar yearning to build up in her lower abdomen. She was forced to ignore the feeling when Amirah spoke again.
"Shani." Her voice held a warning. "Tell the truth. How does it feel to be a mommy?"
Shani took a deep breath, and released it slow, hoping that the relaxation would calm her growing fire. "It's... weird. I don't know. I love Akila. Every time I look at her my day brightens just a little bit more." Shani smiled to herself as she spoke. "And when she looks at me she does the cutest thing. At first she looks confused because she doesn't recognize me, but when she does there's this adorable look of surprise and then her face lights up!"
Shani then got quiet for a moment. When she spoke again, her voice was low and concerned. "But it's also stressful. When she used to cry all night and nothing would settle her down. When she started rolling over in her sleep I was so afraid of SIDS that I would watch her all night and flip her back over when she did it."
The dam broke and all of her anxiety came rushing out. Her words came faster and more frantic. "And then she started crawling around and whenever I glance and don't see her there I panic and I feel like I could just die because I think I'm going to find her and she won't be OK and it'll be my fault and-"
Amirah squeezed Shani harder and shushed her, calming her down. They sat there for a few minutes while Shani collected herself. "I'm even worried now. Worried that I won't be able to see her recognize me again."
"But she's at your place with Lacey and Asad."
"I know - and I trust them! But... I don't know. It's just whenever she's not in my line of sight I start to worry." She paused for a second. "I'm sorry for ruining tonight with this."
Amirah's voice was calm and reassuring. "Nonsense. I asked you the question and wanted you to be honest and you were. It may not be the exact same but I understand how you feel. As a professor I want my students to be safe and cared for as well as be the best that they can be. Sometimes it gets a bit hard to watch them graduate and go off on their own, or sometimes even to leave class. You worry about the people you care for. Of course you worry about her. I do too."
With that, the two of them shared a silence full of understanding and comfort. Amirah kept slowly touching Shani's body and Shani slowly kept getting more and more aroused with the stimulation.
Amirah broke the silence again, but this time Shani noticed that her voice was a bit deeper, her breath a bit heavier. "Shani."
"Yeah?"
"When's it gonna be my turn to make you a mommy?" And there it is. At this point, Shani noticed something had changed in the cuddle. Amirah's hands had gone from simply playing with her meat to grasping it possessively, claiming it for themselves. It must have happened slowly but it was also then that Shani noticed something hard and long against her lower back.
The question caught her off guard. "I-I-I don't know. I'd have to ask Lacey a-"
Amirah's interruption came out in a low purr. "Why? The two of you didn't consult me when you decided to have Akila. What's the need to involve Lacey in this?" Her hands tightened on her hips.
"Bu-"
A soft chuckle escaped Amirah's lips. "I'm joking, I'm joking." Then she whispered into Shani's ear, "Maybe."� � � � � � � � � � � � �
Shani waited for Amirah to make her move, perhaps to try to make good on her suggestion, but nothing came. Amirah continued to grope her as she pleased and her erection continued to press into her back but nothing else happened. Even Amirah's voice returned to normal.
"You have a lot more meat on you than I remember Shani."
Shani fought to remain focused, suppressing the arousal in her that was reaching critical mass. Why isn't she doing it? We both know she wants to.
"I couldn't work out when I was pregnant. And the cravings were a lot of stuff I would usually work off in practice." She tried to move Amirah's hands downward, both in embarrassment at her stomach as well as encouraging her to touch her more intimately. Amirah's hands stayed firm in their position.
"It's not a bad thing. I quite like it. I believe your generation calls it 'thick' with two c's, correct?"
The embarrassment at her current state and Amirah's use of slang only added to Shani's horniness. Come on. Do something! In a desperate attempt to spur her into action, Shani began squirming, half to try to gain some relief in her crotch and half to not so subtly grind her ass into Amirah.
It didn't work. Instead Amirah just kept holding her. Eventually though, once Shani was almost outright dry humping her, Amirah brought it up. "Is something wrong Shani?"
She couldn't hold it in her anymore. "Why aren't you doing anything?"
"Doing what?" Shani could hear the smile in her voice as she feigned ignorance.
"Something! Anything!"
"That's not what big girls and especially mommies say Shani. They use their words and tell people directly what they want."
Having to say it out loud embarrassed Shani, but at this point she would have done anything to move this along. "I want you to... fuck me."
"You want me to fuck you?"
"Yes."
"Are you sure?" She could hear the grin get wider.
Why is she so intent on dragging this out?
"Yes. Yes I'm sure I want you to fuck me. Please!"
"Alright, Alright. One final question. Do you want it in the front or behind?"
The question stopped Shani in her tracks. It had been a while since she'd done that. The idea of it alone caused her star to contract in anticipation. "... Behind."
"Alright mommy. Let's go to the bedroom."
10 minutes later
Shani laid on her stomach, naked with a pillow below her hips to keep her bottom half elevated. Her face was in the sheets and her hot breath wafted against her face as she anticipated the insertion. Her arms were restrained behind her back, rendering her powerless and subject to Amirah's mercy.
She shivered as she felt Amirah apply the lube to her ass. Her heart rate somehow got even faster when she felt Amirah position herself above her. Her breath caught in her throat when she felt Amirah press up against her anus.
With a deep sigh, Amirah slowly eased herself into Shani's ass, taking her sweet time to make sure they both could savor the moment. When she hilted herself, she laid on Shani's back, adding her full weight to further drive her into the bed.
Once she was fully atop Shani, she slowly moved her hips. Instead of the fucking that was discussed she made love to Shani's ass, breathing heavily onto Shani's neck and into her ear.
Before she started moving though, she whispered one last thing into Shani's ear.
"I've missed you, Eyani."
Domestic Incident/Dispute
Note: This takes place about 4 years post-graduation.
Lacey and Shani's penthouse
"You don't have to do this." Lacey backed away from her wife in fear. But it was all in vain. Several of her smaller steps barely equaled a single stride of Shani's as the larger woman confidently approached her.
Shani just smiled down at Lacey as she grew closer to her prey. "You know I do, Lacey. This is what happens when you do these things. You knew the consequences before you did it. Every action has an equal and opposite reaction."
Lacey tried to retreat further but found herself up against the counter in the kitchen. She was trapped. Every foot fall brought Shani closer, and Lacey closer to her demise. Her blood pounded in her ears as her adrenaline spiked. She needed a way out. To escape Shani somehow. She only had one option.
Lacey attempted to dart past her. She waited for Shani to get close enough to be assured in her victory before darting to the right. She was sure she had escaped, but she could never hold a candle to the athlete's reaction time.
Before Lacey could process it, Shani's arm shot out and Lacey was scooped into the air by her waist. "You didn't really think you could escape, did you?" She was caught now. There was no escape. But that didn't mean she couldn't still fight it.
Lacey struggled with all her might. She tried to use her weak arms to push Shani's shoulders away, she struggled within her wife's grasp. But of course, it was futile.
Shani held her aloft by her armpits, one hand in each, and dangled Lacey so that they were eye level. Despite her protests, Shani easily brought their faces together. Lacey hated this part almost as much as being held.
Her wife couldn't just kiss her normally. Oh no. That would have been too easy. "It doesn't express how much I love you," she had said during an episode. Instead, Shani did everything else but kiss her normally. "Mmmmmmmmwaaa." As always, an exaggerated kiss on the tip of her nose to start. And then in seemingly random order, Shani rained down kisses on every part of Lacey's face while her wife was forced to take it, suspended in midair.
Lacey hated it. It was bad enough that she was picked up and handled like a doll or a child, but then she had to suffer the embarrassment of her wife's barrage of love. As usual, she crossed her arms and pouted until Shani was done.
This time ended even more embarrassingly for Lacey. Usually, once sated, Shani would place her down and release her, as one might do after snuggling a pet. Instead she sat Lacey down on the counter top, knowing damn well Lacey would have to hop down. Stupid wife and her stupid love.
Shani gave one last kiss, a big one, to the center of Lacey's forehead before finally stopping and walking away. "Thanks for the wonderful birthday Josie. I love you."
The use of her pet name was the cherry on top of this horrible situation. How dare her wife treat her this way? She knew just how much Lacey hated it and yet still did it whenever Lacey made her exceptionally happy. She would never do this if Amirah was around, Lacey pouted. How come she didn't command as much respect as Amirah did? Shani would never dare to embarrass their former teacher like this.
Lacey stared at the floor with her arms still crossed and her face burning as Shani exited. "I love you too..." she mumbled. This had to be some kind of emotional abuse. Every time she was left feeling terrible. So violated. So embarrassed. So loved.
A Little Bit of Praise
Note: This takes place around 7 months after graduation.
Amirah awoke with a smile on her face. She was the first to wake, or so she thought. Even after three months of their new arrangement, Amirah still couldn't believe she could be so lucky.
The three of them were in her bed, the two Egyptian women laid on their sides, sandwiching the small Brit between them. Amirah studied Lacey's face. Lacey was on her back, sprawled out as much as she could be between them. She looked so serene, so happy. Amirah watched her chest rise and fall softly as she slept. Amirah brushed strands of blonde hair from her face, appreciating her visage for a few more moments before moving on.
Amirah's eyes focused past Lacey's head to Shani's bust. So large yet firm, truly a symbol of her youth. After several seconds of shameless leering, she trailed her eyes up to Shani's face and was surprised to find two big, green eyes staring back.
Amirah met her eye and smiled warmly. Shani smiled back, a genuine moment before the self consciousness kicked in and she averted her gaze. Amirah had fun just staring at her for a few minutes, counting the amount of times Shani glanced back at her to check to see if she was still looking. Then Lacey stirred.
She didn't wake, but instead shifted a little with a groan. Both of them looked down at her and stared at her for a little while more. Amirah didn't want to risk waking her but she couldn't resist anymore. Besides, Lacey was usually a heavy sleeper. She leaned over and placed a soft kiss on Lacey's forehead.
Lacey was always looking for praise, awake or otherwise. At the new stimulus her body reacted. She turned towards Amirah and latched onto her, seeking more affection. Amirah returned the embrace and kissed the top of her head, causing Lacey to try to squeeze in further. Their little moment was interrupted when Amirah looked back at Shani and noticed some sadness in her eyes.
Their new position left Shani as the third wheel with Lacey's back to her. Awww. She's feeling a bit left out. Unfortunately for Shani, Amirah loved toying with her.
Amirah wrapped her sleeping lover tightly and flipped over, placing her own back to Shani and putting Lacey on the other side. She could only imagine the panic on Shani's face.
She hadn't truly meant to keep Shani out. The plan was to do it for a moment or two and then flip back over. But she never made it that far.
Shani was full of surprises. Amirah felt a strong hand on her shoulder and she was forced to turn onto her back. Then a second arm reached across her body to the other shoulder and pulled so that she was facing Shani again with Lacey between them.
With raised eyebrows, Amirah came face to face with Shani again. Instead of the cute helplessness she expected, Amirah saw a face of shaky determination. For a split second they stared into each other's eyes before Shani moved again. She slid closer to the two of them and wrapped Amirah in a firm hug around Lacey and snuggled her head into Amirah's neck with her eyes shut tightly.
The moment of shock turned into pride in Amirah. Look at her being more assertive! Amirah was nothing if not willing to give credit where credit was due. She wiggled her arm out of Shani's grip and felt her flinch. Instead she just chuckled and brought it up to brush Shani's hair as she craned her neck to kiss Shani's forehead in both apology and praise. Shani's grip relaxed slightly but still remained firm.
The two of them fell back asleep - Amirah softly rubbing Shani's head, Shani maintaining her three person snuggle, and Lacey slowly suffocating in her sleep between the busts of her girlfriends.
Dispenser
Note: this takes place 6 months after graduation
Amirah's apartment
"Hey, Shani." Amirah whispered to the girl cuddled on the couch.
"Yeah?"
"I've been thinking about something. Isn't Lacey like a little soap dispenser, but for cum?" Shani was simultaneously embarrassed at the unexpected turn in the conversation as well as surprised and confused at the analogy.
"What!? How?" She blushed and tried to shy away but Amirah held onto her firmly.
"Look, I'll show you." Amirah released her and stood up.



"Lacey, come over here." The woman in question had been in the kitchen, scavenging for snacks but she appeared in front of them as fast as she could.
"Yes?"
"Take off your clothes for me please." It could have taken much less to get her to do that. In a few seconds Lacey was naked in front of them, dick already hard and standing at attention for whatever Amirah had in store for her.
Amirah just placed a hand on Lacey's head and ruffled her hair a bit. Though she enjoyed and even leaned into the contact, Lacey was confused as she looked into Amirah's eyes for understanding. Amirah began to press down slightly and said, "Lacey."
"Yes?"
"You are a very good girl. One of the best."
Lacey came instantly. Her penis dispensed its payload onto the floor and some of it onto Amirah's leg and she moaned and her legs shook. Amirah just looked over to Shani with a smile.
"See?" Instead of responding Shani just broke into a laughing fit. Seeing it in action was hilarious and kind of cute in a way. Amirah joined her in the laughter.
After recovering from her orgasm, Lacey looked up at the two of them, confused and mad. She didn't know why they were laughing but she could tell it was at her and she was not happy about it.
They spent the rest of the afternoon placating her, but every time their eyes met for the rest of the day they could not help but break into another giggling fit, causing Lacey to pout again.
Release
Note: This takes place 5 years after graduation. Shani is 3 months pregnant.
Middle of the night
Shani was awoken by a horny wife. Not that it was a strange occurrence in their household. She woke to soft kisses on the back of her neck and light moaning in her ear. Hands roamed her body and squeezed whatever flesh they could find. Lacey's body was flush against hers, slightly moving and rubbing something extremely hard on her back. It was one of the nicer ways she's been woken up for sex by her wife.
Unfortunately, Shani wasn't feeling up to it at the moment. She was tired. She shifted her neck away slightly and sighed. "Not tonight, Lacey."
There was a pause before Lacey responded. And when she did, the tone hurt Shani. "Okay..." She felt Lacey turn and move away on their big bed. Given how they usually slept with one of them holding the other, the foot or so between them felt like a canyon.
Why is she so sad? Shani tried to remember if something came up recently but nothing came to mind. Lacey had spent this entire week home. She attempted to care for Shani's every need despite the fact that Shani could still do plenty of things on her own. But Shani could see Lacey's nervous energy and let herself be pampered to let her get it out. She was just excited and scared about the life they were bringing into the world.
But even with all the nervousness, Lacey was nothing but smiles as she made sure Shani was comfortable and in the rare moments she wasn't fretting over her, they were cuddled together on the couch, Lacey's hand tracing small circles on Shani's stomach despite the fact that she hadn't even begun showing yet.
The only downside was that Lacey wouldn't go see Amirah even though Shani told her that she'd be fine if Lacey went for a few days or even just a couple of hours. She could only imagine how lonely Amirah must be.
And then it clicked for Shani. She'd been loved and held and cared for by Lacey all week, but they hadn't done anything sexual. Shani just wasn't up for it. And with Lacey not going to Amirah's place, she wasn't 'getting the poison out' that way. With all the time she spent helicoptering around her, Shani was pretty sure Lacey hadn't even taken some time to take care of it herself. She must be backed up.
Shani knew that her wife was, as Amirah put it, "a little cum dispenser." She just needed to get it out. Shani felt bad for her.
Shani turned around and called out to her wife. "Lacey."
She didn't turn around. "What?"
"Come here."
"...Why?"
"Just come over here."
"No. You said you didn't want to and I don't want to bother you or the baby."
Shani sighed. "Lacey, come here." Shani was met with silence. She sighed again. Even when her wife was being difficult, it was still cute in a way.
Shani reached over and grabbed her wife and then slowly drew them together. Not without a fight.
Lacey whined. "Noooooooooo..." She wiggled and writhed weakly. But even though Shani was pregnant and hadn't worked out in months, Lacey was no match for her wife's physical strength.
Shani pulled the smaller woman against her and wrapped her arms around her middle. She curled slightly around Lacey and placed her chin on the top of her head. She just held her wife as she flailed for several moments before resigning to her fate. Lacey began pouting.
Shani just softly asked, "You done?" Lacey responded with a huff. Shani smiled.
She reached one of her arms down and felt the outside of Lacey's soft pajama pants. She was unsurprised to find something hard tenting out the fabric. When her hand grazed the spot, Lacey let out a suppressed squeak and shivered against her. She must really need this.
Despite all her protests before, Lacey was pretty cooperative while Shani manipulated her. Shani shifted them both enough so that she could pull down Lacey's bottoms and Lacey lifted her hips to assist in that while she pouted.. She made sure that one of her arms kept a firm grip on her wife to prevent any escape attempts. Not that she thought Lacey would, but you never know.
Shani brought her hand up and out of the sheets and slowly dripped some saliva from her mouth into it before placing it back beneath the sheets. Lacey spoke up when she felt the wet hand wrap around her shaft.
"W-what about the sheets?"
Shani sleepily nuzzled her a little tighter and shushed her. "I'll do laundry in the morning." She began moving her hand.
Shani moved at a slow and constant pace, massaging Lacey's dick as she held her. Lacey tried to hold in her reactions, shaking and shivering in her arms.
In no time at all Shani could feel the throbs and hear the telltale signs of Lacey's impending orgasm. Shani just kept her hand moving and sent Lacey over the edge.
She never stopped her hand as Lacey trembled and released shot after shot into the sheets. Shani hummed warmly and kissed the top of her head to encourage her to cum harder.
Now, most people would probably be done with just one. Especially with how much Lacey just released as the thick cum stained the sheets and covered her hand. But Lacey wasn't most people. Lacey was not done when she came, she was done when she was no longer hard. A fact she and Amirah had learned long ago. Luckily for them, Lacey was very easy to please.
Shani let out a soft moan and leaned down to Lacey's ear. "Good girl," she whispered. As expected, Lacey was sent into another orgasm and even more cum joined the rest of it in the sheets. Shani just held her and never stopped moving her hand.
After two more orgasms, Shani finally felt Lacey soften in her palm. She still gripped it and stroked though, making sure to squeeze out every drop from her wife's now sensitive dick. When her hand did stop, she didn't let go just yet, instead holding it in her hand as she asked, "You done?"
In spite of everything, Lacey was still pouting. More upset at herself that Shani 'had' to do this for her, despite Shani insisting. When she didn't get a response, Shani started to move her hand again over the sensitive dick and Lacey spasmed, reaching down to stop her hand letting out a "Yes! Yes... I'm done."
"Okay." Shani kissed the top of her head and reached her hand out, wiping it on the sheets before pulling Lacey's bottoms back into place. And then her arm joined the other around Lacey's midsection and she snuggled in a final time, already drifting off to sleep. "Love you."
Lacey responded with some grumbling and Shani squeezed her. "Fine!" She grumbled a little louder, "I love you too."
And the two went back to sleep.
One of the boys
Note: this takes place 2 years after graduation. The first Christmas after the wedding.
Almasi Complex, Cairo, Egypt
Amirah didn't know how to conduct herself in the Almasi household. She spent so much of her energy hiding their relationship from their colleagues and everyone else around that it felt strange for everyone there to not only know about the three of them, but approve. Not that some other professors didn't already know or so she deduced. Some of them were not very subtle in bringing up it was perfectly fine for a teacher to date someone who was no longer a student.
The other problem was that she wasn't ready, emotionally, to meet the family. Well, to really meet the family. She met them at the wedding but spending two weeks at their estate was another matter completely.
She would have had time to mentally prepare if the girls had not lied to her. Okay, technically not lied, but still. They convinced her to join them on their honeymoon but refused to tell her where they were going. By the time she found out, it was too late. She had taken two weeks leave and had already checked her luggage when they revealed the destination was Cairo.
It wasn't just her they invited. Upon arriving she discovered that they had gone behind her back and invited her parents, who were already days into becoming acquainted with the Almasi clan. Now she had to deal with acting appropriately with her "new family", not technically since they were not officially married but based on how everyone else treated them that wedding was for the trio, and the embarrassment of having her new lovers around her parents.
But even with all of her troubles, ninety nine percent of them were all in her head. Shani's family had already long accepted her and treated her as such, besides the occasional flirtation from Asad or the other older brother. The younger ones treated her a little too politely, almost as if they'd gotten a 'good talking to' about how to treat Amirah.
She did have some trouble figuring out where she fit in the equation though, given the age difference. Amunet, Shani's grandmother, treated her as another grandchild, shoveling her plate full of food whenever there was space on it. Though given how she also did it to Kesi, Shani's mother, it wasn't anything new.
Speaking of her pseudo-mother-in-law, there was a brief period of unease between them. Not any aggression or negativity, just trying to parse the familial pathway. Technically Amirah would be considered Kesi's daughter in law, but given how the two of them were closer in age than she was to Shani and Lacey, that felt weird. So in the end, they decided to just keep it simple and act as equals/friends. Kesi even began treating her like Shani's guardian, making requests to make sure Shani ate right and did all the things she already does. You know how mothers are.
Lacey was a big hit with the family. After staying with them as soon as the girls graduated and frequent visits over the past two years the entire Almasi family was enthralled with the short but fiery Brit. All of the older members adored and fawned over her while the younger ones treated her as one of their own. Shani's younger brothers even listened to her orders, though it was a tossup to Amirah whether that was because they respected her or were afraid of their sister. It was also a source of pride to learn how fast Lacey picked up Arabic after graduating. Just 5 months and she was fluent.
Speaking of Shani, she probably had the most trouble of the three of them readjusting to being home. Of course there was the embarrassment of being treated like a little girl by your grandmother and mother in front of your lovers, but the biggest adjustment that Amirah saw was Shani's restraint. Amirah was shown an entirely new side of her Eyani.
At their wedding, Shani's father had thanked her many times for her work on Shani and when she arrived for the holidays he did so once more. According to him, Shani's behavior had become much more manageable since her time at the university. At least in terms of violence. Not that she was a problem to begin with. She was always the perfect little angel in every way... until it came to her brothers.
Shani was one of the boys. And she was okay with that, proud of it even. She was treated like another brother. The nine of them dressed very similarly and talked alike. She rough-housed right along with them, and was actually one of the stronger of the nine. The younger ones looked up to her strong physique and asked her for work out tips. Almost everyday she went out and got covered in dirt playing soccer with them. Most surprising to Amirah was that she even shared in their dirty talk and jokes objectifying actresses and pretty women. Wasn't she a virgin before Lacey and I?
One prime example was when Asad brought his newest girlfriend home and the group jeered at them. Even when they brought up her gender, Shani gave back just as much as she took. Shani said something alluding to when she would get a turn with the new girlfriend, earning a laugh from the other siblings.
Asad shot back with, "Oh please, unlike you, she only likes men, sis."
Without missing a beat Shani responded with, "You must be mistaken Ahki, cause we both know you are packing just as much as I am." That earned her another round of laughter.
Amirah's gasp must have been audible because Shani turned towards her and the confident grin turned into a more familiar look. Embarrassment and shame. For the next couple of days Shani made sure to try to be as ladylike as possible in front of Amirah.
And that's where the problems started. Everyone was used to the other Shani, not this prim and proper one. Of course when her brothers sensed weakness, they struck. It was much the same as it normally was, teasing and shit talking, but "proper" Shani couldn't respond and just had to take it. Amirah could tell it was a lot for poor Shani.
Things boiled over when Shani made the simple mistake of looking in Lacey's general direction. A few of her younger brothers, in their last year of secondary school or early university, showed their immaturity in their simple yet effective tease. Driven by their newfound immunity to Shani's aggression, they went, "What, do you love your wife? Awwww."
And Shani showed that it didn't take much for a family member to get under your skin. She was bordering on tears as she balled her fists and took the beratement. Having had enough, Amirah gave a pointed look to Asad, who had been watching with a smile on his face.
The man shot up in an instant and slapped his younger brothers on the back of the head, scolding them and taking their attention for himself, saving Shani. Amirah then went over and sat beside her and pulled her into a hug.
Shani broke down instantly, letting out several days' worth of anger and annoyance into Amirah's shirt. She managed to get out, "I hate them so much." Amirah simply rubbed her head and shushed her. She knew she didn't really mean it.
"I know you do. I know." After letting Shani calm down, Amirah ventured, "Why don't you put them in their place like you did before?"
Shani sniffled. "I can't. That's not ladylike and I don't want to disappoint you anymore." So that's what this is about.
"Shani, I wasn't disappointed the other day, just surprised. I'd never seen you behave like that. It isn't necessarily a bad thing"
"But when Lacey and I moved in you got mad at us. You said I threw out everything you taught me." Oh. Right.
"Shani... I may have been a bit hasty back then. I was dealing with a lot, including you and Lacey showing back up in my life and I wasn't thinking straight. I hadn't even met your brothers when I said that. I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings." She gave Shani a squeeze. "As for moving forward... I think it's fine if you are more relaxed with your family."
"Really?"
"Etiquette is important for upkeeping appearances and making good first impressions. So yes, I may be upset at you if you were to do this at, let's say one of the events you and Lacey go to that her father runs. But this is your family. There is no appearance to keep up. Just be the real you."
Shani couldn't believe her ears. "You mean... you mean you wouldn't be mad at me if I went over there and punched Ahmed?"
Amirah smiled at her. "I'd encourage you to do it extra hard." And then she remembered how strong Shani was. "Just!... Not too hard."
And after wiping her tears and collecting herself, that's just what Shani did, much to the displeasure of her father. By the end of the day she was back to being just another brother and the nine of them were hanging out and fawning over Lacey. And despite "hating them" the next day she was out there with them on the field, playing rough and getting covered in dirt.
That's just how family is, you fight and you make up. No matter what, you never turn your back on one of the boys.
Reunion part two
The morning after
Amirah awoke slowly, warm and content in her bed. Everything was perfect. Akila was perfect. Lacey was perfect. Shani was - Amirah's eyes shot open. Not again. She had been reaching out to the other side of the bed, wanting to cuddle some more with Shani. Who wasn't there. Her heart rate skyrocketed.
Her eyes quickly scanned the bed and found she was the only occupant. She sat upright and searched the room. Empty. Please not again. It didn't make sense. Last night seemed so real. It felt real. Tears began to fill her eyes. And then she smelled the eggs.
Amirah shot out of bed without care for her lack of clothes or the morning after stickiness. She threw the bedroom door open and saw a tall Egyptian goddess using her stove.
The same morning
Shani heard the bedroom door open. "Good mo-" She almost dropped the pan when Amirah slammed into her back and wrapped her arms around her tightly. "Be careful! You-"
"Don't do that." Her voice raised concern in Shani. It lacked the usual confidence, the usual force and gravitas. Amirah sounded almost... scared.
Shani carefully reached down and turned off the stove. Breakfast could wait. "What's wrong?"
"I just want... Come back to bed. Please."
Shani didn't know what was bothering Amirah, but she did know that she needed her. Breakfast could wait. "Okay. Let's go."
Despite being the one to suggest it, Amirah stayed rooted in place, clinging to Shani for dear life. After an awkward couple of steps, Shani decided to carry Amirah, bridal style, to the bed.
Once there, she gingerly laid Amirah down, a feat that was incredibly hard to do when the other person won't let go of their arms around your neck, and joined her in the bed. Once they were settled, Amirah wrapped herself around Shani and held her as close as possible.
Several minutes of awkward silence passed before she whispered, "I love you."
Shani finally recognized what was happening. Just like Lacey. Shani's wife was perfect in every way. Even her imperfections. Lacey usually wasn't very receptive to love. Shani's love that is. She'd fuss and pout and act adorable whenever Shani took the initiative to show her some of it, but then there were times when she sought it out. Days where she'd just latch onto Shani and allow herself, even demand to be pampered and showered in love. This must be one of those times. I didn't think Amirah had this cute side to her as well. Shani wrapped an arm around Amirah and squeezed. "I love you too."
A few moments passed before it repeated.
"I love you."
"I love you too."
And again.
"I love you."
"I love you too."



And again. Just like Lacey.
And if it was exactly like Lacey, Shani knew what she needed to do next to make Amirah feel better. Shani turned herself on her side, facing the woman holding onto her. She stared deeply into Amirah's eyes with intent.
"Amirah."
She broke free of her 'I love you spell,' her eyes becoming confused with the intensity of Shani's voice. "Yes?"
"I love you." Along with this declaration, Shani leaned down and kissed Amirah. It was a short, but infinitely passionate kiss. It felt as if Shani was trying to physically force as much of her love into Amirah as possible. Without giving her a chance to respond, Shani moved onto her neck, showering it with kisses and the occasional suck. � � � � � � � � � � � � �
"Sh-ah-ni - wait-" Shani in fact, did not wait. While her mouth worked on covering Amirah with hickies, her hands moved as well. She lowered herself down beside, but still pressed up against, Amirah. She used one arm to hold her close and give her outside breast the occasional caress. The other hand went on a journey.
Down Amirah's body it went, touching all available skin on the way. It passed by her breasts and lightly pinched a nipple, making Amirah gasp. It went down her toned stomach, tracing shapes that made her body shiver, until it reached its destination.
As expected, the hand reached a hard cock. Her hand wrapped firmly around it. She wasted no time in showing it some love as well, giving slow and firm strokes as she continued to kiss and caress Amirah.
Shani had expected much more resistance from Amirah about not being the one in charge but she received none. All she did was lay then and moan, writhing in the pleasure Shani lavished her in. Just like Lacey.
A minute barely passed before the throbs got stronger, signaling her peak coming.
Amirah reached down and tried to force Shani's hand to stop but she could barely put any strength in it. She forced out a strained warning. "Shani, wait-"
Shani interrupted her with another kiss before whispering in her ear- "It's okay. I want you to." Without any more resistance Amirah fully relaxed into it. She went near limp against Shani besides the occasional tremor. The only tension in her body was in her cock as it painted both of their stomachs. Shani did not slow her hand in the slightest, continuing to milk out more and more as Amirah came.
Much like her wife, Amirah's dick didn't calm down after just once. As sensitive as it was, it still jumped and throbbed in Shani's hand, ready for more. Shani started moving down the bed, preparing to take Amirah into her mouth.
That is, before Amirah reached out and grabbed Shani's head, cupping her face and keeping it near her own. She whispered, "No..."
"I was just gonna..." She trailed off as she looked into Amirah's tear-filled eyes. "No?"
Amirah shook her head softly and just repeated herself, clinging to her. "No." This was new. Lacey would have laid there and taken it. Squirming panting as she painted Shani's mouth a few times. This was different.
Along with the neediness, Shani saw a different emotion behind her eyes. Fear. Amirah was deathly afraid of something and Shani didn't know what.
Shani nodded, bringing herself back to eye level. "Okay, okay. I won't." They laid there for a moment before the old cycle came back.
"I love you, Shani"
"I love you too." Before they could loop around again, Shani brought up the obvious. The fact that Amirah was still poking into her side. "You sure you don't want me to take care of that?"
"No. I just... I just want to be close to you."
"Amirah, What's wrong?"
Amirah's hesitation betrayed her words. "Nothing. I just... really love you. I want to be with you." She squeezed tighter.
Shani understood another piece of the puzzle. Despite what she said, her actions said a different story. Amirah didn't want to just be close to Shani. She didn't want her to go away, even if it was down to suck her off. She was afraid of Shani going away. Why?
Despite Amirah's previous refusal, Shani's hand moved down anyway, the stern voice returning. "Amirah." Amirah flinched at her tone. Shani stopped and took a breath. Her voice became soothing. Calming. Maternal. "Amirah, I'm not going anywhere. I love you." Shani could see tears welling up in her eyes when Amirah heard that.
"I love you t-" Amirah interrupted herself with a moan as Shani's hand resumed it's stroking, using the not yet dried cum as lube to grip it even tighter and harder.
Shani used the moment as an attempt to reconcile the fear, wherever it came from. She whispered to Amirah, looking in her eyes as she jerked her off. "I'm here for you. I'll always be here."
It had the opposite reaction of what she expected. Instead of a smile or even a sullen nod, tears started coming down Amirah's face. In her shock Shani stopped her hand, but to her surprise Amirah brought her own hands down on Shani's encouraging her to continue. So continue Shani did.
Amirah put her head in the crook of Shani's neck, letting out a strange combination of sobs and moans as they continued. Shani continued to attempt to reassure her with shushes and whispers of her love. She used her free hand to cradle Amirah's head while the other stayed between them, tending to her physical needs.
Like the last time, it ended with Amirah covering their stomachs as she clutched Shani. Throughout the orgasm, even through the moans and the shuddering, Amirah cried. And after she went soft in Shani's hand she continued to cry for several minutes.
Shai waited until Amirah had calmed down. She didn't have the heart to remove her head from her bosom to look her in the eyes so she just whispered into Amirah's ear. "Are you okay?"
Instead of responding to the question, Amirah just choked out. "I love you."
Okay. Later then. "I love you too."
Later, afternoon
Shortly after the crying fit, Amirah fell back asleep against Shani. Even in slumber, her face was contorted with worry and fear. Every slight movement Shani made was met with a desperate tightening of their cuddle and a forlorn whine. Shani ignored her grumbling stomach, trying to piece together what just happened. Amirah had been her usual self yesterday. Calm, confident, teasing, and in control.
Now she seemed to be coming apart at the seams. The only time she'd seen Amirah nearly this distraught was when she had that fight with Lace back in school. And the only clue she had was that Amirah seemingly didn't want to get even an inch of distance between them.
She was interrupted from her reflection by Amirah stirring. Shani looked down and met Amirah's brown eyes, still no happier than they had been that morning. The first, and only words out of her mouth were, "I love you."
"I love you too." Shani paused before adding. "I'm a bit sticky. Want to take a bath?" She hoped that getting Amirah up and moving would improve her mood. Amirah nodded into her chest.
Several minutes later the two of them were situated in Amirah's bathtub. In a reversal of the previous day, Shani sat with Amirah in front of her, slowly using a soapy washcloth to clean Amirah's stomach and back. Amirah sat there silently, staring into the water as she allowed her body to be manipulated and cleaned.
They had been surrounded by nothing but the sound of sloshing water. Shani was startled when Amirah spoke, her words echoing slightly off the bathroom walls.
"I woke up and you weren't there." The words hung in the air for several moments before she continued.
"You weren't there and I thought I dreamed yesterday. I thought that I dreamed the past few months and Akila and having you back."
Another pause.
"I thought I was alone again."
And then there was silence again as Amirah continued to stare at the water, as if she hadn't spoken at all. Shani paused her cleaning. She didn't know what to say so she did what she could. She hugged Amirah from behind, the two of them sitting in the warm water for several minutes.
Eventually Amirah spoke again, this time through some sniffling. "I thought you abandoned me." Amirah sniffled some more and continued, "I spent so long thinking about what I did wrong. What I could have done to drive you two away. And I couldn't think of anything and that made me feel worse."
So that's what it was. That's why she was so afraid of letting Shani go. She doesn't think I'll come back.
Guilt instantly filled her. "You didn't do anything wrong." It was Lacey's dumb plan to surprise you with a baby. And I went along with it. Amirah only broke down further in her arms.
Shani had never seen her this low. Even with the Lacey thing, she had an air of nobility. She was willing to accept whatever Lacey decided and hold her head up high. This was not the same woman. Instead of her usual larger than life persona, Shani for the first time recognized Amirah as smaller than herself.
Amirah leaned back into Shani, trying to be as physically close as possible. "I thought about writing you a letter. Something to officially break things off or maybe plead for you to come back. But I couldn't do it. I kept stopping at the first line and... I just couldn't do it. I just kept repeating the same thing over and over again."
"What... What was the line?"
Amirah whispered, "I love you." Before Shani could respond, Amirah sank slightly further into the sadness and water. "I'm sorry."
"Why are you sorry?"
"This was supposed to be about you. To give you a break and treat you like you deserve but I went and ruined it with-"
"Stop that." Shani's scolding tone caused Amirah to flinch, but she kept going. "I'm the one who should be sorry. You're right. We abandoned you. We did. We didn't think it through. We were so focused on how happy you would be when you saw the baby that we didn't think how the months of separation would affect you."
Amirah went to say something but Shani's self-loathing kept coming out. "Lacey and I abandoned you and you have every right to feel this way. You shouldn't just be upset, you should be angry. We left you alone for months. You have every right to be angry with us."
Amirah was quiet for a moment, the sullen look remaining on her face. She rested her head on Shani's bosom and spoke quietly. "I'm not angry at you. I don't want to be angry at you... I love you." These heartfelt words broke Shani's heart.
Shani needed to do something. She had caused Amirah all this pain for no reason. It was her fault that Amirah felt this way. We made her feel like she wasn't loved. She was going to prove her wrong.
The bathroom
Shani took it upon herself to end their bath. She carried Amirah to the bedroom and dressed her in her nicest, most comfortable pajamas and sat her on the bed. With a kiss and some effort, Shani pried herself from Amirah's arms. With nothing to hold onto, Amirah hugged her knees as she watched Shani collect her things.
She's going to leave again. She knew it was coming. It was always going to happen. Shani had already stayed a full extra day over the plan. She had a child at home to get back to. She had more important things to worry about...
She stared at Shani for another five minutes before realizing that Shani had already gathered her things and was still packing. The woman was taking clothes from her dressers and closet and folding them into a duffle bag.
"What are you doing?"
Shani didn't stop or even look at her. "Packing your bag."
"My bag?"
"Yes, your bag. Did you think I was going to leave you here after one day? You are staying with Lacey and I for a while."
"I can't do that. I have wor-"
"I know you have plenty of vacation time. Our donations made sure of that. Use it. And If you aren't better by the time it's up, one of us can drive you to work. It's not like either of us have jobs." She was technically right.
"But you two have a baby."
"Not 'you two.' We have a baby Amirah. She's your god daughter and as far as we are concerned actual daughter. And she adores you. To be honest I'm a bit jealous."
"I wouldn't want to impo-" Amirah stopped when Shani paused her packing and looked at her. It seems Shani had already mastered her mother's scowl.
Her voice held no room for disagreement. "Amirah, you need us right now. I will not abandon you. Not again. So you are going to stay with us, take time off of work, and spend time with your family." Amirah felt her heart skip a beat when Shani referred to them as 'her family' instead of 'us.'
She sniffled as Shani continued to pack. "Okay."
End note: This ended up being longer than I expected but I hope you enjoyed it. As usual let me know things you liked and things you think need some improvement.
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HR cuddled with Lai Chan for several minutes in silence. Several minutes turned into dozens of minutes. Dozens of long, silent, glorious minutes of hugging his girlfriend.              
Every now and then Lai Chan would shift and tighten her grip, letting out a little sigh of contentment. The experience gave him time to notice some things he hadn't really had the time to before, given how they usually spent their time together. You know - fighting for his life on the mat, or more preoccupied with getting her off than noticing the little things. But now, with her against him in a... more platonic manner than usual, he had time to think.
She was cool against him. Literally. Without the throes of passion or adrenaline of fear coursing through his veins he realized how much cooler her skin was than that of a normal person. Guess it was one of the traits of being an air genasi. It was relaxing. Sort of like a cold pack on your sore muscles after an intense workout.
The other thing he noticed was that her hair wasn't actually made of clouds. It was cloud-like. He reached up with his hand and played with a bit of it. It felt... normal. The clouds parted for his hand, briefly revealing the hair before rejoining and becoming clouds once again. He wondered what her hair routine could possibly be like.
Unfortunately for him, his meditation upon her hair care and bodily functions was interrupted by one of his own.
He tried to wiggle out of her grasp. Every attempt he made found him gripped tighter and tighter, as if by a boa constrictor. "Um... Lai Chan?"
"Yes, boyfriend?" He could tell she very much enjoyed saying the word. Almost as much as he did hearing it.
"Could you let go? You know, just for a minute." She instead snuggled him harder.
"No."
"Please?"
"Why?"
"I need to use the restroom." There was a pause after that statement, a long one. HR was shocked that she was actually debating the pros and cons of denying him his request. And then she released him.             
"Hurry up."
The command came with a huff. Besides the night she dragged him from the gym, this was the most upset he'd seen her. She was cute when she pouted. Though that didn't mean he wanted her to stay that way. HR quickly threw on his clothes and headed to the door. Upon opening it and seeing the ginormous corridor, he was reminded that he didn't know his way around the mansion.
He turned back towards the annoyed woman on the bed. "Which way i-"
"The end of the hall, to the left." Her voice was still annoyed, as if she had come to realize that the biological need to expel waste would continue to cut into her cuddling time for the rest of their lives.
"Thanks." He gave her a smile as he gently closed the door behind him.
His footsteps sounded too loud as he walked down the hall. He hoped he wasn't disturbing the inhabitants. Then his mind started to wonder. As far as he, and the general public, knew, Lai Chan's family had thirteen members. There was Meng Wei, her nine children, one daughter-in-law and two grandchildren. Even with the fact that Lai Chan's room was larger than the average one, there were five other doors between her door and the end of the corridor. Surely thirteen people couldn't take up all this space. This was only one hallway in a single wing of the mansion. Perhaps some of the rooms were used for servants and the like? The hypotheses on what the extra rooms were used for took up the bulk of his thinking as HR took care of business in the bathroom.
On his way back he became excited. The moment he had with Lai Chan was gone. The euphoric happiness of making their relationship official had led to a wondrous cuddling session that met its end all too soon. But it wasn't all bad. With that moment gone, there was room for him to make new moments. And he was sure that like with her training, his girlfriend had near limitless energy and eagerness to create those new moments with him. Moments that were a bit more involved then just cuddling. He felt himself start to chub up as he opened the door to her room.
Instead of his naked girlfriend waiting for him on the bed, HR was greeted with a clothed girlfriend conversing with her mother. Now, one would think that the mother of one's girlfriend being present would kill the mood, but in this specific case, it had the opposite effect. Even in her older age she was still delightfully thick and she could have passed for a woman in her mid-forties. The purest example of a milf. She had been a sex symbol, and personal midnight fantasy, his entire life and his body reacted as such every time he met her in the flesh. His brain waged a civil war within itself as he tried to calm his bodily desires and fantasies.
Meng Wei turned towards him upon hearing the door open. Did... did her eyes look downward for a second? HR dared not follow the potentially imagined gaze in case he'd draw unneeded attention to his almost-boner.
"Good, you're still here." The casualness of her sentence struck him. He remembered just how many people would kill to be in the same room as her, let alone speak to her. This being the second time conversing with the most popular woman on the planet didn't make his reaction any more natural.
"Hey! I mean, hi." He cleared his throat, resisting the urge to go for a handshake. "Hello ma'am." He looked away to minimize the embarrassment of having to look her in the eyes. It was at that moment that he realized that Lai Chan wasn't wearing her gym clothes. She was wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt. That meant her gym clothes were still scattered about the floor. The clear signs of what they had done in the presence of his girlfriend's mother made his insides cringe. He knew that she knew what they were up to. And then he started thinking about her thinking about what they got up to. And then the thoughts turned to what he and her could - he tensed his entire body and let out a slow exhale. It was a relaxation technique he'd heard about and used often, mostly at the gym when things got too hot.
Meng Wei just laughed it off, not directly addressing his embarrassment. "First off, congratulations on becoming official."
"Thank you, ma'am."
"So, Hilbane, it's been a while since my daughter was home this early so I figured I'd organize a family dinner. I'd love it if you would attend." She smiled warmly at him.
He couldn't say no. Who would say no? A private dinner with one of the richest families in the world? Sharing a table with top tier entertainers? He'd be crazy to say no. But he couldn't say yes either. He was just some random elf who happened to go to the same gym as their family member. I mean, sure he was technically dating her but that didn't mean he deserved -
"Yes." It took him a second to realize he even responded. It was an unconscious reaction to meeting his girlfriend's eyes and seeing pure excitement. He could tell she was excited to show him off to her family and there wasn't a single thought in her mind that he would refuse. He didn't want to disappoint her.
Lai Chan squealed and seemingly teleported over to him, squeezing him with all her might.
"Great! I'll go gather everyone else." Seeing her turn in the dress (that was probably worth more than he was) reminded him that he was wearing slightly sweaty gym wear.
"Wait, I'm sorry but I don't think I'm probably dressed to meet -"
Meng Wei interrupted him.
"Nonsense. It doesn't matter what you wear. Do you plan on dressing up every time you come over here?" HR shook his head. "Then you're fine." And with that, she turned and walked out of the room, leaving him to be squeezed by Lai Chan.
Twenty minutes later saw HR seated at a large round table with all of Lai Chan's family. Normally he would be the overwhelmed fan, staring at them with a dumb look on his face, but right now the roles were reversed. Many of her family snuck glances at him while others flat out stared. Only two members seemed not interested in the stranger sitting at their table. He stared at his silverware set up and tried to ignore the peering faces.
He looked over the table as a whole and besides the status difference between him and them, he wondered about the family dynamics as a whole. Meng Wei's kids spanned essentially two generations, with the oldest one being forty and the youngest being nineteen. Meng Wei herself was only in her early sixties. He wondered if the oldest and youngest got along. His eyes scanned all of the faces he'd seen in magazines and articles until he got to the people next to him.
To his right was his Lai Chan, who had grabbed his hand to lead him to the dining hall and had not relinquished it since. To his left was one of her little sisters, Veronica, a water genasi and up and coming actress. Though he was told her acting was peerless, he was almost certain that the anger in her eyes was genuine.
Meng Wei attempted to come to his rescue. "Veronica, it's impolite to stare."
Veronica didn't stop her leering as she responded. "He's in my seat."
"No one has assigned seats, dear. It's first come, first served."
Veronica turned towards her mother, the anger in her voice turning into whining. "But I always sit next to Lai Chan!"
Her mother didn't bat an eye. "And you can next time. It's not like you'll never have another opportunity to sit next to your sister."
"But-" She was silenced with a scowl from her mother and began sulking next to HR. He'd been Lai Chan's boyfriend for all of an hour and already was causing tension between her family members. Great.
Before he could return to staring at his plate and the guilty pleasure of enjoying Lai Chan squeezing his hand at random intervals, he was addressed directly by Meng Wei.
"Well. I guess now's as good a time as any. Hilbane, want to introduce yourself?" HR swallowed and nodded. Before he could open his mouth though, Lai Chan held up their connected hands and spoke.
"Hi everyone! This is HR and he's my boy-" Meng Wei cut her off.
"Thank you, sweetie. But I think we'd prefer it if Hilbane introduced himself to us." Lai Chan quieted down but turned towards him, her eyes glowing with pride and happiness. Right. Gotta do this right and not embarrass her.
He looked out to the table of celebrities and froze. To talk to these people as if they were equals was a daunting task. He'd never talk to them if they just happened to meet on the street. Hell, he'd never have talked to Lai Chan if her trainer didn't force him to fight her.
"Um... hello. My name's HR - Hilbane! My name's Hilbane but everyone at the gym calls me HR because..." - that was not a story for first introductions - "reasons."
He looked over and received a supportive smile and hand squeeze from his girlfriend.
"From what I understand, Lai Chan told some of you about me already but in case she didn't..." His mind blanked for a second and he scrambled for a descriptor. "Well, first off I'm an elf, obviously."
He heard a giggle off to his right. Lai Chan's other younger sister, a half-elf gymnast named Mai Fan, laughed at his unintended joke.
"I uh, started at the gym a few months ago and got paired up with Lai Chan to train. That's how we met." He used his free hand to gesture towards Lai Chan and she waved at her family.
"Um... I'm 19. And I've lived in this city my whole life. And uh..." his gut told him that going on any longer would only lose him points. "And it's an honor to meet all of you."
A pause followed before he added, "Oh! And thank you for having me for dinner." Mai Fan giggled again. "Over for dinner. For having me over for dinner." Having embarrassed himself enough, HR lowered his gaze and waited for death to take him.
A few seconds passed before the table reacted. The most abundant reaction was laughing, but though they were laughing at him, most of them were just laughing away the awkwardness he carpet bombed the hall in.
There was a chuckle from across the table - Ai, one of the older children, a half-elf whom HR knew as a pop star.
"So you're not just a pretty face. Cute and funny. Tell me Hilbane, do you have any siblings?"
Something in her tone made him swallow. "No. I'm an only child. For now at least."
She smiled in response, the disappointment only showing in her voice. "Damn. Guess I'll have to settle for you then." She stared him down like a predator.
In response Lai Chan pulled him close, interposing herself as much as she could between him and her older sibling. "He's mine," she stated, as she sent a glare at Ai.
Ai just chuckled again. "Of course Lil' Lai. I was just teasing." HR shivered. Her eyes didn't match her words. She looked at him the same way three other women at the gym did. Especially like a certain redheaded model. He hoped Ai wasn't exactly like her.
HR was saved by the true start of dinner. A few servers entered the hall carrying platters of food and presented them to each person. Two of Lai Chan's older sisters scoffed and went back to ignoring him. Veronica had recovered from sulking and had progressed to sending him the occasional side eye between bites. Mai Fan snuck not so secret glances at him from around Veronica, clearly interested in learning more about her sister's new lover. The rest of the table went about what he thought was a strangely normal family dinner.
The eldest son, a writer named Dai Lee, sat with his wife and watched over his young son. Meng Wei conversed with some of the middle children in the way any mother would, checking up on their progress and congratulating them on any recent successes. HR sat there and took it all in, wondering how people so far above him could be so... normal.
The main course of food arrived and HR wondered whether Meng Wei wanted to show off for a guest, or if this was just the normal routine. Each person received a roasted duck served with side dishes and seasoned in different ways, probably how the individual liked it. His was relatively normal. Makes sense, he was a guest after all, it's not like the chefs knew his palette from years of feeding him.
The smell of the duck reminded him of the workout that was interrupted earlier in the night. His body craved that fowl protein to replenish his reserves. Mouth salivating, he picked up one of the many forks with his right hand and hoped he picked the right one for decorum. He went to grab a knife with his left and was quickly reminded that his girlfriend was still holding it.
Hesitantly, he slowly tried to pull his hand away and was met with a squeeze. His girlfriend had a mischievous look in her eye, as if she thought he was playing a game, and held his hand to her chest, over her heart. She leaned down and gave the top of his hand a kiss and sent him the most genuine and quite honestly seductive smile he'd ever seen, even if the seduction was likely by accident.
He felt himself start to shift in his shorts as her smile combined with the feeling of his hand against her breast. They shared a long look before a throat was cleared across the table.
"Lai Chan, one needs two hands to use utensils." Meng Wei's warning was loud and clear by her tone.
Lai Chan looked at their clasped hands and then over to her mother, ready to voice an objection. A look made her think better of that course of action. She let go of HR's hand.
She then promptly slid her chair over until she was shoulder to shoulder with HR, flashing him a quick smile before sending a challenging look to her mother.
HR saw shock flash across Meng Wei's face, and he understood where it came from. Though minor, this was probably the most aggressive she'd seen her daughter. Even during sparring matches Lai Chan was all smiles. Then her face turned to the expected anger at a blatantly insubordinate child.
HR gave Meng Wei an apologetic look. This was the second fight that had been had over him and he wanted to lessen the blow. Seeing his face, Meng Wei softened a bit. She didn't acknowledge the challenge, but she wasn't happy with it either, sending the occasional scowl toward her daughter's poor decorum in the presence of a guest. Satisfied with her victory, Lai Chan returned to all smiles as she happily ate her dinner against her boyfriend.
HR ate a few bites of his duck and wasn't surprised that it was possibly the best tasting thing he'd ever had. He was so absorbed in the flavor of the mallard and the cool yet warm feeling of his girlfriend against him that he didn't notice her younger sisters staring at him until Veronica poked him in the arm.
She gestured for him to lean down and once he did she whispered into his ear, "What the fuck did you do to my sister?"
He whispered back, "What?"
"She's never been that aggressive with anyone, let alone mom. Is your dick magic or something?" The question caught him off guard and he coughed into his arm. He looked over at Lai Chan devouring her poultry like she was the happiest woman on the planet. He figured odds were, she was at least in the top three.
"I didn't do anything. She seems normal to me." He lied to protect her. Definitely. It's not like he was worried about striking out in the first family dinner.
Veronica saw right through him and looked him up and down incredulously. Her eyes seemingly lingered on his groin for half a second longer than everything else. "Whatever."
HR returned to his duck and got a few more bites in before being tapped on the shoulder again. This time he was met with the curious eyes of Mai Fan. She had swapped seats with her sister when he wasn't looking.
"How did you two meet?"
"Huh?"
"How did you meet?" She asked the same question as if that explained everything.
"Well, as I said, we were paired up at the gym."
Mai Fan let out an exasperated sigh, but her eyes still shone with the thirst for knowledge. "Yeah but, what was the moment like? Did you like her from the first time you saw her? Or did you grow to like her over time? Have you ever beaten her? Do you go easy on her because you like her? Do you get sad when you aren't paired up? When did you two take things beyond the mat?" HR was overwhelmed with the barrage of questions. While he processed most of them, the last one set off an alarm in his head. If he didn't start speaking she would continue to spiral and her at first innocent questions would grow more specific and graphic.
"Okay, okay.'' Despite the happiness it brought him when they confirmed their relationship, HR was still shocked at the flush brought to his face having to admit that he liked his girlfriend to someone else. It was like he was in grade school all over again. "I guess I would say I grew to like her. Not that there's anything wrong with her, she was just... intimidating at first. And of course I thought she was ho-pretty when I first saw her. It's just her reputation was super scary. But then I got to know her and found out she's really nice and stuff." Real descriptive, HR.
It was at this point that HR recognized the missing sound of his girlfriend inhaling her dinner. He glanced over and saw her staring at him. He saw a strange mixture of happiness and embarrassment on her face with just a touch of the insecurity he saw when he first called her cute. She gestured for him to continue. HR discovered that the only thing more embarrassing than admitting you liked your girlfriend was doing it in front of your girlfriend.
Though he was a tad embarrassed, answering Mai Fan's questions made him feel at ease. She and Lai Chan certainly seemed to like his answers, and there was something calming about the simple "how did you meet' question coming from someone who he'd read about in several newspaper postings. Dinner finished up smoothly and HR was happy that despite the few hiccups in the beginning, he ended up making at least one good impression with a family member.



As dinner ended, and much to the annoyance of Meng Wei, people started to file out on their own. Some, like Dai Lee and his wife, bade him polite farewells, while others simply left, paying him no mind. Eventually Meng Wei herself left the hall, giving an approving yet apologetic nod to him.
HR sat there trapped, in a sense, by his girlfriend, who had gone right back to holding his hand when they had finished eating. When most of the movement ended, there were four of them left in the hall: Ai, Mai Fan, Lai Chan, and himself. When it was just them, the other two closed in on HR and his girlfriend.
HR waited for Lai Chan to take the lead but she was too preoccupied with being happy he existed, so he was the one to address her siblings. "Do you need something?"
Ai was the one to speak first. "Well, I wanted to speak with you alone, but..." She looked towards Mai Fan. "I guess it's more 'we' want to talk to you now.
Lai Chan cut in, excited in her family members' shared interest in her boyfriend. "What do you want to talk about?"
"Actually Lai Lai, we wanted to talk to HR alone," Ai responded. Mai Fan nodded enthusiastically. He felt her grip on his hand tighten a bit as she got defensive.
"Why?"
"Well, I just want to ask him some questions. Make sure he's a good fit for you. And I suspect Mai Fan does as well. Isn't that right you cutie?" Ai reached over and attempted to pinch Mai Fan's cheek.
"Yes!" Mai Fan giggled as she struggled to remove her older sister's hand from her face. He could understand Mai Fan's excitement. Answering her questions during dinner seemed to only make her more eager to know more about their relationship. But what did Ai want?
When Mai Fan finally freed herself from her grasp, Ai waved Lai Chan away. "Run along Lai Chan, we'll be done with him shortly." Lai Chan was obviously about to protest before she continued, "It'll just be a minute. He's not gonna fade away or stop being your boyfriend just because he leaves you sight for a few minutes, is he?" She glanced at HR for help.
Not wanting to be the center of a third family fight, HR nodded to Lai Chan, giving her hand a supportive squeeze.
"Fine." There she went pouting again. Lai Chan let go of him and entered the hallways, closing the door behind her.
Ai and Mai Fan pulled up chairs to sit in front of him. HR had read that unlike most of the siblings, Ai and Mai Fan shared the same father and it showed. In terms of body, Mai Fan seemed like a slightly scaled down version of Ai; only a tad more petite, which aided in her gymnastics. Both of their faces were similar, wide smiles, though he didn't like the look of whatever darker thing sat behind Ai's irises. Mai Fan sat up straight with her hands clenched in her lap, ready to learn whatever it was he had to say.
Ai clapped her hands. "So! Let's get down to business. Just a few simple questions and you can be on your way. That sound fair?"
"Sure." HR relaxed a bit in his chair. He figured Ai wasn't a real threat, at least not with a witness around, and she'd ask him the default questions he spent all dinner answering from Mai Fan. Nothing serious.
"Alright, first off an easy one. How far have you two gone?" If he had been drinking something he would have done a spit take. In contrast, Mai Fan suppressed a squeal in her excitement for more information.
He must have misheard her. "I-I'm sorry?"
"It's a simple question. How far have you gone with my sister?" How she could ask such a question with a smile on her face was a mystery to HR. He decided to keep it vague.
"We've just fooled around a bit."
Mai Fan asked, "Fooled around how?" Why was she so excited to hear this?
"I'm sorry but why do you need to know this?" Fighting back worked on the gym women, maybe it would work here.
Something flared behind Ai's eyes. "Because Lai Chan said something very interesting yesterday. Something about 'discovering masturbation' and how you were 'training her.'"
Shit, that sounds bad when you say it out loud. "Okay, look. It's-it's not like that-"
Ai leaned in close, putting her face inches from his. She smelled very nice. "Isn't it? You can tell me, Hilbane." The inflection she put on her voice both tantalized him and scared him. "After all, I've done it before. A few times actually. You find a pretty, young thing. Discover they still cling tightly to their innocence. And instead of protecting that innocence, another feeling arises. You want to defile them. Make them scream and whimper with pleasure that only you can provide them."
Her eyes grew more intense as she went on. The sight of someone reminiscing about good memories. "Teach them the ways of depravity and don't stop until they won't even recognize the pure flower they once were. It's a wonderful feeling."
Her eyes returned to the present, entirely focused on him and they did not look as happy as the grin she had on her face did. "But it's an entirely different story when it's my baby sister." Mai Fan gasped. Her excitement at the original topic quickly gave way to shock and, this one hurt HR the most, betrayal.
Words spilled out of HR. "I know this seems bad. Like very, very bad, but I can explain. I mean - I barely have any experience myself. I don't even know what I'm doing!"
There was a long moment of silence as the four of them looked at him. Ai kept her face close as she stared deeply into his eyes. He tried not to get lost in hers. Then, after a sigh, she leaned back into her chair.
"I believe you," she declared.
"You do?" Mai Fan glanced at him skeptically.
"Of course I do lil' sis. I thought at first it might have been a front during dinner, but this guy acts like a scared virgin." Something seemed to click in her mind. "Wait, are you a virgin?"
HR told the truth. Not that he was a liar to begin with, but also because the need to correct the misunderstanding was coursing through him. "No, I've had sex before Lai Chan."
Ai spoke up. "So you have fucked my sister."
"No, we've just fooled around. That's all, I swear." His voice almost pleaded with them to believe him.
"See Mai Mai? He's a big softy." Ai placed a hand softly on his thigh. HR's body locked up. "He wouldn't hurt a fly, right Hilbane?" Her gaze had returned to the one from dinner. The one he got at the gym from Jazmin.
"N-no ma'am." She gave him a look of sadness.
"Awww. I'm not that much older than you." He knew she was 17 years his senior. "Please, call me Ai."
Before she could continue teasing, Mai Fan cut in again. Having seemingly infinite trust in her sister's judgment, she was right back to the gossip.
"You didn't sleep with her yet but you still haven't answered the question. How far have you gone?"
"We've... gotten each other off a few times." He quickly added, "With our hands! Mostly, I do her." He looked away from Mai Fan's prying eyes. And then he had to look away from Ai's hungry ones.
"That's all?" Ai asked. It almost sounded like a genuine question in a normal conversation.
HR wracked his brain for any details he might have missed. "We've kissed some too."
Ai just laughed. Her voice dripped with playful sarcasm. "Wow! I mean fingering her is one thing, but kissing? How dare you besmirch my dear sister's honor with kissing?" She fell into another fit of laughter as he adjusted himself in his seat, uncomfortable with the emotional and tonal whiplash this interrogation was giving him.
"I told you everything. Can I go now?" He knew it wouldn't be that easy, but it couldn't hurt to try.
Ai recovered from her fit. "Not so fast lover boy. I've still got a few questions. What did she mean by 'discovering masturbation'?"
HR didn't know where to start, so he went from the beginning. He told them everything, from the sparring match to right before he touched her for the first time. Mai Fan and Ai shared a laugh at his expense when he went over how he got a boner during the match and hung onto his every word as he explained their moonlit conversation about what arousal is.
When he was finished, both women were in shock. Ai was the first to speak. "Good gods, I knew she was a bit slow but... I didn't think it was that bad."
Ai turned to Mai Fan. "Did you ever get 'the talk'?" Having questions now thrown her way, Mai Fan reddened with embarrassment. HR would have been surprised if she hadn't - they were the same age after all. Then again, Lai Chan was older than both of them and he saw how she turned out.
"Yes." A short and simple answer, desperate to have the spotlight on anyone else besides her.
"Who taught you?"
"Maria." Her face was almost as red as the fire genasi whose name she just invoked.
Ai turned to fully face Mai Fan, who tried to shrink away from her gaze.
"And what about you Mai Fan? How far have you gone?"
"Huh?" The word squeaked out as Ai leaned closer to her. "I-I haven't done anything. I've never even had a boyfriend!" Ai grabbed her sister, wrapping her in a hug and nuzzling their cheeks together.
"I never said anything about a boyfriend. I asked how far have you gone. Have you ever had a boy kiss you? Or maybe a girl? Where did they kiss you, Mai Mai? Your forehead? Your cheek?" She punctuated every question with performing the act as Mai Fan struggled in her arms.
"Or maybe, your lips?" She brought her face dangerously close to Mai Fan's, making an exaggerated kissy face as she threatened to do it. Seeing the pleasure Ai gained from sexually harassing others reminded him heavily of Jazmin.
"Okay, maybe you haven't kissed anyone. That doesn't mean you could have done anything else. You're a cute girl Mai Fan, surely someone's at least touched you by now? Maybe tasted?" She licked her lips in plain view of Mai Fan's eyes.
Being a gymnast meant that Mai Fan was extremely flexible. For a second she stopped resisting Ai and HR thought she had given up. Then, she quickly slipped out of her arms, bending her body in such a way he wondered if some submission techniques he'd learned would even affect her.
Now free, Mai Fan jumped out of her chair and moved several feet away, looking at her sister with a mixture of fear and embarrassment.
Ai continued with her teasing and she stood from her chair as if to chase her. "Oh come on Mai Fan. Was that really so bad? Or is it because I'm a woman? Do you prefer a nice, strong boy with a nice hard dick to put in you?" She mimicked the act of penetration with her hands.
That was the final straw for Mai Fan. Her emotions boiled over to anger and she glared at Ai before running from the room.
Almost immediately the door frame was occupied by Lai Chan, who looked both confused and oddly unconcerned.
"Ai, what did you do?"
"Nothing, just teased her a bit." The innocence in her voice was almost believable.
"If you keep teasing her that hard she's going to hate you eventually."
"Oh please, I've been teasing her since she was a baby. She loves me. And I love her. Give her some time to calm down and we'll be the bestest friends like nothing ever happened."
Lai Chan gave up trying to convince Ai. "Whatever. Can I have him back now?"
"Just a moment, I have one last question."
Lai Chan sighed and crossed her arms. She stood in the doorway and waited. A moment passed before Ai waved her hand at Lai Chan to shoo her away, reminding her that this was a private conversation. With another huff, Lai Chan closed the door again.
"Sorry you had to see that, Hilbane. You saw how flustered she got, she's too cute not to tease right?" He decided not to answer the question. No matter how hot the scene had been to him, he refused to cosign whatever that was that transpired between the two of them. He also refused to admit another one of her family members was cute with Lai Chan possibly in earshot.
Seeing him not join in on the fun, Ai fake pouted. "Fine, act all strong and silent. I had one more tiny question anyway."
"Yes?"
You said you've had sex before. How many times?" He didn't see how lying at this point would get him anywhere.
"Once."
"Really? Only once? I was sure that girls would love to eat you up." She had that look in her eye again, the one he'd just seen as she sexually assaulted her sister. He tried to rise from his seat but she put a hand on his chest and pushed him back down.
His entire body froze as she climbed onto his lap, straddling him. She placed her hand on his shoulders and let her full weight rest on him and the chair. Her ass felt very soft. She looked down on him like a cat about to strike. Then she leaned in close and whispered in his ear.
"Once doesn't seem like a whole lotta experience, Hilbane. I don't know if you're qualified to teach my sister." He developed goosebumps as he felt her breath on his ear. Before he could respond, she continued. "How about you and I have some private lessons of our own, hm? I can promise they will be very... educational." She ended her sentence with a slight movement of her hips, grinding herself against him. It reminded him of being pinned to the mat by Allison. He then remembered several of her music videos and how she moved in them. She looked like she knew how to use her body.
His limbs trembled with the effort as he tried his hardest not to move. Or get an erection. He managed to stammer out, "I-I don't think that would be appropriate, Ai. I'm Lai Chan's boyfriend and she wouldn't like us, um, fraternizing like that."
For a second, she froze on top of him. He worried that his plea wouldn't be enough to deter her. Then she started laughing and leaned back.
"Oh, that's good! 'Fraternizing!' That's one you don't hear often. Good gods, you are funny." She climbed off of him. "Okay, you passed the second test. You're free to go." She continued chuckling to herself as he stood and headed towards the door. Was that really a test? Either way he was confident he made the right choice, no matter how many pubescent dreams his refusal just crushed.
Upon entering the hallway, HR was reunited with his girlfriend. She wrapped him in a bear hug and squeezed as if she expected him to make a squeaky noise. He almost did too, she was fucking strong. After getting the squeezing out of her system she took his hand and started pulling him in a direction.
Something in his gut told him it was a bad idea. He stopped them both.
"Where are we going?"
"Back to my room? Why?" That's about what he expected. Hell, it was what he wanted. But something told him he really shouldn't do that.
That something, oddly enough, was his arousal. He'd obviously looked at his girlfriend several times during dinner, with them talking and being next to each other and all. She wasn't wearing a bra under her shirt, something he'd noticed many times by looking, along with the time she held his hand to her chest. Her sweatpants hung low on her hips, and though they were loose, they still had that special property only sweatpants could have where it appeared to outline her curves perfectly without being tight. She was fucking hot and he wanted her.
The sisterly harassment and 'test' he'd just been subjected to had only fanned the flames of his passion just the inception of the thoughts of what he would do to Lai Chan was already getting him hard.
He was too worked up. He wanted her badly. And he could tell she wanted him. Ever since he'd taught her about what her feelings really meant, and especially since they'd become official earlier in the night, behind that lovable, happy smile was the look of twenty-one years of pent up sexual frustration waiting to get out. If he went with her tonight, there'd be no turning back.
Of course he'd always expected them to eventually have sex. But he wanted to be sure before they did it. Or more accurately, for her to be sure. Hearing their situation repeated back to him did make it sound extremely predatory, and he didn't want to be like that. He didn't want to pressure her into doing it, or in this case let her get over excited and rush into something without thinking it through. He wanted her to be sure that she wanted him to be her first. The last thing he wanted was for her to regret her first sexual experiences.
Some not so small part of his brain told him he was being a coward. And maybe there was some truth to that. But he'd rather be a coward than a type of person who would hurt someone who put so much trust in him. So that part of his brain called him a coward, and the other part countered with the fact that he cared for her. Maybe both were right.
He took a deep breath and looked her in the eye. "I don't think that's a good idea, at least for tonight."
He saw her face twist into a look of confusion. Oh right, this was probably her first hint at rejection, especially sexual rejection. He anticipated an extremely negative reaction and tried to head it off at the pass. He grabbed her shoulders.
"No. No no. Nothing happened in the room. Ai didn't say anything to me. Mai Fan didn't. I am not breaking up with you. I still like you and tomorrow I'll still like you and I'll like you the day after that. I'm still your boyfriend."
She was still confused. "Okay? Then why-"
"Because I don't want to make a mistake. Or rather, I don't want us to make a mistake. We just got together and I know I said earlier that there isn't an order to these things but I think we might be moving a bit too fast and that maybe it's a bit early for me to stay the night. It's late enough as is and if I don't come home my mom will flip." That last part was completely true. His mother held strongly to the old tradition that elves are not culturally adults until one hundred and still babied him despite his protests.
He watched her face as she processed the information. He could clearly see that she didn't completely understand what he was saying, but she did see how concerned she was. His own loins were rioting at his protesting to their bodily union.
To remind her of his affection he moved his head forward and gave her a kiss. A light one. When he tried to pull away, one of her strong arms pulled him back in, dragging him into a passionate make out.
He lost himself for just a moment. Her enthusiasm infected him as he reached up and put a hand through her hair, his other arm pulling her close against him. As they made out, Lai Chan started unconsciously doing light thrusts rubbing his hardened crotch against hers through their clothes. The stimulation felt heavenly, but ultimately reminded him exactly why he was leaving.
His body stiffened, more than it already was, when he heard a disgusted noise. "Can you two move this somewhere else?"
He pried himself out of her arms and looked over to see Veronica walking past them, giving him an even deeper scowl than the ones she gave during dinner.
The embarrassment cleared his thoughts somewhat. He grabbed Lai Chan's hand and gave it a squeeze. "I'll come back to see you tomorrow after my workout. I promise."
She still wasn't satisfied. With the flush he saw in her cheeks, she wasn't satisfied at all. Not with his reasoning and definitely not sexually. She started to pout again.
"You better."
He had been about to go in to give her a kiss on the cheek but thought better of it. If she pulled him in again he wouldn't be able to resist. Instead he turned it into a teaching moment.
"You feel how you are now. Like you're about to explode?" She begrudgingly nodded. "Use it. Go back to your room and masturbate like I taught you. I promise it'll make you feel better." He saw something click in her brain. Like she'd just realized that he wouldn't be there all the time to at least watch her do it. She seemed to finally understand why people masturbated.
"Okay."



"I'll see you tomorrow, bye." He quickly turned and walked away from him before he could change his mind. He walked down the corridor and turned down a hallway and just kept walking.
He admittedly got a bit lost, but luckily he ran into a maid who showed him to the door. He exited their estate into the cold night air, the breeze breathing some more sense into him.
He did the right thing. It was the right thing to do. It had to be. And now they'd be separated for the night but that was also good. She was getting a bit too attached. While he did like her clinging to him, she had to understand that they couldn't always be together. Though, admittedly, she handled their separation better than he thought she would.
That was the point of all of this. To teach her that when there wasn't a partner around, she could masturbate to calm herself down. And she would do that. She was probably doing that right now.
His brain momentarily froze as he pictured how she could be doing it... He should go home and do it too.
The walk home gave him time to calm down further. And if that wasn't enough, the scolding he got from his mother for being home so late sure enough was. Though when he climbed into bed and remembered what Lai Chan had done, and quite possibly still could be doing, he got worked up all over again. The next day couldn't come fast enough.
Note: As usual, whether it's something you liked or feedback, comments are welcome.
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Friday, outside Kabul, barracks, 18:00, July 2006
"Good news boys! Perhaps AJ here isn't as much of a kiss ass as we thought!" Brian McKay announced. He clapped Abdul on the back as they entered the barracks with Lieutenant Robinson in tow. He then threw the same arm around his shoulder and pulled him close. "This little bastard was out there fraternizing with the enemy and found something juicy. He is a regular James Bond he is!"
The next ten minutes were filled with exaggerated praise and gratefulness as McKay took it upon himself to regale their unit with the details of their meeting with the top brass. He embellished many of the details, of course. Abdul only gave what information was pertinent to the situation. Nothing more. They didn't need to know about Hamdiya.
After McKay's tale ended, he was bombarded with questions. Many of which equated to 'whose dick did you have to suck to find that out?' or the like. Eventually though, they left him alone to prepare for the raid.
Lieutenant Robinson took him aside after he was free from their jeering. Robinson was a unique kind of commander. His unit had much more... behavioral leeway than others. Instead of their superior, he felt more like a father trying to wrangle a group of rowdy sons. But he was still an officer. Much was expected of him and any mistakes on their part reflected back on him. So they had a silent understanding. He took care of them and let them get away with some things, in their off time and they showed up one hundred and ten percent when he called on them. A strict, yet fair father.
"You might not hear it from them, but they appreciate what you've done. I just want you to know that." Robinson was not speaking as Abdul's better, but as his equal.
"Yes, Sir." Abdul's standard response when addressed by Robinson.
Of course, he knew they didn't mean the things they said. They had all gone through training together. They were deployed together, slept together, ate together, and had seen combat together. Since the second day of bootcamp they had called him a kiss up, but rarely did he feel malice behind their words.
They were his brothers. Like him, they were good soldiers, and good soldiers follow orders.
Friday, outside the insurgent compound, 21:00
Abdul took point as they stacked up on the entrance to the building. McKay, the usual point man, tapped him on the shoulder to let him know everyone was in place.
"You ready AJ?" McKay checked one final time.
The entire ride there McKay gave him tips and advice on being the point man. He hammered home the fact that it wasn't like the drills. The point man was the first one in, which meant he'd be the first to die if anything went wrong. There was no room for hesitation.
"Yes." Abdul had to stop himself from adding 'sir.'
"Good man. I'll be right behind you. Remember, anything other than an immediate surrender, weapons free." A final tap on the shoulder, this one to remind him that the squad had his back. But it wasn't them he was worried about.
Abdul was a good soldier. He followed protocol and did what he was told, usually with a sense of indifference. This time however, he was conflicted. Even compared to the days of endless marching and drills, never before had his M4 felt so heavy in his hands. His equipment felt as though it weighed double, threatening to slow his steps.
He repeated his mantra inside his head. The saying that got him through every drill and challenge. Good soldiers follow orders. Over and over it repeated in his mind.
But through the cracks, a silent prayer came along with it.
Allah, don't let her be in there.
Thursday, her place, 22:00
Incredible sex wasn't on the list of pros his mother gave him to marrying a girl from the home country, but if it was, he might have taken her advice earlier.
Much like their first night together, they had barely gotten through the door before Hamdiya jumped him. He managed to hold her at bay just long enough to lock the door behind them. That would be the last time he'd go against her wishes that night.
She seemed annoyed at the delay, even if it was functional. Her movements shifted slightly closer to aggressive from the one hundred percent passion. She dragged him over to a recliner, not caring to make sure she wasn't hurting him. They both knew she'd have to try hard to do that.
She pushed him into it and loomed over him. She placed both of her hands on the arm rests, leaning down until their faces were an inch apart. There they sat for several silent moments, her deep breaths the only sound between them.
Her brown eyes burned with a passion he'd seen in her and no one else. Thinly veiled behind the look were threats. Passion alone was useless. One needs conviction, drive, and the willingness to do whatever it takes to achieve their goal. Right now, he was her goal. And according to that look, she wasn't going to take no for an answer. Not that he would deny her in the first place.
She spoke a single command. "Stay."
"Yes ma'am."
Satisfied with his response, she removed her face and lowered herself to her knees before him. Abdul kept his body still, as he was told. When she was settled, her eyes finally left his, now focused on her true goal.
Despite her excitement, her hands used deft movements to quickly unbuckle his belt and fish out her prize. He saw her grin widen slightly at the sight of it already erect, waiting for her.
Her eyes returned to his. She watched his face as she slowly lowered her head, taking him into her mouth.
His composure broke immediately, the feeling of her mouth and tongue going to work caused him to shudder. Her tongue moved in patterns that were familiar and yet unexpected, every other motion and sensation catching him off guard, producing another groan from his lips.
One could assume based on their positions that she was servicing him, but they'd be wrong. She was in control, and pleasuring him was just as much for her as it was for him. It had been clear since their first encounter that every noise she could draw from him, every face he made, the sight of his muscles tensing beneath the skin caused her no end of personal pride and self satisfaction. His hands fidgeted on the armrests, shifting between gripping the fabric, making fists and untensing as she worked on him. She placed her free hand over one of them, squeezing it a bit as she continued.
He only lasted about two minutes. The eye contact along with the view and sensations pushed him right up to the edge sooner than he'd expected.
She showed just how in control she was when she pulled off of him before he could even warn her of his impending end. He hissed as he went right up to the edge, but didn't go over, his sensitive cock pulsing in the air as it searched for that one last bit of stimulation to satisfy it. Instead all it found was the feeling of cool air on his spit-covered skin.
"Not yet."
All he could do was look into her eyes as a sadistic grin spread upon her face. She rose to her feet and backed away from the chair, then flashed him a final smile before turning around.
At first he wondered what she was doing but immediately understood when her hands went to her zipper. He watched as she unbuttoned her pants and hooked her fingers into the waistband. With exactly the same self-assurance he'd expect from her if she was undressing in solitude, she shimmied out of them. Each motion accentuated her curves. Then the waistband finally went below the bump of her ass and her mocha skin was exposed to him. As she pulled her pants and panties down her legs, she bent at the waist presenting herself to him fully.
His mouth went dry as the sight of her pussy amidst short tufts of hair. His hands white knuckled the armrests when he noticed strands of her excitement being stretched between the fabric and her skin as she continued disrobing.
When her garments sat around her ankles, she halted her movement, staying bent at the waste. Teasing him, daring him to take her then and there.
As much as he would have loved to bolt out of that chair and fill her with the orgasm she had denied him, he was told to stay. So stay he did.
Another few, torturous moments passed before she straightened, casually kicking away her discarded clothes. She turned to him and walked over, a proud look on her face. Almost as if the puppy you were training started to finally follow directions and it was time for its reward.
She casually swatted his arms off the armrests and climbed onto the chair. With her knees on either armrest, she looked down at him, his head level with her vulva.
This time, no verbal order came. Instead, she simply grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head until she was flush against his mouth. He didn't need her to tell him to begin.
Though he was used to following orders, Abdul took satisfaction in a job well done. He immersed himself fully in the act to maximize her experience. The overwhelming smell of her as his face was held to her crotch. The damp wetness of the proximity to her crotch, the grating feeling of his beard scratching against her short hairs. He absorbed all of the sensory information available to him in order to do his job.
He slid his tongue between her folds in little patterns, making sure every few licks to pay good attention to her sensitive nub. Occasionally he abandoned licking to plant kisses and suck on the sensitive flesh. As he proceeded, he recognized the signs of a job well done.
He heard the shifts of her breaths. Moans and groans interrupted by moments of breathlessness. He reached up and held her thighs and ass from behind, feeling her muscles flex and relax as he pleasured her. He felt her pussy quiver in his mouth as she rose higher and higher towards her peak. With his arms supporting her, both of her hands went to the top of his head, alternating between gripping hair and simply touching it as her mind focused solely on what was happening between her legs. He knew when she was close when what had at first began as light movement and gyrations became hard and short thrusts against his face.
There was no stoppage then. No flirty edging or teasing pull away. Hamdiya completely and gracelessly succumbed to her orgasm. She groaned loudly as her body shuddered. Her hands gripped his head and held it steady against her as his mouth continued to extend her peak for as long as possible.
After several moments she removed his head and climbed down from the chair, the aftershocks visible in her movements. Abdul's cock was painfully hard but he waited.
Almost staggering, she wandered over to the couch and sat on it and let her body go limp. Her head tilted back and she let out a long sigh as she basked in the afterglow. For a moment Abdul thought she'd forgotten about him, until she regained some composure and met his eyes again. She spread her legs, giving him another view of her wetness.
The next order came. "Fuck me."
Friday, her place, 10:00
Abdul woke first, worried about what time it was. Looking over to a nightstand, he saw that it was ten o'clock. He still had time to get back. Relaxing slightly, he looked at the sleeping woman in his arms, not believing he was in this situation.
Abdul Jaleel always did what he was told. In school, he did anything the teachers asked him to. He was the perfect son, at least in terms of respecting his parents, and did everything they told him to and avoided anything they said wasn't good for him. He'd never gone off script. He never colored outside the lines. He never really did anything for himself.
He knew he was unremarkable. He never really had any creative expression. He felt strongly about very few things in life. He was more of a "go with the flow" kind of guy, except without the hippy happiness. He was a cog in the machine. Whatever machine he happened to be a part of at the time. So to him it made sense to join the military. If he was only good for following orders, at least he'd do them trying to make the world a better place.
His decision to join the military was met with some... grievances, to say the least, from his parents as they were first generation immigrants from the middle east. But though they didn't completely agree with his decision, they at least understood their son's heart was in the right place and supported him. The day he left, through tears in her eyes, his mother joked that maybe he'd meet a nice girl and settle down like she'd been telling him all those years. At that moment, in the bed with Hamdiya, he could see it happening.
He, naturally, went through a fair bit of rough patches in basic training. Even ignoring his reputation as a teacher's pet for refusing to break any rules with the other recruits, his heritage was a point of contention for more than a few of his brothers in arms. But, he eventually found his place amongst the men he now called brothers in his squad, under the leadership of Lieutenant Robinson. It brought a slight smile on his face to think about their reactions to him breaking one of the biggest rules they had, and on a regular basis.
At first it had been just an absent minded thought. A daydream, if you will. He wondered what would happen if he wandered the streets outside of his station. He already looked the part, knew the language, and had deep knowledge of the culture thanks to his parents. But it was just a thought. Until a month ago.
He and his squad did what they always did when not on duty, went to a bar within the designated zone and drank with each other. It was their routine. But on that particular night, he was alone. All of them had either broken some rule and been assigned extra work, or had promised to hang out with other groups, leaving Abdul to fend for himself.
It wasn't even some grand moment of realization. No resolve to break his first rule ever or anything like that. If anything, it was an accident. He threw on his plain clothes and walked to the bar like normal, the entire time thinking about how it was the perfect chance to go explore outside the area. He'd only noticed where he was after realizing that he should have been at the bar several minutes prior. In thinking about the idea, he'd unconsciously done it.
At first there was some apprehension of being in "enemy territory." But after a look around, he realized no one paid him much mind. He was just another person in the crowd. So he figured he might as well see what else the area had to offer.
That was when he looked up and saw the kites.
The soldiers stationed in Kabul knew that kite flying was a favored pastime. They could see them from the base on most days, though they were but dots in the sky being not only at the edge of the city, but on the opposite side of the section they were allowed to roam. Closer than he'd ever been, Abdul was able to make out the designs and shapes for the first time. They were beautiful.
Using the sky as his guide, he followed clusters of kites until he came to a clearing just outside of the city. There, hundreds of people lounged, enjoying each other's company while piloting the cloth birds in the sky.
The kites were all different colors, shapes, and sizes. Each one unique and vibrant against the blue background. And then he found his favorite one of them all.
It wasn't the biggest or even the most flashy kite. It was simple. A diamond pattern on it alternated between red, purple and white. Behind it flowed a long tail of rippons of the same colors. Something about watching it float on the wind mesmerized him, and so he spent several minutes standing under it, straining his neck to look up at its stationary voyage.
It was there that they met.
"Hi." A feminine voice snapped him back to reality and he looked down to see Hamdiya standing before him, a smile on her face and the glint of excitement in her eye.
He cleared his throat, taking the time to remember how to speak. "Hey."
Then she surprised him by doing a little twirl, as a girl might do to show off a new dress to a family member. Afterwards she sat in silence. It was like she was expecting something from him. After a moment, he realized what her display was supposed to mean. She was dressed the same as the kite.
Studying her outfit a bit more, he pegged her to be one of the more progressive citizens of the city, though even by some progressive standards maybe a bit too free. Instead of the usual light blue Chadaree more traditional women wore, some young women had taken to more expressive clothes. Pants beneath brightly covered robes, and head scarves to replace the conservative headgear that traditionalists demanded they wear.
She wore a red robe and beneath it, white pants. To top it off, she had a purple headscarf on her head, though it seemed to be there more for formality than anything. More hair than even most liberals would allow poked out from under it and he wondered how his mother would respond to meeting someone of the country dressed like this.
It was then her turn to clear her throat, making Abdul realize that he'd been silently staring at her. Though she still wore the smile.
"Oh. Um..." He pointed up to the kite, "is that-"
"Yup! Glad you could figure it out on your own. For a second there I thought you'd have to phone a friend." She left a pause for laughter but Abdul just kept staring at her. Something about her just seemed... special. She held the same levity as a kid in a schoolyard looking to make friends. As if simply walking up to him and saying hi would seal the deal.
Looking at her in his arms now, he had to admit it worked. Though it didn't hurt that she was extremely attractive.
She brushed off his lack of response and continued as if nothing happened. Though he could have sworn her smile got just a bit bigger. Probably satisfaction and rendering him speechless. She brought him over to the man who was controlling the kite and introduced them. He turned out to be her brother, Afshin, and he received their sudden guest with open arms. Hamdiya then declared that Abdul was interested in learning to fly a kite. A request Afshin was all too happy to fulfill.
After an introductory lesson, Hamdiya shooed her brother away and took over his training, though they mostly just talked while he struggled to keep the kite steady.
They talked for about an hour, and in that short amount of time she'd managed to draw out of him more than most people who knew him for years could. There was something about her passion for not just life, but seemingly every topic, that was infectious. She was self assured and confident. She had strong opinions on everything, where he had none on most things. But she didn't take too kindly to his docileness. She poked and prodded him until he finally started answering her questions, revealing things that even he didn't realize he felt or thought. She was the first person to ever make him feel like he wasn't just a worker bee. She made him feel as if he was an individual.
To complete their introduction, she made a simple statement. As if she'd just decided it out loud. After giving him a once over she stated, 'You're coming home with me.' And with that, she called Afshin over and handed him the kite. She told her brother they were leaving and led him away by the arm.
Ever since then, he'd been meeting her every day he had off, making excuses to his friends about what he was doing and where he was going. He simply wanted to see her. He enjoyed being around her. And she definitely made sure he knew she enjoyed his company.



His retrospection was interrupted by Hamdiya waking up. With a stretch and a loud yawn, she snuggled closer.
"Good morning."
"Morning." She laughed at his response, as if he'd told the funniest joke in the world. He still couldn't figure out why she liked being with someone as bland as him, but he sure as hell wouldn't complain.
She gave him a kiss. And then another. And then a longer one. And soon Abdul figured she wanted to continue where they had left off the previous night. That is, until she stopped their foreplay with a serious look. More serious than any she'd given him before.
"Look, Abdul... I like you. I really do." Her voice trailed off. He knew those lines. Everyone knew those lines. And everyone knows that after those lines came a big- "But, I don't know if I can keep doing this with you. Without showing you all of me, that is."
"All of you?"
"Abdul. Do you care about the people of this city?" Odd question.
"Yes."
"Do you really care? Do you care about their futures? But not only them, the future of the country as a whole?" She looked as if she was pleading with him to give the correct answer.
"I wouldn't be in Kabul if I didn't."
During their initial talk, without letting slip his occupation, Abdul mentioned that his parents moved out west and that he was in the area to see the sights along with trying to do some good. Then she asked him what he thought of the American occupation.
He argued that American influence would be an overall good for the country. Once the enemy had been rooted out, they would be left to thrive with some American assistance. Hamdiya argued that American influence was an insult to their pride. She admitted that some things had improved since the Americans arrived and drove out the Taliban, but she also countered with the mistreatment of Afghan 'POWs" and the riot earlier in the year.
The riot was caused by a military convoy crashing and leaving several Afghan people dead. Abdul was off that day, but his squad had been put on standby had things escalated. Despite his allegiance to the US military, Abdul conceded that the Americans could have handled it better. And there was no defense for the treatment of prisoners.
Hamdiya also argued that their continued presence after driving out the Taliban showed the rest of the world that the middle east was a place to be closely monitored and controlled, like an unruly child.
They went back and forth for a while but the conversation ended with them agreeing that they both wanted a better situation for the middle east. Hamdiya admitted some things were slightly better with American influence and Abdul recognized that their presence had done a good deal of bad along with the good. The awkward silence had only lasted a few moments before she brought up some new topic and dragged him back into her rhythm. It seemed she wanted to reopen the issue.
"I need to hear you say it." He looked her in the eyes. This may have been the most emotion he'd ever put into anything he'd ever said. He did want a better situation, and he wanted to be with her. They were in a tense agreement earlier and he didn't want some misunderstanding to ruin what they had.
"I care, Hamdiya. I care about you. I care about them. I care about anything and everything that happens here. That's why I'm here." As the words left his mouth, he silently hoped she wouldn't question what his last line meant.
She studied his face for a while, searching his eyes for any hint of a lie. Not finding one, she lit up and enthusiastically resumed where she left off, taking up the rest of their morning.
After the morning sex, she told him that she wanted to show him off to her friends. She said he'd love them. He checked his watch. Twelve thirty. He had some time. Unfortunately, or fortunately depending on who you ask, he agreed.
Friday, unmarked building, 13:00
The first sign of trouble were the armed guards he saw upon entering the building. The situation was made worse by the lack of identifying paraphernalia. He was dealing with an unknown group.
"Wait here." Hamdiya gave him a quick kiss on the cheek before pushing him onto a couch. Then she went into one of the back rooms. He was left awkwardly sitting there, with one of the guards eyeballing him.
After a commotion, he heard heavy footsteps come from the back of the building and Afshin entered the room. Unlike their first meeting, the man's demeanor was deathly serious. And he did not look happy to see Abdul.
He turned to his sister. "Hamdiya why would you-"
"He can help! He wants to help." Hamdiya looked upwards into her brother's eyes, showing off the confidence and aggression that Abdul loved.
"You can't just bring anybody here!"
"Well he's not just anybody." Afshin let out a frustrated sigh and turned away from her, running a hand through his hair. She didn't back down. "At least talk to him. Give him a chance."
A tense moment followed. Then Afshin let out another sigh, the tension leaving his shoulders. He dragged a chair over to the couch and sat down in front of Abdul.
"So you want to help, huh?" Everything in Abdul's body urged him to say no. But he figured that wouldn't be conducive to his health. He had to play along.
He swallowed hard. "Yes." Afshin studied his face for a silent minute.
"Why?" The question hung in the air.
Abdul had always heard the best lies had a bit of truth in them. He hoped they were right. "Because it pains me to see what has become of my home. My family's home, that is. My parents survived the Soviet invasion and moved out west, looking to escape the hardships that came with it. But I couldn't just sit by and watch this country fall apart on the news. I needed to do something. So here I am." Afshin studied for a few more moments before Abdul saw his shoulders slack, even if barely.
"Tell me, brother. Have you read The Kite Runner?" The title sparked recognition. Abdul's parents all but shoved the book into his hands the second they themselves had read it. It shined a dark, yet truthful light on the plight of their homeland.
"Yes." Afhsin nodded, almost to himself.
"Good. Good. Then I take it you remember the section where the bully assaults the servant of the main character? For what? Not giving up a fucking kite?" Adbul remembered the scene well. It was a big point of conflict about the book as a whole.
"Yes, brother." His use of 'brother' caused Afhin to give him another suspicious once over, but he let it pass.
"In my humble opinion, that scene is the best one in the book. It perfectly encapsulates what the west is trying to do."
"... Assault our children?" Afshin's eyes were drained of their suspicion and filled with an almost righteous fervor.
"Not so literal, brother. They seek to rape our country. The kite can mean any number of things. Our resources, our land, anything. But I like to think of it as our pride as a people. And the Americans and the Russians and whoever the hell else is here against our wishes are the bully. Doing what they want just because they are bigger and stronger. Are our people not entitled to their pride? Are we not permitted access to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness under our own rule?" He almost spat out the words of the American Declaration of Independence.
"And if you've read the book, you must also remember what the main character did as the servant was being attacked. Correct?"
"I do."
"Say it."
"He-he watched."
"That's right, Abdul. He sat back and watched. Too afraid to stand up for himself or his friend. But not us. We refuse to watch as others come into our country and do as they please. We are going to stand up for ourselves and the rest of our people. The question is, are you willing to as well?"
Abdul swallowed again. The room felt cold as all eyes were on him. Afshin had leaned in close since his rant began, his intensity nearly scalding Abdul as their faces sat inches apart.
"Yes, brother. As I told your sister, I wouldn't be here otherwise."
After a final moment, the tension in the room vanished as Afshin released the grin he had worn when they met. He stood and dragged Abdul to his feet to wrap him in a bear hug.
"Welcome, Abdul. And on behalf of our nation, thank you."
Abdul should have probably left it at that. Asking more questions would lead to more chances for him to be found out. But he had to know who he was dealing with for when he reported in.
"Once last question, Afshin. Are you... Taliban?"
The kindness vanished as it was replaced instantly with anger. "Brother, if you'd read the book you would have remembered that the bully grew to be a leader of the Taliban. No. We are not a part of those fuckers. We seek to be free from all oppressive forces, be them external or internal. Once we push out the Americans, the Taliban is next. Our once allies are going to regret overstaying their welcome. Now come, we have work to do."
The last line filled in the final piece of the puzzle for Abdul. They weren't Taliban. If they were, Hamdiya would never be allowed to act as she does. That also left out any other Islamic extremist sects. The men around him were also too comfortable with their weapons. There's a distinct difference between how a soldier and a militiaman carries their equipment that only a soldier's eye could detect. These men were well armed and well trained. That left only one option. They were remnants of a force long disbanded. A rogue vestige of the Northern Alliance.
While his brain whirled at the revelation, Afshin led him to a back room with a map of the city, with certain points near the edge of the city where the American base was marked off.
"Consider this your proficiency test. Do you know this area of the city?" His finger traced a circle around the area marked off.
Abdul told the truth. "Yes, I know that area very well."
"Good. Tomorrow, Americans will follow this path on their patrol." His finger traced the route on the map until it got to a red X. "We will ambush them here. Tonight we'll set up an explosive and once it goes off, we finish off the survivors. I want you to detonate it. You up to the task?"
Abdul's face lacked the uncertainty and fear it had before. He had become serious. "Yes, brother." Afshin took nicely to the seriousness and clasped him on the back.
"Good. Hamdiya will bring you to me in the morning. Get some rest."
And with that he was free to leave the building. With a kiss goodbye, one that her brother gave them a look for, Hamdiya let him out the door and vowed to see him the next day. He kept the serious face all the way back to the base. How could he not?
The path Afshin had marked was his squad's.
Friday, military base, 16:15
Abdul had one thought as he entered the camp and walked straight towards command.
He shouldn't have gone. He shouldn't have agreed to meet her friends. And yet, how was he to know? How could he have possibly known?
Maybe he could let her live. If she wasn't around when the soldiers dealt with the cell, perhaps she'd go into hiding. He'd never see her again, but he'd at least know she was safe. If she got captured, perhaps he could make her imprisonment comfortable. He had some sway with the brass. They all liked him and he'd never asked them for anything before. Surely they'd indulge him this one time? Whatever the case, he hoped she wouldn't be around later that night.
He concluded his silent prayer as he entered the command center unannounced.
"Who in the fuck-"
"I'm very sorry sir but I have important intel."
Friday, inside the insurgent compound, 21:00
Hamdiya waited for her brother to finish finalizing plans with the others. Then she heard a phone ring in the back room. She was startled by her brother barging in the room with several other people in a flurry.
"Get out! Now!" Her brother commanded, as he and the other men started moving things around, flipping tables and moving desks, seemingly fortifying the room.
"What?"
"The Americans found us! Akbar said he saw a few of their dogs headed this way. You have to get out now." Her blood ran cold as her heart rate skyrocketed. But the cold blood didn't cool the fire in her heart.
"No! I'm a part of this too!" She bolted off the couch and headed toward a desk.
"Hamdiya, now is not the time. You need to-"
"I'm not some little girl for you to protect anymore, Ekhwah." She reached the desk and reached under it, finding the handgun holstered beneath.
"Hamdi-" The room exploded into sound and noise.

Friday, outside the insurgent compound, 21:02
Before he could delay anymore, they heard movement inside - raised voices and the moving of furniture. No more stalling. He had a job to do.
He clicked a button and the breaching charge on the door exploded. Just like training, he gave it a count of one Mississippi before entering the doorway, knowing his squad was behind him.
Within the damaged room were several men, reeling from the shockwave and shrapnel. He paid them no mind, knowing his brothers would take care of them. His focus was on the womanly figure in the center of the room.
Time slowed to a crawl and he thought his heart stopped. It was her. She was here and in the worst possible place to be. But that's okay. She could just surrender. He'd tell her to surrender and then she would. As long as she doesn't pose a threat, nothing would happen to her.
Time continued to creep forward and they made eye contact. He saw the recognition in her eyes. The betrayal. He hoped she could see the guilt in his own. He had his M4 trained on her with no real intention to shoot. His finger was slightly off the trigger. He just wanted to scare her.
He opened his mouth to tell her to get down but the breath caught in his throat. The smoke between them cleared a bit and he could see her torso. And the handgun in her hand raising towards them. Training kicked in and did what it was meant to do.
Good soldiers follow orders.
As her gun leveled, he shifted his finger to the trigger of his M4.
Note 2: As usual leave comments on what you liked and feedback is always welcome.
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Ten commandments
Note: This section will cover shorts and excerpts following the ten commandments because why not? Some of them may simply point towards already released shorts but most of them will be new with one of them being taken directly from the main story
10.1: Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's house
Lacey and Shani's apartment, a few months after graduation.
Amirah and Lacey cuddled together on the large bed. A used and pleasantly abused Shani was softly snoring beside them, the smile on her face and drying liquids on her body proof of the red-hot meat-mashing that just transpired between the three of them.
Lacey snuggled herself into Amirah's chest as their hands slowly caressed each other's bodies. Despite the wanton sex they just finished, Lacey's hand kept inching closer to Amirah's dick. Each time, Amirah casually dragged it above the belt, but each time it got closer to its goal before she stopped it.
Their little game of chicken was interrupted by Lacey speaking. Instead of what Amirah thought would be some lustful or dirty invitation, she was met with Lacey's neutral voice. Honest and inquisitive.
"How come we always hang out in our apartment and not yours?" Just the mere thought of why brought a smile to her face.
"Because I like your apartment. Asad did a wonderful job decorating it. Everything here is authentic Egyptian furniture. It even smells like Egypt!" Then a small pause. "It reminds me of home."
Lacey didn't seem satisfied by that answer. She gave an indignant huff. "Well, I like your place better."
"Really? Why?" Amirah figured Lacey would appreciate the higher quality, well, everything, that their apartment had to offer over her own.
"Because it's yours. Everything is yours so me being there means you want me there. Also because since I'm there it's like I'm yours... and it smells like you." Still processing the serotonin spike from her explanation, Amirah chuckled.
"Lacey, I smell like me. Do you not smell me now?" Seeing the truth to her words, Lacey pouted.
"Yeah well, over there everything smells like you."
"Fine. Fine. Tomorrow we can spend the night next door."
Though she pretended to still pout, Amirah could feel the elation radiating off of her. That, and she felt the hand start to return to her crotch. She wondered if she should stop it this time.
10.2: Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's wife, nor her male or female slave
Shani and Lacey's penthouse, shortly after their wedding/honeymoon
Shani was sitting on the couch, watching television when she heard the door to their apartment open. Several thoughts ran through her head in the span of a second.
Strange. Lacey's in the bathroom. Amirah should be getting off work right about now. The only other person who has a key would be Asad, but he would know better than to show up unexpected after what I did to him last time. That must mean-
The thought of a robber or worse breaking into her home sprung Shani into action. She hopped up from the couch, adrenaline spiking. Until she saw a tired and grumpy-looking Amirah come through the door.
"Oh-"
"Shut up. Sit down." Amirah still had her Headmaster tone on and Shani's body reacted accordingly, sitting back down with her hands folded in her lap, head forward, and back straight as she waited for more commands.
She heard Amirah close and lock the door and drop her bag before heading towards the couch. As she came into Shani's view, she kicked off her heels. Once at the couch, she knelt on the other side, facing Shani and removed Shani's hands from her lap. She then promptly face planted into Shani's thighs.
Shani watched and felt as Amirah let out a great, big sigh and all the tension left her body. After a moment, Amirah spoke without lifting her head.
"Sorry for snapping at you, Eyani." She sounded tired.
"It's okay... Hard day at work?" The flood gates had been opened.
"Girls these days!" The intensity in her voice, and the feeling of it on her legs, caused Shani to jump. "I mean, I know it's my job to make them proper, but the parents could at least try! Several first years were caught engaging in a fucking orgy! I don't even care that they were having it, but they could have at least been more discreet. I had to leave a very important meeting to go deal with reprimanding them. And then, in the middle of dealing with them, another group had a fist fight! I spent all day dealing out punishments and lectures and then had to reschedule the meeting." She let out another frustrated sigh and seemingly calmed down. Her voice became melancholy. "Am I losing my touch?"
Shani used one of her hands to brush Amirah's hair while the other rubbed small circles on her back. Amirah let out a pleased coo and relaxed farther into Shani's lap.
"No. You are a wonderful professor. Some girls just... need a bit more help than others."
"No one in your class would have done anything like that. Maybe I'm just not scary anymore."
"You're plenty scary!" That felt weird to admit. "And besides, didn't you catch Lacey touching herself in your classroom?" A long moment passed.
Amirah began laughing. "I guess you're right." She let out another deep sigh as she turned her head towards Shani's midsection. One of her hands came up to rub the outside of Shani's thigh. "You're so nice, Shani."
"Thanks?"
"I wish I had a wife like you. Pretty, strong, kind, obedient." Shani blushed at the emphasis on the last word.
"Well, Lacey and I did ask you to marry us several times."
"You know I can't." Why she couldn't, Shani and Lacey would never understand. Pride was a strong sin. "But a gal can dream."
Before Shani could respond, Amirah used her hand to lift up the hem of her shirt slightly. She then proceeded to plant kisses on Shani's abs.
The light touches caused Shani to laugh as her torso squirmed under the assault. "Stop it! That tickles!" Her protests only encouraged Amirah, who progressed into full blown raspberries.
This continued for a little while until Shani looked up from her assailant and saw Lacey standing a few feet away, her hair wrapped up in a towel as she wore lounge wear. She had that look in her face. The one she got sometimes when Shani and Amirah flirted, among other things, in front of her. She was jealous. But she was also happy to see Amirah.
"What are you doing?" The question sounded innocent coming from the Brit.
Upon hearing her voice, Amirah flipped over onto her back, face now looking upward at Shani while her eyes shifted towards her other paramour.
"Lacey! There you are. I was just telling Shani here how lucky you are to have her as a wife." Amirah either didn't notice or chose to ignore the slight tension. While she spoke she reached up a hand to caress Shani's face.
"I am." Lacey tried to sound normal, but there was an undeniable edge to her voice that practically screamed 'and you could be just as lucky.'
Even though Lacey was a happily married newlywed and loved both of them, Shani knew that Amirah's refusal to officially cement their relationship was more than a minor point of contention. Any mention of their marital status was liable to set Lacey off. She was confident the three of them would get through the rough patch, but they still had to, you know, get through it.
Amirah just smiled at Lacey. "Welp, I'm going to get out of these work clothes." She sat up. "Shani, I'm going to steal some of yours. Don't move." The implication that she would return to Shani's lap was loud and clear.
One clothes change later...
Amirah returned to the living room, now clad in one of Shani's shirts and a pair of her sweatpants, and found Lacey nestled squarely in Shani's lap. The look she gave Amirah upon her return was nothing short of a challenge, but Amirah refused to give in.
"Well don't you two look cute together!"
Lacey spoke up. "Of course, we look cute together. She's my wife."
Amirah just smiled at the two of them and joined them on the couch, pressing up against Shani's side and throwing an arm over her shoulder. She leaned down to give Lacey's forehead a kiss. Despite her best efforts, Amirah knew that Lacey wouldn't stay mad forever and saw her expression soften a bit at the affection.
9: Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbour
Amirah's apartment, sometime shortly after the marriage
"Lacey, I swear to god..." Amirah warned.
"I won't!" Lacey protested, pressing the elevator button in an attempt to make it come faster.
"Lacey-"
"I promise this is just a nice dinner. You've been working hard and we just want to do something nice for you." The elevator arrived and the three of them entered.
"And every time you say that, I end up with something expensive I explicitly told you I didn't need."
"That's not true!"
Amirah looked away in frustration. Not true my ass. There she was, in an elevator, wearing an elegant dress she told them she didn't want, adorned with jewelry she told them she didn't need, and carrying a name brand purse she once glanced at in the mall.
"Oh really? If that's true, then how come Shani's nervous?" Amirah gestured to the tall woman behind them. Besides the embarrassment of Lacey forcing her to wear a very high slit dress, Shani had that look she got when she thought she'd get in trouble. She had it when they gave her the purse, they had it when they revealed the dress, she even had it when they bought her an air fryer.
Lacey glanced up at her wife and shot her an obvious glare before turning back to Amirah. "She's always like that." She then stared at the elevator floor counter, watching the numbers as it ticked down.
"Uh huh." Amirah crossed her arms. "Lacey, look at me." Lacey glanced at her before going back to the counter. "Look. At. Me." Lacey begrudgingly made eye contact, eyes obviously guilty. "Promise me that you won't buy me anything except dinner tonight."
"Bu-"
"Nothing before. Nothing after. No random packages in front of my door of something I commented on in passing. Promise me."
"Fine! I promise. We're just going to dinner at a fancy restaurant..." The elevator dinged and the doors opened to the garage. Lacey continued her sentence in a quick breath, "in-your-brand-new-car-surprise!" The words conveyed worry and guilt instead of excitement.
Amirah looked into the garage and saw the latest Rolls Royce model in turquoise, her favorite color, complete with a big bow on top. Upon seeing the vehicle Amirah just sighed and shook her head, then proceeded to walk towards it.
Behind her she heard Lacey say, "T-to be fair we bought this last week!"
8: Thou shalt not steal
Lacey and Shani's apartment, a little before marriage
Amirah sighed as she entered the living room. "Lacey, I need my shirts."
"I don't know where your shirts are," Lacey casually lied, not even bothering to turn her head from the laptop on her thighs while wearing one of said shirts.
"I need to do laundry, Lacey. And I can't do laundry without the laundry."
Lacey had developed the nesting habits of a small rodent. She loved taking Amirah's shirts after she'd worn them to wear herself. She'd begun squirreling them away so that she could have access. Amirah couldn't wash them or take them back before she'd gotten a chance to wear them. And with all of their belongings stretched over three places, Lacey had a lot of hiding spots.
On one hand, it was cute to see Lacey in her clothes. On the other, she needed them to wear herself.
The two of them bickered for a minute or two before Shani causally interrupted them.
"While you're at it could you wash my clothes as well?" She took a sip from a cup of tea after addressing the room, going back to reading her book. The meaning behind her words was clear.
Her two lovers stopped their argument and sat in awkward silence. Of the three of them, Shani was the least clothed, wearing only a tank top and shorts. Probably because both Lacey and Amirah frequently wore her clothes, but, due to her size, she couldn't fit into theirs.
"Of course, Shani." Amirah cleared her throat, now acutely aware that the shirt she currently wore belonged to the woman in question.
7. Thou shalt not commit adultery
Insert any sexy story post marriage here. (I'm lazy, sue me.)
6. Thou shalt not kill
(ok so she probably wouldn't die from this, but still)
Lacey and Shani's penthouse, morning.
Shani awoke to light taps on her back.
"Not now, Lacey." She groaned and tried to go back to sleep. But still the taps came. She turned around. "What do you want?"
The taps turned out to be light punches from her fiancé. Lacey ignored Shani's inquiry and just continued pummeling her abdomen, now targeting her abs.
Shani slowly woke up, her grogginess giving way to annoyance. It was one thing to have Lacey wake her up for sex, but whatever this was had started getting on her nerves. She pushed Lacey's hands away.
"Stop that." Once again, she was ignored, Lacey just changing targets to her arm/shoulder. Her annoyance rose and she put more bass in her voice. "Lacey." Her fiancé's smile and endless barrage finally pushed her over the edge.
She easily grabbed Lacey's wrists to halt the feathery assault and Lacey began to struggle, clearly enjoying Shani's discomfort.
Lacey would never be as strong as Shani, or even Amirah, but she had perfected the art of wiggling and struggling in their arms to maximize the effort they had to put in the restrain her. After brief stint of such wiggling, Shani managed to wrap Lacey in a bear hug to subdue her.
Once had accepted her restraint, by leaning into the hug, Shani asked. "Why are you like this?" Contrasted to her, Lacey seemed to be having the time of her life.
"Because you're cute." The simple line, even if a compliment, only threw gasoline onto the fire of her aggravation.
"You had to wake me up by punching me to tell me that?"
"I wasn't punching you."
"Yes, you we-" It was at this moment that Lacey interrupted her. Lacey, one of the loves of her life, her fiancé, the tiny woman that brought her no end of happiness, looked her in the eyes with a big smile on her face and said-
"I was hitting on you."
It took everything Shani had to not push Lacey off the bed.
5. Honour thy father and thy mother
Almasi estate, sometime after marriage
Shani's head rested in her mother's lap as the two of them lounged on the pillowed floor. It was a favorite pastime of hers since before she could even remember. Countless hours wasted away with her head cradled by her mother, her soft hands brushing her hair and her melodic voice soothing her.
And like always, the moment was interrupted by one or more of her brothers walking in.
"Ah, I see the baby is back where she belongs, being swaddled by al'umu." Asad all but sneered as he entered the room, followed by a few of their younger brothers. The others snickered amongst themselves.
Muscle memory kicked in and emotional embers were fanned as Shani made to jump to her feet to give her brothers the thrashing they were obviously asking for.
But her mother grabbed her shoulders and pulled her back down, calming her once again. She scowled at her sons.
"Asad! You should know better than to agitate your poor sister like this. What's wrong spending some quality time with her mother? I wish the rest of you would do it more."
"I'm sorry mother but we are grown men. We don't need to be coddled like some people." Though he tried to sound condescending, a good bit of jealousy seeped into his voice. He cleared his throat. "And even if we wanted to, you spend all your time babying her."
Kesi became indignant. "I do not!"
"Oh, of course you don't. I distinctly remember being your 'ya hayati' but then the second you popped her out, I was all but forgotten." He gestured to his younger brothers. "And they have it even worse, they never stood a chance, arriving after your favorite."
"I do not play favorites!"
"I don't even know how you can tell her apart from us to be honest. You always praised your little girl, yet she gets dirty and fights even more than we do. You would think a mother who valued her daughter would at least ensure that daughter grew up somewhat girly."
Kesi didn't bother getting angrier. It wouldn't change a thing. Instead, she decided to punish her son with the punishment he deserved. She simply released her grasp on Shani.
Within the second the light of her life was up and chasing Asad through the estate.
4. Remember the sabbath day, to keep it holy
For this one, refer to "New Investors" from a previous collection.
3.Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain
The family grows larger. Takes place a year after Akila was born.
Lacey practically melted when presented with the cat. It was perfect. The Maine Coon had a thick, tortoiseshell pattern that it wore with the peak of dignity. Spots of black, brown and even orange came together to create this wonderful beast as it hung in Shani's arms with a nobility only English gentry could appreciate.
Lacey gently placed Akila down before practically running over to the door to greet her new pet.
After initial "introductions," or more accurately, Lacey and Shani fawning over the cat while Amirah held Akila and watched, acting as the responsible elder when she too wished to indulge in the cuteness, Lacey calmed down enough to ask the important questions.
"Wait, can we even have a cat? I mean we have a baby."
Shani came prepared. "That's why I got a Maine Coon! They are gentle and kind. And she's so big that Akila would have a hard time hurting her." Upon closer inspection Lacey realized that this feline was the same size as their infant, if not slightly larger. "But of course we'd have to see for ourselves." Shani nodded towards Amirah, who gently placed the toddler down on the floor.
After slowly rising to her feet, their child waddled towards the new thing in the house for her to explore.
Lacey was concerned to say the least. The cat had taken all the pets and caresses from the two parents as if she had permitted them. She held her head high and granted them light purring to show her amusement, as if they were merely entertainment for her. But Akila had none of the gentleness of her parents, at least not yet.
The cat eyed the toddler with pointed indifference. She lounged on her side and never moved as the child approached, her eyes tracking Akila with absent minded curiosity. Her tail was still.
Akila reached the cat and reached down towards it. She lost her balance and stumbled, causing her to fall over, landing on the feline. Lacey moved to intervene, expecting the worst, but Shani stopped her with an arm.
The cat's tail twitched once. A single flick of annoyance. And then she began sniffing Akila's head as the child haphazardly grabbed and mushed handfuls of fur, enjoying the soft and warm feeling. After a few seconds of sniffing, the cat looked Lacey in the eye, almost as if expecting her to do something. When Lacey didn't move, the cat took matters in her own paws.
The cat began grooming Akila, using her tongue to brush and mat down the hair on the top of her head. Lacey let out a sigh of release.
"Welp, now that that's settled, what do we name her?"
At that, Shani's eyes lit up. "Oh, Amirah and I already named her."



"You did?"
"Yeah, we named her Chunky!" At the sound of the name, Lacey heard Amirah snicker in the background. Though, it was a funny name.
"Why Chunky?"
"Because look at her!" She gestured to the cat that was still bathing their offspring. 'She's already that big and she's still growing. She's going to be big, hence Chunky."
Lacey mulled over the name for a second before accepting. "I like it."
Half a year later...
Chunky and Lacey became two peas in a pod. They both seemed to recognize a sense of aristocracy within one another. If you saw them seated together, it was almost as if the great lion from her family's crest had come alive to serve its master.
And much like Lacey, Chunky tried to pretend she was indifferent to petting and snuggles, but if she didn't want them, why did she always sit within arm's reach?
It was a night like any other where the three of them, Lacey, Shani, and Amirah, were watching television together. Akila had been put to bed and Chunky took up her nightly vigil beside the child.
Lacey reflected on just how big both the cat and their daughter had grown in just six months.
"Chunky was a great name for her," she remarked. Amirah stifled some laughter.
Lacey finally asked. Since the day the cat entered their lives, Amirah seemed to love the name more than anyone. She would burst out into giggle fits at the mere mention of her name. It wasn't that funny.
"Why do you always laugh when I say her name?"
Amirah barely held it together. "No reason. Pft." Lacey decided to go for the weaker link. She looked Shani in the eye.
"Why is she laughing?" Shani tried to stay strong. "Why?"
"Because we sorta named her after you..."
"What?"
Amirah burst out laughing, unable to control herself as she heaved for air.
"Why is that so funny?"
Amirah composed herself enough to respond. "Well, you know how you and Chunky love each other? What did you call it? 'The air of noble gentry?'"
"Yeah..."
"Well, we knew right away that you'd love her. And that you'd be her favorite. So we named her after you!" Some more laughter.
"After me?"
Shani jumped in, looking afraid of how Lacey would react. "Chunky is only part of her name."
Lacey hesitated. "What's her full name?"
"...You know how your family's name is similar to a certain brand of soup?" Oh hell no. "Well... we thought it was funny, and she's even brown and orange like the steak and potatoes one. So we sort of named her 'Lacey Cambel's Chunky Cat.'" Her voice trailed off towards the end of her sentence.
To make it even worse, Amirah had progressed to howling with laughter. Lacey just stared at her wife, one of the women she loved, the mother of her child, in total betrayal.
Lacey heard the distinct sound of Akila crying, probably woken up by Amirah's cackling. Lacey was thankful for the excuse. The sheer amount of indignation and anger within her was shoved to the side to make way for maternal instinct. She glared at both of them before storming off to care for her daughter.
Before she even entered the room though, the crying stopped. She cracked the door a little and peeked in to see Chunky licking Akila's hair, the act calming her and soothing her. She heard her daughter affectionately mumble "Chunky."
Not only was its name an insult to her family's honor, but it had replaced her as a mother as well. Lacey went to the bedroom and closed the door behind her, locking it.
It took lots of apologizing and kisses to make Lacey forgive them. Though Lacey forgave Chunky instantly. It's not her fault the other two used her as a tool of bullying.
The 2nd commandment is a bit longer and will be in the next collection.
1st commandment will also be in the next one.
Bonus chunky story
Chunky is the best thing I've ever written.
Sometime after chunky was acquired.
Shani entered the living room, ready to have a talk with her loving wife.
"Lacey, this needs to stop."
"What is it that you speak of, wife?" Lacey sat upon their couch with perfect posture. Chunky was in position as always, draped around the back of the couch/Lacey's shoulders. Shani didn't even know when Lacey had the time to train her to do that. They'd had her for at most a month. She stopped grooming her paws to stare at the Egyptian woman.
"That. That needs to stop. I know you love chunky, and she inspires some sort of 'nobility' in you, but she's just a cat Lacey. You can't just act all high and mighty."
"Can't I, lover? Is this majestic beast not worthy of someone of my pedigree?" Lacey questioned with a raised brow. Being called 'lover' sent a shiver down Shani's spine and only fueled her annoyance further. Chunky stopped looking at Shani and yawned.
She pointed at the cat. "That isn't some 'majestic beast.' That is our cat and she just yawned." In response Lacey adjusted her posture. She crossed one leg over the other and bridged her fingers over them.
"That is because Chunky, like I, grows tired of your idle prattle. If you don't have anything of substance to say to us, I'm afraid I must end this discussion, my valued consort." Shani could see the enjoyment in Lacey's eyes. She took pleasure in this, knowing it bothered Shani.
Shani decided the time for words was at an end. Now was the time for action. She entered the kitchen and grabbed a bag off of the shelf. Then, keeping it behind her back, she sat down across from lacey.
"What are you up to now, inamorata?" Through the trained look of indifference, Shani could tell her wife was interested in her next move.
Shani simply revealed the bag of cat treats she had retrieved. One shake and Chunky was gone from Lacey's shoulders, now on Shani's lap, purring and nuzzling closely to get some.
As Chunky sat in Shani's lap, gnawing on a treat while the egyptian petted her, Lacey tried to maintain her regal air despite the betrayal of her companion.
Eventually she lost the battle of wills, and Shani had them both in her lap, vying for her attention.
Initiations part 1- Shani
Note: these take place pretty much whenever, all post-graduation. It should be fairly clear when some take place while others can be moved around as seen fit. Just a fun collection on how each individual starts sexual encounters. Intentionally or otherwise.
Shani x Amirah (Amirah's pov)
Amirah was taking the freshly dried load of laundry to the bedroom when a shadow was cast over her. Before she could turn, she felt herself grabbed from behind, pressed firmly against her captor. Her heart rate skyrocketed in the second before she felt the familiar pressure on her back of Shani's breasts as the taller woman leaned down and sniffed her shoulder.
"Good lord you scared me! Hello, Shani."
Shani's voice was a low whisper as she responded after a moan. "Mmmmmmmm. Good afternoon, Professor." The lust oozed from her tone as she began giving Amirah gentle neck kisses. Been A while since I've heard that one.
Shani's lips tickled Amirah's neck as she lightly tried to break free of Shani's grasp. Her voice peaked in laughter as Shani only intensified her neck assault and held Amirah tighter. "Shani Please! I have to put the laundry away." She could barely hold onto the hamper in her laughter.
"They're already dry, it can wait." She paused to take another whiff of Amirah. "Lacey's out with Akila and it's been a while since it was just the two of us." Her hands began caressing Amirah's sides as she continued attempting to give Amirah hickies.
That only intensified the laughter. "Stop it Shani! If you don't, I'll have to punish you."
She felt Shani's body tremble at her words. The larger woman sucked in a needy breath and let out the word as a desperate sigh, "Please..."
Amirah was only human. The want, the need in Shani's voice flipped her switch as well. She dropped the hamper where she stood and allowed Shani to take her to the bedroom, ready to make good on her threat.
Shani x Lacey (Shani's pov)
Drenched in sweat and sore, Shani triumphantly looked in the locker room mirror. Ran her hands down her stomach and sides and felt the smooth descents. She pinched and got minimal flesh. She poked and felt hard muscle beneath the skin. She traced her fingers down the beginnings of abs. Not as defined as they used to be, but it was a start. She noted the stretch marks, but they didn't bother her that much. Not much she could do about them anyway.
Finally. She couldn't suppress her smile, grinning from ear to ear without a care of what anyone else at the gym thought. She wasn't as vain as her wife was, who needed to be the cutest object in the room with the only acceptable alternative being her second to their daughter, but Shani did take pride in her physique. After months of work and proper weight management, she'd finally worked off her baby fat.
Shani turned around and checked out her ass and legs in the mirror. Not bad for a mother. She paused for a moment, the smile on her face widening a little more. I guess I'm a MILF now.
She took out her phone and posed, making sure to get the best view of her stomach as she took the selfie. She sent it to a group chat with Lacey and Amirah with the caption, "Goodbye baby weight!" and awaited their responses. She expected some form of congratulations.
Instead, what she got was an immediate response from Lacey that almost made her drop her phone. Her cheeks felt hot as she went from confident to embarrassed immediately, despite no one being able to see her phone.
It was a single line of text accompanied by a picture. The picture was of Lacey's outfit, mainly her skirt with a clear tent in it.
The text read, "I'm going to put another one in you."
The Letter
Note: This is Shani's Pov. This is the letter Referenced in "Reunion part 2"
A crumpled paper sits atop a trashcan full of similar papers. Upon opening it, you find it stained with wet spots and ink smeared as if whoever penned it cried. Your eyes scan the paper, jumping between the gaps to the legible parts and focus on the first set of words you can recognize.
I love you.
I'm sorry.
I love you.
I don't know what I did but,
[This area is wet and illegible]
please come back.
[a large gap of wet]
What did I do?
Did I hurt you somehow?
Was I not good enough?
Where did I go wrong?
[another gap of illegible smudges]
I love you.
[another gap of illegible smudges]
Whatever I did, I'm sorry
I love you
[another gap of illegible smudges]
Help me understand what I did
Just, please...tell me what's wrong
You don't have to forgive me
You don't have to come back
I just want to see you
One last time
Just talk to me
Why did you go?
I miss you.
I love you.
Upon finishing the letter you realize that in your haste to read it your eyes followed the words in the wrong order. You read it again, the right way. (Read the letter backwards)
Note 2: So after listening to an outstanding song/rap that was a palindrome a while ago, I wanted to try my hand at it. The idea's been stuck in my head nonstop and so I did it. At first I planned a story for it but that feels borderline impossible so instead you get the hypothetical letter Amirah never sent.
As usual, comment on what you liked or comment critiques. I have zero idea how many more of these I'll make but it shouldn't be many more.
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        Pushed too far, one citizen pushes back against his.
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Camden, New Jersey, Mateo's apartment.
Another day went by. Another day wasted. Another day gone forever. And another. And another. And another. Days turned into weeks. Weeks into months. Four months to be exact.
Mateo sifted through the same stack of letters he'd sifted through before. Mostly official notices from his father's lawyer, recaps of their meetings. Some heartfelt letters from relatives and acquaintances who didn't have his number or email. One bill from the hospital he'd already paid online months ago. Another bill for the gym.
He didn't really care to keep any of it but others told him they were important. Both for documentation and for moving on from his grief. What if I don't feel anything? Can't move on from something you don't have.
Four months ago history repeated itself. Four months since Mateo's life lost meaning. Four months since his father's death.
Four months ago his father died outside of a corner store on his block. One he'd been going to since before Mateo was born. Everyone knew him there. And everyone liked him. But he died all the same. Same place as Mateo's mother sixteen years ago. Same way.
Some punk kids had beef with some other punks and did a drive by. His father happened to be there at the time. He was the only casualty.
Of course he was. Mateo took another swig of his bottle of whiskey and felt minor annoyance at it being empty. Of course it is. Being his last one, he'd need to go get more from the liquor store.
He grunted as he got up from the couch, further annoyed at such a simple act now took some level of struggle. He'd really let himself go. No need to train when your coach is dead.
As the couch shifted from the lost weight, the other side of it spoke up. "You alright?" Cecelia asked her question with a hint of hope. A hope he'd heard die a little more every day. A hope he was killing.
None of it was her fault. She hadn't shot his father. She hadn't shot his mother. Instead, she supported him through everything he'd been going through. She'd been a great help managing all the things his dad left him and an even greater emotional rock. Or she would have been if he had any emotions left besides general contempt. Not her fault.
Mateo loved her. He really did. Or at least he used to. He was planning on proposing to her before the "accident" or so others liked to call it. She was everything to him. But he let her down. Was still, letting her down. Now he just counted down the days. Waiting for the one where that hope finally breathes its last and she leaves him. She'd be right to do it too. She deserved everything, and he had nothing to give. Not anymore.
He couldn't even look at her. Because looking at her reminded him of her and what she once meant to him. He didn't turn his head as he grabbed his coat.
"Booze." The fifth word he'd said to her in the past 3 days. And out the door he went.
As it closed he heard her say she'd be gone when he got back. Probably working the night shift.
Outside apartment
As Mateo exited the front door and was assailed by the night air, he figured he should have said more to her. Honestly, he should do a lot more than just talk to her. But in her own words, that thought in of itself was the problem.
A week ago, their bedroom
Mateo had wondered why Cecelia took the day off from work. Now he knew why.
All day she'd been in and out of the apartment preparing something. Since he pretty much never left the couch these days he watched her come and go, noticing that she tried to avoid his gaze as much as she could.
Later that night, she struck. She called him into the bedroom under the guise of needing his strength to move something or other. Once he lumbered past the threshold she closed the door and jumped him.
And that's how he ended up in the bed, his girlfriend on all fours above him. For just a moment, he felt something.
He finally saw why she avoided his line of sight. She had gotten her hair done in one of the first styles he'd ever complimented on her. She usually didn't wear makeup, but she'd put just enough on to highlight her features. In terms of clothes, she wore none, or very little depending on your definition. She wore new lingerie. A black laced bra with an intricate pattern and a matching thong. She was adorned with a garter belt, something that he'd asked her more than a few times to put on. She didn't see the point. It was an outdated clothing item. But to him, it was a huge turn on, especially when it dug into the wearer's legs like it did for hers.
She was beautiful, hot, sexy, elegant, and astonishing all at once. But the real kicker was the look on her face. She held the confidence that made him fall for her in the first place. Confidence in herself and a hunger for him with an impression that she always gets what she wants. And what she wanted was him. It made Mateo remember, for an instant, that she was the light of his life. But now, all he felt was darkness. No matter how bright she shone.
Cecelia was all over him, showering his face and neck with kisses, her upper body flush against his. She felt warm. Comfortably so. She needs this.
Mateo noticed one of her hands snaking down his body between them. He didn't want her to be disappointed yet. At least, not until she'd finished.
In the most physical thing he'd done in a while, he flipped the two of them, leaving her looking up at him with "pleasant surprise" written on her face.
Now it was his turn to cheer her up. His mind and body sifted through all the times they'd been together to find the greatest hits. He kissed in the spot under her chin she loved. He nipped at her ear and heard her moan his name. One of his hands gripped her breast with just enough force to drive her crazy.
He could tell she was turning on the theatrics a bit, probably for his sake, but he knew her body well enough to also tell most of her reactions were real. One of his hands trailed down towards her crotch, but before it could reach its destination, she pushed him off of her.
"What's wro-"
She interrupted him. A frustration in her voice gave way to sadness. "Just stop, Mateo. There's no point if you don't want to."
"I do want-"
"Don't lie to me." A plea as much as it was a command. Mateo felt an unspoken 'don't add that onto all of this.' She collected herself and sighed. "I can tell you don't mean it. It's like you're just... going through the motions." A bitterness crept into her voice that she quickly stifled.
"Did you not like what I was doing?"
She exploded. "Of course I liked it! You know I liked it! But that isn't the problem here. I don't want you to fuck me because you think you know you should. I want you to fuck me because you want to." Her anger turned to something that resembled pleading. I'm a piece of shit.
Mateo deflated further than he even knew he could. This just further confirmed what he already knew. It was bad enough that he had to put up with himself, but now he was hurting the love of his life.
Cecelia, God bless her soul, only further proved that he didn't deserve her. Seeing his depression worsen, she instantly became caring and understanding again.
"I'm sorry for yelling. It's just..." She just signed and left the room, off to remove her make up and simmer down. She didn't have the words to tell him everything that was wrong. She didn't need them, he already knew.
At some point he fell asleep and when he woke she had left for work. But not without leaving him a loving apology note and some breakfast in the fridge.
Outside the liquor store
The pity was one of the worst parts. Everyone in the area knew Mateo. He'd grown up there. And if they hadn't before, they sure knew him now, after his father's death hit the news.
He exited the store with a bad taste in his mouth. He'd been drinking a lot since it happened. And like many times before, the owner tried to just give him the alcohol, no matter how many times Mateo protested. His father taught him to pay what was owed, no matter what. And besides, he didn't deserve handouts.
Mateo didn't even argue with the owner anymore. He'd memorized the exact payment plus tax and had just begun putting the cash on the counter as he walked out without a word. Some part of him figured that the owner had just begun giving the money back to Cecelia whenever he saw her but that wasn't Mateo's problem. As long as he paid, there wouldn't be another straw on his broken back.
He walked down the street towards his apartment in silence. He no longer listened to music to pass the time. It only reminded him of times when he enjoyed the songs.
If he had been wearing headphones, he would have missed it. Some voices came from an alley as he passed. Probably a drug deal. Then he heard a voice clear enough. It sounded scared.
"Please, I have a son."
His nerves suddenly became electrified. His body moved instinctually. Some part of him vaguely recognized the sound of his forgotten bag of Admiral Nelson and Crown Russe hitting the pavement.
There was only one thought in his mind.
Not again. Not anymore.
Alley
The alley turned out to be longer than he'd expected, complete with a turn somewhere in the middle. But Mateo just kept running and running. He'd run as long and far as he'd need to.
When he did arrive, he was out of breath. This was the most he'd worked out since his father's passing. A short while ago and a run this short would have been nothing. A word appeared at the edge of his consciousness. Frustratingly just out of reach. Shameful? Whatever. Now wasn't the time for that.
The four people he encountered turned as he ran up. He saw three younger men, complete with pulled up hoodies and an aggressive demeanor. The other looked to be a man in his late forties, maybe early fifties. Like his father.
Barely holding back the wheezing and ignoring his aches, Mateo looked to the three hoodlums. "Leave him alone." The hurt in his body brought that word back to the tip of his tongue. Careless?
The three of them fully faced him, taking aggressive stances. Without a second thought Mateo put his hands up in his own stance. One he hadn't made in a long time. Something about it felt off. The word teased him once more. Clumsy?
Several things came to him at once as he felt himself hit from behind. One was the realization that he'd missed a fourth punk. The second was the word.
Sloppy.
Mateo stumbled forward from the hit. He felt as if something had been knocked loose in his head but for the moment there were bigger issues in front of him. Three to be exact.
They were on him within the second. Punches came at him from all sides. The punches landed, but the feeling was numbing. His focus was inward, as that first hit and the word remembered unlocked something he'd thought he'd lost forever. Emotion.
He pushed one of them away and created some space for himself, now having the four of them in front. He swung at one of them but only hit air as several punches hit him in retaliation. There was that word again.
Sloppy.
Enraged, he swung again, this time clipping one of them, but not a clean hit. He received a shot to his ribs as payment. Though the pain from that was nothing compared to the pain of the word.
Every punch he took, every missed swing, every uneven step, and every not clean hit. Every single time the word repeated itself in his head. And with every repetition, his anger grew. Until it couldn't be contained anymore.
"I know!" Mateo yelled out not at them, but to the void. To his father.
The outburst gave pause to his attackers, the non sequitur confusing them. That second was all he needed. He widened his stance, bent his knees, squared his shoulders. His body, though heavier and slower than before, remembered the stance and acted accordingly. His hand snapped forward. The word changed, and so did the feeling it brought.
Good.
One of the thugs dropped like a bag of bricks, the punch perfectly hitting his button. He pivoted on and faced the other three with a proper guard this time. He vaguely noticed tears streaming down his face. The anger lessened slightly, giving way to a cruel pleasure. He took a step towards the other three, the anger of losing both of his parents mixing with the pleasant familiarity of fighting. One of them stepped forward and he led with a jab into the satisfying snap of a right cross.
Another word sprang to his mind.
Again.
He knew his father had raised him better than this. He knew Arturo would disapprove of getting into this fight, or any fight outside the ring, but he felt it deep inside. He had to. They had to pay for what they were going to do. For what they did.
This was the therapy he needed.
Vengeance was wrong but his muscles tensed at the subject. His hand made a fist and he vented and bludgeoned. He worked efficiently. No wasted movements. Between dodging and ducking he countered and threw punches of his own. Though they took the hits, he wasn't really swinging at them. He swung for his mother, he swung for his father and those who would touch them. He swung so this dad made it home for his supper.
Minutes later, Mateo's eyes focused and he felt someone pulling him back. He found himself on his knees, straddling one of the assailants, their face barely recognizable and with dull pain in his hands.
The one pulling him back was the man they'd been robbing, who in the darkness, Mateo mistook for his father. For just a second.
Mateo hopped up and grabbed the man's shoulders, checking him for damage.
"You okay?"
"Forget about me, you need to get to a hospital!"
Mateo felt fine, well as fine as one could after fighting four on one, but a few bruises and aches never bothered him. Though his side did hurt a bit more now that the adrenaline was starting to recede. He hoped they hadn't cracked a rib.
He placed a hand there to check and it came away wet. Very wet. He looked down and his entire right leg was soaked in a dark liquid.
It was then that his condition, and lack of conditioning, caught up to him, and he collapsed against the man.
16 years ago, Arturo's Gym
No longer was Mateo in the dirty alley. Suddenly he was back in time, in his father's gym being dragged by the arm into the boxing ring in the middle. He'd been suspended from school for his third fight in two days.
It was just past noon so the gym was full of people and coaches alike, all watching him with confusion as his dad wordlessly pushed him into the ring.
Not that Mateo cared about what they thought. Or what anyone thought. Nothing mattered anyway. He was only there because the school decided to snitch to his dad.
Mateo, and the rest of the gym, watched silently as Arturo walked into his office and emerged with a set of gloves and pads. On his way back, Michael, the next senior coach of the gym and basically an uncle to Mateo, stopped him and they shared some words.
It was a short, heated 'discussion' which ended in Arturo blowing off his old friend and climbing into the ring. He tossed the gloves, which Mateo recognized as Arturo's from when he used to compete, at Mateo and started strapping pads to his hands.
He didn't look up from his pads as he said, "Póntelos." He did look up when Mateo made no move to follow the order. "Ahora." He defaulted to Spanish when agitated.
With a sigh Mateo put on and laced up the gloves. When he finished, his father stood in front of him.
"Hit me."
"What?" Mateo's expression briefly shifted to confusion from the perpetual agitation it had been set in.
"Hit me." Arturo repeated himself. "You want to fight so badly, pick on someone your own size."
Mateo looked down at his father. The man had once been a boxer, but years as a coach and age had left him not as spry as he once was. He was a tad wiry, still toned but with not as much bulk. And even without the age and build differences, Mateo stood a full head taller than the man with the salt and pepper mustache.
"No-" As soon as the word left his mouth his father's padded hand flicked forward, snapping against his jaw.
The pain was momentary, the shock instant. But both soon gave way to rage as a mild taste of iron filled his mouth. If his father wanted a fight, he'd get one.
Mateo threw a haymaker. A wide punch that was easily swatted away and Arturo gave him another light jab.
"Sloppy!"
Mateo swung again. Arturo ducked it and gave him a not-that-light body shot to the ribs.
"Sloppy!"
The next swing was wider than the first. Arturo slipped passed Mateo and slapped him on the back of the head, the small push and momentum of the punch causing him to stumble forward.
This song and dance continued for a minute or so, all the while Artuo lecturing as if his son wasn't attacking him.
"You angry?" Another jab to Mateo's face. "You think getting thrown out of school is gonna make her come back!?" He leaned back as Mateo's fist swung by. "You can be angry all you want, ain't gonna change a damn thing! But since you want to be angry, focus it." Another counter. "Don't be angry at the world. If you wanna be angry, be angry at me! You want to fight? Fight me! Because let me tell you something." He danced just out of reach using his footwork. "No one cares. The world doesn't care. Your school doesn't care. Those punks who did it don't care. But that doesn't matter, does it? Cause you don't care either, right!? You don't care if you get expelled. You don't care if the next time you get into a fight, one of the punks pulls a gun and kills you, right? You don't care if you die."
Mateo was getting tired, but the rage of being lectured at while being embarrassed in front of the entire gym. He'd been zoning out most of what his father had been saying, focusing on moving his heavy limbs. Besides, it wasn't like anything he said was wrong. But the next line sent a jolt of electricity throughout his body.
"You don't care about me."
Mateo's body moved on its own, like a well oiled machine. Some minor childhood lessons came to the forefront. He pivoted on one foot, spinning until his father was directly in front of him. He squared his shoulders and raised a guard. He twisted his hips and his hand snapped forward.
A loud smack rang throughout the gym. Being too fast to dodge, Arturo had caught the punch with the pad.
Mateo had only a second to bask in the feeling before another jab from his father. Somehow, he slipped it. Just barely.
"Good. Again." Mateo threw another punch and was met with a similar satisfying smack. He tried to dodge the incoming counter but Arturo switched the tempo and caught him.
"Sloppy. Again!" Another smack, another dodge. "Good! Again!"
Something inside of Mateo had snapped. As if a dam gave way. He was no longer angry. Well, that wasn't exactly true. He was still angry. But he felt other emotions. He felt every emotion. Everything he'd been keeping bottled up since he watched that casket lowered into the grave. He'd been trapped inside his hate and his father released him.
The two of them went on for several more reps until Mateo couldn't lift his arms anymore. It was then he'd noticed the tears streaming from his face. And the similar ones running down his father's.
Arturo stepped forward and wrapped his arms around his son.
"You think you're the only one hurting?" The question threw Mateo off, but his father continued. "You think I don't miss her too? I also want to give up. To just stop. But I can't do that, mijo. I have you."



"Dad-"
"But that goes both ways. You have to be strong. For her. For me." Mateo had never seen his father so... weak. When his mom died, Arturto took the news with a stone face. He let out a few tears at the funeral, but his face stayed in that stone grimace. There wasn't even a fraction of that strength now.
Seeing his father's breakdown saved his life that day. Arturo was right. Mateo would have become just another punk on the street, a rabid dog. He would have fought as much as he could until someone had enough of him and killed him. He would have left the world filled with pain he thought no one else could possibly feel.
But someone did feel it. Even if it was only a single person in this world of billions, it was enough to know that someone understood. It was more than enough.
Through his fatigue, Mateo lifted his arms and wrapped them around his father.
"Okay. I will."
Virtua Our Lady of Lourdes Hospital
Mateo woke up slowly and immediately regretted it. Before even opening his eyes, he left out a groan. His side was killing him. Opening his eyes proved to be another mistake, as the bright lights reflecting off the white hospital room started an immediate migraine.
"Hey, he's awake." The familiar voice caused Mateo's eyes to focus. Standing in the doorframe of his hospital room was Michael. It was then that all the emotions came back. Now freed, his emotions queued to take turns tormenting him. Up first was guilt.
He hadn't seen the man since his father's funeral, and not for lack of trying on Michael's part. Mateo had at least twenty ignored text messages and several voicemails never opened from the man.
Mateo tried to sit up. "Tio-"
"Lay down, Mateo." Michael held up a hand as he walked towards the bed. Mateo tried to ignore the command but after a flash of pain from his side, he settled back down.
"Tio, I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have-"
"That can wait, Matty. Just rest." Michael pulled up the chair he must have been in for a while - Mateo noticed Michael's jacket around it - and sat there.
Several minutes passed. Mateo was wracked with pain in both mind and body. Each breath caused his side to throb a little while each passing second compiled the guilt in his head. Eventually, he had to say something, anything. With the endless choices of what to apologize for, he opted for something simple.
"Why'd you come?" The question was simple yet the tone held an implication. He didn't deserve it.
Michael just scoffed at him. "What kind of man wouldn't come running when his godson's in the hospital?" This confused Mateo. He didn't have a godfather, or any kind of godparent. He didn't have to ask his question.
"You didn't have one, but you do now. After your mother... Arturo came to me, hat in hand, and almost begged." Michael chuckled. "It was quite the sight." Mateo could believe that. His father prided himself on his independence and being able to provide for his family on his own. The man would barely accept charity from friends and family. "I accepted, of course. But he didn't even need to ask. Don't need some promise to God or a big ceremony to care for one's own."
Mateo only felt worse. A quick comb through his childhood found Michael a prominent part. With every success he was right beside Arturo, graduating him. With every misstep, him scolding Mateo. And with every hardship, consoling him.
Had this taken place hours before, Mateo probably would have thought 'I don't deserve him.' But now, he felt mostly the same way, with one small difference. He didn't deserve him then, but he'd work to be someone who did.
Before they could continue their conversation, Mateo saw the light. If there was ever any truth to it being the darkest before the dawn, this was it. The last four months had been a long night, and if the alley were dawn, this would be daybreak.
Cecelia ran into the room and rearranged the pecking order of Mateo's emotions. His guilt grew to new heights, but it paled in comparison to the love that filled his mind, body, and soul.
She looked tired. Slight rings around her eyes betrayed her mental state. A tight but messy ponytail kept her hair in check while her scrubs were disheveled to say the least. She looked like she'd had one hell of a shift, but at that moment Mateo thought that she had never looked more beautiful.
"Mateo, what did you do!?" she rushed to the other side of his bed, worry breaking through her fatigue.
Mateo's body moved on its own, ignoring any pain in favor of her warmth. He sat up quickly and pulled her in close. His arms wrapped around her as strongly as they could and held her tight. Tears clouded his eyes. He never wanted to let her go.
Shocked by his movement, Cecelia tensed up, but that didn't matter to Mateo. Before the first sob came, he took a deep breath, preparing to release all the emotion he'd denied her for so long. But when he breathed in, he smelled her. Her shift had obviously been hard on her, they always were in this city. As such she had a good amount of sweat on her that he breathed. That breath he took smelled of her. Another emotion took over.
Instead of the intended sob, he let out a long, needy sigh. "I love you so much." One of his arms moved lower and a hand felt the ass he fell in love with. His hand gripped as much as it could, fingers sinking into the soft flesh beneath her uniform, and pulled slightly, spreading her cheeks apart.
"Mateo!" Cecelia pushed them apart, taking a second to compose herself. "You're going to tear your stitches." She looked a bit more energized than when she entered the room.
"Then you'll just have to do them again after." Mateo tried to flash her a smirk that ended up more like a grimace as the pain caught up to him. His attention was momentarily turned from her beauty when he heard Michael clear his throat near the door.
"I can see I'm no longer needed here," he said slyly. And then more serious, and a tad nihilistic, "Give me a call if you need anything, Mat."
Mateo wouldn't let it end there. He couldn't let it end there. But he didn't know what to say. There was too much running through his head and he had no way of conveying all of it in a satisfying manner. But he had to say something.
"Tio." Michael turned back around. "...Tonight was bad. I was... sloppy."
That single word got across more than a dissertation could have. Michael smiled warmly at Mateo. Thousands of similar smiles throughout his life came to him in his head. Michael chuckled.
"Well, you are out of practice. We'll have to fix that." Mateo returned the smile. And then Michael left, leaving Mateo to go back to trying to fuck his girlfriend at her job, with a stab wound.
After calming him down enough, Cecelia looked at him with worry again. "They said you came in with a police report. Mateo, what did you do?"
All his joking and smiles left as he looked at her. The darkness returned from where it'd hidden himself, though this time it was focused, driven. With every fiber of his being, he answered her question.
"The right thing."
1 month later
The court was nice enough to wait for him to be mostly recovered before making Mateo take the stand. For the first time anyway. One of the thugs, the one he'd 'brutalized' tried to press charges of assault and battery, but considering they were all downgraded from attempted murder to assault with a deadly weapon, the charges never even made it to a hearing. Though this day he was the star witness to not only his own attack, but that of the man.
Still sorting through his backlog of emotions, Mateo broke down on the stand when asked why he interfered. He told the truth. Through tears in his eyes, he told the court how he lost his mother at a young age, and how he'd recently lost his father the same way. He said he couldn't handle allowing another son to go through what he'd been through.
Needless to say, the four were sentenced and put away. Afterwards, Mateo was approached by a young man, couldn't have been more than seventeen, and shook his hand. Seeing Mateo's confused look he explained that he just wanted to thank the man who'd defended his father.
Mateo immediately hugged the lad, embracing him deeply. Mateo then wished him all the best, telling him to cherish his parents. "I pray they get old and you tell them you love them."
The father wanted to repay Mateo somehow, but all he asked in return was for him to support his boxing when he could. There'd always be seats reserved for them at his matches.
7 months later
The lights in the arena were too bright. The crowd too loud. When he exited the locker room and headed to the ring, the noise only got louder as the stadium erupted for the mandatory challenger.
Since his return to training Mateo had been pushing himself to his absolute limit. Like his father, Michael didn't expect perfection but he did expect you to give it all you had. He worked hard to get here. To make it to a title bout, like Arturo always said he would. But he wasn't as happy as he should have been.
There he was, in the best shape of his life, entering the ring as the fan favorite up and comer, hundreds cheering for him, and he felt almost bored.
In the past seven months, Mateo had had time to reflect on his emotions. Specifically the darkness within. He realized that it wasn't going anywhere. Nor did he want it to.
His father, Michael, Cecilia, everyone saw the best in him. But they could only see so far. Not that he wasn't in touch with his emotions. He was much happier and experienced life to the fullest, but he knew the truth.
At his core, he was pure darkness. Not even the lights and cheers of fans could penetrate deep enough to touch it. The light that came the deepest to brighten it was Cecelia, but even that couldn't brighten his soul.
But that was fine. He'd no longer let it overwhelm him, control him. He'd focus it on what truly mattered. But that came later. For now, he had a title to win.
He ducked under the rope and looked off to the side of the ring. The reserved seats were full, as the always were. The man, his son, and his fiancé all cheered him on. Happiness and pride replaced the darkness, for now.
Michael checked his gloves and made sure everything was right, then he clapped him on the shoulder and looked him in the eye with pride only a father, or father figure, could give. "You got this, kid."
Mateo put in his mouthpiece and approached the center of the ring.
Let's get this over with.
Two rounds, one minute and fifty seconds later
The lights seemed to get brighter, the crowd certainly got louder, as the ref held Mateo's fist in the air. He allowed himself to bask in the moment. To allow the sound and light to penetrate as deeply as they could as he looked up into one of the bright lights above.
Lo hice, tata.
Holding back a tear, a huge smile appeared on Mateo's face. He was nearly tackled by Cecelia as she entered the ring and hugged him, only to be pried off of him by Michael so he could affix the belt to Mateo's waist. Both of them were crying enough for the three of them.
Mateo then shook hands with his opponent offering his respect. The former champion wasn't a bad fighter, quite the opposite in fact. Mateo understood why he'd been champion with the skill he displayed. But there was one thing he lacked. One weakness that Mateo exploited.
He wasn't trying to kill him.
A year later, 1 am, streets of downtown Camden
Mateo walked down the street with his hands in his hoodie pockets. He could feel their eyes on him.
His hobby had brought him down this street in the middle of the night. And that hobby was hunting. The darkness inside of him had a use. His whole life he'd been one step away from being another thug on the street. He thought how they did, so he knew how to hunt them. And like them, at least at that moment, there was only rage inside his heart. He saw them in him and he hated that he loved it.
With supreme confidence, he casually walked into an alley. These ones would soon learn what many others had already learned. I own these streets.
When they shuffled in behind him he calmly asked them a question without turning around.
"You lurking in the dark, huh?" After not getting a response, not that he expected one, he continued, "Do you feel safe inside the dark? You shouldn't." He took his hands out of his pockets and what little light there was reflected off of his brass knuckles.
3 am, Mateo's apartment
Mateo was now settled in his routine spot, much to the displeasure of his wife. He sat on the couch while she treated cuts and bruises he'd acquired. In the distance, he could hear sirens, probably headed towards the call on his burner phone.
Mateo took a deep breath and sighed, fully relaxing into the couch as he let Cecelia work. His eyes lazily scanned the love of his life. Even in her frustration, she shone so brightly. And she was even strong enough to put up with his antics.
He reached up and cupped her face with a hand. She slapped it away with a sigh. The hand then reached for her breast and was met with another slap, harder this time. As she worked, she asked him the same question she always did.
"How much longer will you be doing this?"
"Until I'm done."
"And when will you be done, Mateo?" The question hung in the air as they both thought about the likely answer. When I'm dead.
Mateo already knew how lucky he was. At any moment one of the punks he fought could pull a gun. But they were cut from the same darkness he was. Some form of archaic machismo forbade most of them from using guns. If this guy was going to fight them bare handed, then they would too. It was only a matter of time before one of them got tired of it and blew him away.
I gotta look into some bullet proof vests.
Cecelia finished her first aid and went to return the first aid kit to the bathroom. Though he was saddened by her lack of proximity, he did like to watch her go. She came back and sat on the other side of the couch, leaning on the armrest and curling her legs under her.
Mateo couldn't resist. Like a moth to his flame, he siddled on up next to her. She let out an annoyed sigh but that was it. He cuddled up behind her, feeling her warmth radiate into him. A deep exhale through her nose. But no movement to remove him.
After completing the cuddle, Mateo laid soft kisses on the back of her neck, loving the feeling of the goosebumps he was giving her. After a few, he leaned into her ear and whispered to her.
"Te amo." In response, Cecelia clicked her tongue. But she didn't stop him.
The cycle repeated a few times, Mateo lovingly kissing her nape and collar and whispering that he loved her. He couldn't see it, but he could feel the smirk on her face. Then he whispered something else.
"¿Me amas?" At this, she let out a deep, exaggerated sigh. As if responding to the question was more work than it was worth.
"Si." Mateo squeezed her a little harder.
10 am
Mateo awoke to find Celelia gone. Probably off to her shift. As his grogginess wore off, he recognized the sound of the sound of the television.
In the background, the news channel played that morning's crime report. Down by one point two percent. A flare of pride. He did that. He was doing the right thing. Even if it was technically not what Arturo wanted for him. But that didn't matter. He was doing this for his father. For all the fathers and mothers and kids out there caught in the crossfire.
I'm doing the right thing.
Then, another part of him, from deep within the darkness, asked himself a question every time he did this. He was sure Arturo would be proud of his championship belt. His father would have maybe even shed a few tears at the thought of having a grandchild on the way. But Arturo had no time to waste on the city's riffraff.
If my dad saw me now, would he even know it's me?
Would he even notice me?
Authors note: As usual, leave a comment on something you liked or something you think could use improvement.
Note 2: This story was inspired by one of my favorite music creators, Daddyphatsnaps. Specifically, his Batman song "Vengeance." If you liked this be sure to check that out and if you like that then I can very much recommend giving his entire catalog a look.
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Basedale nunnery, Yorkshire, England, 1312
Sister Abigail knelt at the foot of her bed, her hands desperately clasped together and shaking as she tried to ignore the sounds of revelry and sin that echoed through the halls. It was never meant to get this bad. She cut that thought short. That was how sinners thought. We never should have strayed.
She lowered her head and her blonde braid was dislodged from its perch on her shoulder. weighing her head down. It was as if the braid were the weight of their sins, dragging her down to hell.
She squeezed her green eyes tight, hoping that her prayer would pierce the veil of depravity that hung over their nunnery and reach God's ears so that he may have mercy on them all. With a shaky breath, she began.
"Lord Jesus." She stopped and swallowed hard, fighting to drown out the noise and remember the prayer. "You were called the friend of sinners, be my friend, for I acknowledge that I-we have sinned. Forgive the wrongs that we have done and the rights that we have failed to do; our secret and our more open sins; our sins of ignorance and our deliberate sins; sins to please ourselves and..." She trailed off, finding it hard to complete the line. But she had to finish the prayer, if not for her own soul, then for the souls of her fellow sisters. "And sins to please others; the sins which I remember, and the sins which I have forgotten; forgive all these, for it was for us that you died. My Lord and Saviour. Amen."
After finishing the prayer, she felt no better. The sounds of sin still perforated the walls. She was helpless to stop them and each moan and grunt tore her heart apart more. For it was all her fault.
With nothing else she could do as a humble servant of the lord, she prepared to pray again. That is, until the door to her room opened. She stood and turned, her first thought that God himself had come down to smite her and her sisters.
Instead, it was Prioress Mary. Abigail's eyes took in her form and she suddenly felt like she needed to ask for more forgiveness.
Prioress Mary had short, red hair that curled at the tips. Beneath her robe was the undeniable form of a woman. Plump and curvy even within the modest habits they wore. She was the exact opposite of the crotchety old witch Abigail had been told to prepare to deal with when joining a nunnery. She was only in her third decade, a surprising feat to most of the younger sisters of the coven.
Her warm voice reached Abigail's ears. "Oh! Forgive me. Am I interrupting, Abi?" The nickname Mary gave her the first day they met rattled in her head. She'd never heard of a prioress to be so familiar with her sisters.
"Never! I mean, no Mother Superi-Prioress Mary." Abigail kicked herself for making so many mistakes in such short order. She had studied a lot in preparation for becoming a sister, and as such she drilled into her head that the head was always called 'Mother Superior.' Well, that and the fact that whenever Prioress Mary's amber eyes met hers, her brain turned to mush. "I was just praying... for forgiveness."
Prioress Mary entered the room fully and closed the door behind her. "And what have you done that needs to be forgiven?" A questioning brow raised on her face.
Panic filled Abigail's brain at the thought of seeming sinful in front of her caretaker. And the holy Father, of course.
"Not me! I mean, mostly not me. I'm praying for... the others." While she panicked, Mary's smile radiated the same warmth it always did as she sat on the edge of the bed.
"And what have they done to require forgiveness?" She patted a spot next to her on the bed for Abigail to sit down. Abigail timidly sat down on the edge of the bed, making sure to leave plenty of space for Jesus between the two of them.
She looked at Prioress Mary in disbelief. Could she not hear all of the... sinful noises around them? "Forgive me Moth-Prioress Mary-"
"Just for tonight, you can call me Mary, Abigail."
"O-okay. Forgive me M-Mary. Do you not-" She winced as a particularly loud moan reached her ears. "Do you not hear that?"
Mary only continued to smile. Abigail could have sworn she the gap between them was larger a few seconds ago. "I do, Abi. But what is it that I hear?" Her gaze made Abigail's cheeks burn with righteous embarrassment.
Abigail's words failed her. She couldn't sit there in front of the woman she idolized most and say such... sinful things.
"Abi." Mary's tone was still soft, but she also expected an answer. "I may not be a priest, but shrift is still the gateway to salvation." Somehow the distance between them had vanished and Abigail was acutely aware of the heat coming from Mary's body. She stiffened completely when Mary reached over and pulled her close. Mary felt so... soft. And warm. And she smelled so nice. "If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just and will forgive us our sins and purify us from all unrighteousness. 1 John 1:9. Now, Abi. What is it that I'm hearing?"
Abigail was simultaneously too comfortable and too freaked out at the situation. Her mind was racing against her body. She wondered why Mary was being this nice to her, but she'd always felt a matronly, motherly vibe from her. Abigail had no choice but to trust in her.
"Forgive me sister, for I have sinned."
"And how have you sinned, sister Abigail?"
Abigail swallowed hard.
"It's all my fault. As you know, most of us are not from Yorkshire. Many of us hadn't even left our villages before coming here. So I convinced some of the others to break the rules of confinement. We sometimes..." She couldn't lie during a confession. "...often, we often sneak out at night and explore the countryside. But we make sure no one sees us!" She looked up at Mary's face, pleading with her to believe her.
Instead of the anger or disappointment she expected, all she found was the same, accepting smile. "I know, dear."
"You do?" Abigail found herself shushed by Mary.
"That can wait for later. Now is the time for confession."
"Right. So we would go out and explore and climb rocks and trees. Mostly we'd just talk and have fun. But tonight was different. We heard some people traveling in the woods. Usually we'd run away, but we hid and watched them. They seemed lost and tired. We couldn't just leave them! Nuns are supposed to be charitable and righteous!" A soft rub on her shoulder calmed her down some. "We aren't allowed to bring outsiders, especially men, back here. But we figured that being hospitable and helping those in need would outweigh the sin of bringing them inside." She paused as the full weight of reflection on her and her sisters' sins fell upon her conscience.
"Confession only works if you bare everything, Abi."
"After we got back, we figured we should feed them. And so we cooked up some food but then they asked for... wine. And we gave them some because it's our duty to be good hosts. But then they offered some of it back to us and... things got out of hand." She ended her point with silence, letting the noises of the night and sin to punctuate her confession.
"So this is all their fault? Did those evil men corrupt your sisters?" Mary was still oddly calm despite the heinous words she said. Abigail told the truth.
"N-no. Truth be told, it didn't take much convincing. A few of us had a talk on the way back. Some of them seemed to... take a liking to our guests."
"And what was it that your sisters said?"
Abigail stayed silent. She didn't want to betray her sisters.
"Abi, if they are not here to confess themselves, you must pick up the slack. Do you not care for their eternal souls?" The question melted away Abigail's reluctance with holy warmth.
She steeled herself to confess the words her sisters told her in confidence to their caretaker. Not even the soft warmth of Mary's side could completely take away the discomfort of her betrayal. She decided to go with the least sinful of the bunch.
"Well... Amice said that one of them looked cute."
Somewhere in the nunnery
Amice was deaf to the noises coming from the other rooms. All she could hear was the beat of her own heart and the sound of their shallow breaths. Everything felt so... overwhelming.
Once they realized what everyone else in the dining hall, as well as the ones who had already left, were getting up to, she suggested they leave as to not get caught up in the flow of things. She didn't have anything particular in mind and so she took him to her domicile, where they currently sat in silence.
She didn't quite understand the ramifications of her decision until the door closed behind them. She and Anzan had exchanged a few awkward glances on the walk back from the countryside and she told Abigail in confidence that she might have fancied him despite his size.
Once in the guest hall, they had a chance to talk after the nuns served the men a much needed dinner. Anzan turned out to be less imposing than he looked. Despite his large stature, he was soft spoken and kind. He really only spoke when she asked him questions about himself, but his answers radiated a sort of freeing honesty.
But now the talking had ended and all that was left was the sinful tension between them. Neither of them had partaken in the drinking and yet her head still felt cloudy around him. Her mind raced with sinful ideas and pious rejections so fast that it took more time than normal to piece out and understand her own thoughts.
The two of them sat on the edge of her bed and she almost jumped out of her skin when he cleared his throat.
"I'm sorry. I appreciate you taking me somewhere quiet but it feels like I'm imposing a bit too much for a guest, I'll just..." He made to get up. Despite her cluttered mind, an immediate thought rose to the forefront. She didn't want him to leave. Her body moved before her brain could process how to achieve this goal.
She leaned over to stop him and before she knew it, their lips had met. Both of their eyebrows shot up in surprise, and yet, it lasted a little longer than it should have. Instead of recoiling in surprise, she drew back slowly, their lips reluctantly parting. The moment of silence after grew too much to bear, so she decided to push forward. She spoke how she felt.
"You're not imposing at all. I... I want you here." Her heart felt as if it would break free of her ribs with how hard it thumped within her.
"Okay."
And then the guilt set in. Piercing through the atmosphere of her room was God's gaze. She wasn't supposed to consort with men at all, let alone kiss them. She couldn't be a nun now. But what was she to do? She couldn't go home. Her family would never accept her being kicked out of the monastery, especially for being with a man. She couldn't stay here either. She-
The downward spiral was interrupted by another kiss, this one initiated by Anzan. All of her worries left her head.
The next few minutes devolved into the two of them sharing quick kisses between one another, deaf to the sounds outside of her room. The space between them gradually shrank until the hand she once had on the bed was now on his thigh. She knew she shouldn't but she enjoyed the feeling of his strong thigh tensing at her touch under his robe. During one of the deeper kisses, her hand brushed up against something particularly hard. They froze.
Both of them stopped their kisses, but did not move apart. The back of her hand could still feel something pulsing beneath the robe. Each searched the other's worried face, looking for an answer. Should they stop? Or should they... not stop?
Amice had already made her choice. She was a woman of God, so she shouldn't. But a woman of God was still a woman. She also knew what Anzan would do. He was too nice for his own good, not willing to do anything that could possibly offend her.
"I'm sor-"
"Do you want me to... help you with that?" Her question gave way to another bout of silence between them. Worried about how Anzan would try to refuse next, she pushed forward. "It's just that, I'm supposed to be hosting you tonight. And I don't think it would be very hospitable of me to leave a guest in such... discomfort."
Despite her framing of the events at hand, both she and Anzan knew what she was really suggesting. And if they knew, then the big man upstairs knew.
Anzan swallowed hard. "Are you - are you sure? About this?"
"Yes." Her answer conveyed the most confidence from either of them yet. Confident and clear. Well aware of the sins it would implicate them in.
"Okay, then." There was no turning back now.
Anzan's hand gently grabbed hers, almost as if he were scared he'd break it. She gave him a gentle squeeze along with a smile. He nodded and guided her hand to a small slit near the front. If he hadn't shown her it was there, she never would have noticed it. She guessed it must be for ease of relieving himself. But now it would be used for a different kind of relief.
His hand left hers at the entrance. It was now up to her own volition to brave the depths.
The first thing she felt was his thigh, now skin to skin. It felt warm and tensed under her touch. She hesitated but for a moment, understanding the two of them had already passed the point of no return. She ventured her hand upwards and grabbed a hold of something stiff and fleshy. She heard Anzan take in a breath.
Some part of Amice's mind let out a sigh of relief. Anzan was bigger than her. Taller by at least a head and a half, so she was worried that every part of him would be... big. Not that she had much to judge it on. It just felt... manageable. And manage it she would. Once she knew what to do with it.
A moment passed as she just held it. Expecting it to do... something. She could feel Anzan's nervous energy start to rise again.
"Amice, you don't have to force yours-"
"I can do it!" In her eagerness to affirm, she ended up squeezing a bit, causing Anzan to suck in a breath. "Sorry! But I can - want to! I want to do it. I just... I don't know what to do. With it."
He reached down and softly grabbed her forearm. "That's okay, you don-" A tertiary feeling sprung up and for a brief moment she forgot about her religious anxiety and timid innocence. She interrupted him with a kiss, one much more fierce than the pecks they shared earlier.
Once she shut him up she gave him as stern of a look as she could muster. "I'm going to do this because I want to do it and you are going to like it! Now, what do I do?" She lost all her steam by the end of her question, but she could tell that the point had gotten through to him.
"Well, all you have to do is hold it and move your hand back and forth."
"Like this?" She gingerly moved her hand as instructed, to great effect. The rest of Anzan practically melted while it felt like the part she was holding only grew harder. She took that as a yes and continued.
The next few minutes were spent in a weird atmosphere, at least in Amice's mind. The same anxiety blanketed the room, but the excitement had mounted and was only growing stronger, second by second. Her hand had slowly sped up to a moderate pace.
Anzan had been panting and holding in noises, but at a particular stroke, he committed a taboo Amice could not abide.
Anzan whispered, "Oh, God."
Amice's hand didn't stop. "Anzan! Don't you dare use the lord's name in vain. Shame on you!"
"Sorry." They continued in silence until he couldn't hold it in again. Though this time piqued her interest. "Oh... Amice."
She turned her face away from Anzan in embarrassment but rewarded him by speeding up a little. Her face burned even more, but the goofy smile she had would give away her true feelings.
She felt... powerful? Influential? The sin of pride? Whatever it was, it felt good to be ranked so high. His first choice was God, of course. But she was second, as if in his life, she was just below the Almighty.
In the revelation of this new feeling, she missed a few different signs from her guest. She quickly noticed however, a new feeling in and on her hand.
She was ripped from her sinful revelry to the feeling of wetness on her hand. She couldn't see anything but her eyes still shot down to Anzan's lap in avid curiosity as she continued to feel the sensation. As more and more of the liquid covered her hand, her hand still moved on.
That is until Anzan's beefy hand suddenly gripped her petite wrist. Still as gentle as ever, but firm. She looked up to his face and saw that he looked to be in pain. Guilt washed over her.
"That's enough! I mean... it's over."
"I'm so sorry, did I do something wro-"
"No. Of course not."
"But I-" This time it was her silenced with a kiss. The smile he showed her after calmed her down. He placed his forehead against hers.
"You did great. Truly." She believed him. She'd only just met him but she was sure he'd never lie to her. But then he continued. "Your eyes are beautiful." She blushed harder. Her eyes were just the normal brown. But hearing it from him made them feel special, somehow.
They shared a moment then. Just staring into each other's eyes. Until one kissed the other. She didn't know who started it or whether or not that even mattered. They made out for a few minutes, her still holding him in her hand. She faintly noticed how it returned to its hardness at some point.
Then the alarm bells rung, overpowering the lust within. Their bodies were as close as they could be. She had been enjoying feeling his larger, harder frame against her. Feeling his warmth. But then she felt a hand squeeze her breast. And it felt good.
It felt too good. Anything that felt this good couldn't be right, couldn't be holy. Along with the squeeze came a throbbing from her loins. A yearning. Further proof of the wrongness of her body. And it scared her to imagine how much more pleasurable it would feel for him to touch her there.
She separated her body from his as fast as possible.She placed herself a few inches away and even removed her hand from his robe. His look of confusion and concern only made her feel more guilty.
"Amice, what's wrong?"
"Nothing." A pause, "Everything. I don't know. Actually I do know but I don't know how to explai-"
"Amice. It's okay. You can take all the time you need." She appreciated his patience. She took a deep breath to calm herself.
"I like you Anzan. I do-"
"I like you, too." Another throb from below.
"But when you touched me just now... It felt good. But it also felt wrong." Panic spread across his face.
"I just - you've been so great. And you're wonderful and after what you did for me I just wanted to make you feel good too. I'm so-"
"Don't apologize. I know you didn't mean anything bad. It's just. I'm a nun and I think. I think that might be going a bit too far."
Anzan stood. "I'm-" he stopped himself from apologizing, choosing his next words carefully. "I don't want to be a bother, nor make you feel bad. I think I should just go."
Amice grabbed his hand and pulled him back onto the bed. She was surprised how easily he sat, considering his size.
"I don't want you to go. But I also can't do any more of that... Can we just sit and talk some more?" Anzan gave her the warmest smile yet.
"Of course."
The two of them shared stories and laughed the night away. All while still holding hands.
Back in Abigail's room



"Well, I don't think that's much to worry about, Abi. Amice is a good girl. Almost as good as you." The sudden compliment made Abigail's heart pound faster. "I'm sure she won't get into too much trouble."
"But what if-"
"What if one of the men takes advantage of her?" Abigail was sure Prioress Mary could read minds. "I'll admit. She may be a bit shy, but there's a strong foundation in her. She can take care of herself."
There was a lull in the conversation. The silence went on for a full minute before Abigail realized that it could be her turn to speak. She just really liked hearing Prioress Mary talk. Her voice was nice.
Everything about this was nice. Well, besides the sin happening around them. But everything inside the room was great. Sitting here, talking to Prioress Mary, almost on an equal level. Being held by her and comforted by her. Everything was nice.
"Abigail." The tone in Mary's voice almost ruined the nice feeling, setting off alarms in Abigail's mind. She used the tone of a mother doubting her child.
"Y-yes?"
"Are you sure you didn't do anything else that you personally need to confess to?"
Abigail pulled away from the embrace to look Mary in the eye. What had she done wrong? Besides the outings at night, she'd been perfect. She'd done everything to Mary's specification. She prayed, ate, cleaned, and even slept correctly. What had she done to make her mentor doubt her?
"...Yes?" Abigail prayed to god she wasn't lying.
Mary's response surprised her.
"Why not?" The question hung in the air.
"Because... because I didn't want to disappoint you?" This was God's honest truth, yet the strangeness of the line of questioning had her doubting her own thoughts.
Mary's smile grew, slightly. "So you didn't want to disappoint me, huh?" She chuckled. "Are you more worried about what I think of you than what God thinks?"
Panic welled up inside of Abigail. The sheer suggestion that she could have broken the first commandment sent a shiver down her spine. Guilt closely followed as she thought about how true her claim might be...
"I'm joking. Abi. But I am glad you keep me in such high regard. Truly, it makes me happy." The warmth coming from Mary's gaze caused Abigail's face to grow even redder. Her cheeks had to be feeling the same burn as hellfire.
"Abigail..."
"Yes?"
"I think you should do something that requires forgiveness."
"What!?" How could Mary suggest that she go out there and-
"Calm down. I'm not saying you have to go lay with some random man. Just something small."
"Why?"
"God loves you, as he loves us all, Abi. You have shown the utmost devotion to him. I'm sure he'll forgive you for one small infraction, especially if it's in the name of helping your sisters."
"How would me sinning help them?"
"Think about it, Abi. Tomorrow I'm going to have to kick the men out and scold everyone for their actions. Followed by repentance. It would be strange for you to be the only one not asking for forgiveness. At worst, they may start to resent you. After all, it was your idea to go out in the evenings. On the other hand, it would make them feel better if you all were to get in trouble. Equally."
The sheer thought of purposefully committing a sin threw Abigail for a loop. In her confusion, she grabbed onto the last word. "Equally?"
"Yes. Equally. Of course, all will confess their sins to me and God. But in public, no details will be shared. A blanket blame and shared responsibility. I reckon it would bring you girls closer together." Abigail admitted there was some truth to her words. And if God truly would forgive her for doing a small sin for a greater good, why shouldn't she?
"But what would I do?"
"Why not drink some wine? That seems to be the most widespread sin amongst your sisters."
"Okay." That seemed to be as good (or bad) a sin as any. Abigail trusted Mary's judgement wholeheartedly.
Mary excused herself from the room for several minutes. Abigail sat with her hands folded, the sounds getting louder when the door opened.
Mary came back with a bottle of wine and two glasses. They both sat at a small table, the wine between them. Each of them with a full glass.
"You're drinking too?" Abigail eyed Mary's cup in wonder.
"Figured they might like it even better if I asked for forgiveness with you girls." The two of them sipped their cups for a few minutes before Mary prodded her.
"Okay. Confession continues now. What about the others?"
Abigail swallowed her mouthful of wine, hard, but continued. "Jocosa said that one of them looked like he could use some cheering up."
The chapel
"-and then Amice started crying even harder!" Jocosa paused her story to have a fit of laughter. Aghosha merely nervously laughed along. "I swear, Abigail and Prioress Mary baby her way too much."
Having completed her story, Jocosa waited impatiently for a response. Any response. I mean, come on. That story was gold. It should have brought anyone to tears of laughter. Instead, the man before her had minimal reactions and it annoyed her to no end.
Just open up, for Christ's sake. Jocosa loved getting to know people. She liked learning things about them, small things that maybe only they think or like. Small things that added up to what made them an individual. Aghosha seemed hell bent on denying her the satisfaction.
She had marked him the moment they came across the men in the forest. The others seemed to be fine enough, but they were already sure of themselves. Many of them had begun chatting up some of her sisters on the walk back. Or in the case of Amice and Anzan, sharing quick glances. They were so adorable together. Everyone seemed to be in high spirits. All but one: Aghosha.
While the other men thanked them for their help or engaged in casual conversation, he stood off to the side. While the two groups mingled as they ate and drank, he sat alone, watching the festivities happen around him, yet not joining in. She wasn't going to let someone not enjoy themselves.
And so she sat next to him, and talked with him while he finished his food. More like at him. Even with her super interesting questions and widely applicable topics, she couldn't get more than three words at a time from the man. She just wanted someone to joke around with, why couldn't he just play along?
The others were of no help to her. If anything, they were a detriment. After her nth failed attempt at drawing him into a conversation, she recognized a drop in volume in the room. One quick scan revealed why.
Everyone else in the hall, of those still even in it, were gazing into the eyes of another and/or making out and/or had one or more hands at play beneath the tables. Jocosa could physically see Aghosha clamming up even further, somehow, when he too recognized the general atmosphere of the room.
To salvage whatever was left of her social project, she decided to relocate him. Unfortunately, heading into the echoing hallways only did more damage as the sounds of what others were doing assailed their ears. Drastic times called for drastic measures, so she took him to the one place no one would dare sully with their transient pleasures.
And cut to them now, sitting in the front row of the chapel, a courtyard away from the howling halls of the dormitory, having made no progress since the dining hall. After going through all this trouble, she was entitled to be a little mad, wasn't she?
After the laughter died down, they shared a moment. Or she tried to at least. A long, long moment with no one saying anything.
She tried her best to show so many signs of interest that even a brick wall couldn't mistake her intentions. While he sat unnecessarily stiff, back straight and body facing towards the podium, she was much more relaxed. She had one knee tucked under her with her whole body turned towards him. An elbow sat on the back of the pew and her chin rested in her hand.
Jocosa stared into his eyes, when he was looking at her, with a simple, honest smile on her face. On the other hand, Aghosha was a wreck getting worse by the second. His eyes tried to look anywhere but at her, only occasionally meeting her own. His face was a practice sort of "nonchalant" that announced her social anxiety. She had to admit, it wasn't the worst feeling to have a boy at his wit's end simply by existing in his proximity, but she much preferred active participation from others.
She waited until the next time his nervous eyes met hers. "Why are you so anxious?" She figured if any of her tricks wouldn't work the best course of action was being direct.
"Huh?"
Her attack had the desired effect, even if only for a second. For the first time that night, their eyes met for longer than one second before he looked away. "I-I don't kn-what do you mean?"
"You know exactly what I mean. You won't look me in the eyes." To prove her point, after their obligatory second of eye contact, he looked away. She was not expecting his reaction.
Aghosha deflated. His shoulders slumped and his eyes stopped their erratic movement, instead focusing on a point on the ground in front of them.
"I'm sorry." Not good enough.
"I don't care."
He looked up at her, so lost in his confusion and self pity that he managed to maintain eye contact.
"Wha-"
"I don't want you to be sorry. I want..." She paused to gather her thoughts, "Well, I want a lot of things. But right now, I want you to look at me when we talk to one another."
He was more cooperative than she expected, which both surprised and saddened her. A few moments passed. He did as he was told and they looked into each other's eyes.
It may have pissed her off more but she'd honestly rather have the high strung awkward Aghosha than whatever this was. His eyes were just sad. And even if he didn't say it out loud, she could see the apologies coming from them. And then she felt bad for making him feel this way. She just wanted to talk to him.
Her hidden pleasure was the look in other people's eyes when they spoke about things they liked. When they felt free enough to expose parts of themselves that most others did not know. She liked to make them feel special. Not that this was an entirely selfless act.
She prided herself on being able to free others from social constraints. She liked her natural ability to make them feel at ease. And it was also fun to feel like you knew something about someone that only you knew. A more than fair give and take, in her opinion.
But there was neither give nor take here. He looked downtrodden and she hadn't learned a single thing about him besides he had lacking social skills. Time to fix that.
"Good. Now, Aghosha, you didn't answer my question. Why were you so anxious?"
"Why wouldn't I be? Not only have you girls helped us and taken us in, many of my friends have taken advantage of that hospitality."
"I wouldn't exactly call my sisters unwilling in the acts. I'd say you boys aren't taking advantage of anything. Or maybe you guys and us gals are taking advantage of each other. Whatever the case, what the others do doesn't explain why you were so antsy."
"I just didn't want you to think I was like the others." Terrible excuse.
"Like the others, how?"
"You know... lustful and arrogant."
"Pretty negative words to use about your friends." At her comment, he gained some life. A hint of indignation, the return of some flustering. Interesting.
"I didn't mean it li-" She didn't give him a chance to backpedal.
"Let's go down the list. First up, why would you call your friends 'lustful'?"
"Did you not hear all the... noises? The reason we came here?"
"Yeah, I heard them. The sounds of sex. Now, that is technically lustful, but would you apply that same term to my sisters? To me?" She raised an eyebrow.
"No! No, you guys are different."
"Are we? From what we heard, I could pick out at least three of my sisters' voices. How can that not count as 'lustful'."
"Well-"
She cut to the point.
"You got a girl waiting for you back home, Aghosha?" Judging from his swallow, she already knew the answer.
"No."
"Ever have one?"
"No." She could guess why.
"Really? I figured a cute one like you would have had at least one girl crying over him." She flashed a quick smile. He blushed at her compliment. The air took on a hint of levity before she brought back the topic at hand. "So, and this is a shot in the dark, could you possibly be upset that your friends are laying with some cute girls right now and you aren't?"
She could see the cogs turning in his head. He wanted to deny it. But he knew that she knew that it would be a lie. Not that she was pressuring him to answer in any particular way. Her face stayed completely neutral. She had just figured out how to get him to come out of that shell, but it would require two things. The first being his own decision to come out. The second being cracking the shell with verbal blunt force trauma.
He let out a sigh as he answered. "Yes." A step in the right direction. She decided to skip a few steps.
"And let me guess. You called them arrogant because they seem to brag about seemingly trivial things they are good at and from what you see, the girls like that?" He sunk further into his depression.
"Yes."
"One final question. Do you hate your friends?" A bit of life back in his eyes. Indignation.
"No." The firmest answer she'd gotten all night.
"Well, I think that's enough about them. Let's focus on you." She shifted a bit, trying to regain some of her relaxation from before. "My sisters aren't here, your friends aren't here. We..." she trailed off and listened for a moment, "for the most part, can't hear them. It's just me, you, and Jesus." She tilted her head towards the large cross with a ripped man hanging from it. She started over and picked up a casual conversation, for a whole two minutes before she was annoyed again.
"Why are you still so nervous?" He had once again begun dodging eye contact and stiffening up.
"I'm sorry, it's just, I'm doing what you said, thinking about just the two of us. And then I started thinking about how pretty you are and how much I don't want to mess this up." Jocosa was not ready for full frontal honesty.
She reached over and lightly slapped his shoulder. "Flattery will get you nowhere, Aghosha." The large smile on her face suggested otherwise. It took a few moments for her to finish basking in the compliment before she even caught the second part of that sentence. Her smile took on a more mischievous nature. "What was that last part?"
This time, she enjoyed his stammering. "I-I said that you're pretty?"
"No, the other part?"
"That I don't want to mess this up?"
"Yeah, that part." She scooted closer to Aghosha, taking pleasure in his increasing uncomfortableness, until she could feel his body heat but they weren't touching. 'What did you mean by that?"
"I-I just meant that you're here with me and I didn't want you to regret that decision." A passable defense. Not good enough.
She lowered her voice, unnecessarily whispering."Are you sure? You made it sound like a big chance. A chance at what? Are you hoping to score with me, Aghosha? Hoping that this pretty nun would let you lay with her? Maybe you were the lustful one all along."
She let him implode for a while. His brain short circuited on how to respond while his body might as well have been a stone block. She loved it.
"Anyway, now that you're being honest, tell me about yourself." She transitioned from having her hand prop her head up to crossing both arms over the pew and resting her head in them, looking up at him.
"There's not much to say really."
"Lying in church is a sin. There can't just be nothing to say. You've lived a life, you've got a story to tell. For example, what is your favorite thing to do?"
"I don't know it's kinda bor-"
"That's up to me to decide. If you like doing it, it can't be that boring, now can it?"
There was a long moment of hesitation. He looked down at her to see if she was being serious, and she smiled up at him to let him know she was. "Well... I like to write."
"You can write!?" All thoughts of teasing him further disintegrated at this new revelation. She immediately sat straight up, her excitement obvious and barely contained. Her change in attitude startled her companion.
"Uh... yeah." Jocosa shot off of the pew and went to a backroom of the chapel. She rummaged around the storage room until she found what she was looking for. She returned to Aghosha with a quill, ink, parchment and a bible. She thrusted them into his hands and then sat down next to him, this time her closeness not as deliberate.
"Write something!" As she watched him take in the things she'd just given him, her body reverted to being on its best behavior. Besides being very close to him, she sat straight up with her hands folded in her lap. As she did when she wanted praise from Prioress Mary.
She ignored his visible confusion and continued talking while he started to write something. "I always wanted to learn to write but they kept telling me that writing would get me nowhere in life or that it was only for men on high. But Prioress Mary knows how to write! She's been promising Abigail and I that she would teach us for months but she's 'too busy.' I wouldn't be surprised if she taught Abigail before me. She always pays so much attention to her. More than the rest of u-oh!"
Her excited rambling was interrupted by Aghosha handing her the parchment. She grabbed it hurriedly, yet gingerly. Her eyes scanned the page several times over. Though she could not understand what was on it, her eyes traced each symbol with excitement. First her eyes went to some long line that curved off to the left near the bottom and wore a little hat on top. Next was a circle. Next was a sort of half circle thing, sort of like the moon sometimes. Followed by another circle, a squiggle and some sort of modified circle.
Jocosa
She turned her eyes upward, from the paper to him. "What does it say?"
"Your name." Her excitement was halted by a heavy throb from her heart.
"What?"
"I didn't really know what to write on such short notice, so I just wrote your name. Here look." He seemed to be outside of himself somewhat, or at least too involved in showing off his skill to mind that he'd closed the distance and was right up against her. But she sure as hell noticed. His finger reached out and traced the lines. "This one is a J. And then there's an O, C, another O, a S and an A. At least, I think that's how you spell your name."
As he showed her what the symbols were and what they meant, she couldn't stop taking it in as a whole. Writing was like, super important right? Usually big, important people wrote big, important things. Like bibles or laws or something. Why did he decide to waste that skill on her? Something else in her body began to mimic her heart's throbs.
"You want me to show you how?" The question ripped her from the contemplation and back to the moment. She looked at Aghosha's face.
She had to look up, slightly, but still up. Was he always taller than me? His body felt nice against hers. Relaxed. His face seemed to be an entirely different person. He smiled at her. Not a forced one, but a genuine one. He looked almost proud. And the real kicker was his eyes. They were finally how she'd wanted to see them. With a distinct lack of self-consciousness. He wasn't overthinking the moment, he wasn't thinking about anyone else. He was just there, sharing something about himself he liked with a pretty (his words) girl. Was he always this hot?



"You would do that?"
"Why not? It's not like there's anything else to do in this chapel." He handed her the bible and the quill. She put the quill in her hand and dipped it in ink. And then she paused.
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing, it's just... I don't know where to start." It was as if the weight of the world was contained in the quill. It felt heavy.
"Just don't think about it too much. It's easy, trust me." His reassurance lifted some of the weight.
Bolstered by his encouragement, she placed the quill on parchment.
It went bad immediately. She tried imitating the curve of the 'jay' but her inexperienced hands could not follow. Instead, what she got was a shaky scratch that vaguely curved off in a direction.
She didn't even have time to get upset before Aghosha stepped in. She didn't see him move but she felt his heart. He threw his left arm over the pew to allow him to get right up against her. He reached over with his right hand to guide hers. His hands are soft and gentle.
With practiced ease, he guided her to gather more ink in the quill, delicately dipping it into the dark liquid. Then, with a firm grasp, guided her hand in the smooth motion to create the "jay' shape. He even twisted her wrist just enough to make the curves of the letter more pronounced. Then she released her hand, but she noticed he didn't move away.
"Now try again." His smile, closer now, was gentle. As if he were assured that she could do it. And do it she did.
Copying his motions, she drew the letter. Not as great as either of his, but recognizable enough.
Jocosa exploded into a fit of giggles. Happiness overwhelmed her as she looked at the letter she wrote. She wrote something that another person could read! Her elation was put on pause when the man beside her chimed in.
"There are still more letters."
"What?"
"You have to finish your name."
20 minutes later, chapel
A few failed attempts and several hand holding guides later and Jocosa had written her name. Several times. Every inch of space that was not covered by a failed attempt was filled by a correct version of her name. The quality still varied but it was legible, or so Aghosha told her. She nearly cried tears of happiness when he told her she could keep the parchment.
"It's not like it was mine anyway."
She couldn't wait to rub the paper in Abigail's nose.
She wrapped him in the tightest hug she could. "Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you!"
With the lifelong dream of writing her name checked off the bucket list, she now realized she was tightly coiled around a man she'd just met. Surprisingly enough, she didn't seem to mind that much. And neither did he. His eyes still had that glow. She released the hug but stayed against him.
The writing was done and now the excitement within her had found a new target.
"So, why do you know how to write?" Aghosha was oblivious to the subtle breathiness of her voice.
"Well, I transcribe bibles." While he spoke she took his hand again, manipulating it with hers. "Actually," he picked up the bible they had been writing on and flipped to the last page, "There! Look." He showed her a little mark in the corner. "I mark all of the ones I write. I think God will forgive me a tiny bit of pride in return for spreading his gospel." The unexpected smidge of rebel in him sent her over the edge.
"That's not true. You have to ask for forgiveness. How many times have you confessed this to a priest? How many hail Mary's have you said?"
His suave air wavered a bit. She felt his hand start to twitch in her grasp. "Um. None?"
"For shame. As a nun, it is my professional opinion that you start now. I'll let you know when to stop." She placed his hand down and started fiddling with his pants. The nervous man was back in full force.
"What are you-"
"Those aren't hail Mary's Aghosha." As she fished for her target, he started shakily saying hail Mary's. In seconds she had pulled out his Lance of Longinus. With any luck, this'll pierce me soon. For now though, she took pleasure in how his voice wavered when she took him into her mouth.
Abigail's room
"I'm sure she just wanted to make his night. You know how she is. She's a bit of a tease but she means well, that one. Hope she doesn't bully him too much."
"That's all you have to say?" The drink was starting to get to her. They were both on their second pours now. She would have never questioned Mary so openly before. Alcohol really was a pathway to the devil.
"What else can I say? Or do for that matter? I can't exactly stop anyone now." A questioning eyebrow raised.
Abigail's brain caught up to her words. Much too slowly. "I'm sorry! I didn't mean this was your fault or anything, just-"
"Were you expecting me to judge them? Do you want my honest opinion of your sisters?" Abigail's thoughts were more muddled with the added alcohol consumption. That sounded close enough to what she wanted.
She let out a small, "Yes."
Mary responded in the fashion in which Abigail expected her to. As she should. "Do not judge, and you will not be judged. Do not condemn, and you will not be condemned. Forgive, and you will be forgiven. Luke 6:37."
The words made Abigail feel even more guilty. But Mary continued.
"Abigail, do you resent your sisters for tonight?"
"Huh?"
"I'm asking if you harbor any negative emotions for your sisters. I can see why you would. You took them out to have some fun and they turned it into a night of depravity."
"No! I love my sisters. I didn't mean for you to judge them, I just wanted your opinion."
An understanding smile. "My opinion is the same as when I first entered your room, Abi. You are all young ladies who made some mistakes. I, and God, will forgive you all. For our love is unconditional."
Once again, Abigail's mouth moved faster than her mind. "Love prospers when a fault is forgiven, but dwelling on it separates close friends. Proverbs 17:9." She muttered under her breath.
"Exactly! Good job, Abi." Abigail melted at the praise. Hopefully she'd won some points back from her precious errors.
"So," Mary took another sip of her cup, "who's next?"
Abigail hesitated. "Well... then there's Rohese-"
"Ah." Abigail jumped a bit when Mary interrupted her. "That one, I worry about."
Rohese's room
Rohese was happier than a pig in shit as she bent down, her front and rear already equally spackled by cum. She reveled in the waves rolling across her body as the man behind her drilled into her with a tight grip on her hips. With what little of her faculties were not overtaken by pleasure, she focused on the tender and sweet pussy of Liliana.
Rohese had her sights set on the girl since they first met. She was cute, small, and timid as all hell. Just the sound of Jocosa's loud laugh was enough to startle her. A perfect, timorous, little lamb.
Corrupting her was as pleasurable, if not more, than the dick currently hitting all the right spots. The way her body shivered in nervousness and anticipation. The way her pussy quivered at the slightest touch. The sweet nectar emanating from it betraying her arousal hidden beneath her sheepishness.
Eyes looking upward from her meal, Rohese was delighted to meet Lily's eyes from over her trembling pubic mound. That delight evolved into a sick sense of pride when Lily's attention was turned elsewhere.
One of the men waiting around them reached over and grabbed her wrist, which had been pulled tight against her chest, to place his hard cock in her hand. Written all over her face, her fear of the unknown was outweighed by her desire to please... and a not-so-secret interest in the man's anatomy. Her attention was then stolen again by another firmly yet gently pulling her into a deep kiss. Rohese felt the effect on her tongue.
Speaking of the men currently surrounding them, Rohese made sure they understood that Lily's pussy was strictly hers. But there was nothing said about the rest of her.
Her close-range voyeurism was interrupted by the sticky heat of the man finishing within her. She moaned into Lily's pubes at the feeling. He was the third one of the night and there were plenty more to go. The man gave her ass a good smack that drew a squeal from her as he pulled out. Rohese impatiently wiggled her hips as the next one lined up behind her.
Abigail's room
Mary shrugged it off. "She'll have to repent like the rest of us." Having finished her 3rd cup, she moved back to the bed. Instead of the edge, like they were before, she sat fully on it, her back up against the headrest. She patted the space next to her.
Recognizing the invitation, Abigail quickly downed the rest of her drink and rushed to the bed, pausing a bit to right herself after standing too fast and the alcohol. She scrambled onto the bed, to Mary's side. Mary lifted her arm and Abigail wasted no time wrapping her arms around her again and snuggling in close, resuming their side hug from earlier.
"Anyone else, Abi?"
"Just one more. At least, of the people I've talked to. Dye."
"And what did she say?" Abigail's inebriation and excitement to be back in Mary's arms made her miss the intense curiosity that coated her words.
"She spent the whole walk back grumbling about our vow of chastity. She seemed really upset. Said it was a waste to bring them back if we couldn't sleep with them."
"That makes sense. Believe it or not, out of everyone besides you, I expect she's on her best behavior."
Dye's room
Dionysia, or Dye for short, was all over the man she brought to her room. Having thought she'd given up any possibility of a good fuck, she for sure wasn't going to waste this opportunity.
The man, John - though his name didn't really matter as long as he had a hard cock for her - was delighted when she picked him, but now seemed slightly overwhelmed at her own excitement. But that was okay, as long as they both got what they wanted.
She pushed him down onto her bed and climbed on top. The mixture of excitement and fear on his face fueled the grin on hers as she leaned over him. She grabbed his wrists and placed his hands on her ass. Much to her pleasure, they immediately got to work massaging her round globes, drawing a moan, which probably sounded more like a growl, from her lips.
Now was time for her favorite part of sex. Sure the physical part was good, really good if the guy knew what he was doing. But she liked the build up. The dirty talk. When two people let each other know how much they wanted to fuck the shit out of one another.
"You like my fat ass?" In response his fingers dug painfully deep into her, drawing a primal growl from her. One that was interrupted by one of his own, finally sinking to her level of depravity.
One hand remained on her rambunctious rump while the other went to her back. Using his man strength, he pulled her down so that she was flat on him. Their heats combined and she felt something all too familiar prodding her crotch.
"Hell yeah." His voice rumbled out of his mouth and reverberated through her body. But the words were wrong. She bit his neck, just a nip to leave a mark but also get her point across. Her voice still came across as breathy and needy along with stern.
"None of that. I'm still a nun and this is a place of worship." He seemed to get the point. But her chastisement encouraged him if anything.
"Then allow me to prove my faith by assisting one of God's servants in her time of need." Yet another shiver down her spine.
"That's better."
Several minutes went by with them whispering borderline, but technically not, blasphemous things to one another before it grew more than he could bear. One of his hands went under her robe and started to play with the front of her damp knickers. His hand was immediately jerked away by one of hers and his lustful look broke into one of confusion.
"Nuh uh. A nun's gotta keep her chastity." She saw his confusion only grow.
"Then how-"
"God gave women two holes for a reason." She watched as his eyebrows rose and a look of shock and, more importantly, curiosity flashed through his eyes.
"Oh."
Abigail's Room
"Really?" Abigail couldn't believe her ears. Sure, Dionysia was a hard worker and good at a bunch of things, but she was always cursing and getting chastised for being improper.
"Really." Mary nodded. Then she paused, something weighing on her mind. "Abi, you wouldn't mind if I confessed something to you really quick, would you?"
"Of course not!" It was an honor just for Prioress Mary to even consider confiding in her.
"You must never tell anyone else. This is between me, you and God."
"Yes!" She chastised herself for coming off as too excited for such a serious moment. Another smile spread upon Mary's face.
"Okay," her voice became an exaggerated whisper as she leaned in close to Abigail's ear. Abigail had to focus really hard on the words, lest she get lost in Mary's pleasant smell and the feeling of her breath tickling her ear. "Dye keeps count of every single infraction she makes during the day. Even every individual curse."
"Really!?" The wine made her react a bit louder and jump a bit higher than intended. Instead of chastising her like she thought she would, Mary showed a side of herself that Abigail didn't know existed.
Mary gripped Abigail tighter and loudly shushed her while shaking her a bit, causing her to squeal. Kinda like when Jocosa shared a bit of gossip with her that was a tad too spicy. The two of them burst into a fit of giggles that took what seemed like forever to quell.
They each let out a deep sigh to recover. They shared a moment of just looking at each other that almost made Abigail's chest explode before Mary continued in her faux whisper. "At the end of each day she takes confession and admits to every single one. Asking for forgiveness and doing her due diligence. Just like you, she has almost all the important quotes memorized and is a true believer." Then Mary's voice became proud, almost as if she were a mother bragging about her daughter. "So I believe with all my heart that she is out there tonight following the Bible to the letter."
Abigail wondered if Mary ever got that smug talking about her.
Mary ended her speech with an unexpected phrase. "This is all I can remember. I am sorry for these and all my sins." A moment passed between them as they stared into each other's eyes. Abigail got lost in the amber of her eyes. Given more time she would have gladly been encased in them, to be discovered by people in the future. Instead though, Mary cleared her throat.
"Huh?" Abigail snapped out of her stupor.
"You finished telling me about your sisters, right? Isn't there something you have to say at the end of confession?"
"Oh!" Mary quickly folded her hands and closed her eyes. "This is all I can remember. I am sorry for these and all my sins." Mary gave her a little squeeze as praise.
"Hmmm."
"What is it?" Mary's inquisitive noise worried her. Instead of answering, Mary just looked at her for a long time. She studied Abigail.
Abigail stared back for as long as she could. Until she felt her whole body overheat, especially her face, and looked away. Mary put a hand on Abigail's forehead.
"Oh my. You're burning up! You're almost as hot as the sun." In response to having her embarrassment called out, she could only get more embarrassed. Mary continued. "That's okay though. I like the sun." Abigail performed the miracle of getting a degree or two warmer.
"Abi? Is there something you aren't telling me?" Abigail stayed silent. "Is my presence bothering you?" Mary made to break contact. With a hint of desperation, Abigail pushed herself deeper into Mary's side.
"No! I like having you here."
Mary waited a second. "... But?"
"There isn't a but. I really do like being here. With you." Mary seemed to accept that answer. Most of it at least.
"Abi." Abigail flinched, worried at how the next statement or question would threaten her position against Mary. "What's the real reason you are here, instead of with a man?"
"Wh-what?"
"I hardly believe at least one of them wouldn't approach you. It would take a strong, strong man to resist your charms." She ended the statement by pinching Abigail's cheek, drawing a quick giggle from her before Abigail processed her words as a whole.
"Really?" Abigail was not ready for how excited Mary would be to answer that question.
"Of course! I mean, where do I begin?" Mary took a moment to think to herself. "There's too many reasons to name them individually so I'll just say I'm certain not many people could resist sweet, kind, adorable, wonderful you." Mary ended the statement with poking Abigail's nose, causing her face to scrunch up - a reaction that caused Mary to let out some more melodic laughter. In an attempt to regain some of her dignity, Abigail figured she'd distract by answering Mary's question.
"Some of the men tried to talk to me but..." Her voice trailed off. "It was fine at first, we were in a small group and Jocosa did most of the talking." While Abigail talked, the hand that wasn't cradling her had started fiddling with the end of her braid, rolling it through her fingers. Abigail almost jumped out of the cuddle when she felt a soft sensation begin to crawl up her neck, causing her body to stiffen and her heart rate to skyrocket. The sensation continued up her jaw, across her lips and ended with Mary using the tip of her own braid to brush the end of her nose. Abigail's heightened state removed all memory of the immediate awkwardness as she waited for Mary to do whatever it was she was going to do next. Mary maintained her smile and didn't even acknowledge her actions as she spoke.
"She does love to entertain, that one."
Abigail swallowed to calm herself and continued her explanation. "But then Jocosa left with one of them and by myself it became a bit much. So... I hid in my room after she left." Abigail stared at her hands folded on her lap.
"And why is that?" Another bout of silence from Abigail. Mary gave it a second before letting it drop. "You don't have to tell me, Abi. You have your reasons and I'm sure they are righteous. I just want you to know that I'm always here. Whenever you need somebody."
And with that, an awkward silence filled the room for the first time. Abigail couldn't stand it. Here she was with Prioress Mary showing her sides of herself none of the girls had seen before but she was ruining the moment. Each passing second only raised her fear that the tension would grow too much for both of them and Mary would leave. She had to do something. But once again, Mary was there to save her. Like she always did.
"You know, Abi. I don't think I've ever not seen your hair in this braid. Why is that?" The topic change was unexpected but much appreciated by Abigail.
"It's just easier to manage if it's all in one place." A truth that for once didn't lead to Abigail further embarrassing herself. Though she did ignore, and secretly enjoyed, Mary absentmindedly imitating a paint brush with her braid. Mary made long brush strokes as she covered the entire canvas of Abigail's face, taking the time to outline each facial feature with the tickling sensation of the braid. With a new coat of red on Abigail's face, their conversation resumed.
"Would you mind if I undid it? I always wondered what you would look like with your hair loose." Abigail saw no reason to decline.
"Sure." Abigail soon found a minor reason to decline, as in order to undo it Mary had to use both her hands, meaning she removed the arm that was around her. Mary seemed to fumble with the end of her braid a bit, finding it hard to get a finger hold to untangle it.



"Wow, you made this tight. It doesn't hurt your scalp?"
"It's... it's looser at the top." Abigail sputtered out. Why was this sort of embarrassing? She'd had Jocosa help her with it plenty of times, but this time felt so... intimate. Abigail felt a minor release of pressure as she felt Mary's hand jerk a little and undo the end of the braid.
"Got it!" Mary's happy outburst sent shivers down Abigail's spine. Within seconds the rest of the braid was undone and Abigail's hair was free to fall down anywhere it pleased in the exact way she hated it to. But then Mary was there, taking clumps of strands and organizing them, placing some behind her back and allowing others to flow in front of her shoulders. After she was done she sat back a little, admiring her work.
"I knew it." Mary sounded as if some deep rooted theory was proven true.
"Knew what?"
"You look beautiful." Abigail just couldn't get it. How could Mary just keep saying all these things and not be embarrassed?
Mary resumed their cuddle, now with her free hand brushing through Abigail's blonde hair. They spent a minute just existing in that moment. Mary brushed Abigail's hair while they looked at each other.
"Your hair is so... light. And soft."
"Mhmm." Abigail wasn't really listening. She was focused on the heavenly feeling of Mary's fingers along with the sight of her red hair. She knew her hair was hard to control and annoyingly thin but Mary's looked so bouncy. When she walked, it moved, but always stayed the same shape.
They both paused when they saw Abigail's hand moving up to touch Mary's head.
Upon realizing her overstep, Abigail quickly pulled her hand back and prepared to apologize. But before she could, Mary took her hand and wordlessly guided it to her fiery curls while her face held that same, kind, understanding smile.
Her hair felt so...different. It was similar to Amice's but still different. Both of them were full and had plenty of volume, but Amice's hair was malleable, like hers. Abigail's fingers could pinch, pull, and push Mary's curls in every which way but they always snapped back to perfect shape. It must be nice to have such manageable hair.
The moment was cut short by a return to reality. The cause of their bonding that night once again became prevalent. Sin could never just leave them alone. A particular loud series of cries echoing from the halls clearly signaled a peak of carnal bliss from one of their sisters. Some dark corner of Abigail's mind thought it might have been Lily but that was impossible. She was too pure.
Abigail's entire body became as red as the locks she was touching. Mary didn't seem perturbed by the sound. She looked towards the door.
"Someone's having fun." Seeming to sense her discomfort, Mary gave Abigail a reassuring squeeze. "Abi, I'm going to tell you some more secrets to take your mind off of that, okay?"
"Sure." Anything to go forget about the sin again. Though it seemed that wasn't Mary's intention.
"Abi, did you know that things like this are more common than you think?"
"Really?" She couldn't believe it. That couldn't be true. The church wouldn't allow it and certainly not God.
"Yup. One of the main causes for injunctions at both monasteries and nunneries is 'sinful fraternizing.'" Mary then leaned in and whispered. "Sometimes, with each other. In fact, it's not just monks and nuns. Have you never noticed how sensual Saint Teresa's description of religious ecstasy was?
Abigail quickly recited the words in her head, now interpreting them in a much more sinful light: "I saw in his hand a long spear of gold, and at the iron's point there seemed to be a little fire. He appeared to me to be thrusting it at times into my heart, and to pierce my very entrails; when he drew it out, he seemed to draw them out also, and to leave me all on fire with a great love of God. The pain was so great, that it made me moan; and yet so surpassing was the sweetness of this excessive pain, that I could not wish to be rid of it."
Abigail was at a loss. She trusted Mary wholeheartedly but what she was saying was - was blasphemous. The most holy and pious of them all regularly engaging in such... depraved and sinful acts?
"I-I don't understand. Why wou-" Mary interrupted her.
"Much like your sisters here, things tend to just get out of hand. God endowed humans with all the faculties needed to rule over the earth. It just so happens that he made us one of his more... passionate creatures."
"And that means-"
"It means, Abi, that we're no strangers to love. Or lust." Abigail's head was spinning. She could understand Mary and God being forgiving of this single night. This one mistake. But Mary was saying that this mistake was being made over and over again.
"But, but!" Her mind was racing through everything she'd learned since coming here to find a reason to turn Mary back towards true righteousness. "You know the rules! And - and so do I. And so should they!"
"Yes Abi, we all know the rules. But tell me, what did you think about joining the convent?"
"I guess a full commitment is what I was thinking of?" Wasn't this supposed to be a life of purity, after all?
"I'm just telling you the truth Abi. You wouldn't get this from any other prioress. Human beings are not perfect. All the way back from the start, we've been difficult to control. Eve eating the apple. Cain killing Abel. Both of those events took place after God directly told them to do otherwise. But he still forgave them, like he is willing to forgive all of us for he is ever loving." Abigail still couldn't follow.
"Why are you telling me this?"
"Well, to answer that, I'm going to need to tell you the other secret." Mary seemed to pause a bit, the look they shared seemed to grow a tad deeper, though Abigail couldn't tell what the cause was. "You know how you girls are always asking me why I joined the faith?"
"Yes." It's true. Every chance they got they pestered her about her past but Mary would always deflect by either sending them to do their chores or making them focus on their studies.
"Well, the truth is I joined to escape a normal life. My father praised me for being the prettiest girl around all my life and would brag about how he would marry me off to some nobleman. When I was fourteen, he was already arranging a marriage between me and some baron's son from a nearby manor. So I joined the church."
Abigail was a bit happy to hear that. Not only was she learning more about Mary's personal life, she was learning that they had more in common than she thought. She'd also joined to escape an arranged marriage, though for a slightly different reason. But what didn't make sense was why Mary decided to leave. She could easily envision Mary with a husband and several fat babies running around. She would make a wonderful mother. So why wasn't she?
Abigail hoped to the Lord above she wasn't prying too much when she asked her next question. "But why didn't you marry him? You would have been well off and able to have a nice life." Mary only smiled wider at her question. Almost as if she expected Abigail to ask it.
"Well you see Abi, I don't like men." Abigail's heart almost stopped. She became keenly aware of their closeness once again. "Not that I hate them or anything. I just never liked them in the way the Bible said I should like them and the idea of getting married and being forced to lay with my husband was scary."
Abigail made a quick addendum to her thoughts on Mary's origin. It was almost exactly like hers. Almost. But Abigail could see it. Much like the mother of Christ, her Mary was pure and kind and nurturing. Too pure to be defiled by a man. Then Mary continued.
"But that's not all. It's not just that I don't like men." Abigail felt Mary's hand move from her hair to her cheek, caressing it and forcing them to maintain eye contact. There was an intensity behind Mary's eyes what wasn't there before. "I like women in the way I'm supposed to like a man. Or some could say I like women the way a man likes a woman. But either way..." Her voice trailed off.
Mary's face got closer. Her breath tickled Abigail's chin. And then Abigail felt the softness of Mary's lips upon hers and her brain went blank.
The kiss lasted only a few seconds, but the pull away was just as slow as the approach and it left Abigail's body wanting more. But it didn't dare move. With the brain on hiatus, it was readily and happily at the mercy of Mary's wishes.
"I like you, Abi. Do you like me?" A simple question. An easy one for Abigail to process and respond to without the higher level thinking of her frontal lobe.
She let out a breathy sigh. "Yes." Mary only continued to grin.
"I knew it."
That bit of smug teasing in her tone woke up Abigail's brain slightly. They just kissed. And it was wonderful and exciting and everything she ever wanted it to be. But they just kissed. And Mary said that she liked her. And Mary said that she knew that Abigail liked her back. It was all too much to take in.
"What?" Mary chuckled and held her a bit tighter.
"Abi, we've known each other for so long. You are a very good girl. But that also makes you a very bad liar. I can always tell how you feel just looking at your face. I've seen the way you look at me. And I see you look away when I look back." Abigail swore she hid it better. "I know your heart's been aching, but you're too shy to say it. But that's okay Abi, inside, we both know what's been going on. And now it's out in the open."
Abigail's mind was still swirling. "I-um-we-" Mary softly shushed her.
"I just wanna tell you how I'm feeling." Mary's comforting voice should have been all she needed. Mary would never steer her wrong. But something deep within Abigail just couldn't believe that this was happening. That she deserved this. Blessed be the meek and all that, but Mary was perfect. And she was just clumsy, shy, little Abigail.
"I don't understand...?" She was even unsure of the fact that she was unsure. Everything was just too much.
"You don't need to. I don't gotta make you understand. A lot of things in life don't make sense, especially feelings. You just need to believe me. You need to have faith, Abi."
That one word made it all click. Faith. Abigail didn't think too highly of herself. Lots of the other girls looked and could do things better than she could. She was never the best at anything. But she still believed. She believed God put her on this earth for a reason, as he did with every person. The small belief in herself was obtained through his belief in her. And though Mary could never be as high as the Almighty, she was the closest thing to divine she'd ever met. So why shouldn't she have faith in her?
All of the mental and emotional shackles melted away. As she gave herself to Mary as she had done with God. There was only their wills, and she knew that each of them only wanted what was best for her.
Mary's hold on Abigail took on a new feeling for the blonde. The warmth of Mary's body and kindness seemed magnified. She felt profoundly safe. That warmth found its way to her heart, and from there, to the rest of her body, finally emerged on her face in the form of a smile. With all of her anxieties washed away, Abigail felt so... free.
"There she is." Mary's voice only caused the smile to widen. When this kiss came, she was ready.
Their lips met and Abigail returned the sentiment in full force. So much so that Mary was surprised. Pleasantly, but surprised nonetheless. What was supposed to be another slow, burning kiss soon became a fierce make out that was only interrupted by short intakes of breath.
When it finally ended, they shared a long look. Before Abigail could initiate the next kiss herself, Mary asked a question.
"Abi. Would you like to get out of these stuffy robes?" The question had weight behind it. Through the atmosphere of the room there was a noticeable hint of hesitation and understanding alongside it. Mary would not begrudge Abigail for declining the invitation.
But what would have been a very pregnant pause at any other point in Abigail's life pre-five minutes prior was in reality no pause at all. The warmth within concentrated slightly below Abigail's stomach and her skin felt hypersensitive. Mary's touch on her face and head felt heavenly, and Abigail wanted to feel more of it on her body.
"Yes."
The following seconds were a blur. In one moment she was curled up with Mary and the next they were both standing at the foot of her bed. It was then that Abigail noticed the difference in their garb.
After retreating to the safety of her room, Abigail had changed into her sleeping smock, which was nothing more than a more modest night gown. Prioress Mary on the other hand was still mostly dressed in her day clothes, which was weird considering they always left to explore after making sure she was asleep.
Mary noticed her staring and confusion.
"As I said Abi, I know you girls like to go out at night. I make sure to be presentable in case I need to go wrangle you back home. Though I haven't had to do that yet. Thanks to your leadership, I assume?" The faith in Abigail that radiated from Mary's words were like music.
"Yes."
It was true, in a sense. Oftentimes Rohese or Jocosa wanted to stay out longer and go farther, but Abigail, along with Lily, made a fuss to be back before a certain time and to not stray too far.
In seconds, Abigail stood naked in the cool air of her room, her nipples hard and skin tingling with anticipation for Mary to touch her.
Instead she got a show. Abigail watched intently as Mary casually undressed. She had been so focused on feeling more of Mary touching her that she hadn't realized that Mary would also be participating in the indecency of nudeness.
Mary pulled her outer robe over her head. She took the time to neatly fold it and place it on the floor by the bed before moving to undo her skirt. Abigail grew flushed. In her haste she had simply stripped her smock and undershirt and tossed them on the floor. She quickly gathered them up and followed suit, neatly placing them on the floor, folded and proper like her mother taught her. When she looked up, she had missed the rest of the show, but she didn't care much, for the end result was stunning.
Prioress Mary was beautiful. Her form was nothing short of a... of a... miracle. Even nude, she still held her grace. With her hands clasped lightly in front of her, Abigail was free to take in all that was Mary.
The curves of her body, size of her breasts, the freckles that appeared in random patterns all over. Her eyes were especially drawn to the tuft of red hair between Mary's legs. Abigail could swear she noticed a hint of glistening moisture in the candlelight flickering across their bodies.
Abigail could hardly compare with her own stature, but she didn't feel embarrassed. Mary's eyes took her body in and Abigail could tell she liked it. Any misgivings about her form melted away at Mary's look. A good feeling overtook her. Not so much to be the sin of pride, but enough of a pleasant feeling to feel happy about herself. Happy that Mary wanted to see her, and that she liked what she saw.
Mary closed the distance between them in just a few steps. Up close, Abigail had trouble knowing where to look. It was polite to look people in their eyes but Mary was showing herself to her. It would be rude not to look, would it not?
Luckily, Mary made the choice for her. She lifted a hand and gently cupped Abigail's chin. She slowly pried Abigail's eyes off of her heavy breasts to meet her gaze. Abigail's legs could barely support her as they stood there.
Mary leaned down slightly and they locked lips once more. Abigail was ready to melt into it like the others. Instead, she felt a shock of excitement flash through her body as she felt Mary's tongue slip into her mouth.
It moved around, teasing all the newly sensitive gums of Abigail. It flicked her tongue teasingly before retreating. Before she could recover, Mary guided Abigail to the bed and they resumed laying on it together, this time with skin to skin contact.
Mary felt every bit as warm as Abigail thought she would. Her soft and warm spirit translated perfectly to her body as Abigail felt as if she could sink into Mary's flesh and fall asleep forever. But her heart was beating way too fast for that to happen anytime soon.
"Abigail," Mary's voice only added to the atmosphere of soft warmness. "May I touch you?" Given how they were already technically touching, Abigail didn't see the reason to ask. But it did make her feel all the more special. As if her body were something to be coveted and treated with caution.
"Yes."
Mary's free hand found its way to Abigail's chest within moments of the approval. A moment of suspense filled the room before she made contact. Some part of her felt like this close contact was wrong, but it felt so right. Even the wrong feelings that built up in her gut. With all of these conflicting sensations she could do nothing but surrender herself to Mary.
Abigail surprised herself with the moan that escaped her lips. The feeling of Mary touching her breast was heavenly. Her moan echoed through the room, and probably out the door to join the chorus of her sisters.
Her hands shot up and covered her mouth, a deep shame bubbling up. She wasn't supposed to be like this.
Mary reached up and slowly pulled her hands away. And then she leaned in and kissed Abigail deeply. The faith within Abigail grew and burned away her shame. Mary pulled away slightly, their faces barely an inch apart. Feeling Mary's breath on her still wet lips forced her body into the only reaction it could have. Shivers.
"Don't hide it. I want to hear you."
"Yes."
Mary's hand returned to Abigail's body. It caressed her supple breasts, gentle squeezes drawing more moans from the girl. It was a strange experience. When they sung hymns, Abigail tried to hide her voice because it wasn't as good as some of the others. But here, in this room, it felt amazing to be heard. She could feel how much Mary wanted to hear her voice, and she was happy to provide.
Mary's hand went to the apex of a breast, lightly pinching a nipple between her thumb and forefinger. Abigail's breath caught in her throat, and instead released a little gasp and a slight voice crack. Before she could recover, Mary repeated the act on her other nipple, getting the same result. Abigail heard Mary chuckle slightly.
After a minute more of fondling her breasts, the hand began to make its way south. Traveling down smooth skin and causing a tingling sensation wherever it touched. It paused to have a finger trace her navel, causing a giggle to come from Abigail, which then spread to Mary.
After a breath, the hand continued slightly down and stopped below her navel.
Beating her to the punch, Abigail took both her hands and placed them on Mary's wrist, softly nudging them further down.
"Yes."
Following her approval, the hand went downward, taking Abigail's with it. When it reached her pubic hair, it caused her whole body to shiver in...
Anticipation.
It was then that she noticed how heavy Mary's breath had become despite not being the one toyed with. Mary's eyes were glued to their three hands as they continued down, staring intently. It made Abigail all the more happy to see how much Mary wanted her.
When Mary's hand touched her outer lips, Abigail could then understand what Teresa had been describing.
Just a small graze sent pleasure all throughout her body, causing her to moan louder than before. Her fingers clenched and she gripped Mary's wrist tighter. Mary did not stop.
Using three fingers, Mary traced patterns over Abigail's folds. Sometimes they would tease her outer hood, other times her sensitive inner folds, and trace her entrance.



Abigail lost what little composure she had. Her hands left Mary's wrist to clutch her arm as she was reduced to a mewling wreck. At some point she vaguely recognized Mary kissing her forehead.
As much as it shamed her, Abigail was a healthy young woman who at times succumbed to self pleasure. But this felt completely different. Entirely better. Multiplied because it was Prioress Mary who was doing it to her.
She then felt the hand stop its motions outside of her entrance. Abigail had never gone inside before. Her fear was quickly overwhelmed by her trust in Mary. Teasing her open, Mary's middle finger wiggled its way inside, drawing another gasp from Abigail. She felt her walls perform several involuntary but not unwanted actions. They quickly squeezed down on the finger, attempting to get as much contact with it as possible. She also felt herself squeeze rhythmically, as if she were trying to draw the digit in deeper like a python swallowing its prey.
Mary took it easy on Abigail, at first. The finger only moved in and out, wiggling slightly to ease Abigail open. Once open enough, Abigail felt her ring finger begin to enter her inner sanctum.
Once both fingers were in, Mary began the true fingering. Abigail nearly yelled as the fingers curled upwards and then pulled back, scraping the top of her walls. Then the fingers straightened and pushed back in at a downward angle, only to re-curl and then pull back again.
The cycle repeated and Abigail quickly felt her peak approaching. She could barely take all the foreplay, this was just too much.
In the face of all the pleasure, Abigail had lost control of her body, struggling to breathe between each moan along with her hips jerking hard several times a second at the stimulation. Mary's voice corrected her.
"Relax, Abi. Follow my hand." Taking her advice, Abigail's hips followed the motion of Mary's hand, rolling upward with the curls and returning to the bed with the penetration. "And Abi?" A slight pause as they looked at each other. "Breathe."
Following instructions, Abigail's cacophony of moans turned into labored yet controlled breaths, each exhale quick and every inhale labored as she continued to ride Mary's hand toward oblivion.
Abigail had never felt so close to anyone before in her life. The connection they shared, both emotion and physical, radiated throughout her body. Their breathing matched up and Abigail's hips matched Mary' hand. They were connected in every way possible. Body and soul.
Then Mary added her thumb to the mix. Along with the curling fingers, her thumb began firmly rubbing Abigail's clit and Abigail felt her consciousness slipping away.
Abigail's vision went white as she was sent into rapture.
Every muscle in her body tensed as pleasure freely roamed her body. Despite this tension, she was able to maintain the tempo of her hips, still following Mary's ever present fingers.
A guttural scream escaped her lips as the stimulation from outside and within sent her higher and higher above. There was only one thought in her head amidst the mind numbing pleasure. This must be heaven.
Eventually, she did come down and Mary made it a graceful descent. Her fingers slowed but did not stop, lowering the tempo in accordance with the tension of Abigail's muscles and the weakening of her aftershocks. She slowly pulled out after one clit rub too many made Abigail's body jerk. Through lidded eyes, Abigail made eye contact with Mary and watched as she brought the two glistening fingers to her mouth and sucked them dry.
Abigail was filled with renewed energy.
Mary returned her hand back to Abigail's stomach and let it rest there.
"Did you enjoy yourself?"
"Yes."
"Good." Mary planted one more kiss on Abigail's forehead, coaxing another giggle from her. "I hope you have a great rest of your night." Mary made to get up.
"Ye-" What Mary said caught up with her. "No!" She latched onto Mary tighter.
Mary's confusion showed itself in a kind smile. "As much as I would love to spend the night with you, I worry that us leaving your room in the morning may lead to some... unnecessary complications between you and your sisters."
Abigail's mind was racing. After having spent all night going along with God's plan, she had to quickly get it back up to speed. Mary was right, technically. Them being seen together would forever change the dynamics of the nunnery. But Abigail didn't all that much care as long as they were together. But then again, she was willing to let that go so as to not cause unneeded trouble for Mary. But that wasn't the main issue here.
The issue was reciprocity. She couldn't just let Mary do all these wonderful things to her, make her feel the happiest she'd been in her entire life, and just leave. Her mind searched for something, anything to get her to stay.
"Do not be deceived, God is not mocked; for whatever a man sows, this he will also reap." Mary rubbed Abigail's head for memorizing the quote.
"Galatians 6:7. But what does that ha-"
"I need to do something for you!" she blurted out. "I-I-" She couldn't just let Mary go without showing her devotion.
Abigail was silenced with a finger on her lips. Mary's face was a familiar smile that she'd only seen once before, when they confirmed their feelings for each other. One of undiluted happiness and pride. The finger didn't leave her face. While Mary spoke, it gently traced Abigail's lips, causing her to release a shaky exhale at the sensation.
"Okay, Abi. What do you want to do to me?"
Abigail stopped herself from giving the immediate answer of 'everything'. She was once again overwhelmed with the thrill of possibility and Mary picked up the slack.
"How about this?" Mary separated from Abigail, eliciting a small whimper. Mary then laid on her side. Motionless. Statuesque. Perfect. "You can do whatever you want to me."
Abigail could tell she meant it.
Where do I even begin? There was so much of her. So much to explore. Abigail started off small.
She slowly lifted her hand towards Mary's face, giving her plenty of time to change her mind if she wanted to. Seeing that Mary wasn't going to flinch away, Abigail settled on touching her cheek. In response, Mary did move. Just not away.
After a second of just Abigail's fingers grazing her cheek, Mary moved her head towards the hand until she nuzzled herself against Abigail's palm. Then she patiently waited for Abigail to continue.
Abigail was only human. All of the urges she'd repressed for the sake of passivity earlier in the night came out at once. She needed to do... something. She sat up and almost lunged towards Mary, who let out a surprised giggle.
When the dust settled, Abigail found herself on all fours above Mary, looking down at divinity personified. Mary looked up at her with the same playful smile, her hair sprawled out on the bed beneath her in a wonderful mess.
Abigail wondered if this is how the Lord felt at every moment. Looking down at this perfection at all times. It was a lot to take in.
Then the anxiety set in. She never expected to get here, so now that she was, what would she do? What could she do? She didn't want to mess this up.
Her bout of self doubt ended with Mary pulling her into another long, drawn out kiss.
"Be not afraid." Just hearing her voice was calming enough, even without the kiss. "Whatever you want to do, I'm more than happy to oblige."
Abigail just studied Mary's face in amazement. If the roles were reversed, Abigail would have melted into a puddle by now. How was Mary able to look up at her so calmly? So confident. Abigail's eyes focused on something new. Or was she?
From below, Mary's hair usually curled over in a neat, as neat as curls could be, bob. But from above, the bob was disrupted, revealing her usually hidden ears. Her extremely red ears.
One of Abigail's hands went towards one of them and she noticed a shift in Mary's expression. Her smile became set on her face, as if she was preparing to keep it in spite of another feeling. Her eyes held a small glimmer of embarrassment. Abigail grazed the top of Mary's ear with her fingertips and discovered that Mary was, in fact, human after all.
A mewl escaped Mary's mouth. Both of them paused. Abigail gazed down at Mary with a blank expression. Her ears had grown even redder, and hints of that red had now spread to her face. Her eyes held immense embarrassment with a healthy dose of regret. The woman she idolized was revealed to be just another human with a weakness. Every Achilles has his heel.
Abigail was then flooded with even more adoration. It was so much easier to picture Mary above herself. Perhaps a forgotten angel or one of god's prophets sent down from above. But seeing her now, as human as anyone else, made Abigail respect her that much more. To maintain the flaws of a human and still reach such levels of divinity and perfection was admirable, and deserved praise.
The praise came in more ear touching. Another graze netted another repressed noise. But then she caressed the top of Mary's ear, holding it softly between her fingers, and a full moan came from between her lips. Mary turned a shade darker and Abigail grew bolder. She poked, prodded, touched, pinched, and held every part of Mary's ear, finding that different places awarded her different reactions. Her favorite was that when she pinched Mary's earlobe, her mouth opened but very little sound came out, and her body shuddered.
After minutes of the overstimulation, Mary brought one of her hands to Abigail's wrist, lightly halting it.
"Isn't there anywhere else you'd like to touch me?"
Abigail could only admire Mary's face once again. Her voice trembled as it attempted to regain a fraction of the authority it held before. The face no longer held that confident smile, now twisted in pleasure and shame. Her eyes glistened as if on the verge of tears. She was nearing her breaking point.
Another version of Mary, just for her. And on top of that, the exhilarating feeling of knowing that someone as meek as herself could bring someone so great, so low. For the first time in her life, she took pity on Mary
"Yes."
Her hand left Mary's ear, on the way out dragging along and caressing her face. Abigail wished that moment would last forever.
Unlike Mary's slow descent on her body, Abigail was unable to hide her excitement. After prying her hand away from Mary's face, it shot down between their bodies, eager to please Mary further.
Her hand paused when it felt hair. Much like the head hair, it was thicker, fuller than her own. And it was moist.
She couldn't see it but Abigail imagined that Mary had to be glistening. The warm liquid was more viscous than it felt, eagerly clinging to and coating Abigail's fingers. And then she felt Mary's lips.
A lot of stimuli came to Abigail at once. Too much to appreciate any one of them properly.
Mary's already crumbling visage fell further as she gasped. Abigail was amazed that she could cause such an effect from a meager touch. Another feeling was heat. Mary's skin felt like it was on fire. So much so that if it was any other part of her body Abigail would immediately suspect a fever. Along with the heat, it felt soft. Pliable. Like her fingers could slip into the flesh at any moment.
Abigail tried to imitate what Mary had done to her. Her fingers grazed every part of Mary's garden tomb to get her bearings, all the while taking sweet pleasure in the faces and noises Mary made. Abigail wondered if she was like that when Mary had done her.
When her fingers found that sweet little love button, Mary reacted strongly. Not unlike when she had her ears touched, interestingly enough. Abigail lacked the tact and maturity that Mary had shown when the roles were reversed. She saw something that made Mary feel good and she went after it.
Her fingers sunk into the softness and she rubbed for all she was worth. Mary's entire body shook and her hips raised off the bed as an unrestrained, melodic moan echoed throughout the room.
Almost immediately a hand halted Abigail's. But before Abigail could worry, she was dragged into a passionate, ferocious kiss from below. When they separated, Mary spoke between their desperate gasps for air.
"Not so hard. But don't stop." Mary's growl surprised Abigail. And sorta scared her. But that fear mixed in with arousal as the entire mood of the room changed.
No longer was Mary a passive participant in this coupling. No longer was she content accepting Abigail's machinations without a fight. She was hot, horny, and she needed release. Something she conveyed to Abigail by pressing their bodies even closer together by grabbing a handful of the younger woman's ass. There was some pain on Abigail's end, but it only ignited her mix of apprehension and arousal until the flame roared with equal intensity to Mary's. All thoughts of propriety and godliness were gone. There was only each other and lust.
Abigail did as she was told, keeping her fingers moving with about half of the force. Mary no longer subdued herself, freely moaning and encouraging Abigail's actions. During one spike of pleasure, she'd lost her grip on Abigail's ass and went to reclaim it, causing her thumb to accidently graze against Abigail's back door as she gripped and spread the cheek.
Abigail's reaction was immediate, the sudden jolt of surprise causing her hips to push forward into Mary's own.
And once again, Mary proved just how caring she was. Even amidst the whirlwind of sin, she wanted the best for Abigail. And right now what was best for both of them was a good, hard release.
The hand that wasn't currently gripping Abigail's rear joined Abigail's own hand between them. Abigail was so focused on her ass and getting Mary off that she was caught unawares when a familiar set of fingers suddenly entered her. Though she was surprised, neither of them stopped their motions, each adapting to the other as their bodies continued to intertwine.
Abigail was now practically laying atop Mary. One of Mary's legs interlocked itself with Abigail's, locking them both together. Mary's fingers quickly continued what they had done a dozen minutes earlier, finding Abigail's internal spot and massaging along it.
As her own rapturous moan escaped her lips, Abigail's habits took over. Mary was her teacher and role model, and Abigail tried to mimic her perfection in all walks of life, including this one. Before she knew it, her own fingers were inside of Mary, her mind only vaguely recognizing the tight heat around them past her own pleasure. She too began to scrape along Mary's walls, attempting to find that same area. When it was found, the two of them became in sync, their bodies and souls matching tempos.
Mary's fingers had to pull downwards to please Abigail, causing Abigail's hips to follow, like they had earlier. Likewise, Mary's hips followed Abigail's upwards, causing their thrusts to meet in the middle. Some deep recess of Abigail's mind understood why a man would like to do this with a woman. Each time their hips met, and the pleasure spiked, she felt they were entering each other. As if they had truly become one.
With both of Mary's hands occupied with Abigial's front and rear, Abigail noticed she had one hand left. She removed it from supporting herself and allowed both of their busts to meet. The feeling of their skin, hot and sticky with sweat, touching only sent more pleasant sensations to her pussy. With her newly freed hand, she reached and cupped Mary's head, interweaving Mary's hair with her fingers. The two engaged in a rough make out session, their tongues competing for space with one another.
This continued only briefly however, as while Abigail could sense how close Mary was from the start, her own peak snuck up on her. She could feel Mary's exhalations on her face as they kissed, coming at quicker and quicker intervals while also becoming shallower. She was certain that hers were the same. Both of their hips had started to lose the rhythm a bit, more spastc jerks replacing full on thrusts.
When they both arrived at the pearly gates, only their fingers continued the rhythmic movement.
Mary's hand squeezed Abigail's ass as hard as it could as they both went over the edge. Abigail, unable to, and unwilling to, restrain herself, removed her face from the make out session. She placed her head over Mary's shoulder and her hand did the same to Mary's head as they both released unrepentant screams of ecstasy. Abigail's into the bed and Mary's ear, and Mary's into the open air as well as Abigail's ear. Both sounds assuredly escaped the room, if not echoed throughout the stone halls.
And there they laid for several wondrous moments. Their bodies against each other, tense and spasming. Both hearing the other take in breath as they rode out their respective orgasms. Both of their hands refusing to let the other come down from on high.
But like all good things, they eventually did. Their hands continued to work, but slower, drawing out every bit of pleasure from the other as they descended. The aftershocks mixed with the new pleasure causing both of their hips to jerk erratically against one another as the overstimulation drew giggles and raspy laughs out of them. Between the shaky breaths and giggles, they stole quick kisses from each other, until finally both were too tired, and too sensitive, to continue using their fingers and they both pulled out.
Wordlessly they both brought their hands to their faces. Without a word to one another, they each put their hand in the other's mouth. Abigail was surprised by her own taste, not expecting it to be as pleasant as it was, but there was someone else she wanted to taste more. And Mary couldn't have agreed more.
Mary gripped the back of Abigail's head, pulling her in with a smile worthy of a succubus. They once again locked lips, sharing the liquids with each other and moaning into their mouths as the last bit of energy and passion escaped from between them. The kissing slowed and eventually stopped as the events of the night finally caught up with them.
The last thing Abigail remembered was falling asleep on top of Mary's sticky body, with the woman herself not too far behind.
Mary's domicile, a week later.
Abigail couldn't take it anymore. She knew her faith was being tested, but even the most devout followers asked "why" every now and then, right? Even Job admitted that the things done to him were ruthless.
After that heavenly night, she woke up alone. She had been tucked neatly into her bedding and even clean clothes for the next day had been laid out on her little table. But Mary wasn't there.
True to her promise, Mary did not target any girl in particular, simply chastising them all equally for the previous night's activities. She even let them off relatively lightly, only making them do extra, nightly mass for a few days. But she never brought up what she and Abigail had done.
All of the other girls were relieved. Jocosa barely noticed the punishment because she was too busy boasting to everyone about how she could now write her name. Mary even rewarded her for learning to do so 'on her own.' Abigail noticed that Rohese and Liliana seemed to get along better, though Rohese also seemed to be a bit territorial and possessive of her fellow sister at times. Amice was the same as ever, simply blushing into infinity whenever the night in question was brought up. And though there was a wide variation in what the girls were willing to share of their respective nights, Abigail stayed quiet. So much so that everyone just assumed she hadn't done anything at all. But she had done something. And she was worried that it would have been for nought.



Throughout the week, Abigail felt that her relationship with Mary had regressed to a state even worse than before. Now, instead of just her looking away whenever their eyes met, they both did. She felt that Mary had started to make steps to ensure they were never alone. She started giving her and Jocosa, and another girl who wanted to write lessons in both groups and one on one sessions. But there was always some excuse whenever Abigail wanted a personal lesson.
Their interactions were kept brief when they happened upon one another in the hallways. Mary always had something else to take care of, something to rush to, to get away from Abigail. And Abigail could only interpret these changes as regret and shame.
She wasn't angry with Mary, but disappointed in herself. She had to have done something to make Mary feel this way. Maybe she just wasn't as competent as Mary had hoped. But whatever the reason was, Abigail was sure that Mary was one hundred percent right. Though that didn't stop it from hurting.
And so here she was, standing outside of Mary's domicile, gathering up all her courage to knock on the door.
"The Lord is my light and my salvation-- whom shall I fear? The Lord is the stronghold of my life-- of whom shall I be afraid?" She muttered under her breath as she stared at the door. She took a deep breath. And then continued pacing.
"Be strong and courageous and do the work. Do not be afraid or discouraged, for the Lord God, my God is with you. He will not fail you or forsake you until all the work for the service of the temple of the Lord is finished." She muttered even quieter. But it helped her find that bit of courage. God wasn't going to open the door for her. But he would be with her when she did. Abigail knocked.
"Come in." The muffled voice of the woman she loved came from the wood.
Abigail opened the door and stepped inside, closing it behind her. As she closed the door, she could hear the small gasp Mary let out.
"W-what can I do for you, Abigail?" Another pang of sadness. Since that night, she hadn't been called 'Abi' once.
Abigail didn't answer just yet. Keeping her head down, she took a seat in the chair placed in front of the desk. She didn't speak. Couldn't speak. God's will had pushed her into the room, but she'd lost it now that she was there. She fumbled with her robe, grabbing handfuls of it in her lap. There were so many things to tell her. So many things to ask her. Too many things she felt about her. Abigail began to cry.
As her eyes blurred and large tears met her hands in her lap, Abigail heard Mary rise from her chair.
"Abi, what's wrong?" The moniker caused Abigail to look up. The concern behind the words seemed real. The worry on her face as she rounded the table seemed real. Everything seemed real. But if that was the case, then... then...
"Why?" The words came out in a whimper that escaped Abigail's lips.
Mary knelt down and embraced Abigail. Her body moved on its own, leaning into the hug and giving into her feelings. For several minutes Mary held Abigail, letting her sob into her arms. Eventually, Abigail stopped crying. Mary gave it another minute before she asked,
"Why what?"
"Why have you... you... forsaken me?" She felt Mary's body stiffen.
The only response she got was a sudden and rough kiss from the woman. At first Abigail was surprised, but she quickly melted into it. Mary's arms shifted on her back. One hand shafted downward, holding the small of her back and pulling them closer together. Her hands went from comforting to possessive. All of the feelings from that night came back to Abigail. When their lips parted, both were panting slightly.
"Abi, I have never, and will never forsake you."
"Then why-" Mary wasn't done.
"Abi, listen to me." Mary's hands firmly held the sids of Abigail's face. Abigail's mind sharpened. Mary sounded deathly serious. "I'm never going to give you up."
A kiss.
"I will never let you down."
A kiss.
"I'll never run around or desert you."
A kiss.
"I never again want to make you cry, or say goodbye."
A longer kiss.
"And I'll never tell you a lie or hurt you."
The longest kiss yet.
"I'm so sorry, Abi." Abigail was stunned to say the least. She could tell that Mary meant every word of what she had said, but if that was the case, then-
"Why?"
"Abi. You mean so much to me. That night we shared together was the best night of my life. You, and everything about you, are perfect."
"Then wh-"
"I want you, Abi. I want you the same way I had you that night. Every night I dream of reliving those moments with you. Every time I see you, I can barely contain myself. When our eyes meet, the fire within me roars." Abigail could feel the truth in the word on her skin. As Mary spoke, seemingly unconsciously, her hands has begun exploring Abigail's body. One of them threatened to slip underneath her robe.
"But I can't give into these feelings, Abi. When I look at you, I feel every sin at once. I want to waste days away simply being by your side. A righteous fury burns in me whenever I see you with another. My loins ache when I see your form." Mary seemed to struggle with how to convey her monumental feelings. "In only a minor exaggeration Abi, I wish to devour you whenever I lay my eyes on you. But I can't. I-" It was Abigail's turn to interrupt her.
Abigail stopped her speech with a deep kiss of her own, trying to translate all of her happiness into the small gesture. Mary hadn't been avoiding her out of shame. She had been avoiding her out of worry. She still cared. She had always cared. Abigail's breath was soft and ragged when she ended the kiss, feeling much like she had during that fateful night.
"Then do it." She saw Mary's eyebrows raise and what little restraint she had left lifting. "Devour me. Kiss me. Hug me. Lay with me whenever you please. In the classroom. In the hallway. Even in the middle of a lesson, I will always be ready to accept you. I am yours, Mary. Yours to use whenever and however you wish. In this world, there is only me and you." In her effort to convey her feelings, she defaulted to the one thing she was good at, though it was slightly modified.
Abigail 22:36
"I shall love you, Mary, my Prioress with all my heart, with all my soul, and with all my mind."
Mary didn't miss a beat. As she closed the distance for another kiss and her hand finally snaked its way under Abigail's robe, she whispered upon Abigail's lips.
"Amen."
Dare I say this is my best work yet.
As usual, comment about what you liked and what you think could have been done better.
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Follies of Youth:
Amirah's car, just under a year after graduation:
The evening drive home was filled with the usual hum-drum thoughts. Why are these young ladies so resistant to proper etiquette? Why can't they just behave? How come everything worthwhile in life only feels worthwhile after the fact?
Her thoughts were interrupted by her ringtone. It seemed Shani was calling. She accepted the call.
"Hello, Shani." Her polite greeting was met with hyper enthusiasm.
"Hey Amirah! I-" the sentence was cut off with a fit of laughter. "Stop that! Ha ha. Lacey, stop!" Hearing her laughter brought a smile to Amirah's face. She felt a bit of the work fatigue melt away.
"Is something the matter Shani?"
"No. It's just-" she stifled some laughter. "Lacey keeps making this stupid face and it's distracting. Anywa-NO! Put that down! Sto-" Amirah heard the impact of something near the phone. Probably a pillow or something.
The noise on the other end then seemed to get more physical as the giggles were now joined by Lacey's along with the sounds of a struggle. Between the laughter and grunting Shani was able to get out some words.
"Get off! Lace-Ha ha. Lacey, please!" Amirah planned to let the interaction play its course but after a full minute of nonstop tomfoolery she interrupted the two of them.
"Was there something you wanted Shani?" For a brief second the struggle stopped. Amirah believed that they had truly forgotten they had called her.
"Um... I forgot. Love you!" The line clicked and Amirah was back to listening to the radio. A large smile on her face at the insanity of two of her top students and she prayed she wasn't that silly when she was their age. Hopefully.
She looked beyond her happiness and their happiness to all of the students she'd ever taught. She hoped that each and every one of them got to experience the happiness that she just heard on the phone.
She may have been their strict lecturer, but what is youth without a little fun?
Domestic Dispute 2, Dispute Harder
Amirah's apartment, bedroom, 9pm, after marriage:
Amirah sat in bed with her glasses on, flipping through a book by the light of a lamp. A foot or two away from her though, her younger consorts were locked in a one-sidedly heated struggle.
It seemed that before bed Shani had a sip or two of some alcohol, and when she drinks she becomes affectionate. Amirah likes it just fine but Lacey... According to her it's a blatant attempt to 'disrupt the natural order' or something. Amirah never cared to ask her to clarify. And so the two of them were engaged in a wrestling match. Shani's arms were wrapped around her wife and her face was nuzzled into Lacey's modest bust. Lacey was busy squirming and pushing in vain to get Shani to release her.
"Get off!" Lacey's voice came out more as a whine than a command.
"No, I'm loving you." Shani replied matter of factly, not phased by her wife's resistance.
The struggling continued for a while more as Amirah licked her finger and turned the page of her book.
"Go away you stupid bitch!"
Unperturbed by her wife's words, Shani began to recant the hit song by Michete, Stupid Girl.
"I'm a stupid girl! I'm a dumb bitch!" Amirah ignored their bickering until Shani got a bit further into the song. "Don't you love me? Don't you love me?"
"No!" Lacey snapped.
"I'm your wife. You have to love me."
Amirah chimed in, nonchalantly. "Lacey, love your Shani."
Lacey's face and petulance turned towards Amirah. "No!" Amirah looked away from her book with a raised eyebrow. Lacey shrunk a little before returning to trying to remove her wife from her person.
Follies of Youth 2
Amirah's office, months after graduation:
Amirah was enjoying her lunch break when she got a call from Shani. The screen looked weird amd upon answering it she found it was one of those video calls all the young people enjoyed walking around and ruining everyone else's day with. Why can't they just use the telegram like a normal person?
On her screen was Shani's face, and from the peripheral view Amirah could see that she was laying stomach down on one of the couches.
"Hi Amirah!"
"Hello, Eyani." Shani turned the camera to show Lacey curled up on another couch scrolling through her phone, sucking on a lollipop.
"Say hi, Lacey."
Lacey looked up from her phone and gave a half hearted greeting. Shani's face then resumed dominating the screen.
"Anyway, we wanted to know what you wanted for dinner. We were thinking about this new restau-" Shani abruptly stopped and looked over towards where Lacey was sitting. Amirah heard Lacey's patented giggle for when she got on one of their nerves. Shani looked back at the phone amd continued speaking. This time, Amirah heard it.
"So anyway we were thinking-"
"So anyway we were thinking-" Lacey was putting on a mockery of Shani's voice and repeating what she said.
Shani once again looked off screen. "Lacey!" Another burst of laughter from the Brit.
After what Amirah assumed was a stare down - she could perfectly picture the little smirk on Lacey's face - Shani attempted to finish asking her about dinner.
She made it a few more words before Lacey started copying her again. Shani had had enough.
"Alright, do that again and I'm going to come over there and love the shit out of you!" That shut Lacey's maniacal laughter right up. "That's what I thought."
Shani turned back to the screen.
"Finally. So we were thinking about this Italian pla-" Shani was once again interrupted from off screen, though this time it wasn't a mockery but a single word.
Lacey put on a bratty voice and simply said, "Bitch."
Shani dropped the phone and left Amirah staring at the ceiling as she got off the couch. Amriah heard her mutter, "You little..."
Lacey screamed like a kid in trouble and yelled, "I didn't even do it that time!"
Amirah heard Lacey burst into uncontrollable laughter and screaming while she heard noises off screen of what presumably was whatever "loving her" meant.
Already knowing how long their play fighting would take, Amirah sighed and hung up midway through the third or fourth squeal from Lacey and opened her laptop to resume entering in grades.
Domestic Dispute with a Vengeance
Penthouse bedroom, 9pm, months after graduation
The three turned in early because of a minor mishap. Said mishap being that Shani and Amirah may have had one or two glasses of wine too many.
Amirah wasn't much different besides having slightly more vulgarity and immaturity to her usual seductiveness, but Shani was in cuddle overdrive. In a not-seen-very-often moment of acceptance, Lacey browsed her phone while she allowed Shani to cuddle her. Amirah was about a foot or two away, dozing softly.
Amirah was disturbed from her slumber with the familiar sound of fidgeting and annoyed Lacey noises.
She groaned and called out, "Lacey, what's wrong?" She didn't bother opening her eyes.
"Shani keeps trying to leave hickies on my chest!" Lacey huffed out, clearly preoccupied trying to stop her girlfriend.
"But you like it when I suck your titties." Shani partly slurred, happy to be snuggling with Lacey.
"You're gonna ruin my skin!" Lacey's tolerance for her drunk girlfriend was waning fast.
Shani just whined. "But I love sucking your body! Your pee pee, your lips, and especially your itty bitty titties."
That was the final straw for Lacey, "Get off. No! Go away!"
Amirah could feel by the shift of the bed that Lacey had succeeded in driving Shani off.
"Amiraaaaah!" Shani sniffled and whined at her treatment from Lacey.
Amirah groaned and flipped onto her side, opening her arms. "Yes, yes. Come here." Shani crawled over and began snuggling Amirah, squeezing a bit too hard. She buried her face in Amirah's cleavage as she pouted. "You can suck on my pee pee or titties whenever you want."
"Really?"
"Mmhmm."
Shani laid a few kisses on Amirah's bust and muttered to herself. "Biggy titty."
"It's okay, you're safe from that teeny weeny meany."
Lacey scoffed from across the bed.
She's a Lacey
Alright, this one's gonna have to test your imagination along with needing supplementary material. If you don't know Tom Jones, congrats, now you do. Listen to "She's a Lady", the original/younger version, (or don't) to get how these lyrics are supposed to play out. (I also recommend playing it while you read the lyrics).
Now, imagine this is a cheesy 70's-80's music video. I'm talking just a set that's an obvious green screen with the performers awkwardly singing in a colorful void. Got it? Good.
Now for this performance, there's Amirah in a tasteful yet sexy high slit dress with a microphone in hand. She is singer "A".
The other person on screen is Shani, dressed like Tom Jones himself, complete with tight slacks, a satin button down that is slightly too tight with plenty of cleavage and the big belt. She is singer "S".
Their singing can be as bad or as good as you desire but they are definitely putting in the emotion you hear from Tom Jones' voice.
The band (not on screen) is Asad with the tasty guitar licks and the rest of Shani's bothers.
The background singers are Nadia and Madison, also in tasteful outfits and they only fade into frame when their parts come up. Designated as "chorus."
"All" means both singers and chorus.
Lastly, there will be mini descriptions of scenes/images between the lyrics. Imagine these show up on the green screen/void while they sing. Kinda like they are singing over a clip from America's Funniest Videos. None of the videos have audio.
I know this may be a lot to throw at you but hey, there is only so much I can convey through this medium.
Enjoy the song that has looped in my head for days now.
A: Well, she's all you'd ever want, she's the kind they'd like to flaunt and take to dinner.
The three of them out for a night on the town.
S: Well she always knows her place. She's got style, she's got grace, she's a winner.
Lacey following proper manners at a dinner table, looking adorable.
A: She's a Lacey.
S: Whoa, whoa, whoa she's a Lacey.
A: Talkin' about that little Lacey.
Candid photo of Lacey.
S: And the Lacey is mine.
Picture Lacey and Shani kissing or something.
A: Well, she's never in the way. Always something nice to say, oh what a blessing.
Lacey and Amirah cuddling and Lacey obviously saying some vile dirty talk.
S: I can leave her on her own. Knowing she's okay alone, and there's no messing.
Lacey passed out on the couch, possibly drooling.
S and Chorus: She's a Lacey.
A and Chorus: Whoa, whoa, whoa she's a Lacey.
S: Talkin' about that little Lacey.
Another candid photo of Lacey.
A: And the Lacey is mine.
Lacey and Amriah sleeping, cuddled together.
Chorus starts harmonizing in background
S: Oh, she never asks for very much, and I don't refuse her.
Shani hands Lacey a snack and she happily scarfs it down.
A: Always treat her with respect, I never would abuse her.
Amirah kisses the top of Lacey's head while cuddling.
S: What she's got is hard to find, and I don't wanna lose her.
A: Help me build a mountain from my little pile of clay.
All: Hey, hey, hey.
S: Well, she knows what I'm about. She can take what I dish out, and that's not easy.
Video of Lacey obviously disgruntled/pouting at Shani lovingly cuddling her.
A: Well, she knows me through and through, and she knows just what to do, and how to please me.
Video of Lacey all over Amirah and leaving hickeys on her neck.
All: She's a Lacey
S: Whoa, whoa, whoa she's a Lacey Chorus:(na, na, na, na)
A: Talkin' about that little Lacey (ooh-ooh-ooh)
S and A: And the Lacey is mine.
Image of the three of them together.
For this next sequence, just a slideshow of cute and funny Lacey pictures as they sing their hearts out.
A: Yeah, yeah, yeah, she's a lady Chorus: (la-la-la-la-la)
S: Oh, oh, oh, she's a lady Chorus: (la-la-la-la-la)
A: Listen to me people, she's a lady Chorus: (la-la-la-la-la)
S: Hey, hey, hey, hey, she's a lady
A: Whoa, whoa, whoa, she's a lady Chorus: (la-la-la-la-la)
S: Talkin' about the little lady Chorus: (she's a lady la-la-la-la-la)
A: Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa she's a lady Chorus: (la-la-la-la-la)
S: Yeah, yeah, yeah, she's a lady Chorus: (la-la-la-la-la)
A: Oh, oh, oh, she's a lady
S: I can't live without my little lady
All: Oh, oh, oh, she's a lady
VIdeo fades to black. In the reflection of the screen is the trio's penthouse.
The camera then pans from the television to the rest of the living room. Birthday decorations all around as friends and family crowd on the couches, having just watched the homemade music video. Everyone claps or cheers at the performance. All but Lacey who, seated in the middle of all this, has gone red and curled up into a tight little ball of embarrassment.
Lonely Little Lacey
I had this idea after not sleeping and it is one of the best things ever. Enjoy this informative children's book.
Little Lacey lived a life of loneliness.
She grew up in a big house with lots of people, but never had a friend.
She did her very best to be a good girl for mommy and daddy.
But she could never make them happy enough.
Little Lacey was alone for over two decades.
One day, Little Lacey met Heavenly Headmistress and her life changed.
Little Lacey was no longer alone, and she gained more than just a friend.
They loved each other very much.
Some things happened and soon she met Slut Shani.
And then Little Lacey met Slut Shani's friends.
Little Lacey's list of friends grew bigger!
Little Lacey was drowning in "friendship."
One day, Little Lacey felt lonely again.
Heavenly Headmistress was at work and Little Lacey missed her.
Slut Shani came over to help but Little Lacey wanted Heavenly Headmistress.
Later, Little Lacey noticed that Slut Shani was sad.
Slut Shani was sad because she felt lonely.
But Little Lacey was confused.
How could Slut Shani be lonely when Little Lacey was right there?
Then Little Lacey understood.
Little Lacey had been treating Slut Shani how all the people in her big house had treated Little Lacey.
Little Lacey felt really bad and apologized to Slut Shani.
They kissed and hugged and made up the way adults do..
Neither of them felt lonely then.
Heavenly Headmistress came home, and they found out that she had been the true lonely one.
Heavenly Headmistress had spent the whole day at work away from both of them.
They made sure to add her to the cuddle and make her feel loved.
And no one was lonely anymore.

The end.

A Peaceful Life.
Sometime after marriage, apartment:
Another long day under her belt, Amirah walked into the apartment. Judging by the silence, Shani and Lacey weren't in the living room or kitchen. It didn't matter, they'd turn up eventually.
After taking off her shoes she dragged herself to the bedroom, eager to take off her nylons and brassiere. When she emerged, she was in a shirt that was too big and some sweatpants. She fixed herself a glass of white wine and collapsed onto the couch with a sigh.
On cue, Lacey materialized beside her, cuddled up against her and hugging her midsection. Amirah threw an arm around Lacey and kissed her on the top of her head.
"Where's your wife?"
"The gym."
Amirah just hummed in response.
A more peaceful experience has never been documented. Relaxing after a hard day's work, coupled up with one of the people you love. Though nothing lasts forever. Amirah's attention was drawn from her wine and Lacey's warmth to another feeling down below.
"Lacey."
"What?" The blonde sounded as innocent as could be.
"What are you doing?" Amirah took another sip of her wine.
"Giving you a massage." It was a partial truth. Really all Lacey was doing was rubbing Amirah's cock over the sweatpants.
"Alright then."
Minutes later
Amirah let out another sigh, sinking further into the couch, both arms laid over the back of it. Lacey was no longer on her side, now positioned on her knees between Amirah's spread legs. Amirah took a deep gulp of her wine as a small shudder shook her body.
This may have been a contender for the most peaceful experience ever. All one needed was a couch, a glass of wine, and a small English woman who knew how to suck a mean dick.
Wake Up Call
Amirah was roused from her sleep by a strange yet familiar sensation.
As her consciousness grew, she felt a heavy weight beside her and on her arm. She turned her head and opened her eyes to be met with the enrapturing visage of Shani's face sleeping soundly on her arm. She bent her elbow and lightly brushed some of her hair, taking pleasure in her beauty. But that's not all she took pleasure from.
Another bout of the feeling came. Something warm and slimy across her skin.
With her free hand she peeled back the covers to reveal Lacey, taking long, deliberate licks of her cock. Amirah was almost as annoyed as she was aroused.
She whispered, as to not wake Shani.
"Lacey! What did we tell you about waking us up like this?" In response, Lacey shrunk a little, taking great guilt in the situation.
"Sorry..." Lacey began to withdraw from Amirah's crotch but Amirah's free hand stopped her, taking a fistful of hair and pulling her cheek against the cock.
"I didn't say you could stop." Amirah's annoyance was heavily laced with the need to cum. "Finish what you started."
Ten Commandments Cont.
2. Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image
Apartment, 3 months after graduation:
Amirah didn't know what to expect as she unlocked the door. The last few hours of work and the drive home had been anxiety ridden since Shani sent her a single text and didn't respond to any follow ups from her.
Help.
When she did call, the brief interaction was her ear being blasted by the sounds of a yelling Lacey in the background.
What she did find was Shani and Lacey cuddling on the couch. But upon closer inspection she could see that Shani was restraining the tiny woman.
Lacey looked furious. Not her usual annoyance when things don't go her way, but actually upset. And Shani looked scared.
"Let me go." Lacey's voice was as cold as it was calm.
"No, you'll be mean to me."
"You deserve it."
Amirah kicked off her heels and sat on the couch across from them, taking a deep breath to prepare for whatever this was.
"What happened?"
Her question was met with immediate, incomprehensible noise as the two of them started yelling over each other. She winced a bit at the sound and raised a hand to silence them. After quieting them, she saw just how upset Lacey was at being restrained and now silenced.



"Lacey."
'What?" Her tone would be overlooked for now.
"Would you be happier if Shani released you?"
"Yes."
"Do you promise not to... 'be mean' to her if she does?"
"No." Always being difficult.
"What if I held you?" A pause.
"Maybe."
"Alright, Shani, bring her here." Shani carefully shuffled herself and Lacey off the couch, making sure not to lose her grip on Lacey. She then walked over to Amirah and bent down some. Amirah opened her arms. Slowly, Shani opened her arms.
Once there was enough leeway, Lacey wiggled out and Shani flinched. But instead of 'being mean,' Lacey kept to her pseudo-word and climbed into Amirah's lap, her lower half sideways across Amirah's legs and her arms looped around Amirah's neck. Amirah's own hands wrapped firmly around Lacey's midsection as Shani quickly retreated back to the other couch, sitting up straight and folding her hands in her lap.
Amirah could feel the tension in Lacey's body dissipate slightly as she settled into her arms, but not all the way. She wondered what could possibly have gotten Lacey this wound up?
"Now we are going to do this one at a time, okay?" Both Lacey and Shani nodded at her. "Good. Lacey, what happened?"
"She embarrassed me in front of her family." The words of the sentence didn't scare Amirah as much as her tone did. Instead of screaming like she had earlier, she pouted.
To the uninitiated, this may have sounded like a simple pout. It may have even looked cute. But coming from someone who pouted often, and usually about petty things, both Amirah and Shani could read the seething anger just beneath the surface.
"I didn't mean to!" Shani spoke up in self defense but was silenced by a look from both of them.
"And how did she do that?"
"She shared an unflattering picture of me and they made fun of me!" And there it was. Now the anger made sense. If Lacey valued anything in life besides her relationship with the two of them, it was being cute. Even when she was whispering the most depraved shit before sex, she somehow made it adorable. Whenever they went into public, she looked as good as she could. Shani had committed a grave sin. Amirah waited for more but it seemed that was all Lacey had to say on the issue. She turned her attention to Shani.
"Shani, what happened?"
"Well... I just - we were - she-..." Shani stammered for a few moments before Amirah realized why. She looked down and caught Lacey glaring as hard as she could at Shani. To stop it, one of Amirah's hands took Lacey's chin and turned her face around, pushing it into her bust. Without the distraction, Shani spoke clearer.
"I had woken up first and I thought Lacey looked cute sleeping. So I took a picture and shared it with my brothers." Another key to the puzzle.
Lacey was an adorable, elegant creature at all times. All times except when sleeping. Amirah had never seen anything like it. Much like a toddler, Lacey could fall asleep at the drop of a hat and seemingly in any position, sometimes in positions that would put contortionists to shame.
Amirah hypothesized that this was because of her drive to be perfect. Having spent her entire life trying to be the best she could ever be to impress her parents, Amirah thought that the only time she could every truly relax was sleeping. At times it could be cute and others... not so much.
"And then they..." Shani's voice trailed off and her eyes turned away. Amirah returned Lacey's face to her bust.
"They may have memed it a bit."
"A bit!? They made fun of me!" Lacey's outburst was followed by Amirah petting Lacey's head to calm her down. Lacey lowered her bristles and relaxed into the cuddle a bit more as she let out an annoyed huff.
"Okay then. Would you mind showing me?"
"No!" Lacey rejected the notion immediately. She would never willingly let Amirah see her in an unflattering light. Though it wasn't like Amirah hadn't seen her asleep ad infinitum anyway but that was beside the point.
"Lacey, I can't help if I don't know what's going on."
"...Fine."
"Shani, if you would." Shani approached them again, gingerly handing Amirah her phone. It took everything in Amirah's power to not burst out laughing.
The original picture was cute enough. Well, cute to anyone that's not the subject of the photo. Lacey was face down in a pillow, a stream of drool coming from her face and flowing down the pillow. The light of of the afternoon sun perfectly peeked through the blinds to illuminate her peaceful sleep.
There were no words spoken from anyone in the groupchat, just images in reply. The first was just one of them hastily edited large, sloppy 'Z's coming from the her head. Another was a several second video of the image with exaggerated snoring sounds. The third was where the real production came in. One of the brothers photoshopped Lacey to be Sleeping Beauty, complete with Madison, Nadia, and Shani being the three fairies and Amirah made to be Maleficent. There were many other edits, but the coup de grace was the Snow White edit. Complete with poorly drawn birds fluttering around her head, all of Shani's brothers' faces were put on the 8 dwarves, Shani was the evil witch, and Amirah was the queen. It was surprisingly good work considering that all of the replies came within ten minutes of Shani sending the image.
Amirah could see how Lacey could misconstrue the replies, having been not only an only child, but also emotionally starved for most of her life.
"Lacey, it's fine."
"No its no-"
"This is how they show their love. You've seen how they treat Shani, right? They make fun of her all the time. This light teasing is how they show they like you." There was a long pause as Lacey considered her words. It was obvious to Amirah that Lacey could see the truth to her words. But that didn't mean that she had to like it. She crossed her arms and looked away.
"I hate them." This pout was genuine. Amirah kissed her forehead.
"And now you know how Shani feels. Now, do you hate Shani?"
"... No."
"Do you love Shani?"
"Yes." Still pouting.
"Then say it."
"I love her."
"No. Say it to her." Lacey sighed and looked at Shani.
"I love you."
"I love you too Lacey." Amirah was satisfied.
"Good. now go take a nap Lacey, you're cranky." Before Lacey could interject, "Calm down. I'll make sure Shani doesn't take any more compromising images. Now go, shoo." Amirah placed Lacey on the floor and nudged her towards the bedroom. After one more glare at Shani, she did what she was told. Amirah turned her attention fully to Shani.
"Now Shani." She got up and crossed the space, setting herself next to Shani. "You have to be smarter than that."
"What?"
"Obviously she looks adorable sleeping. But you don't show her the pictures." Shani began picking up what she was putting down.
"Oooooh."
"So... you got any more?"
"Maybe." Amirah pulled out her phone.
"I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
"Deal."
1. You shall hold no other gods before me.
(I could have written something for this but I think this moment is too perfect to not reuse. Taken from chapter 11.)
After the fun had been had, all that remained were the memories. Without the feelings to sustain the pleasure, all that she could recall were the words. And shame. Not the exciting, body tingling shame, but the real, societal shame.
Before she could sink fully into the darkness, a light brought her back. Lacey's face appeared above her like an angel. Once again her blond hair refracted the light to create a heavenly visage as the blue eyes looked down at her. Lacey's hand cupped her face, her thumb traced Shani's lower lip in an expression of compassionate ownership.
"I love you, Shani." All the negative emotions left her in that instant. What was there to be ashamed of? This was who she was. She was a whore, yes. But she was her whore. And as long as they loved each other, what everyone else thought didn't matter. She could do a lot worse than Lacey. She cared for her possessions. "Who do you belong to Shani?"
The word left her mouth instantly. Softly, she said, "You."
Lacey slipped a hand under her head, cradling it. "Louder."
She spoke in a normal tone. "You." Shani sensed motion from her side.
A loud sound rang out in the classroom. Shani felt a lightning bolt of pain, followed by heat on her face. There was no warning. It looks as if Lacey's hand hadn't even moved. Lacey just looked at her with the same look, as if nothing had happened. "I said louder."
Shani was paralyzed for a few moments. It took a second for what had happened to set in. But when it did, it felt as if gas had been poured on the flames of her love. Lacey cared enough to discipline a lowly whore like her. She almost screamed, "You!"
Then Lacey gripped her hair again. Less forceful than before but still firm. Her head was faced towards Professor Amirah. She could see the large tent in her skirt and she remembered that her night wasn't over.
Headmistress' classroom
Lacey held the head still as she looked Headmistress in the eyes. "Now. Tell her who you belong to."
Shani almost couldn't get the words out. She stumbled in the beginning but sounded more confident by the time she finished, starting out as a question but ending as a statement. "I-I...I belong to Lacey."
Lacey kept her eyes locked with Headmistress'. "And don't you forget it."
As usual, comment on what you liked and what you didn't like.
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Chapter 5: Fitness Consultation
After performing his "self-care," HR blissfully fell asleep, excited for the next day. That was, until he received a call from an unknown number.
Still half asleep, HR brought his phone up to his ear. "Hel-"
"Hilbane!" A familiar and excited voice emanated from the phone, pounding his ear drum and waking him up instantly.
"Lai Chan? How did you get my number?" While it was entirely pleasant, the sudden phone call was still a surprise.
"Allison gave it to me." How the fuck did she have his number? "Anyway, I did it!"
He wasn't exactly sure how to respond to that but she seemed rather excited to tell him. "Congratulations...?"
"It was hard at first because I'm used to you being here and you aren't but then I used your shirt and everything worked out!" She used his what?
"My shirt?"
"Yeah, you left it here." HR remembered he arrived home with less than what he left with. In his hurry to leave before he did something they would both regret, and to get home to do what he knew she was doing, he left his gym bag in her room.
The endless possibilities of what one could get up to with their lover's garments were coursing through his mind. He wondered what her preference would be. "What, uh, what did you do with it?"
"It smells like you, so I smelled it while I masturbated. It was sorta like you were here with me." She sounded almost proud of herself for coming up with the workaround for his absence.
HR tried as hard as he could to ignore the implication that just his smell could rile her up. He failed.
"Well," he cleared his throat, "I'm proud of you, Lai Chan. Good job." Congratulating someone on something most are ashamed to admit even happens was an interesting feeling. He tended to get a lot of interesting feelings in his interactions with Lai Cha- his girlfriend. There was one now. Lai Chan, in all her glory, was his girlfriend. His goofy smile joined what he could only assume was her own on the other end of the line.
"Thanks! See you tomorrow!" And then the line was dead. Just a quick check in about her masturbatory habits to cap off the night. Nothing weird there. HR took care of himself to the thought of her smelling his shirt before returning to sleep.
---
Awaking from his sweet dreams, HR was excited to make even sweeter memories with his girlfriend. After his workout, of course.
After escaping his mother's smothering love, and a quick brunch, he was out of the house and headed to the gym, trying his best not to skip due to the sheer amount of mirth in his body.
For once, HR was actually looking forward to going to the gym. No longer was it a place he went to get bullied for several hours at a time. Now it stood as a monument to the feelings he and Lai Chan shared. The thought that he wouldn't see her there put a small damper on his smile, but the knowledge that he'd see her after made it a-okay. Even the thought of dealing with his three most active harassers couldn't harsh his vibe.
Once again, he made it all but three steps into the gym before someone called out to him.
"Oh, what the fuck are you doing here!?" The head trainer looked up from watching two more experienced members of the gym spar and locked onto HR. He tucked his clipboard under his armpit and stomped over to the scared elf. HR thought everyone liked him, despite their bullying. This less than warm reception confused him.
"I'm doing my work out...?" He stated the obvious, even more confused at how his honest answer seemed to make the man angrier.
"No you aren't. I told you and your little girlfriend-" Panic rose in him. He didn't know why, but his immediate response was to deny.
"She's not my girlfrie-"
"Oh, blow it out your ass HR. I don't give a damn about what you two get up to outside of our sessions, as long as it's not her using that damn home gym when she should be resting!"
"But you told her not to. She wouldn't-"
"Yes the fuck she would! She's worked out through an injury before and I have no doubt in my mind she'd do it again. Which is why I told you to go with her and make sure she didn't."
"But-but why me? What am I supposed to-"
"For the love of- are you blind? She follows you around like a lovesick puppy. She won't listen to me, but she'll listen to you. Or at least be too distracted trying to get into your pants to work out. I don't care what you do. But make sure she doesn't touch a weight or do even a single sit up. I can't have my best fighter getting sick before a title match."
The look in the trainer's eyes left no room for discussion. And HR understood where he was coming from, slightly. Despite all the pretenses of keeping her healthy for the fight, he really did care for her like a daughter. In his own way. Like teaching her to fight so that she would get hurt as little as possible in the octagon... that he put her in. He cared for her.
Going two for two to making a scene by merely entering the premises, HR turned and walked back out the door, making sure to not look anywhere but the exit for fear of meeting Jazmin's eyes. He could feel the glare on his back as he left.
Having no need for his work out clothes anymore, and the want to look sort of presentable to her family, HR quickly returned home and switched into jeans and an open button down with a t-shirt underneath. He tried not to look too excited as he walked to Lai Chan's place.
He arrived at her place in the early afternoon and was let in by one of the estate's many servants. He felt a bit awkward that they knew his name, but having been there now three times in three days, he figured it would make sense that he'd be known. They, rightly, assumed he was there to see Lai Chan and lead him straight to her.
He found her eating breakfast with her two younger sisters, one of whom wasn't very pleased to see him.
"Oh come the fuck on!" Veronica yelled, almost throwing down the fork and knife she was using to eat her omelet. In stark contrast, Lai Chan shot out of her chair and hugged him, leaving her bowl of cereal behind.
"Boyfriend!" She squealed while squeezing him a bit too hard. While being constricted, HR noticed a pungent yet familiar smell. The smell of the gym. The smell of old sweat and body odor. It was then he realized that she was currently wearing his shirt from yesterday. Some joke about them having advanced to the stage where she wears his stuff already was quickly sidelined in favor of him remembering what she had done with that very shirt. He wondered if the smell of it made her horny right now.
In any case, his moment of introspection was interrupted by her separating herself just enough to look him in the eye.
"What are you doing here?"
"Coach wanted me to make sure you didn't work out. On account of you being sick and all." It was Mai Fan's turn to say something.
"You're sick?" Lai Chan turned around and shushed her with mild panic.
"No... we just had to tell my trainer that for... reasons." Mai Fan gasped and Veronica's mood switched from fury to fully incredulous as she looked from Lai Chan to him.
"No, seriously. What the fuck is your dick made of? You got her to lie!? To get out of training?" Judging by her tone and what HR knew of his girlfriend, he could put together that both of those things didn't happen too often, if at all.
"No - well yes, but we had a very good reason." A reason that he realized he couldn't say out loud. "... a reason that I realize I can't tell you but trust me, it was a good one. Anyway, he's just worried about her being ready for the upcoming match."
That got a rise out of Lai Chan. She snapped out of her panic as if she just remembered she was going up for the title soon.
"That's right!" She removed herself from HR's person, a little too willingly for his liking, and moved to leave the room.
"Where are you going?" She looked at him as if she were worried about his mental capacity.
"To my room, duh. I need to train." She then gasped as an idea hit her. "Since you're here, we can train together!" She moved back towards him, reaching for his shoulder.
As much as personal training with her that he believed would one hundred percent turn into sexy time was appealing, his fear of her coach outweighed his desire to touch her inappropriately. He liked going to their gym and did not want to be kicked out for being too horny. Luckily, he had an idea that let him spend time with her and not go against the wishes of the almighty gym.
He intercepted her outstretched hand, lacing his fingers with hers. He closed the gap between them, her momentum causing her to crash into him. He placed a hand on her hip and used that force to spin them around. Once stopped, they looked, or at least he hoped they looked, as if seconds away from performing a world class tango.
The impromptu move had the effect he desired. It definitely stunned Lai Chan, whose face was now flushed with wide eyes. He was pleasantly reminded of her naturally cool skin as her fingers slowly but firmly closed around his hand. He heard Mai Fan let out some sort of half gasp-half squeak combo as she covered her mouth. The noise of pure disgust that left Veronica was the final indicator that he had done something right. HR inwardly congratulated himself on being somewhat smooth, even if it was as cheesy as that.
Though an equal part of himself sighed in relief. He went into that fully expecting her training to kick in and to eat a hip throw or something from Lai Chan.
"Ooooor..." he trailed off, trying to milk his sudden burst of faux charisma for all it was worth. Lai Chan followed along, almost in a trance.
"Or?"
"We could use this free time and go on a date." He expected her to scream yes and maybe hug him again. Followed by a minute or two of pure excitement. He got exactly one of those things.
"Yes!" The excitement in her eyes almost blinded him just as her scream almost deafened him. She once again separated them and sprinted out of the room, on her way out calling, "Wait here while I get ready!" And with that, she was gone.
Veronica sighed and pushed past HR, deliberately bumping him and mumbling under her breath, "Lame ass..." Mai Fan took off as well, seemingly after Lai Chan. With nothing better to do, HR went to sit in a free chair and ignore their unfinished breakfasts on the table.
Before he could, however, alarm bells rang in his head and every hair on his body stood up. He took a reactionary step forward and spun on his heel, taking up a fighting stance. Just behind where he stood was Ai, disappointed that he moved out of the way. When the fuck did she get there? He didn't even hear her enter the room. She looked disappointed that she couldn't sneak up on him.
She casually looked at his stance while he quickly relaxed. "Am I really that scary? Anyway, what's this I hear about a date?" She wasn't even here, how does she even know about-
While the adrenaline still ran through his veins, he realized what had caused his fight or flight instincts to kick in. It was an all too familiar feeling. The same one he got moments before Jazmin or Allison appeared to bully him, only one hundred times worse, for some reason. He needed to be careful around her.
His processing must have come off as hesitation as Ai continued, "No matter. I'll go see to it that she wears something appropriate for a date, for both of your sakes. Make sure to thank me later." She went to the door and turned her head back towards him. "Oh, and Hilbane. I realized something after you left last night." His blood ran cold at the look she gave him. Equal parts salacious and threatening.
"You said that 'she' wouldn't appreciate us fraternizing. You aren't out of the woods yet." With that, she winked and disappeared off in the direction he assumed Lai Chan's room was.
Now alone in the room full of half eaten breakfasts, he sat down and waited. Occasionally he would pick something off one of the forgotten plates and marvel about how good it tasted and the fact that they got to eat food of this quality every day.
Forty-five minutes later they re-entered the room. 'They' being Lai Chan, Veronica, Ai and Mai Fan. Though HR barely noticed the rest, focusing entirely on his girlfriend.
Lai Chan wore her patented smile, but that wasn't all. As he gave her the once over, her family flanked her and spoke as if they were fashionistas, clearly proud of their work. Though HR mostly tuned them out, to the point where he just assumed their voices were some inner monologue.
"I think the dress's design is a bit obvious. But sometimes simplicity is best." Ai gestured to Lai Chan's main article of clothing. Her sundress was a single shade darker than her skin, a radiant blue as if one was looking at the summer sky. To complete the looks, different sized clouds of white peppered the dress, each flowing and unique in their composition.
"Give us a twirl, please," Veronica commanded her elder sister. When Lai Chan complied HR had to agree with Ai. The dress flowed so smoothly that the clouds seemed to be moving as if they were a timelapse of the sky instead of attached to a person. And with the color being so close to her skin tone, it was sometimes hard to tell where the dress and clouds ended and where Lai Chan began. He could have sworn he saw birds flying in that sky.
"Now if you'd look up here." On her neck was a white choker that Lai Chan absentmindedly pulled at every few seconds.
"And around here..." One of them turned her around to reveal her cloudlike hair to be in a sort of braid. Though it mostly just looked like one long cloud. Woven into her hair were several jeweled birds of different materials. So he hadn't gone crazy earlier. The imitations were as brightly colored as the originals they copied. Vibrant colors of songbirds to break up the white and blue of the main pieces while contributing to the theme.
"And last but not least, as I'm sure you're wondering..." Much to our hero's surprise, Ai grabbed the hem of the dress, and with a swift upward motion, exposed her sister's undergarments for all to see.
HR's mind raced. What could she be wearing underneath? Maybe something to go along with the theme? Perhaps something white and lacey, maybe silken. Or maybe it would go against the theme? Black and bold. Could it be that it would match the dress and match the color of her skin, making it seem as if there was nothing there? Or perhaps most tantalizing of all, combining Ai's influence and Lai Chan's utmost confidence, absolutely nothing. Possibilities continued to race through his mind as his eyes focused.
Lai Chan stood proud and unabashed in her incredibly scandalous... compression shorts? Oh.
"I'm sure you aren't too pleased about this last bit, but neither am I. We tried to get her to wear something a bit more exciting, but she refused." Ai shrugged.
Veronica finished up. "So what do you think? We designed this for her ages ago but never had an excuse to make her wear it."
HR simply stated what was on his mind. "She's perfect." At the compliment Lai Chan left the side of her sisters in favor of jumping into his arms, kissing him deeply. Veronica scoffed.
"I was talking about the outfit, but yeah I guess." Ai patted her on the shoulder before interrupting the two, seeing as Lai Chan's hands had begun to roam a bit too close to below the belt.
"Alright. That's enough from us, for now. Don't you two have a date to go to?"
Lai Chan immediately removed herself from HR's body, still gripping one of his hands.
"That's right!" She dragged him along as she quickly left the room, taking a white handbag also bejeweled with birds from Mai Fan's hands. They flew through the mansion and out the door, headed downtown.
---
The walk went by in a flash. Full of hand squeezes, smiles and giggles, it distracted him from all else in the world until she popped the question.
"So what do you want to do?" The honest question deserved an honest answer.
"I'm... not sure. Didn't think I'd make it this far." But he had to think of something. "Wanna find somewhere to sit and... talk?"
They found a small cafe and ordered drinks. A fruity bubble tea for Lai Chan and a more "mild" bubble tea for HR, after some insistence from his girlfriend. When sitting, HR was faced with a dilemma. Did he sit next to her, or across from her?              
After a few seconds of deliberation, the choice was made for him when Lai Chan dragged him down into the chair beside her, then resumed their hand holding. With her other hand, she happily started gulping down the tea.
"So..." At his words, her attention turned from her drink to him, her plump lips still around the straw as her eyes stared inquisitively at him. Gods, she was hard to look at. In the best way possible.
Anything to get his mind off of taking her right back home and continuing with their 'lessons', he asked one of the first things that popped into his head. Unfortunately that happened to be one of his many insecurities.
"Have you given any more thought about your... attraction?" Lai Chan stopped picking at her choker and faced him fully.
"What?"
"You know. Like when I told you that 'wanting to fight people' was actually you being attracted to them. Have you any thoughts on that?" Her confusion was only rivaled by his embarrassment at what was to come. But he needed, or at least felt like he did, to know.
"No, not really. Was I supposed to?" She took another sip of the tea. Her other hand left his to scratch her neck again.
"Well I was just wondering if you'd... considered your options. Since you figured it out, that is."
"Options?"
"You know, like other people?"
"I don't follow." HR took a breath.
He had hoped he wouldn't have had to say this so directly. "What I mean is... you've obviously found other people attractive for a while now. And now you know what those feelings mean and how to, um... handle them. Have you considered seeking anyone... else to help you manage those feelings?" This time it was him who brought a hand up to his neck, to rub the back of it as his eyes trailed to the side.
"Why would I look for someone else when I have a boyfriend?" Ah. The other topic of discussion. A pang of guilt.
"I wanted to talk about that as well, actually. People tend to rush into things a bit too fast when things get emotional. I wanted to-" he stopped when he finally looked over and saw the fear and sadness in her eyes.
"Are you breaking up with me?"
"No! No, gods no. I would never. I was more wondering if you were having any second thoughts about us being together. Now that you've had some time to think about it." Seeing the confusion start to come back, the words poured out of HR in a jumbled rush. "I mean to say that I didn't want you to feel trapped, you know. Like you felt that we'd gotten ahead of ourselves in the heat of things and now that you've calmed down and had a moment to think, you might have felt like you made a mistake..."
"I didn't make a mistake." The assurance in her voice was real. A silence grew between them. Every passing second only added to the stockpile of anxiety, despite her words having just alleviated a good chunk of it. She seemed lost in thought, trying to piece together her feelings into words. Her hand began to move towards her neck again.
HR reached over and stopped her hand, freeing her from her thoughts as the unconscious motion was halted. He then leaned a bit closer, the distance between their faces shortening. A fact that she was acutely aware of. She then felt both of his hands go up to her neck, brushing her sensitive skin as they looped around. And then she felt release.
His hands and body moved away, and with them came the choker. He reached down a bit and slipped it into her bag, which hung from her chair. The only evidence of his closeness was her breath, ever so slightly heavier with anticipation.



"Why'd you take it off?"
"Well, you kept picking at it like it was bothering you."
"But it made me," there was a slight hesitation as she pushed the word out, "cute. Ai said it did."
"You're plenty cute enough. I'd rather you be comfortable around me than worry about stuff like that." HR saw something click in her head.
"That!"
"...That what?"
"You were asking if I would like to be with other people right? That right there is my answer!"
"Me taking off your choker?"
"Yes! No one else is that considerate. Or at least, I don't know if they are. But I know that you are." She took his hands in hers.
"I may be attracted to them but I'm also attracted to you." A moderate confidence boost, no matter how many times he heard it. "But also I'm comfortable around you. And I know you want me to be comfortable around you. Just like I want you to be comfortable around me."
"I am comfortable around you-"
"Not like before. Before we started datin- no. Before we started touching each other, things were sorta different. Now there's this, this thing there."
"Thing?"
"Yes, thing. Like what you just did. You keep giving me chances to leave and stuff. You keep worrying. Not that I don't like you worrying but you should at least trust me." HR didn't quite get her line of reasoning.
"But I do trust you...?"
"Then trust me when I say that I like you. I don't want to be with anyone else. And if that ever changes, you'll be the first to know." She punctuated her statement with a squeeze.
They spent the next moment staring into each other's eyes. HR taking in the sincerity of her words, and her looking for understanding on his face. Then his theoretical cup ranneth over with relief and happiness.
"Okay, I trust you.".
Her happiness was fleeting as a smile left almost as soon as it came "Hilbane?"
"Lai Chan."
"Can I kiss you?" She looked down, almost guilty.
"Why?"
"Because I want to kiss you."
HR used one of his hands to cup her cheek, lifting her face until their eyes met again. "I meant, why are you asking?"
"Because I got to thinking that maybe you didn't want to. You would think you were taking advantage of me again." Ah yes, the unintended consequences of his actions. Welcome back old friend. He raised his other hand to cup her other cheek.
"Now it's time for you to trust me, Lai Chan. I always want to kiss you. And you can kiss me whenever you want." He mushed her face together a bit, and saw the light return to her eyes.
"Really?"
"Of course."
"Then why aren't you kissing me right now?" Her tone was completely playful and slightly muffled from the face squishing.
"Because you wanted to kiss me, so I'm waiting." His voice was equally playful.
"Well, you do it."
"You brought it up, so you do it first."
Lai Chan took his hands off her face and placed them down at her waist. She scooted her chair a bit closer and leaned in.
"I have an offer." A slyness in her voice.
"I'm interested."
"I also want to do some other things to you. If I do them, will you kiss me?" She placed a hand on his thigh and started rubbing it slowly. A no brainer.
"Deal." He leaned closer and completed his end of the agreement. A quick peck, at first. He'd just pulled back before she kissed him, returning the favor. The two of them giggled and shared kisses as their hands began to explore each other's body. Lai Chan's hand was getting ever so close to his groin.
It was then that they were interrupted.
Someone cleared their throat. HR looked around Lai Chan to see one of the teenage baristas standing there, not making direct eye contact with them and redder than a kickball. He then glanced around the rest of the cafe that he suddenly remembered they were in. He saw a plethora of responses. Shocked looks, sly glances, broad smiles from older couples. The color drained from his face.
"Um... The manager said tha-'' He didn't need her to finish.
"Yup, absolutely. Understood." HR stood straight up,pulling Lai Chan onto her feet. He fished out his wallet and dropped a twenty onto the table. "Sorry for the inconvenience." He grabbed Lai Chan's hand and led her out of there, barely giving her enough time to grab her bag.
---
Minutes passed of Lai Chan giggling and following along before she asked, "Where to next?"
"Home."
"Why? We still have plenty of-" HR interrupted her with another kiss, rekindling the fire from the cafe. "Right, home."
---
The two of them arrived at the mansion and rushed inside, not bothering to acknowledge anyone else as they headed towards Lai Chan's room, hand in hand. They breezed past Veronica whose shock quickly turned to annoyance as she called after them.
"I'm telling Ai!" Her words fell on mostly deaf ears.
They reached Lai Chan's room and quickly inhabited it. HR made sure to lock it behind them, in case Ai decided to show up because of Veronica's complaint.
The two of them came together once again, their hands continuing where they left off from the cafe as they moved towards the bed. Once there, she fell backwards onto it and he made to climb on top of her.
A sudden demeanor change and in a moment she had wrapped her legs around him in full guard. Another moment and she had flipped them so that he was on her back.
"Wait!"
"What's wro-"
"The birds! Ai will kill me if anything happens to them." She climbed off of him and sat on the edge of the bed. "Take them out for me." His heart rate settled after a few beats, the disappointment abating after recognizing that this was merely a delay of the sexy times and not a cancellation.
The next few minutes were spent with him picking through her hair, removing the jewel encrusted avians. They were really woven in there. It also didn't help with her hair appearing to be one solid mass unless his fingers were directly touching that part. Eventually he got them all out and marveled at the wealth he held in his hands. He wondered how much each of them cost. Lai Chan stood up from the bed.
"Go put them on the dresser over there, I'll put them away later." HR did as he was told, quickly returning to the bed where Lai Chan was once again waiting for him on her back. He did notice however that there was an article of clothing at the foot of the bed. A pair of freshly worn compression shorts. His eyes immediately focused on her hem of her dress, knowing what now lay bare under it.
"What about the dress?"
"What about it?" Was worth a shot. Though no one sane would complain about a little tawdry action with a beautiful woman in a sundress.
And so our hero climbed once more atop his girlfriend, continuing his noble, and in no way selfish, quest to educate her on the joys of sex. Upon reaching his destination he leaned down and they continued the lesson on making out.
Her hands returned to his torso as they stole kisses from one another, occasionally separating for air. Over the following minute he could feel her restlessness growing. She was the only one doing the touching, as both of his hands were occupied maintaining his position above her. Her hands poked and prodded all over him, trying to tempt him to return the favor. She moaned louder and more needy between their kisses, urging him on. He even heard the low rumbling of thunder as she got more and more worked up. He'd forgotten she did that.
But he maintained course and kept making out with her, taking more than a little pleasure in watching her squirm. Fed up with waiting, Lai Chan tried the same move she'd done earlier, attempting to switch positions. He was expecting it though, and shifted his weight accordingly.
The look on her face that followed was both the cutest and most frightening thing he'd ever seen. And it made him all the more erect. A brief moment of bewilderment passed over her face before immediately being replaced with a concoction of sexual frustration, anger, and competitiveness.
The first attempt had been sort of playful and flirty. The next was as serious as if she were in a real match. Feeling much like their sparring sessions, he was helpless to resist as she maneuvered his body to her pleasing. She rested her weight on his thighs, towering over him as she leaned down. A low growl escaped her throat accompanied by a soft rumbling of thunder. A warning. A sexy, blood freezing, boner inducing warning.
HR had taken notice of her acclimation to sexual acts. The more experience she got, the more confident she got, which is natural. But the more confident she got, the more aggressive she got. An idea that he had a healthy amount of fear for and an equal amount of anticipation to see just how aggressive she would become.
Her eyes left his and shot down between them as her hands began fumbling for his fly, eventually undoing it and fishing out his cock. She wasted no time, spitting into one hand and beginning to jerk him off at a frankly uncomfortable speed.
What sort of partner, sparing or otherwise, would he be if he didn't put up more of a fight? If she wanted to be touched, touched she would be. Resisting the pleasure she was providing him, he reached up and cupped her breasts.
The effects were immediate. It seemed her desperation to be touched was not without warrant. Her hand, as well as the rest of her, faltered as a result of a simple squeeze as he pressed his fingers into her ample boob flesh. Using this chance he toppled her, using just a bit too much force in his hips. But who would blame him? He knew what she was capable of and she had just proven that the sparring switch had been flipped. Instead of a reversal, they simply laid side by side with one another.
Before she could respond and do anything she wanted with him, he gave her a deep kiss, reminding her body that the sex was much more important than winning the imaginary spar. Now side by side, he had access to more of her body, indulging her and his own needs by squeezing and groping everywhere he knew she liked. Her breast, her hips, her ass, that little spot right between her shoulder blade and her nape. Everywhere he touched had a bigger effect than the last, her moans growing louder as she grew needier.
He had been planning to distract her with all of this before sneaking a hand up her dress but, like always, she was full of surprises as she grabbed one of his hands and shoved it up and under the hem of the dress.
He immediately felt the humidity between her legs, which was justified as soon as she pressed his hand against her. She was soaked, a good portion of her juices slathered along her inner thighs and plenty more where that came from was slowly dripping from her folds. Once his hand arrived at its destination, her hand exited the dress to return to clutching his shirt.
One finger gliding through her folds, ending with a light touch to her outer hood was enough to let him know how much his teasing had affected her as she let out the first unrestrained moan, and with it a full thunderclap. No sense in keeping her waiting any longer.
His fingers got to work. Each pleasurable movement he remembered from their earlier lessons was a point of pride as each was punctuated with an audio cue. Even if she repressed the moan, she couldn't stop the thunder from emanating from within.
"Inside." The command came as a surprise to HR but was one he followed instantly, slipping two fingers into his girlfriend and stimulating that ever so special spot.
Not to be outdone, Lai Chan eventually gathered enough of herself to mount a counterattack. Something in his face must have given away how much he enjoyed toying with her. Another flash of competitive spirit and she lurched forward and kissed HR. In the second his hand stopped moving, one of hers went down and started to stroke him again. The other went to one of his nipples, flicking the nub over his shirt as she bit down lightly on his neck. A strained gasp escaped his lips. He'd have to ask her later where she learned to do that but in the moment, he was just along for the ride.
The two of them fell into trance, each one having a hand working the other's genitals. HR's free arm cradled Lai Chan's head as they stared deeply into each other's eyes. The moans from both had stopped, being replaced instead with heavy breaths that washed over their faces. If one of their hands moved faster, so did the other. They were locked in a race that only two people who have competed against one another for so long could understand. Despite the want to please the other and beneath the need to cum, they both wanted to win.
The finish line drew ever nearer as they both worked. The breaths became heavier while the noises became louder. Besides the rumbling of thunder and the panting, the only noises that could be heard were the sounds of Lai Chan's hand sliding along his cock and the wet noises of HR's fingers digging out his girlfriend's pussy.
HR felt himself slipping. Her hands were too good. Her breaths too warm. Her visage too alluring to resist covering her hand in his defeat. But he could tell he wasn't the only one coming apart at the seams. He just needed to hold out a little longer.
The first one to cross the finish line, and thus the loser of the game, was Lai Chan. As he felt his own orgasm approaching, he could feel her body lock up beside his. With about a second to spare her hand stopped in favor of giving into her own pleasure. And despite the pain of being brought right to the edge only to stop just before crossing over, he stomached the disgruntling feeling in favor of taking his victory lap in the form of coaxing out Lai Chan's release.
He stopped moving his fingers inside of her that much, favoring a slow rubbing of her inner walls as he felt them convulse around his digits. His thumb slowly massaged her clit, making sure not to over stimulate it directly but more than enough to maintain her high for as long as possible. His arm pulled her body closer against his, the feeling of her dress pressing against him combined with her shudders almost sending him over the edge alone. And to add the cherry on top, over the thunderclaps and rumbles of her orgasm, he whispered good ol' fashioned encouragement.
"That's it. Let it all out. Good girl. Just focus on cumming for me. Good girl." All of those combined had the desired effect. Her peak lasted for nearly ten seconds before he felt her start to relax beside him and her breath became more stable. The thunder settled down and soon she was in the blissful state of afterglow. She shuddered a bit when he removed his fingers from inside her.
She looked at him then, the tired look of someone who'd just come hard, complete with the lazy smile. But something in his own grin must have reminded her that she lost. The bliss slowly turned to a visible pout on her face. He couldn't hold in the chuckle her expression brought on.
Before he could gloat however, she moved, seemingly recovering from her post nut phase in record time and reversed her body to his. Before he could wonder why, she enacted her revenge with another act that he would have to inquire about the origin of her knowledge.
He felt himself go right over the edge that he'd been stationed at when her lips enveloped his shaft.             
As usual, comment about what you liked and what you think could have been done better.
I hope I've captured even a speck of the feeling that the original had all those years ago.
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I wanted to make this longer but I also haven't released anything recently and its not like I have to write all my ideas at once.
This collection focuses on Lacey and all of her quirks and feelings. Some are funny and others are more serious. I realize that in my head and probably some of the previous shorts she's a bit of a gremlin. And I like that, but I figure I should get the important stuff out of the way to make room for more gremlin Lacey. For example, why she is so averse to Shani's drunken cuddles.
Mine
What Lacey means when she says they belong to her, consciously or unconsciously. This is entirely in her head and has very little bearing on what the other two feel towards her.
Some time before marriage:
Lacey laid awake, agonizing over her love. Her love for Shani, her love for Amirah, and the love they provided in return. The former currently had Lacey latched onto her back while the latter cradled Shani's head.
She was happy. She had them and that's all that mattered. They were hers. And when Lacey said 'mine,' it was more than a declaration of ownership. So much more.
To Lacey, they were deities who blessed the life of an unworthy mortal. She had spent her whole life not knowing love. Paternal nor romantic. She shifted through life in search of love and recognition, to be achieved through perfection, and never got it. Until them.
She was a humble girl. Undeserving of even the love of her parents, so how could she ever hope to be worthy of the gods? But that still didn't stop her from wanting it.
And so she decided to devote herself to not only become worthy of their love, but to monopolize it. She never wanted to be unloved again. To be alone.
And so she loved them in the only way she knew how a worshiper should. Through tribute and acts of worship. They would never want for anything as long as she was around, let alone need.
She would purchase Amirah the world if she requested it. And despite her numerous protests, it made Lacey happy to see Amirah use whatever gifts she lavished upon her. But she would not stop at gift giving. If Amirah asked her to do something, she would do it, simple as that. She would do anything for either of them.
Shani was a bit harder to please (in Lacey's eyes). She already had a comparable fortune from her own family and as such, purchases would not work. So Lacey went to food. Everyone needs to eat. And just like her, Shani was a bit of a foodie, despite her physique. And so Lacey cooked often. She learned to create exotic cuisine to please the palates of both of her lovers, often giving Shani the largest portions because she (wrongly, in this case) assumed that bigger meant eating more. (She would be right normally, except in actuality Lacey is basically a wood chipper for calories and often ends up being fed Shani's leftovers.)
But the biggest thing for her was to keep others away. It was as if she'd stumbled upon two desolate shrines to long forgotten gods and restored them to their former glory. As a reward for her work and continued loyalty, they showered her in their love. But she was their only worshiper. She feared that if others were to somehow find her secret paradise and join in the worship of her goddesses, they would find other champions. To Lacey it was only logical. She was already unworthy of love to begin with, so should they gain more followers, it was inevitable that others would be chosen as new champions, and her, forgotten.
On that point, she felt more strongly that this was more likely for Shani than Amirah. It was why she acted a bit cranky whenever Shani was the one to show affection. Not to say she didn't like it, because she did.
Though they were equals in their current relationship, it began with Lacey being above Shani. And as Lacey grew to love and understand just how special Shani was, she began to fear losing that grip. She feared that one day they would be equal and Shani would realize that she had not only a choice in her lovers, but better choices than Lacey.
For Amirah, the same fear was there but they had always had Amirah as the one in charge. Lacey could only hope that Amirah never grew tired of her, otherwise she would be discarded.
And though she wanted to keep them all to herself, to make them only love her, she was a mortal. And they were gods. They were in control, really. All she could do was remind them that she existed. And declare, with little weight behind it, that they were hers.
And so, when Lacey says 'mine', it is more than ownership. It's a declaration, a pledge, a vow of devotion and love eternal. And also a desperate, quiet plea for reciprocation.
Harmless
Now time for a silly one.
Some time after graduation, the apartment:
Agent Freeman sat down on the opposite couch as the two of them. She waited a second for the other agents to finish setting up The Box on the table between them. She cleared her throat, talking to the two (?) women on the other couch.
"We just wanted to thank you again for agreeing to this meeting .We will be ready shortly." She spoke to one Amirah Akila Mubarak, and one documented as Lacey Josephine Cambell. The latter curled up on the couch with her head in the former's lap, lazing about happily while her lover petted her and toyed with her hair. So far she seems harmless. Idk why the top brass made such a fuss over this one. Probably just looking for a free meal ticket and to be pampered. She's tiny anyhow, don't see us having much trouble if we did need to step in.
She worked for an organization that dealt in the... weird. They documented objects and persons deemed 'unordinary' and determined their threat to society and the world at large. So far it seemed this one just wanted to be doted upon.
Amirah was the one to respond. "No problem, I'm interested in why a government agency would want to interview us."
"Nothing serious ma'am. Just standard procedure." She was then given the thumbs up from an agent off to the side. The Box was ready. She readied her clipboard and pen. "Just to run over this one more time, Ms. Mubarak. I'm going ot ask you some questions about 'Lacey', and you will answer them as best as you can. The Box here will determine if your statements are true or false."
"So like a lie detector test?" Amirah seemed puzzled.
"Not quite. A lie detector test detects whether or not you believe in what you are saying, The Box on the other hand knows all things in this world. It will simply agree with your statements or correct them. For example." She cleared her throat and gave them the go ahead to activate The Box. "The sky is red."
The box lifted from the table a few inches and pulsed with light. Its voice appeared to come from every corner of the room, instead of from in front of them.
The Box: "Incorrect. The sky is blue because of the reflection of this world's oceans."
Amirah simply gasped and curiously studied The Box. Lacey opened her eyes for the first time sine they'd entered. She stared at The Box with a blank face, analyzing it. Agent Freeman assumed Lacey was determining if it was a threat to her or not. Agent Freeman began the questioning.
"Question one: What is Lacey?"
"Oh, that's easy!" Amirah used one hand to lightly pinch and pull Lacey's cheek, causing her to re-close her eyes and almost... purr (?) in affection. "She's just a widdle baby."
They waited as The Box processed the statement, pulsing for several seconds before declaring: "Correct."
Agent Freeman was confused but nonetheless recorded both Amirah's response and The Box's verdict before clarifying. In the back of her mind she remembered when her husband used to treat her like that, back in their younger years.
"I'm sorry but to me, she appears to be a full grown woman."
The Box declared: "Correct." Agent Freeman cursed herself in her head. She needed to use clear, uncomplicated statements to get reliable data from The Box.
"What I meant to say was, Lacey is a full grown woman."
Once again The Box declared: "Correct"
Before Agent Freeman could process and record this, Amirah chimed in, rubbing Lacey's head and causing more purring.
"Well, she's my widdle baby."
The Box: "Correct."
What the fuck is happening? She gave a look to one of the other agents charged with making sure The Box functioned correctly and they gave her a nod to assure her that it was in fact working. Okay then. Next question.
"Ms. Mubarak, do you love Lacey?" Amirah looked almost offended that she would even ask that.
"Of course I do!"
The Box: "Correct."
"Okay. Do you love her out of your own free will?"
"What other way is there to love?"
"Please, Ms. Mubarak, answer in statements."
Amirah sighed. "Yes, I love Lacey out of my own free will."
The Box: "Correct."
Okay so it-... she isn't compelling them to be with her. That's good. This really is just a simple one that we can put in the file and forget about. As she recorded her responses she started to notice a lump in her throat. She at least thought it was just a case of indigestion. When she looked up however, she noticed that 'Lacey's' eyes had reopened and were now trained directly on her with the same unfeeling look. It's okay. She thinks we're here to ruin her good time. One last question and we'll be out of her hair.
"Okay Ms. Mubarak. One final question. Is Lacey dangerous? Either to you or your other lover or to the world at large?"
"What? No! She's just a tiny, widdle baby who couldn't even hurt a fly." That set off The Box in a way Agent Freeman had never seen before.
Usually when a statement is false, the light pulsing from the box grew in intensity based on how far the statement was from the truth. Most of the time it was a noticeable but not too prevalent change, as what they were really after was the verdict and the following explanation of why it was false. But this time the box stopped pulsing. It also fell to the table with a thud and started vibrating. The room went silent as everyone just stared at it.
"Uh-"
The Box lit up like the lights in a club as it shot into the air to float in the middle of the room. Strobing a flash bang's intensity of light and at a pace that would set off anyone vulnerable to visual stimuli. Everyone averted their eyes. But as she covered her face, Agent Freeman could have sworn that 'Lacey' continued to look at it, unflinching and not blinking.
The Box never got to finish its verdict. It nearly deafened everyone in the room as it screeched FALSE - before exploding like a firework.
The following hour was completely new for every agent in that room, which was double strange coming from an agency that dealt in the strange. There was no protocol for what to do if a Box exploded. None of them ever had. So everyone went into damage control. Most agents went about picking p the scattered pieces, ensuring that no one else got their hands on such a technology. Agent Freeman apologized profusely for the disturbance and slight damage the explosion had done to the furniture. Amirah was strangely accepting of the apologies, only worried that no one got hurt.
Nevertheless, Agent Freeman wrote them a blank check from the agency, telling her to tally up the damages herself and to take out as much as they needed to repair/replace everything. And then the agents packed up and left the scene in a hurry, wanting to debrief and brainstorm what went wrong as quickly as possible.
But the biggest reason they left in such a hurry was 'Lacey.' Ever since the interrupted verdict, she had done nothing but stare at Agent Freeman. She was judging her, analyzing her and waiting on her to make a move. She was determining if she was a threat or not. But the most worrisome part was, on the drive back to headquarters, every single agent expressed the same observation. That she had somehow been staring down ten separate people all at the same time.
Agent Freemen stared at the next line on her clipboard, tapping her pen as she tried to decide what to write. The line above it asked 'suspected reason for Box detonation.' She had two theories and wasn't sure which was the more correct one. Or if it even mattered which was correct.
Either the box had been overloaded with how wrong Amirah's statement had been. Or 'Lacey' destroyed it before it could reveal the truth.
Agent Freemen flipped to the last page of her clipboard. It was a threat scale with Lacey's name and designation number on the top ranging from zero to ten. She erased her initial check mark at zero and made a new one next to the ten.
Jealousy
Hell hath no fury Like a Lacey scorned.
Banquet hall, 9pm:
Agent Freeman felt a cognitive dissonance as she walked around the faculty award ceremony. On one hand, she felt strange wearing such a fancy dress. The attire of the agency leaned more into pant suits designed for movement if the need ever arose. She also liked them because they standardized the uniform, allowing her to fit in more with older men in the agency who may look down on someone so young, especially a woman, being promoted to Agent.
On the other hand though, Agents didn't have much time for a personal life and after so long of trying to downplay her femininity at work, it felt nice to feel heads turn her way as she passed by every once and while. She was a healthy, fit young woman after all. That may have played a role in her choosing a dress with a high slit over a simple cocktail dress.
But she wasn't here to find much needed cock or pussy to lick, she was here to work. And work meant observing Lacey.
She had enough class to wait until after the award ceremony to do her job and now had to find them. Strangely enough, she figured they'd be near Amirah on her special night but instead she found Shani and Lacey off in a corner, Lacey seated in Shani's lap and Shani's arms around her midsection. They both wore tasteful dresses, Lacey's leaning more towards her cuteness and Shani's showing off her delectable bod. Look at those legs. Merde, if I wasn't on the clock... She approached them.
"Not going to join in on the festivities?" As she walked up, from her purse she took out a voice recorder and clicked it on, her go-to choice for recording interactions with the unknown. Lacey didn't respond or even acknowledge Agent Freeman's presence. Shani, on the other hand, showed confusion and held Lacey a little tighter.
"I'm sorry, do we know you?"
"Oh, I'm sorry. I'm Agent Freeman. I met with Amirah and Lacey a while back but you weren't there." She extended a hand to the Egyptian woman, hoping to get a solid handshake in return. Shani's hands looked strong. Strong enough to put Agent Freeman in her plac- Not now. I'm on the job. Unfortunately she didn't get that handshake as Shani merely adjusted her grip on Lacey.
"Oh, they told me about you." Lacey speaks? "Nice to meet you Agent Freeman. Unfortunately my hands are tied at the moment."
"Right. Why are you two in this dusty old corner instead of over there with votre amant?"
"For safety."
"Safety?" Agent Freeman looked around the hall. The agency had already secured every exit and did an extensive background check on everyone attending. Wouldn't want something to set off Lacey. Who knows what she's capable of? But they didn't know that. "Everyone here was once a teacher of yours. What danger could they possibly pose to you?"
"Oh, not our safety. Their safety. Right now Amirah's the star of the show, having won faculty member of the year for the umpteenth time. She's over there being congratulated and complimented by all those people. And this one gets jealous." With the last statement she gave Lacey a loving squeeze and a kiss on the top of the head. Neither of which Lacey responded to.
Agent Freeman followed Lacey's gaze and found it to be trained on le amant in question, surrounded by faculty and having some small talk. Agent Freeman recorded this into her voice recorder.
"Subject stares listlessly at Amirah as she is surrounded by others. It appears that others casually interacting with her lovers makes her jealous, though I do not know the lower limit as to trigger the emotion." She was distracted from her analysis as she got a better look at Amirah, from behind. She couldn't help the husky tone that dripped into her voice. "I can not say I blame her. If my woman had such a charmant cul I wouldn't even let her out of the house, let alone be mad when others want a piece of it."
Agent Freeman would have continued on her tirade if not for a sudden lump in her throat. Seems like something she ate earlier didn't agree with her. I need to delete that part later. She cleared her throat and turned back towards the girls.
Lacey had stopped staring at Amirah and was now staring directly at Agent Freeman. This was a terrible time to notice that Lacey's gaze was unblinking. She still held no emotion in her face but Agent Freeman could sense danger. Trained to handle herself should the need arise, Agent Freeman still felt the hairs on her neck stand on end. Something deep within her, something primal told her that she was in danger.
She tried to compose herself, failing to stop the stutter in her voice. Je suis trop jeune pour mourir.
"S-so what would Lacey do? If you let go of her that is." Shani answered honestly looking to not have an ounce of the fear that continued to fill Agent Freeman.
"I don't really know. I just feel like something bad would happen if I let go of her. And the farther my arms get, the more I get that feeling. Look." Before Agent Freeman could beg her not to, Shani began loosening her grip on Lacey.
The first thing Agent Freeman noticed was the screams. Faint at first, almost like a distant buzzing in her ear. But as Shani's arms moved, centimeter by centimeter, the screams rose in pitch. The blood curdling screams.
Then the visuals kicked in. As if God were using photo shop with two layers and was raising the opacity on one while lowering the other. Everything around them shifted, like two realities sharing the same space. She looked towards a window overlooking the city, now overlapping with a gaping hole where the wall used to be but also still was. The city skyline was beautiful at night, skyscrapers and flashing lights. Those same buildings were reduced to rubble, the only light illuminating the city in the hellscape being large fires. More screams could be heard coming from that direction.
Even her own body was turning translucent, though she couldn't see her other self. Her post mortem self .All she saw coming into view was a blood splatter where she stood. Only three things stayed solid. Shani. Lacey, and Amirah. The only things that matter in her world.
Before Agent Freeman could recover and beg Shani to end this nightmare, Shani returned her arms around Lacey's midsection and the world was made normal anew. And no one seemed any the wiser. Some people looked around as if a cold wind blew through the room, but other than that, no one noticed. Not even Shani noticed the hellscape her actions both caused and withheld.
"See? When I let go I get a bad feeling, like the one you look like you're having now." Nope. I think I got you beat on that one. Lacey's emotionless gaze flashed something. A shimmer of something flickered behind those blue orbs. An understanding. A shared understanding of what would happen to anyone who came between her and her lovers And then she shifted her gaze back towards Amirah. Looking on from afar as if nothing happened.
"Yeah-yeah. Bad feeling. You.. uh... you two have a good night." Agent Freeman quickly spun and headed towards the exit, silently motioning for the other agents watching to follow. She held up the voice recorder to her lips and took a shaky breath.



"I'll... I'll debrief when I've properly... processed what happened. Or what could have happened. Or what wil- I don't know! But I need time to think. And tell people that I love them. And get laid at least one more time."
Tasty
Humans taste good under the right circumstances.
Apartment, 10pm:
Amirah was having a wonderful night, partaking in one of her favorite pastimes. Holding Shani in her arms and giving her soft kisses as they laid on the couch together. It was a simple pleasure. One that Amirah intended to enjoy many more times in her lifetime.
Amirah was interrupted from this pastime when she laid a few kisses on Shani's neck. At first the loving pecks elicited melodic giggling, until a certain spot caused Shani to gasp, and not the good kind of gasp. A pained one.
Amirah also felt the heat of inflammation on her lips. She pulled back.
"Shani, whats wrong?" Shani quickly covered her neck turning the spot away from Amirah.
"Nothing." Her answer was not good enough. The amount of light also wasn't good enough, as the sole source of light in the room was the flickering of the television. Amirah reached for her phone and turned on her flashlight. She attempted to view Shani's neck but the hand stopped her.
"Shani, move your hand."
"I'm fine real-"
"Move your hand. Now." Shani followed orders and Amirah was appalled at what she saw. Bite marks. Not little hickeys either. Full indents of teeth on her neck. And she knew that she didn't bite Shani. And she sure as hell didn't bite herself. Shani tried to explain.
"It's okay! We were just fooling around and-" Amirah ignored her.
"Lacey!" Amriah called out to the blonde that had been snugged atop them, sleeping peacefully. But peacefully slumber she did no more, as the words woke her in the worst possible manner. As a brat, Lacey was used to getting her name said in frustration and anger. But that was because she was always doing something to annoy Amirah. This was wholly different and scary. To be awoken in such a manner, from such a peaceful sleep and actually having been a good girl for several hours, sent fear down her spine at a record pace. Combine that with the phone light pointed in her face and she was strikingly similar to a deer in headlights. She hesitated to respond.
"...Yes?"
"Why does Shani have bite marks on her neck?" Lacey didn't see the confusion.
"... Because I bit her?" Wrong answer.
"I know you bit her. But why did you bite her?" Lacey saw the problem now. Not really why it was a problem but Amirah thought it was a problem. Before she could become even more confused, Shani stepped in.
"Because I liked it." She paused for a second as the both looked at her. "Like it. Because I like it." Amirah was thoroughly confused.
"You like getting bitten." Shani became embarrassed.
"Yes."
"And you aren't just saying this to protect Lacey?"
"No. No, I really like it." Amirah turned her attention to the culprit. Her voice was a bit calmer now, simply trying to understand.
"And why did you bite her?" Lacey's heart was still racing as she was trying to calculate if she was still somehow in trouble.
"We were fooling around and I started kissing her neck. And she liked that. So I nibbled a bit and she liked that. And then I did a small bite and she moaned. And I wanted to hear her moan more so we kept going like that. I guess I did go a little too hard."
"No you didn't!" Shani's interjection was not expected. Neither was her enthusiasm. "You were perfect." A silence hung in the air as Amirah processed this information. She personally didn't like Shani having bite marks on her, but if the two of them consent and no actual harm is being done, she'd have to live with it.
Amirah reached down and scratched Lacey behind the ear, releasing all the nervous tension the blonde had.
"Sorry for yelling at you. I just wanted to make sure you weren't pushing Shani too hard. You can go back to sleep now." Lacey did as she was told and curled back up on top of them. She was asleep within the minute. Amirah turned her attention back to Shani.
"Show me your neck again." Shani seemed hesitant.
"Why?"
"Because I don't like you having bite marks. But I also can't stop you from getting them. So I'm going to do the next best thing. Kiss them better." And so Amirah returned to her favored pastime, this time showing special love to Shani's neck to kiss the pain away.
Show of Dominance
Lacey shows Agent Freeman who wears the fluffy pants around these parts.
Apartment, 8 pm:
Agent Freeman hurriedly set up her trusty tablet in order to transcribe today's conversation with the caretakers of Lacey. For once, she'd arrived on time and so she silenced all ten alarms that would have been to remind her she had somewhere to be. She then checked her notes app to see what topics she needed to cover. Like usual, the notes themselves weren't very helpful as she was the one who wrote them, today's only being a single bullet point (she was sure there was supposed to be more). Food.
Agent Freeman opened another note in the disorganized 'work interviews'. Untitled, of course. She took a deep breath and released, only letting go one percent of the constant anxiety she always had.
She looked up from her tablet, ready to ask the first question but stopped in her tracks. Lacey was usually documented as docile but she was very active at this moment.
Lacey was dressed in the cutest, fluffiest pajamas, kneeling on the couch next to Shani. More like, on top of Shani. Lacey was ALL up in Shani's business. Kissing on her face and neck while grasping hands fondled whatever chunk of her lover they could get their hands on. Occasionally, Agent Freeman thought she saw Lacey give her a few side eyes while molesting Shani.
Shani on the other hand, didn't bat an eye. She acted as if Lacey wasn't even there, ignoring both the entity and its extremely noticeable boner poking into her side. Agent Freeman coughed into her hand.
"I can come back again if you are... um, busy." Shani turned her head towards Lacey, who quickly stole a kiss before Shani turned away again.
"Oh you mean this? Nah, it's fine. She just gets like this sometimes. Its one of her three modes."
"Three modes?" This was new information. Never before had her observations indicated Lacey and modes.
"Yeah, Lacey has three modes." Shani counted on her fingers. "She's always horny, hungry, or sleepy. Any of them can be interrupted by the others. Right now she's just horny."
While she was talking, Lacey got even more aggressive with her groping and started growling and nipping at Shani.
"One moment please. Amirah!"
From somewhere else in the apartment.: "What?"
"Lacey's getting out of control, can you come handle this, I'm doing an interview."
"Alright, one moment." A minute later, Amirah came out of the bedroom in her own pajamas. It was the first time Agent Freeman had seen her with her hair down.
She sat on the other side of the couch and pulled Lacey off of Shani. Immediately Lacey swapped to Amirah, growling and trying to get her before Amirah spoke up.
"No!" Lacey flinched but ignored the command. "No! Lacey, down! I'm only going to do it if you behave." Lacey backed down then, immediately putting on the puppy dog eyes and whining. She folded her knees under herself and folded her hands on her lap. Amirah continued.
"Are you going to be good?" Lacey nodded her head, still whining. "Are you sure?" More nodding. "Okay, come here."
Amirah pulled Lacey into her arms and cradled her like a baby, all while cooing her. Then Agent Freeman's cheeks went red as Amirah casually pulled the front of Lacey's pajamas down and fished out her rock hard cock.
Her cheeks getting redder, she watched as Amirah made a bottle of baby oil appear and spread some on her hand. The second her fingers wrapped around Lacey's throbbing length, Lacey moaned and jerked her hips. She then went to kiss Amirah but Amirah took her hands off of the cock and Lacey whined again.
"You promised!" Lacey returned to her docile state, whining and begging. After another moment of making sure Lacey was in check, Amirah-
An alarm blared from the tablet.
"Ibn El-Sharmoota!" The words quickly left Agent Freeman's lips as she fumbled and nearly dropped the tablet in an attempt to shut it off. It was another reminder to ask them about Lacey's eating habits.
"Oh, you're Egyptian too?" Shani asked, unfazed by the scene taking place two feet from her on the couch.
Embarrassed by her lack of professionalism, and Lacey's exposed penis, which her eyes kept darting back to every few seconds, she responded, "Yes, on my mother's side."
By this point Amirah had resumed jerking off Lacey and laying light kisses on her forehead. Lacey seemed to be having a tough time of it. Her pleasure wanted to make her do more, but that was at odds with being good and so she had to repress her urges if she wanted more pleasure. The result was her melting into shivering, mewling putty in Amirah's hands.
Agent Freeman could no longer help her curiosity.
"Does this happen often?"
Shani responded. "Sometimes. Other times we just fuck her because we are in the mood. I am grateful there are two of us, I'm not sure any person could handle Lacey's sex drive alone." Agent Freeman's fingers moved across the screen in practiced, deft movements as she transcribed Shani's words while maintaining eye contact.
"And so Lacey is... horny a lot?" The mewls had gotten a little louder but she stayed locked on Shani.
"Well as I said earlier, Lacey has three modes and they can be interchangeable. If it were a pie chart I guess I'd say horny would be about 45% overall. She may not always start as horny but it is very easy to entice her. Usually just by coming into eyesight there's a 50% chance. More if she sees your ass."
"Fascinating." Intrigued by the impromptu topic, Agent Freeman forgot all manners of common decency and privacy. "And do the three of you ever copulate together?" The first crack showed in Shani's nonchalance as she started to appear slightly uncomfortable.
'Well, yes. We are all in a relationship together so it goes to say that sometimes we do other things together."
"Interesting. Shani, are you the bottom?" The question fully threw Shani off.
"Excuse me?"
"I just noticed that Lacey had no trouble climbing all over you. You had to call Amirah to handle her and Amirah was able to get her in check. Sure she's all gooey now but I figured that maybe when it's just you two, Lacey sets the pace?"
Before Shani could answer or refuse to answer that question, the mewling hit a fever pitch. Agent Freeman was able to turn and catch a last minute look at Lacey's oiled up, vermillion, diamond cutting, pulsating cock before her vision was blotted out.
In her orgasm, Lacey had jerked in Amirah's hands, sending two powerful blasts of cum over towards the other couch. The first splattered across Agent Freeman's glasses, blinding her. Then the second left a train from her nose to her chin, some of it getting into her mouth that was opened in surprise. She reflexively swallowed it. Not the worst she'd had.
As Lacey continued to dribble into Amirah's hand, Shani got up and went to wipe it off of her, apologizing along the way.
"No!" Shani was taken aback by her refusal. "I mean... sorry, this is just a perfect opportunity. Would you mind if I took this back to the lab to have it analyzed?"
"...sure."
Agent Freeman carefully pulled off her glasses, trailing a soon to be broken strand of the jizzum from her face to them. She carefully placed them into an evidence bag provided by another agent. She then took one herself and with an index finger, slowly and methodically scraped and scooped whatever was left on her face into it. She then took another pair of glasses out of her bag and put them on. She noticed Shani's stare.
"These are in case I lose... or break the main ones." An occasion that was not so occasional. "Welp, I think that we are done here." As she stood, her fingers still flew across the screen, recording the incident with an in-depth description of the initial taste and current aftertaste. She then noticed that Amirah had resumed jerking off Lacey.
"She's going again? So soon?
"Yeah, it usually takes at least two to three times to calm her down.'
"Interesting." Agent Freeman stared idly as she transcribed it. She then locked eyes with Lacey for a split second. Between the mewls and sqirms, Lacey's face became perfectly aware. Just for a moment. She looked Agent Freeman in the eye with a smug expression before going back to enjoying her prize for being good.
Was... was that on purpose?
As usual, Comment on what you liked and/or what you think could be improved.
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Chapter 6: Debut Bout
It's been two long years in the making and I've grown so much between each chapter. Enjoy the final chapter of my first story.
Along with his orgasmic bliss, a few other things happened all at once. When the first shot of cum hit Lai Chan's mouth, she recoiled, causing the second shot to catch her retreating face. Attempting to steer the flow of liquid away from her, she gripped his shaft and pointed it away from her. Unfortunately, she gripped it a little too hard.
HR was torn from the extremely pleasant feeling of ejaculation by the extremely unpleasant feeling of not being able to ejaculate. His own hand reached down and gripped Lai Chan's wrist, causing her to let go. Like a hose, the built up load shot out farther than usual, this time landing on HR's own face as he rode out what little pleasure remained.
His come down was brief, a mere second before the clarity kicked in and everything that had just transpired came to the forefront. He sat up quickly.
"Lai C-" he paused. Lai Chan currency had her mouth open like a dog having licked something unpleasant. A quick look around and she found that there wasn't much to alleviate her condition so she opted for the simplest. She grabbed a handful of sheets and scrubbed her tongue on it, scraping off all of his seed.
They locked eyes mid scrub and she froze. Slowly she pulled the sheets away and turned her head, a tint of pink on her cheeks.
"What? It still tastes bad." Another rare occurrence of his girlfriend being bashful. Another for the collection.
"I bet it does, but why did you-"
"Oh that's right! I'm supposed to swallow it!" HR stopped her arm as it went to bring the stained sheets back to her mouth.
"Let's not do that. You don't have to if it tastes so bad." He slowly lowered her hand. He then pried the sheets from it and took it in his. "More importantly, why did you..." he wasn't quite sure how to phrase it. Not many people question the origins of a blowjob. A gift horse in the mouth and all that. "Put me in your mouth?"
"Did you not like it?" Genuine, almost innocent confusion spread on her face. He'd almost forgotten how refreshingly new to all this she was. At least compared to anyone else in the gym. Or her family for that matter.
"No, no it was great." All one second of it. " I just meant more as to... why did you do it in the first place?"
"Because Ai told me to." Of course she did.
"But Lai Chan did yo-" Lai Chan interrupted him with a loud sigh and gave him an annoyed look.
"Yes, Hilbane. I wanted to do it too." Getting too many similar vibes from the cafe, and thought of Lai Chan being upset at him, made HR drop that line of questioning.
"Okay, good..." A long second passed as he didn't know how to proceed. Looking at her face did give him an idea. As cute as she looked with his cum on her face, he knew how much of a bitch it was to get off if left to dry.
He let go of her hand and pulled off his shirt, using it as a rag to gently wipe his spunk off of her face. Following his lead, she took a new bundle of sheets and did the same to him. He'd forgotten about that part and it showed on his face. She laughed at his embarrassment. And her laugh caused him to laugh.
During the nice moment of wiping cum off of each other's faces, curiosity got the better of him.
"So... what else did Ai tell you?"
"Not much. She told me that if you ever got too cocky that I should do that to put you in your place. And then she told me she'd tell me more after I told her what happened if I did it." The prospect of having her family so knowledgeable and interactive with their intimate dealings was not very appealing to HR and would be broached later. But in this specific case, he almost didn't mind Ai's meddling. She certainly seemed very... knowledgeable about the subject. Some part of him wondered what the next piece of advice would be. But for now, he focused on this current one.
"I wonder, what could have possibly caused you to use your ace in the hole now, girlfriend?" The beginnings of a shit eating green twitched at the tip of his mouth. He could physically see her joy for being called his girlfriend leave her face because of his tone. They finished cleaning each other and Lai Chan huffed again, turning away. HR reached over and pulled her into him, wrapping his arms around her as she avoided his gaze.
"Shut up." His reign of terror would not be quelled with such a weak defense. His voice became ever more slimy as fake sincerity oozed from his facial orifice.
"I'm serious. I mean, you're the best, Lai Chan. Undefeated in the octagon. Beloved member of our gym. Truly a prodigy. A genius. I just can't wrap my head around a situation where someone so great as yourself would need to use a secret technique that someone else gave her as a last resort." His gloating had no desired effect, but it did have some expected ones. Feeling her muscles tense was the only warning he got. But it was the only warning he needed, being so used to fighting her. A short grapple ensued.
As usual, despite the warning, he still couldn't beat her, but he was able to take even more pleasure in her increased annoyance at having taken so long to subdue him. And so there they were, Lai Chan in full mount above him, leaning down with anger in her eyes. HR could feel her wetness as she sat on his exposed midsection.
HR felt more horny than scared, to be honest. Yet another side of her that he hadn't seen before and it was hot as fuck. Besides, she wouldn't actually hurt him... right?
He didn't need to say anything as his smile conveyed all she needed to know. She leaned down towards him.
"Shut up." A low rumble highlighted her words. So she thunders when horny and angry. Good to know. HR only got harder beneath her. The next response was more of a reflex.
"Make me." And the anger ticked up another notch. He'd won. They both knew that. And nothing could change it. Anything from now on would never cancel out that he beat her. Losing to her betters, the few there may be, was not a problem for Lai Chan. But losing to someone she considered, at best, her equal was a whole new feeling. An unpleasant and confusing one that built up intense... feeling within. Feeling that had nowhere to go because nothing could change the past.
HR decided to take a risk with his gloating. His girlfriend was hot and most definitely bothered, and he had another hard on. Two birds with one stone?
"What are you going to do, suck my dick again?" Outlet acquired. All of the unpleasantness rushed towards her groin and needed to be released. Yes. She was going to suck his dick again, and this time win. But win at what? Blowing him again wouldn't be much of a competition.
The throbs of her pussy would not be ignored and it reminded her of the other part of what Ai said.
Much to HR's surprise, and disappointment, Lai Chan didn't ravage him sexually. She instead lifted herself off of his chest. His sadness was not long for the world however as she swung one of her strong, blue thighs over his head and darkness surrounded him.
The lack of sight enhanced the other senses immediately. He could feel the immense heat radiating from something in the dark. Almost as if a fire had been lit but made no light. And his nose could guess what was emanating all that heat. In the enclosed space beneath her sundress, HR's nostrils filled with a single smell. Her. Sweat, natural musk, body odor. Several familiar scents combined together to make something wholly distinct and new. It simply reeked of her. All smugness left him as the smell intoxicated him.
Lai Chan beat him to the punch. "Ai said that if I blew you, you had to return the favor and lick me." The rumble remained behind her voice, but from anger or arousal HR could not tell. Nor care. "So do it." Her sentence was punctuated by her settling down slightly lower on her knees, enhancing the sensory stimulation. And then she took HR into her mouth again. He didn't need any more provocation.
Challenge accepted.
His want to bring pleasure to his girlfriend gave him the strength he needed to slightly ignore the pleasure she was giving him below. At least, enough to crane his neck up and taste her.
The physical aspect was nothing special. It felt a lot like licking your arm or any other piece of skin, only without the hair. And more slimy.
The taste was uniquely pleasant. A slight aftertaste of salt, probably from sweat, the faintest hint of an afterthought of metallic, and... scallops? A bit strange, but nice. Though the mental aspect of this act would amplify the flavor exponentially.
One lick. One lick was all it took to make her his favorite meal. One lick upwards, or downwards for her. His tongue started its journey at the top of her vulva, its tip sneaking in to tease the nub poking out from its hood. He felt her heat scald him as he tilted his head upward, letting the flat of his tongue drag along her folds. He felt her body shiver above him, and her pussy quiver in his mouth. He heard a loud rumble come from the direction of her chest. Her legs tensed and lost some of their composure, closing slightly and cupping his face with her powerful quads. Coincidently, this lathered his cheeks with the copious wetness that had been accumulating on her thighs, marking him with her scent directly.
Even before the end of the lick, his mouth was salivating as her scent embedded itself as a core memory. Pavlov's dog didn't have shit on him. Several more licks followed as he tried to implement techniques overheard at the gym, and performed at him by Jazmin and Flávia. He couldn't help but moan as he licked, the taste of her and what she was doing to him bringing them out of him.
His newfound infatuation with munching his girlfriend's box was only rivaled by the pleasure of her slobbing on his knob. He hated to think of another woman when with Lai Chan, especially when intimate like this, and he definitely didn't want to compare her to anyone else but his mind did wander. He'd only gotten two timid blowjobs from his previous girlfriend, both of which ended shortly after they began and didn't end with an orgasm.
Lai Chan, on the other hand, was a natural. He felt her lick, nibble, and suck on his cock like she'd been doing it forever. Beyond just sucking on it, she'd also seemed to have improved upon her handjob technique. Her hand moved in fluid motions, sometimes stopping to rub her thumb on his crown. When free from the thumb, her head was assaulted by kisses and licks, even to go so far as to run her tongue under the ridge. He once again had to wonder how much of this was Ai's teaching and how much was her natural talent for anything physical.
The sounds she made while doing it made him wonder if the sounds he was making were that hot to her. In any case, he wanted to add to her pleasure in an attempt to draw out more thunder. It was very handy after all, having a surefire cue to how you were doing in bed. His hands reached up and felt her stomach through the dress and found her muscles taught. He then realized the position they were in.
Both of her hands were in use, either stroking him, fondling his balls, or some other pleasurable act, which left nothing to support her upper half. As his fingers traced her abs, he felt them tremble at this touch, but not tense. For the already were. For the past few minutes, she'd essentially been doing a modified plank, only using core strength to hold herself up. He could feel wet spots on her dress from sweat starting to build up.
As much as he know she liked to work out, this couldn't have been the best possible experience. So he put one arm on her waist and hooked the other around one of her strong legs and tipped them over.
With a small yelp as she landed, HR had expected some comment or even a spar to ensue. But instead he was rewarded for his actions. Now that her legs no longer served as her support, one of them shifted and bent at the knee using her calf to push him further into her crotch in a makeshift triangle hold as she redoubled her efforts on his cock. Even though he didn't get a verbal thanks, her midsection was certainly appreciative, as the muscles were lax and now twitched only when his hands ran across them.
Unfortunately for him, all good things come to an end. And he could feel his end approaching, fast. He reckoned no one would survive very long if Lai Chan came at them seriously, in bed or otherwise. But he was her teacher. Her boyfriend. And now, somewhat her rival. His pride as all three would be tarnished if he were to cum first.
He could tell she wasn't very far off as well. Her mound had grown more... erratic with each passing lick. The fact that, at times, her technique switched to simply jerking him off showed that her mind was elsewhere.
To help her along, he focused his oral manipulations on her clit. His mouth closed atop the nub and lightly sucked as his tongue tried it's damnedest to peel the hood back further.
Of course, Lai Chan would never go down without a fight. In the face of such pleasure, she rallied enough to get her mouth back around his dick and suck away.
It was a close one. But he won. Again.
Several things cued him in on his victory. Such as Lai Chan's modified triangle getting uncomfortably tight, her thighs flexing and squeezing his head, the contractions from her pussy he could feel on his mouth and nose, and deep rumbling he felt start from her abdomen before erupting out of her as thunder. If her thighs hadn't left him all but deaf, he would have probably worried for his hearing.
He gave it a few extra heartbeats to cement the win, and then let go himself, joining his girlfriend in the blissful climax of carnal pleasure.
His come down was interrupted by his loving, angry girlfriend. She had laid beside him during her orgasm, but upon recovering she reclaimed her spot atop him, looking down from above.
Like before, the very first thing he noticed was how hot she was when she was mad. The second thing is how she looked even MORE worked up than before their 'rematch.' He couldn't help but once again think about how quickly she was becoming acclimated to these things. The first time they were together, she passed out immediately. Now, much like her training and fights, her sexual stamina seemed limitless.
To the victor goes the spoils, and HR planned on reveling in the moment. The grin reappeared on his girlfriend-juice slathered face.
"I win, again." A rumble from deep within her. But her response ignored the slight.
"Shut up and fuck me." A request he was all too happy to oblige. At least he would have if the door didn't slam open.
In stormed Ai, looking just as angry as Lai Chan. And comparatively hot.
"You little shit!" The first words out of her mouth let HR know that she may have been angry, but was not the same type of sexy angry his girlfriend was. He wondered what he did until he noticed that her eyes were fixated on Lai Chan.
"But I lock-"
"Master keys exist," Ai commented, casually cutting off her sister. "Get off of him, now." Lai Chan did as she was told and practically teleported from above him to stand in front of the angry half elf.
Her hands attempted to smooth out her sundress before awkwardly clasping themselves in front of her body. Her blue face was almost purple as she was flushed with equal parts arousal and chagrin. Her eyes were casted down, but not at the shorter woman berating her, at the ground between them. HR thought it was quite a sight to see her be reduced to that. He'd never seen her presence seem so... small. Ai didn't even look at HR.
"You're free to go, Hilbane."
"Oh, yeah, right." It was then that he remembered that he was shirtless with his penis out in front of his girlfriend's family. Family emphasized as he saw a very vindicated looking Veronica in the doorway and could have sworn he saw Mai Fan's head hide behind the door when he looked over.
Quickly tucking himself back into his pants, he shuffled to the corner of the the bed and searched for something to cover himself with. He reached over and found his shirt, the dampness of it immediately reminding him that they had used it as a rag earlier and was unfit to be worn. It also reminded him that his face still gleamed with Lai Chan's secretions. He used the shirt to wipe that off, or probably just smear it around, before dropping it back on the bed. He reached down to put his shoes back on.
While he gathered his things and avoided the gazes of the sisters in the doorway, Ai continued dressing down her younger sister. Main topics included the ungratefulness of the date being so short despite all the effort she and Veronica had put into the outfit, the fact that she didn't even have the decency to take the dress off and thus got it stained and dirty, and a general comment on how she always rushes headfirst into things and doesn't take the time to properly enjoy them. Not that HR was listening, as every insecurity under the sun, as he was sure Lai Chan was feeling times two as the center of attention, drowned out the rest of the world. The only thought in his head was to escape, and hope for the best for Lai Chan.
Making the decision to yet again leave a shirt behind, he grabbed his bag and headed towards the door. He looked back and shared one last look with Lai Chan, both of them apologizing with their eyes to one another.
At the door, he confirmed his suspicion that Mai Fan tagged along with her sisters. She squeaked and got our of his way, almost cowering from embarrassment. Veronica on the other hand stood her ground, resolute in her quest to take every minor and petty victory she could over her sister's new favorite person.
As such, she stared HR down as he had to awkwardly shuffle/squeeze past her into the hallway. In an effort to not completely give in, he decided to pretend that her presence wasn't even acknowledged as he, as best he could, calmly bid Mai Fan farewell. He assumed the squeal that escaped the girl's mouth was some likewise response. And off he went, taking an even more embarrassing walk of shame home than the first one he had. He truly hoped this wouldn't become a trend.
Later that evening Lai Chan texted him to apologize. The good news apparently was that when their mother caught wind of Ai's outburst and clam jam, she stepped in and disciplined Ai. Shit really did roll downhill.
It then promptly devolved into both of them trying to take responsibility for the date going wrong/right before there was a pause in the messages.
"See you at the gym?"
He gave the only possible response. "Definitely."
Of course, they couldn't go to the gym the next couple of days because of what the coach said to him, but he also couldn't (wouldn't) go to see her until the heat died down at her place. But he also needed a way to make sure she didn't work out. Luckily the solution fell into his lap.
They spent the next couple of days with nary a second apart, though physically separated as they were. Phone calls, texts, and video calls took up all of their time as they talked and laughed and shared movies and media with one another. They didn't even talk about anything sexual.
He gained another point of confidence that she really liked him in that, unusually, she didn't mention working out once.
Not that he wanted to completely take over her life, of course. But it was a very flattering thought to have as they both counted down the minutes to when they could see each other in person.
---
Three for three. HR was once again stopped when he entered the gym.
Lai Chan was over by the heavy bags when he graced the gym with his unwanted presence. She made to start in his direction, probably to tackle him again, but the head coach caught her by the back of the sports bra and stopped her in her tracks. He pointed her back to the workout and she got back to it with a sullen glance towards HR and a pout. One of the trainers watched over her while the coach headed over to Hilbane.



"What now?" Hilbane couldn't hold in his frustration. Ever since he and Lai Chan started 'training', it seemed like every time he stepped foot in there, someone had a problem with it. He was frankly sick of it. He paid good money to use the gym and even more for lessons, many of which he had to miss because of his pseudo exile. He didn't even care that his tone was aggressive towards a man who could snap him in two.
In fact, one look at the man's face made him regret his tone. Slightly. The coach looked... nervous. And a little guilty. HR felt that if they had met wearing anything else the man would have a literal hat in hand.
"Yeah... yeah. I know. Hilbane, I-uh. I don't know how to ask this but. I got a deal I wanna offer you." Given the fact that someone at the gym actually called him by his name, HR felt that he wasn't going to like the terms of the deal.
"What kinda deal?"
"One that you might not like. We here at the gym can see how fond of each other you and her are." He glanced back over his shoulder to look at Lai Chan and HR's eyes followed suit. Before being told to get back to hitting the bag, she managed a smile at HR and a scowl at the coach. "Some of the other trainers have been thinking. Ever since you two started bumpin' uglies-," HR decided to not interject as denial is a sign of guilt, "she's been better than ever, and that's sayin' somethin'."
It was, in fact, saying something. HR could see how learning your prodigy wasn't even working at full power the entire time you knew them could be a bit of a shock. HR, however, interjected the word he felt coming next.
"...But?"
"But she's also been a bit too enthusiastic about you. Not to say that she shouldn't. You're a fine young man. And not to say that you aren't... but some of the others think that she's lost sight of... what's important." Coach looked like he expected HR to blow up at that remark, but if anything HR was just confused.
"What's important?"
"We mean the title match." Oh, right. That. Truth be told, despite it having been the talk of the gym since its announcement, he had kinda forgotten about it. Spending time with a hot woman tends to make people forgetful.
"What about it?"
The coach looked at him in bewilderment, but continued nonetheless. "Well, it's in a week an-"
"Oh shit." HR's inner thoughts became outer thoughts. That was next week. She really needed to trai- actually, he looked over to her now rolling around with the jiu jitsu trainer, she should be resting. He must have made the common mistake of wearing his thoughts on his face.
"Relax, kid. It's just a light workout, nothing strenuous. Just making up for the past few days of her being 'sick'." HR didn't like the emphasis on the work but decided that keeping his mouth shut was the best course of action. "She'll be stuck at home until the fight comes after tonight. Which is why I-we wanted to offer you the deal." Oh right. That. The coach continued.
"This title is important to us, Hilbane. And yes, having a belt holding champion would be great publicity and all that, but more importantly than that it's important to her." Another look over to Lai Chan. "Everyone here," he spread his hands out, gesturing to the entire gym, "believes that she can do it. Everyone wants to see her do it, even if the only reward is to see that smile. And we know she would smile win or loss, assuming it was a good fight. But..." the coach tried ot find the right way to phrase it but HR knew what was coming next.
"I'm distracting her."
"Yes!" Coach pulled back a bit, his outburst disturbed some of the nearby gym goers. "That. She would be happy no matter the outcome provided she fought to her fullest ability. We worry that with her head occupied with thoughts of you, she may not be able to reach that ability." HR understood completely, and a wave of guilt overtook him. He'd taken this up and coming star and distracted her from what was trul-
"Not to say that thinking of you is wrong. Everyone had been worried for quite a while, but seeing her head over heels for you puts everyone at ease. And we can't exactly police her thinking. But we figured we could maybe solve two birds with one stone." Anything to not be a burden to her.
"What are you suggesting?"
"If she is going to be thinking about you anyway, what if we use you for motivation? Almost like a reward for winning? Not saying that there's a penalty for losing but you know what I mean right?" HR nodded. "So we were hoping that maybe you could... not see her, at least until the fight. Really let her focus on the match." Made sense, remove the distraction until after she wins. But that didn't mean HR had to like it. And she definitely wouldn't. Seeing the inner turmoil within, the coach sped through the sweetened side of the deal.
"But! In return, win or lose, I'm comping all of the missed time you paid for. You can be ringside at the fight, and if she does win, free membership, lessons, whatever you want for life!" A pause. "Please, if not for us, then for her. She's worked so hard for this." HR had almost tuned the coach out, starting over his shoulder at his girlfriend.
Everything he said was true. She'd been working towards this goal since she took her first lesson, or so people told her. As far as he was concerned, she was always destined for greatness, with or without him. But he would hate for the with clause of that statement to be an obstacle for her.
She wouldn't like it. She wouldn't like it and he didn't like it. But it might be best for her. He could see her upset. Pouting, maybe even some tears.
But he could also see the end of the fight. Tears in her eyes as her fist was raised in victory and years of hard work came to fruition. He wondered how bright her smile would shine then.
But he dared not visualize her loss. If it was instead the current champ's fist raised, the coach was right. She'd still be happy if she fought with all she had. But if she didn't, or at least felt like she didn't... he dared not think what expression would replace that smile.
"Fine." HR never returned his gaze to the coach. He didn't even hear the man's thanks, or the trailing off of his voice as HR made a beeline towards Lai Chan. She noticed his approach and quickly broke out of the lock she had been in, appearing on her feet as the black belt still wondered how she had escaped his perfect hold. She appeared to almost be holding her breath as they maintained eye contact.
Upon reaching her HR just kissed her. He pressed his lips against hers and tried to push a week's worth of emotion into the act. But it could only last a few seconds, as she naturally went to escalate things, their location be damned. HR casually grabbed her wrists and returned them to her side as he pulled away.
"See you next week." And with those words, he turned and walked out of the gym, ignoring the confused look on Lai Chan's face, and the hooting and jeering from the rest of the gym members.
---
Lai Chan was surprisingly understanding when he told her later. That didn't mean she wasn't pissed, but she didn't push to break his agreement with her coach. Or even to inflict violence upon him. She just pouted.
The hardest part was actually Lai Chan taking the week break seriously. Having grown accustomed to the past several days of being connected remotely, their messaging and calls were limited now to only good morning and good night texts. All of Lai Chan's time was occupied prepping for the fight, be that reviewing footage of her opponent, getting deep tissue massages, or whatever else needed to make sure she was in tip top shape. 'Twas a lonely week for our hero as he could do nought but hope she would win when the time came.
HR was surprised when he was called in a day early. Turned out both Lai Chan and the coach wanted him at the weigh in. When he arrived, he found he had misinterpreted what the coach meant by 'ringside.'
Turned out Coach meant being in her corner during the fight. And that meant also showing up for the press junket and weigh in. Upon arrival he was shoved into a shirt representing the gym, that may or may not have been a size too large, and made to stand with the other professionals and pretend he knew what he was doing.
Lai Chan, on the other hand, was natural in the spotlight. Made sense. Being a daughter of the most popular singer ever, and a sister to many other extraordinary performers meant that she had to learn to be comfortable with eyes on her.
It was kinda surprising eyes were on her. At least most of them. Several of her family members had shown up to be in the crowd, including Ai, Veronica, and Mai Fan. The three of whom gave him differing greetings. A flirty hello, a single glance with red cheeks, and the usual glare. Same old same old.
What was different was Lai Chan's smile. Her behavior was slightly off as well, simply waving at HR when he showed up instead of tackling him. But her smile made him uneasy. It was much like the animalistic smile she gave him right before Ai interrupted them, except without the horniness. And way more dangerous. It grew ever so slightly when she came face to face with her opponent.
After taking the photos and weighing in (just barely under weight, as always) everyone went their separate ways after the coach explained to HR what his job was the next day and what time to show up. He wouldn't actually enter the ring, as only two people are allowed to, but he would set up the materials needed during the rounds. Lai Chan didn't say a word to him the entire time.
---
The next day of the fight HR arrived as told. They met up at the gym and traveled to the arena through the back streets and crowded roads. He just followed along in silent wonderment at the process of entering the venue through a guarded back door and being led through several hallways to the women's side of the prep areas.
As they walked, HR had a faint feeling of being somewhere he wasn't supposed to be, but no one paid him much mind as everyone was in the process of warming up and otherwise prepping for their fights.
Being the challenger to the main card, Lai Chan got a whole room to herself. Speaking of the woman of the hour, she was along the same lines as the previous morning, even more so in fact. She hadn't acknowledged him at all. She hadn't really acknowledged anyone for that matter. It was strange to see her so...docile? That's not the word. Complacent? No. Muted? No, there was definitely a dangerous aura about her.
Whatever the word was, she wasn't herself. She'd usually be talking and interacting with everyone, showing off that smile and charisma. But now she was an ominous level of calm. As if before the storm.
After getting situated in the room, they split up into three groups. The first group was her usual corner, checking over their supplies and confirming things with the event staff and refs. The second team was the Coach once again briefing HR on the do's and don'ts of his role. And the last 'team' was Lai Chan alone. Wordlessly, she set down her bags and began warming up, shadowboxing.
HR was half paying attention to the lecture as he watched her out of the corner of his eye. Her movements were sharper than he'd ever seen. Even sparring against her trainers. The textbook didn't have shit on her. He wouldn't last a second against her if they sparred right then. It made him wonder, was she always holding back, or was this improvement a natural response to the challenge that awaited her in the ring?
---
When the time came for the match to start, she lit up, slightly. She occupied the walk to the entrance with more shadow boxing, this time to expend excess excitement, or so it looked to HR. When they announced her name, the group walked to the octagon with a full stadium cheering. She only stared ahead, eyes locked on the ring with the same dangerous smile. The smile only grew bigger when the two of them were made to touch gloves in the center of the ring.
And when her opponent threw the first punch and she slipped it, she was back to her usual self.
---
HR had never seen Lai Chan fight beyond spars, but he was simultaneously surprised and not surprised to see that Lai Chan behaved much the same as a spar. Mainly that she was obviously having fun. Her usual smile had returned to her face in all its giddy glory. He swore he could hear her giggle between exchanges of blows. It was slightly unnerving to him, to be completely honest. But no one felt worse about it than her opponent.
If you've ever seen a fight, most of the time the smiles come before and/or after the match itself. Not during. And on top of that, Lai Chan's opponent was the current champ. What else could her smiles and laughs be but a sign of blatant disrespect?
Frankly, HR was jealous of the champ. Lai Chan seemed way happier fighting her than in any of their training. He guessed that having an actual challenge was an exponential increase in fun. But jealousy was easily overridden by how wonderful she looked.
She looked as good as someone could be expected to, covered in sweat and fighting. But while each round left both competitors more and more fatigued, her aura of enjoyment increased. She looked like she was having the most fun in her entire life, and the entire arena was there to witness it. HR was content enough to watch her excel from the sidelines, but it was a lot harder to handle face to face.
The fight had been going pretty evenly, both contenders performing their very best. The coach decided to call an audible. Something to give Lai Chan an edge. Right before the end of the latest round, he clapped HR on the back.
"You're up, kid." HR's attention was torn away from the fight as the world's anxiety enveloped him.
"What?" Coach took the water bottle and towel HR had just handed to the assistant coach and gave them back to him.
"Just give her some water, wipe off some sweat, and give her a pep talk." Before HR could ask what exactly he could say to a fighter leagues better than him, the round ended and both fighters returned to their corners and he was pushed towards the gate.
Once in the octagon, HR froze, which gave the other trainer enough time to set down a stool for Lai Chan to all but collapse into. Despite the smile on her face and obvious enjoyment, she looked drained. Her body heaved with every breath while her shoulders and arms went slack to conserve energy. Her eyes stared off into space, entirely concentrated on the fight ahead. Seeing her in such a state spurred HR into action, less because the Coach would kill him and more because he felt a deepseated need to help her in some way.
Given the towel and bottle of water in his hand, he kneeled down and wiped some sweat off of her head. She opened her mouth without really looking at him and he squirted some water into it. Thankfully the other cornerman was on the ball as a bucket appeared for her to spit it into after swishing it around her mouth. With little else to do he just started wiping down her neck and arms with the towel as the other guy put ice on her back.
While looking for more sweat to wipe he felt her focus on him and so he met her eyes. As she recognized him, he watched as her pupil dilated slightly. Her smile took on a warmer feeling as she took him in. It was the first time she'd looked him in the face in over a week.
"Hi." She let out the breathy word as if they had just bumped into each other in the hall between classes and not in the middle of one of the most important (currently) events of her life.
Before he could respond, their minute was up and he was being rushed out of the octagon. Before he left though, he looked at her with all of the conviction he could muster and said, "You got this."
She smiled even wider around her mouthpiece.
---
Turns out she really did have it. About three minutes after his 'pep talk', Lai Chan landed a seemingly innocuous body blow. One of many, and it definitely wasn't the cleanest one. Even the champ appeared to not have noticed it. Until she doubled over in pain.
Not missing the chance, Lai Chan's body accelerated forward. Only to be stopped by the ref, her knee a mere inch from the champ's face.
The stoppage of the fight meant that she had won. That Lai Chan was the new champ and the best of the best. All fighters celebrate differently. Some prance around the octagon, egging on the already screaming spectators. Some fall to their knees in prayer and thanks. Others taunt the opponent or others in the crowd who doubted them. Some even scale the fence of the octagon to sit atop it, taking their place above all. Lai Chan did none of these things.
Well, technically she did half of one.
After giving it a second to make sure the fight was really over, she disappeared from the ring. At least, in HR's perspective. Those in the crowd would see her bound to one of the walls and all but jump atop the fence. From there, with zero hesitation, she would dive towards that new elf on her corner team.
Back to HR's perspective, time slowed for him. Having to spar with a now champion regularly, his reaction time had gotten faster. As quickly as he noticed her absence in the octagon, he noticed a shadow being cast on him. Looking up he saw his wonderful girlfriend flying towards him.
He caught her as best he could, but she was still another, fully grown, person. He half caught her and half acted as her landing pad as they crashed to the ground.
Before he could even register the pain of the crash landing, he felt his lips roughly smashed against hers. When the kiss ended, his visual sense took in the sight above him. Silhouetted by the flood light above them, and highlighted by those around, was his girlfriend.
She glistened in the light, covered in sweat that now dripped down onto him. Having been beaten by her so many times, he could tell that despite her face, she was exhausted. Her center of gravity was non-existent and her body simply rested on him instead of the usual tensing in preparation to counter whatever move he made to get out from under her. He wasn't even sure if she'd be able to stand when they did get up. But you wouldn't be able to tell that from her face.
She looked radiant. Absolutely glowing. Her patented smile was planted on her face, but it felt so different. The emotion so much deeper. In this moment, she wasn't just on top of him. She was on top of the world. But another part of her look made it much more than that. She was looking at him. Sharing this experience with him. Her first thought was to go to him. She didn't feel like she was on top of the world just because of the fight. She felt like she was on top of the world because of the fight and because she had him to share the moment with.
An unconscious smile spread on his face. Though it wasn't the only part of him that reacted. With her laying atop him he could physically feel how hot she was. Her body radiating heat with the worksout she just got, her sweat seeping into his clothes and falling onto his face, her post workout smell flooding his lungs. Reminded him of the last time they'd been together.
His mouth began to water.
He saw her look change as well. Another sort of happiness crept into her. A primal glint in her eye. Anticipation. Need. Lust.
Before she, or he for that matter, could act on the impulse though, their moment was cut short by the coach. He wordlessly yanked her to her feet by her forearm and dragged her back to the cage. All while wearing that strained smile parents get when their children embarrass themselves in public.
While waiting for the announcer to announce the obvious winner, Lai Chan was visibly antsy. Bouncing on her feet impatiently as she waited for the ref to raise her hand in victory.



When the moment finally came, her response was, as Lai Chan herself was, atypical. Her hand was raised for half a second before she ripped it out of the ref's hand and hugged the now former champ. Not a respectful, obligatory sportsmanship hug like most fighters do. She pulled her in and squeezed her as if they they were best of friends. The dethroned Champ froze for a second before awkwardly returning the embrace, causing the stadium to cheer even louder.
It was then that HR was briskly escorted from beside the ring to the locker rooms by the assistant coach, dashing his dreams of an after match meet up with his special girl. The reasoning behind it was sound, though. Her little stunt had put him in the public eye and was no doubt probably circulating on social media and would be in the news by the morning. Like it or not, he would be in the public eye come the morrow and so they decided to extract him while everyone was distracted by her. He was then told to go home to freshen up and go to her place after.
---
Having not fully understood his new position in the world, HR did what he was told. A little over an hour later he arrived at her place, showered and dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, only to find out he was severely underdressed. Apparently the gym and Meng Wei teamed up to throw an afterparty for Lai Chan that he wasn't privy to. He was ushered into a banquet hall in some wing of the mansion he'd never been to before and was greeted with the gym regulars in suits and cocktail dresses. The party seemed to already be underway as people milled about with drinks and appetizers. A loud cheer went up throughout the room upon his arrival.
He was welcomed by Meng Wei with her polite smile and it appeared she didn't mind his lack of formal wear. Veronica, as usual, glared at him for being there at all, let alone messing up the dress code. He had planned to sit off in a corner and wait for the true guest of honor to arrive but they got to him first.
The first to approach him was Mai Fan, in a cute, flowing dress as her eyes beamed with excitement.
"What did you say!?" The question came hard and fast, her enthusiasm hurting his ear drums.
"What?"
"In the ring! What did you say to her!?" If she were sitting, she'd have been on the edge of her seat.
"Oh, I just told her that she had it...?" He could have never imagined the response to his simple words.
"Oh. My. Gods! So like, you knew all along that she could do it? You believed in her and never doubted her, right? That's so romantic!"
He wouldn't have put it like that but she seemed happy with whatever fantasy she came up with in her head. Before she could hound him with more questions, she was dragged off by Veronica, who didn't want another sister being lost to him.
He was then passed around from group to group of gym members, all having either congratulatory words for Lai Chan's and his relationship or dirty/personal questions that he refused to answer. So pretty much the usual. Until he was thrust upon Alison.
It'd been a while since they interacted, but old instincts told him he needed to look for a way out. For once, his fight or flight response was wrong. The dark elf placed a soft hand on his arm.
"Relax. I'm not going to 'get you.' At least not anymore." The statement confused HR and made him want to run even more. But curiosity made him stay.
"As much fun as you are, I'm not going to ruin such a beautiful relationship. You two are so cute together." She sighed and moved her hand to his cheek, caressing it longingly. "Though I will lament what could have been, I'll always have the memories we share." He didn't think they were looking back at the same memories with the same emotion. "See you around, HR. Let me know if you two ever want a third."
Alison walked away, blowing him a kiss as she went, making sure to put a little extra sway in her hips.
He survived, surprisingly. But as people say, out of the fire, into the frying pan. His next destination was a table with Jazmin. And she did not look happy.
The model was living up to her title, red hair wavy and stunning with an extremely form fitting dress. Her face was in a scowl as her legs were crossed in front of her.
This time he really wanted to escape but her eyes gave him no choice but to sit, for fear of repercussions. They sat there for a while in silence, her glaring him down. He flinched when she spoke.
"This changes nothing."
"Wha-"
"Like I told you in the gym. You belong to me. No matter what you and your little bitch get up to." HR suddenly developed a backbone.
"She's not a bitch, Lai Chan is my girlfriend. I belong to her, not you." He saw her get even angrier but he didn't care much. Lai Chan was much too nice to be down-talked like that.
Before their interaction could escalate, Ai appeared, all smiles with a drink in hand. She casually sat in Hilbane's lap and draped an arm over his shoulders.
"Hey there, lover boy. How are you enjoying the party? " She seemed to completely miss the bad mood between him and Jazmin. With a glance/scowl at Jazmin, his response let out more venom than intended.
"Better, now that you're here." Ai's face lit up with excitement at the unintentional flattery.
"Aren't you the little charmer!" She gave him a kiss on the cheek. "Better be careful or I might start getting ideas and take you for myself." Jasmin started to say something
"Act-" Ai interrupted her, looking in her direction for the first time since she sat down.
"Oh I know you! Lai Chan told me all about you." Jazmin looked surprised. A huge star like Ai knew about her? "Yeah, you're that up and coming model that people are buzzing about. Love your stuff."
"Th-thank you." Jazmin got a bit flustered.
"She also told me about the games you and Hilbane here play together. Recreation is fine, but I think you should focus juuuust a bit more on your career." Confusion spread on Jazmin's face.
"What?"
Ai continued speaking. Though she appeared to be giving advice, he sensed something else beneath her words.
"Yeah, a little work can go a long way. Don't get me wrong, you're great, but this business is ruthless. Many up and coming starlets get forgotten about and left behind all the time. All because of a little mishap here or a badmouthing from another, bigger model there." Her tone lost all friendliness. "Don't let it happen to you."
The three of them sat there in silence for a few beats, some sort of understanding forming between the two women that HR couldn't quite parse. Ai spoke again, seemingly dismissing Jazmin.
"Enjoy the party, Jazmin." Jazmin collected her handbag and walked off. HR followed her long enough to see her meet up with Flavia and Alison at another table. "I get the feeling she won't be bothering you again, Hilbane me boy."
"Really?"
"If she knows what's good for her she won't. Now, back to that line from earlier. Have any more smooth moves to lay on me? I'll trade them for more kisses." The flight response was kicking in again. Before he could attempt to escape, Meng Wei appeared next to them.
"That's enough teasing for now, Ai."
"Awwww." The older woman pouted like a scolded child. Though HR figured that was appropriate as she was literally being scolded by her mother.
"But, I do commend how you handled that. I wouldn't have been so merciful."
"What do you mean, mom?" A dark twinkle appeared in Meng Wei's eye.
"I wouldn't have given a warning."
HR turned his head to see how Ai would respond next but Ai was distracted by her phone. She lit up like a Christmas tree looking at the message. She turned towards the rest of the party and yelled out to them.
"It's almost time everyone!" The party immediately went quiet and someone cut the lights.
An echo came from the hallway as footsteps and voices grew closer.
"But I'm tirrrred. And HR disappeared after the match, I have to call him." Lai Chan's whine brought a smile to his face.
"I know, I know, but just one surprise and then you can sleep." The voice of her older brother, they were closer now.
The two of them cast a shadow in the doorway of the banquet hall. Then the lights flicked on and everyone yelled:
"Congratulations!"
Lai Chan's mood visibly improved in an instant. When the lights turned on, her visage went from exhausted back to her usual excitement. And she was even more underdressed than HR. She had changed into slippers, basketball shorts, and a baggy t-shirt. His t-shirt. Her cloud hair was in a ponytail and she had a bandage on one of her cheeks.
Much like an overstimulated puppy, everyone laughed and watched as Lai Chan looked around the room, stunned by the choices and her figurative tail wagging. Then she locked onto HR and made a beeline toward him. Meng Wei patted him on the shoulder and said, "I'll get to you shortly."
She then intercepted Lai Chan on her way to her prize. An argument ensured, one known by many a parent and child and unseemly for a champion. Though he could not hear them, Lai Chan was obviously whining and she pointed towards him several times. Meng Wei stood strong however and eventually convinced a pouting Lai Chan to greet everyone first.
She went to the center of the hall and was given a microphone. The feedback nearly deafened HR and everyone else in attendance before silence took over and everyone looked at the champ for a speech.
"I did it!" The people waited for more but none followed, just her patented smile. The audience erupted in applause and cheers. A simplistic speech, fitting on their little starlet.
She then tried to head towards her boyfriend but again was stopped by her mother. After even more pouting and whining, she was guided around the hall arm in arm with her mother, making sure to thank every guest for coming and accepting their congratulations.
Once that was completed, she moved towards him at a brisk pace. Or at least what was a brisk pace for a normal person. HR could tell she wasn't in the best shape. Her movements lacked the efficiency and technique of the trained fighter she was. This was someone who was exhausted and being propelled purely on emotion.
"Congratulations, Lil Lai!"
Her mood shifted for the worse. She went from smiling at him to glaring at Ai, whom he'd forgotten was sitting on his lap. Without a word to either of them, Lai Cha lifted Ai bridal style off of his lap and placed her on her feet. She then turned to HR. She took a handful of her shirt and spit into it, proceeding to wipe it on his face. His confusion was alleviated when the shirt came away smudged and he realized that it was Ai's lipstick.
She then grabbed HR's hand and pulled him to his feet, dragging him towards the door and glaring at Ai as they passed her.
The gathered masses cheered and jeered and whistled and did all sorts of things as the two of them left the room, HR the only one of them to react.
Ai watched them leave as Mai Fan appeared next to her.
"She's going to hate you if you keep doing that, you know."
---
HR was pushed into her room with not as much fervor as he was used to. Once the door was closed and locked, triple checked, she went about weakly dragging him to the bed. She attempted to strip him, but only managed to get his shirt off before giving up. She just barely got out of her own clothes before just collapsing backwards onto the bed, dragging HR on top of her.
HR could feel the exhaustion emanating from her. For a second he thought she had actually fallen asleep as soon as she hit the sheets but she held on, barely. She looked at him with deeply lidded eyes that somehow were still able to convey a deep rooted lust through her lack of energy.
As flattered as HR was to see her laid bare before him once more, especially after a week apart, he had obvious concerns about her physical state of being.
"Lai Chan, are you sure you're up for this? You don't need to... sleep or something?" Her response held a good bit of the fire she was missing.
"No!" As he expected, there was a lot of lust and defiance in the word, but also sadness and a desperation that he couldn't place. She reached up and laced her arms around his neck and weakly pulled him down. He went along with it and was cradled against her bosom. "You have to! Coach said so!" Coach said what, exactly? She sounded near tears and shivered against him, through both exhaustion and emotion.
"What is it that Coach said?"
"He said that after the fight you'd do whatever I wanted. Especially if I won. He promised! You have to..." She paused, and then whispered. "I worked so hard."
HR didn't wholly appreciate the coach promising him to others without his knowledge nor permission but that was for another day. Turns out Lai Chan was a normal person. With worries and doubts just like everyone else.
He couldn't, and hadn't, imagined the pressure she was under because she didn't show it. The smile hid it all. Everyone was sure she could do it, and she did. As she should have, as the new up and coming prodigy. Being so good, it's easy to forget that she's just a person doing what she enjoys. When everyone expects you to win, it's not surprising when you do. And of course such a good girl wouldn't want to let anyone down. In every match, every round, every punch thrown, she had very little to win, and everything to lose. The status quo versus disappointment.
HR doubted that even the coach knew this about her. How could she appear weak in front of the main person pushing her to be strong? No, he alone was privy to this. He alone was trusted enough to witness her at her weakest, most vulnerable state. And he recognized what this night was for her.
First and foremost, he hadn't realized how much she'd missed him in the week apart. Her texts never conveyed anything of the sort. He just figured she was busy training. Second, this was the night she demanded they reach the next and final step in their lessons. Where they went all the way. Third, and most important, this was her reward.
Years of hard work. Years of training and fighting to meet everyone's expectations without fail. Years of pressure building up to that one moment when the fight ends and she can finally relax because she won. The congratulations and pats on the back meant very little to her. So did material things. Her mother, or anyone else in her family, was able to and definitely willing to buy her anything she wanted for a prize. All she needed to do was ask. But she didn't want anything that could be bought. What she wanted was clear from the moment the match ended and she flung herself into his arms. She wanted him. In every sense of the word.
In any other moment HR would have probably crumbled under the pressure of being her cornerstone. But this wasn't any other moment. This wasn't about her. Or at least not wholly. It wasn't his moment, or her moment. It was their moment.
He pulled his head from her chest, easily countering her weak resistance, and looked down on her face. Every pent up emotion she'd ever had was displayed as she silently looked up at him with watery eyes. He used a thumb to wipe away a tear from the corner of one of them and kissed her on the forehead. She looked to him for emotional support, and all he felt were the emotions she was looking for. He told her what she needed to hear.
"Good job, Lai Chan. I'm proud of you." Then the waterworks really started. HR patiently held her as she let out all of those pent up emotions. Tears of joy and relief streamed down her face as she sobbed into his shoulder. He slowly brushed her hair as she got all of it out. Many minutes passed like this.
Eventually the tears subsided and he looked at her again. The eyes remained watery but there was a languid smile on her face now. Pure happiness.
"You okay now?"
She chuckled weakly. "Never been better."
Good, because he was just getting started. She was tonight's special girl. His special girl. And he was gonna let her know it.
"Close your eyes."
She followed directions and he placed a soft, long kiss on her lips.
"Make a wish."
"Why?" she breathed out, still holding her eyes closed.
"For tonight is just your night." A kiss on her cheek. "And we're going to celebrate all through the night."
She swooned.
"And you're right, coach did promise you. So..." He licked a part of her neck. She tasted clean. She also smelled clean. She must have showered before this. "Your wish is my command." He kissed just beneath her ear. "I'll submit to your demands." He kissed her cheek. "I'll do anything." He brought their mouths together firmly, but just for a second. His teeth lightly bit down on her lower lip and dragged it back before letting go. "You need only ask."
He knew what she wanted already. But it was her special night. Let her be in control. At least on paper. He also liked seeing her so docile. She hadn't been this obedient since their first lesson.
She responded as expected, her voice barely a whisper and shaky from his kisses.
"Fuck me."
"I'll do you one better." He could feel her curiosity pique. "I'll make love to you."That revved her engines. He felt her body shiver under him as she spoke, a tired, giddy smile on her phase.
"Like you know I want you to."
"And I'll hold you tight, all through the night." He gave her a squeeze and she melted more into the bed. "And not just tonight either. I'll make love to you when you want me to." He leaned in and whispered into her ear. "And I will not let go 'til you tell me to."
Lai Chan reached her limit. Her hands left the embrace and moved to his shoulders in an attempt to push him over. Unfortunately for her, her body had just had the workout of a lifetime not three hours earlier and her arms were not up to the task they'd done so easily many times before. HR took both her wrists and placed them above her head, leaving her at his mercy.
"Lai Chan, relax. Let's go slow. I don't got nowhere to go." He gave her another kiss. "We're just gonna concentrate on you." Another kiss. "Tonight is just your night, and I will do you right. I will give you the love of your life."
He'd felt like he'd teased her enough. Or at least it was time to get started. This was her reward, after all. While she was distracted with his kisses he slipped a hand between them. Unlike up top, he went straight for the kill, doing one quick slide up her slick folds and touched her clit.
He wasn't surprised it happened, he still wasn't used to just how loud her thunderclaps could be. Maybe the surprise made her react more extremely but despite the dull throb, the noise she let out was music to his ringing ears. It also showed how worked up she was.
Whether it was the emotional deepening of their relationship or her physical lack of stamina from the night's earlier events, HR could tell she was already very close. As much as he liked looking at her face and the feeling of her quivering around his fingers, he knew something that would make her feel a lot better.
He left one last peck on her cheek before releasing her wrists and sliding down her body. A moment of confusion spread on her face but her legs instinctually opened, her lower lips eagerly awaiting their own kisses.
Upon reaching her crotch, he got a whiff of her and like outside the ring, his mouth began to water. This time, he intended to satiate his hunger.
A long lick betwixt her folds slathered his tongue in her copious juices and filled his mouth with the taste of Lai Chan. Unable to hold himself back, his mouth closed around ther mound, creating a nice pocket of suction. At the familiar sensation, he heard another moan, another thunderclap, and felt her hands in his hair.
His tongue lavished her labias with loads of loving licks, coaxing from his lover a legion of loud, lively, lengthy, and lucid noises of pleasure at luxuriant levels. Her moans urged him on as he could hear her nearing that sweet, sweet precipice.



He proceeded to ceremoniously throw her over that edge when he centered his mouth over her clit and licked it while sucking. Her fingers clenched around fistfulls of his hair as her body quaked with cascading waves of pleasure. HR maintained pace to make her rise and descent as pleasurable as possible.
He felt her coming down but instead of slowing, redoubled his efforts, causing her moans that had begun to lower in volume to become thunderclaps once more.Within two minutes she had barely come down from one orgasm before being thrusted into another head first. By the end of the second her voice had become strained and her body twitched as she weakly attempted to push his head off.
His mouth parted from her with a soft pop and he looked over his handiwork. Flush, inflamed and quivering is how he found her pussy. It put a smile on his lips, right alongside her juices. He wiped his mouth before returning to her face.
She looked much like she had at the end of the fight. Chest heaving, her body was limp against the sheets as she recovered from what he had done to her. He got lost in simply watching her. At some point he was brought back to reality when her hand grabbed his forearm and her head tilted towards him.
"I need you." She didn't have to ask twice. While he would have been worried about her physical stamina, there was no fatigue in her eyes. They still burned with the passion and resolve to complete their private lessons.
Not wanting to keep her, or himself for that matter, waiting any longer, he quickly hopped off the bed and began removing his jeans. As he did he felt something strange in one of his pockets. Pulling out the object it happened to be a a roll of five condoms and a piece of paper. There was no name but there were a set of lip prints that matched the color of the ones that had been on his face prior.
For once he was glad for the familial mettling. He had been fully prepared to do the deed raw and abandon all semblance of safety. After quickly removing the remainder of his clothes and putting on one of the jimmies, he climbed back onto the bed.
Time slowed as HR took in the situation he was in. Lai Chan reacted to his approach, opening her legs and smiling at him. Offering herself before him.
A beautiful woman lay before him. Light blue skin defined by muscles toned to perfection. A glistening pink pussy, dripping and waiting to accept him. The smile of his girlfriend. That image would be burned into his memory for the rest of his life.
He took his rightful place between her legs and hovered over her. Using one hand he lined himself up with her opening, both of them gasping as they pressed against one another through the condom.
A gentleman always asks for permission.
"You ready?"
"Always have been." And so he pushed into her, and they both gasped.
As he had learned learned all those nights ago, Lai Chan was indeed tight. Thankfully she was primed and ready to accept his respectably modest size. Besides pleasuring her and sating his own appetites, his earlier feast served to loosen her up.
Even through all that though, nothing would have prepared him or her for the real thing. Despite the slightly dulled sensations of the condom, the warmth- her warmth - combined with her tightness made a worry in the back of his mind about his stamina. But, as always, at the forefront of it was her.
Their eyes never broke as he watched her reaction. The initial feeling had her mouth form an 'O' from the shock, but that quickly melted away to the warmest smile she'd given him yet.
"We're finally having sex!" Her soft voice radiated a sublime sense of innocence and excitement.
"Yup. How do you feel?"
"Full."
He sported a grin as he continued the questioning. "Aaaaaand?"
She chuckled. "And nice."
"Annnnn-"
She pulled him down and kissed him deeply. "Shut up and fuck me."
"Anything for you."
HR stayed lowered, their chests and bodies flushed against one another. They both lost their composure as he slowly drew back and then gently thrust back in. This cycle repeated for a minute. The two of them staring into each other's eyes as they experienced the sensations together. At some point Lai Chan had started lightly moving her hips to meet his. It was amazing. Also pretty nice to keep himself composed to make sure no mishaps occurred.
"Faster."
"Huh?"
Lai Chan looked deep into his eyes, the same wondrous excitement and glee, with a tinge of champions fire within.
"Harder." She would accept no substitute. Nor should she. Tonight was her night and her word was law.
"Yes ma'am." He followed her orders, increasing both his speed and their moans. Now their movements gently rocked their entire bodies. Low rumblings of thunder the backtrack to their lovemaking.
With his weight resting on her, their hands were free to grab and squeeze and rub anywhere they pleased. And so they did. Their arms roamed each other's bodies as their motions and noises synced up. Grunts and moans declaring the arrival of the beast with two backs.
Feeling her against him like this, it felt right. It felt good. And it felt familiar. Though usually she was the one on top, they were no stranger to each other's bodies as sparring partners. Them being connected and intertwined like this brought back so many memories they shared, with the added benefit of him feeling her wrapped around his dick and her feeling him penetrating her pussy.
He wasn't the only one reminiscing though. As sparring partners, it was their job to push each other to their limits to increase performance and skill. And as the more experienced one (at least in fighting) Lai Chan fell back into that role easily.
"Harder!"
He followed her command without a second thought, pulling back and thrusting into her the hardest yet. An unrepressed moan and accompanying thunderclap. But not enough.
"Better, but harder!" This filled him with pride. Though supportive, this was almost exactly like a spar. With her directing him on how to counter a move or break from a hold. But this wasn't a spar. He was supposed to be the teacher, but part of him was happy that she was comfortable enough with her own body and with him to tell him what felt good for her. Besides, she was the Belle of this ball. He thrusted as hard as he could per her command and was rewarded with an even louder thunderclap.
"Great! Now faster!"
He followed that one too.
Now an audible slapping of their bodies meeting joined the orchestra of their love making, harmonizing with the grunts, moans, screams, and thunder.
Lai Chan seemed to have regained her energy. With a smile on her face, she shifted between moaning, screaming, and laughter at will. She forcibly kissed HR whenever she had the breath to and used her hands to squeeze his ass.
HR was glad she was having so much fun, though he'd never imagined sex could involve so much giddy laughter. He, on the other hand, had a real double edged sword situation. He was feeling just as good as she was and he loved making her feel like she deserved to feel. But this increase in stimulation meant that he had to try a whole lot harder to hold on.
HR was putting up a good fight, but it was a fight against the inevitable. So he needed to speed up her process. He managed to slip a hand between her thighs and find her clit. Right where he left it.
Her reactions, which were already deafening, started coming faster and faster. Oddly enough, to HR at least, the closer she seemed to get, the more she laughed. To him it sounded like they were play fighting instead of fucking
Eventually she did reach that orgasm, thankfully before him. He maintained his speed as best he could as her felt her clamp down on him below. The rest of her body was oddly relaxed. She threw her head back and screamed, but after the initial burst it turned into laughter as if he had told the funniest joke in the world. She looked adorable.
HR then noticed that it seemed to be taking a while for her to actually come down. Her laughter had dropped maybe ten decibels but the thunder and pace they were at hadn't stopped at all. He wanted to make her satisfied but his own needs were betraying him. She must have noticed his struggle.
"You gonna cum soon?" The question sounded innocent enough.
"Yeah." He managed to grunt out the reply. In response she grabbed his head and pulled them face to face, staring deeply into his eyes with the goofy smile on her face.
"Cum in me, Hilbane." And so he came. And he came hard.
His thrusts became irregular as he attempted to pump her full of his cum. Each thrust trying to jam as much of it in her as possible as some sort of primal instinct to meet her demand. He vaguely recognized her laugh and and scream with joy again, though from her own orgasm or to enhance his, he did not know. What he did know is that she felt warm and tight and he didn't ever want to be apart from her.
Eventually they both came down from their respective highs, her laughter turning into giggles and eventually nothing as the two of them simply panted, reflecting on what they had just experienced together. HR wondered if the soundproofing actually worked or if the entire wing of the house heard her screams and thunder.
HR felt himself softening within her and pulled out, then rolled over to lay beside her on the bed. Both of them looked up at the ceiling as they recovered. Eventually her hand found his and grabbed it, giving him a light squeeze.
He looked over towards her and reflected once again on how beautiful she was. Her cloud-like hair a mess underneath her, her light blue skin shimmering with sweat. And of course the smile she looked back at him with.
"Was it everything you hoped for?"
"And more."
They broke eye contact to resume staring at the ceiling. He then remembered what she had said.
"Hey, Lai Chan?"
"Girlfriend," she corrected.
"Sorry, Girlfriend. You know I'm wearing a condom right? Why did you tell me to cum in you?"
"Ai said men like it when you do that." Of course she did.
"Well, she was right."
The two of them laid there for several minutes, holding hands. He had thought she might've fallen asleep, given the hell of a day she'd had. He couldn't have been more wrong.
He heard a familiar breath. The breath of his nightmares. A breath that reminded him it was time to get back to work.The same breath she used in the gym when she decided their break was over and it was time to spar again.
Before he could react, she hopped up and mounted him. Where had this energy come from? She dragged the used condom off of his dick and tossed it off the bed, a new one already in her hand. She used one hand to grab his base and wiggle his soft dick around.
"Hurry up and get hard. It's my turn to be on top." She even had the same innocent, ominous smile she used before she spent the next several minutes hurting his body in the ring.
---
HR was the first, and only one to awake in the morning, body sore and lust thoroughly satisfied. What he thought would have been a magical lovemaking session had turned into a fuckfest. They had used all five condoms before stopping.
Turns out, not really a surprise now that he thought about it, she liked and was really good at being on top. Though she was also partial to being on the bottom. They tried whatever she wanted. Cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, doggy, even the amazon position for a minute before her legs finally gave out. (He wondered how long a fresh Lai Chan could have gone for.)
The final round had been lovey dovey enough, though. Having finally exhausted her miraculous sixth wind, it ended with the two of them laying on their sides with him behind her, their bodies arched and legs intertwined as he slowly pumped in and out until they both arrived at one final, and less violent, release. They hadn't even moved after they finished, they just slept there like that, him holding her from behind.
He had to pull off a very sticky and now cold condom from his limp dick but her being happy was worth it. She was sleeping like a log, dead to the world beside him. Then the noise that had woken him returned. A knocking on the door.
He hopped out of bed and quickly put his jeans back on, checking his phone as he walked towards the door. Good gods it was four in the afternoon. He opened the door and was greeted with the mother of his girlfriend who he remembered he forgot to cover up on the bed behind him.
Alongside her was Lai Chan's older brother, who had the unfortunate pleasure of being able to see behind HR's shoulder when the door opened. He made an uncomfortable noise and politely looked at the very interesting nothing down the hall.
"Good morning Hilbane. I figured you two would be hungry." She handed him the platter she had been holding. One it were two plates, each holding a turkey club that looked as if a five star chef had put them together, if a sandwich could do that. On the rest of the platter were fruits and some side dish that he couldn't recognize. Meng Wei continued to speak casually.
"My, she must have been really tired! Not surprising considering the obvious but usually she'd jump up at the smell of food. Anyway, this probably won't be enough for the two of you, or at least for her so tell her to call me whenever she wants more. I want her to do nothing but relaxing today. Dai Lee."
At his name, her brother awkwardly tried to shuffle and place an ice cooler inside the room and next to the door without also looking into it for obvious reasons. HR assisted him by using his foot to help push it to the side.
"Oh, one more thing." Meng Wei took out a box and placed placed it on top of the cooler. It was an entire box of condoms. "Stay safe." And then they left him there, holding the food.
He awkwardly closed the door and locked it before placing the platter down on the floor. He checked the cooler and found it full of ice, water, sports drinks, and ice packs.
Not knowing what to do with this cornucopia of replenishment, he simply picked up two water bottles and closed it before heading towards the bed with them and the platter.
Until he felt some combination of a squish and a crunch. A scrunch, if you will. Looking down, he found a condom, stuck to the floor and now his foot with sexy, unsanitary, dried juices. Great. Dealing with that, shaking it off and wiping his foot as best he could on the floor, he continued to the bed.
Before he could wake her for... late brunch, he got a text on his phone. It was from the coach.
"Sorry about the whole reward thing but I don't think you minded too much, right?" He was equally annoyed at the promise to begin with and the fact that the coach was right that he didn't mind because of what it led to. His phone dinged again.
"Oh yeah, and if you get her pregnant, you're dead."
The end of an era.
As usual, comment on things you liked or things you think need improving.
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Affectionate Misnomer
Sometimes you get things wrong, but it's the thought that counts.
(I should have written this long ago and realized I never explained it.)
Apartment, night:
Having finally settled in for the night after getting home, Amirah noticed a rare sight. That being, Lacey accepting being coddled by Shani.
Shani held the tiny Brit and every so often kissed her forehead and giggled, simply enjoying holding the smallest of her lovers, and whispering sweet nothings to her.
Relaxing on the couch beside them, Amirah found the source of Lacey's passivity, namely that she was napping in Shani's warm, strong arms. After another one of the sweet nothings, Amirah was reminded of something she'd been meaning to ask her fellow Egyptian.
"Why do you call her that?" It took Shani a second to respond, having been ripped from her idle snuggling and brought back to reality.
"What?"
"Lacey. Why do you call her 'Josie'?" Shani looked away in that very cute way she does when she gets embarrassed. Amirah simply waited her to respond.
"Because I just thought it... wasn't fair."
"Wasn't fair?" Amirah started to wonder what inequality she had unknowingly forced onto Shani that she needed to apologize for. Thankfully, it wasn't anything that bad.
"Well, you and Lacey have nicknames for each other. And you both have nicknames for me." If you can call insults proclaiming her a promiscuous tramp to be endearing nicknames. "But I didn't have any for either of you. So I made one."
"Fair enough. But why specifically 'Josie?'"
"Because her middle name is Josephine... and-" Shani mumbled something.
"And..." Amirah stretched out the word like a teacher expecting an explanation from her student.
"And the cartoon, Josie and the Pussycats." At Shani's obvious embarrassment Amirah had a light chuckle. That's as good a reason as any. Then she remembered something very important about the media being referenced.
"Shani, you do know that Josie is the red-head, right? Not the blonde?" More embarrassment.
Amirah had another laugh at Shani's expense.
Bottomless Petite
Lacey likes to eat. I also may be binging some old media.
Apartment, 2pm:
"I just wanna thank ya for having me. I really hope I'm not being a bother." Lieutenant Freeman entered the apartment with clasped hands and an apologetic look on her face.
No problem, Lieutenant Freeman. You've been here before and are always welcome. Though I do remember you looking a bit more... tidy." Shani must have been referring to her... 'uniform.' Unlike the rest of the agents in their slick, black business attire, Lieutenant Freeman was clad in a wrinkled tan trench coat with matching khakis. Under it she wore a wrinkled white dress shirt with a green tie that was a bit too long. On her feet were a pair of heavily worn brown cap toe derbies.
"Yeah, I get that a lot. People say, 'You'd look a lot prettier if you cleaned yourself up' but uhh..." She waved a hand in the air dismissively. "I ain't got no reason to look pretty. Already got me a wife." She leaned in and took out the unlit cigar from the corner of her mouth. "Between you and me I think the only reason she lets me look like this is to keep me all for herself." She and Shani shared a laugh. Lieutenant Freeman then clapped her hands together and rubbed them.
"Now! Where's the little lady?"
"Over on the couch. She's having a snack." Shani turned her head and said very sternly, "Her last snack."
Shuffling past Shani, Lieutenant Freeman could see that Lacey was indeed enjoying a snack, if one could call a white chocolate macadamia nut cookie with a diameter of twelve inches a 'snack.' Shani and Lieutenant Freeman shuffled over to the couches while the rest of the agents took their usual spots. Shani sat next to Lacey and Lieutenant Freeman sat across from them.
"An-and you call that a snack?" Shani Nodded. Lieutenant Freeman put a hand to her forehead and looked around in bewilderment. "Wowzers."
"Well, for her it is." Shani pulled Lacey closer to her. Lacey looked annoyed at the affection but chose to focus on nibbling on her giant cookie, which seemed to take most of her attention.
"Fascinating..." Lieutenant Freeman took out her notepad and flipped to an empty page. She then reached towards a pocket and got a confused look on her face. She patted other parts of her ratty trench coat but to no avail. "Sorry to impose on you more but, uh, do you perhaps have a pencil I could borrow?"
"Oh, of course." Shani reached into her cleavage and pulled out one of those golf pencils that everyone carries around now-a-days and handed it to Lieutenant Freeman.
Lieutenant Freeman started taking notes mumbling to herself while observing Lacey's nibbling. Having noticed Lieutenant Freeman's staring, Lacey looked from Lieutenant Freeman to her cookie before shuffling/turning away slightly and nibbling faster.
"So, uh, Ms. Almasi, would you say that this is normal for her?"
"Oh definitely. Well, if we let her."
"So you and Ms. Mubarak controls what she eats?" Lacey had begun making good progress on her cookie.
"Not really 'what,' but we try to control how much. She does a lot of the cooking."
" I see. And have you noticed any differences in her... depending on how much she eats, I mean?" Shani's answer was slathered in jealousy and annoyance.
"No! I mean- look at this!" Shani began manipulating Lacey's body, showing off one arm, then the other, and lifting up her shirt to show her smooth tummy. Lacey didn't seem to mind much as she was wholly focused on nibbling the cookie. "No matter how much she eats, she doesn't gain a pound! It's not fair. I have to work so hard just to maintain weight." Lieutenant Freeman averted her eyes to ner note taking, in case Shani decided to show of any more of Lacey.
"Well uh, if it's any consultation Ms. Almasi, your work is paying off very well."
"Thanks" She didn't sound too happy but it was a start.
"Hell, I'm sure my wife likes it when I come here. I think she hopes that your hard work will rub off on me. I ain't exactly what i used to be."
"Oh you look fine... physically at least. Your dress and fastidiousness could use a little work, to be honest." Lieutenant Freeman chuckled.
"You and my wife would get along then, she says the same thi-" Having finished her most recent batch of notes, Lieutenant Freeman looked up and noticed something very strange indeed.
Lacey was in the same spot, but there was a distinct lack of a cookie shaped elephant in the room.
"Um' forgive me if I'm misremembering but, wasn't she just eating a cookie?" Shani looked to her side and saw that Lacey had indeed finished her cookie, and was now snuggled against her fully.
"Oh, yeah, she only eats slowly when you look at her. Otherwise food just disappears when in her vicinity. Like some sort of Schrodinger's meal."
"Fascinating. And this is normal?"
"Yup." Before they could continue, Lieutenant Freeman was interrupted by Lacey crawling into her lap like a cat would, sniffing up and down her midsection in search of something.
"I-uh-hmm. What's she doing?" Shani thought for a moment.
"Well, if she were horny, she'd be over here. So she's either still hungry, or looking for a place to take a nap." Lacey's sniffing seemed to focus in on one of Lieutenant Freeman's sides. Digging through the pocket of her trench coat, she found an old peppermint from God knows where or when. Upon seeing the treat, Laceys eyes dilated as she focused on the mint.
"Uh, here you go." Lieutenant Freeman handed the mint to Lacey, who took it and then sat fully on Lieutenant Freeman's lap while she unwrapped and ate it. She looked very pleased with herself..
Several minutes of silence passed as all present in the room watched Lacey enjoy the candy. Lieutenant Freeman and the other agents couldn't tell if this was to establish a pecking order or if the entity simply wanted the candy.
Taking a risk, Lieutenant Freeman put her hands under Lacey's under Lacey's armpits and ever so slowly lifted her to her feet. Lacey just looked back/up at her in mild curiosity.
Freed from her makeshift prison, Lieutenant Freeman stood and tucked away her notepad before making to leave.
"Thank you both for your time, this has truly been an enlightening experience. I'll just be-" As Lieutenant Freeman turned around to leave, she almost bumped into Lacey, standing behind her with another giant cookie. Lacey extended her arms, presenting the cookie to Lieutenant Freeman. Shani interpreted.
"I think she wants to thank you for the peppermint." Lieutenant Freeman eyed the cookie, every part of her wanting to eat it but knowing it would do her no good.
"Oh, that's a gracious offer Lacey but I'm afraid I just can't. My wife's got me on a strict diet already and she'd know if I snacked outside the house. I tell ya she must be clairvoyant or something because if I take even a small bite of something, I'm getting an earful before I'm all the way through the door." Lieutenant Freeman bookended the story with a dismissive hand wave to the ceiling.
Lacey was not taking the refusal well, it seemed. She became sad as she continued to hold out the cookie.
The puppy dog eyes, the craving for sweet treats, and fear of what a Lacey scorned would do, all combined to change her mind.
"Well, I guess I can get away with it if I bring it home for the both of us. Lord knows I'd balloon up if I ate this all myself." Lieutenant Freeman accepted the cookie and Lacey's mood brightened.
As the agents filed out of the apartment, salutations and goodbyes flowing, Lieutenant Freeman was stopped at the door.
"Lieutenant Freeman!" Shani called out. "My Pencil!"
"Of course!" Lieutenant Freeman handed Shani her golf pencil, very apologetic.
Cruisin' for a Breeding
Occupational hazard of being a mother.
Apartment, 4pm, Akila is just under a year old:
Lacey was woken from her lazy afternoon nap on a couch by the bedroom door opening. She looked up and saw Shani looking equally as tired, bouncing Akila in her arms as she walked by. Shani opened the fridge and took out a baby bottle and kicked the door closed. While it warmed in the bottle warmer, Shani shifted Akila to her other arm and her weight to her other leg.
The two of them were lightly dressed, Shani wearing only a tank top and a probably, slightly too small pair of boy shorts that fit before the pregnancy. Sleepy as she was, the sight of Shani from behind was enough to make Lacey drag herself off the couch.
Lacey surprised Shani by squirming between her and the counter on the side Akila wasn't occupying. She wrapped her hands around Shani's lower back and dug her face into Shani's midsection with a deep whiff and a sigh.
"Hey there, you." Shani used the free arm to return the embrace and rub slow circles on her sleepy wife's back. Lacey responded, her voice muffled by grogginess and Shani's stomach meat. Her hands lazily found their way to Shani's ass and massaged it.
"You must like being pregnant, otherwise you got no reason to have all this ass around me." Shani chuckled, equally flattered by the comment and entertained at how not even lack of energy could kill Lacey's sex drive.
"Yeah, yeah. Maybe later. Here, it's your turn." Shani pried Lacey off of her and handed her Akila followed by the bottle. She returned to the bedroom and closed the door behind her.
Lacey carried her daughter to the couch and sat with her on her lap, lazily turning on the television for something to watch while the baby held the bottle and sucked greedily. Chunky awoke from her own nap and snuggled up next to them to resume it.
Kisses
Shani asks and so she shall receive.
Apartment, sometime in the void that is time.
"Josie!" Shani called out into the void of their apartment, never taking her eyes off the video game in front of her.
"What!?"
"Kisses!" Her excited voice was met with not as much excitement.
"Ugh!" The annoyance echoed throughout the apartment.
"Kisses!" Shani screamed the command louder. She smiled even wider as she heard the light stomps of an aggravated wife come from the bedroom. Lacey promptly stopped behind the couch, leaned over and gave Shani a begrudging peck on the cheek before attempting to turn away.
"More please!" Lacey made a noise unbefitting of a lady as cute as she and complied, pepering Shani with pecks. When she stopped, she waited a half second, giving Shani ample time to ask for more. When she didn't, Lacey returned to the bedroom.
'Kisses' was a compromise between the two young ladies. Shani wanted affection from Lacey and Lacey, supposedly, hated when Shani took charge because of some stupid 'natural order.' So to meet both needs, Shani could request kisses whenever and Lacey would provide them.
In practice though, it was just a way for Shani to get affection when she was otherwise too preoccupied to get it herself and did nothing to dissuade her from squeezing and kissing Lacey whenever she felt like it. It was also another way to mess with her spouse.
Shani waited just enough time to guess that Lacey had just gotten comfortable.
"Kisses!"
"I hate you!" The bedroom door slammed shut.

PETL
Apartment, Akila is 2 years old, around 5pm:
Shani was leading 'the last group of the day' (her words) through the 'zoo' she'd set up in the penthouse. As a member of the last group, Agent Freeman really wondered if there were other groups that had been shown.
This final group consisted of Agent Freeman herself and the fellow agents having come for their routine check up on the Lacey and her offspring.
The zoo was more of a museum. There were four exhibits scattered around the living room, each fenced off with furniture and kiddie gates.
The first exhibit they were led to by their guide AKA Shani was merely a small area with a screen in it.
"Here, we have a classic animal that everyone knows and loves. Many recognize them as the villains in a popular D*sney movie, and all will recognize their iconic call. Behold! The hysterical hyena!" Shani pushed a button on the remote in her hand.
The screen came alive and started a video, showcasing Akila sitting in a hyena onesie and staring at the camera, smiling. From behind the camera Shani's voice could be heard whispering "Okay, go!" before Lacey's hands came into frame and began tickling their child. The laughter and screeches from the video melted the hearts of every agent in attendance before the screen went dark once more. Even Agent Freeman wasn't immune to the cuteness and her hard professionalism wavered. Qué precioso. She recorded her observations with her pen and clipboard.
The next enclosure was much like the first.
"Here we have an animal so fierce that even lions know to stay out of their way. Witness the hot tempered honey badger!"
The screen flashed on and this time it was Akila in what appeared to be a honey badger onesie. Or a skunk onesie. Either way the video began with Akila standing up. Then, with her arms outstretched like a threatened anteater, she let out a powerful:
"Rawr!"
Many agents 'ooed' and clapped, amused by the display of ferocity. Another wave of warmth rushed over Agent Freeman's icy demeanor. Next enclosure.
"As we near the end of our journey, I would be remiss if I didn't show you the most dangerous animal in our humble establishment. Its ferocity matched only by its cuteness, gaze upon the mighty... chinchilla!!!!!!"
The screen kicked on and Akila was once again standing in front of the camera, this time dressed in a large rodent onesie that appeared to be real chinchilla fur. Wouldn't surprise Agent Freeman, Lacey had been known to spend more on lesser wants. Shani could be heard behind the camera urging Akila on. Specifically to do something, anything. Akila looked at the camera with confusion before seemingly deciding on a course of action.
She rose to her feet, and in a reenactment of the badger video, raised her arms and roared. Shani, the one behind the camera, screamed in joyous terror. Spurred on by the reaction, Akila walked towards the camera with many more roars. Upon reaching the camera, Akila pounced, knocking over her mother. The camera hit the floor and much like actual mauling videos, the video settled with the action just out of frame, the only difference being the hysterical laughter coming from Shani along with the roars.
"Truly, a harrowing experience. I barely escaped with my life. Last, but definitely not least, we've reached the final enclosure. This may not be the most dangerous animal, in fact they are quite cuddly, but they are quite lively nonetheless. I present to you, gentle visitors, the Laceys!"
The fourth and final enclosure did not have a screen and was larger than the other three. It was larger because inside of it, in matching yet differently coloured pajamas, were Lacey and Akila, playing with some toys. Upon the introduction, Akila looked up and ran to the edge of the playpen.
"Aunty Agent Freeman! Aunty Agent Freeman!" Her mismatched eyes were glowing as she looked up at Agent Freeman. In a rare, not so rare when it came to Akila, display of unprofessionalism and a breach in their observation mission, Agent Freeman reached down and picked up Akila, holding her in her arms.
"Hello, mija. And how are you doing?" Akila ignored the question and hugged Agent Freeman.
She then heard Shani clear her throat and found her pointing at a sign that said 'Do not handle the animals without permission.'
"Lo siento, Shani." Agent Freeman lowered Akila back into the playpen, feeling an emptiness that only a mother could. She wished her children were still small enough to be held. Now they only came around on the holidays. They were around Lacey and Shani's age. She wished they would hurry up and give her grandchildren to hold.
Once back in the enclosure, Akila stayed at the edge of the pen and opened her mouth wide.
"Ahhhhh." Shani answered Agent Freeman's confused look by handing her a bowl of grapes.
"Because they are safe to handle, we allow guests to hand feed the Laceys, if they've been good."
"I see." Agent Freeman began feeding grapes to Akila one by one, enjoying the simple happiness that eating brought the child. She also recognized Lacey's appetite in her, as Akila seemed determined to finish the whole bowl and Agent Freeman noticed three other empty bowls already inside the enclosure. She also noticed something else inside of the enclosure. Namely, an animal that wasn't 'a Lacey.'
"Um, Shani. Another animal seems to have escaped their enclosure and entered this one." Shani looked over at Chunky, who sat in Lacey's lap being pet.
"Oh, that's our head zookeeper. She's fine." Agent Freeman decided not to question it. She noticed Lacey staring lovingly at the grapes being fed to her offspring. Other Agents noticed too, as one of them asked permission.
"Can I feed that one?"
Shani got huffy. "No. grapes are only for good Laceys."
Agent Freeman bit the bullet. "How has that one been bad?"
"She bit me when I fed her in front of the first tour." I guess there have been other groups before us. Before she could ask the next logical question, they were interrupted by a commotion outside.
Shani headed over to the balcony. Agent Freeman handed Akila the bowl and followed suit, leaving the rest of the agents to coo at the enclosure and take pictures as if it were a real zoo. Upon looking back as she reached the balcony, she saw Akila sneaking grapes to Lacey.
Outside of the building, there seemed to be a protest in the street. So many people that the street had been shut down and police barricades were set up. Agent Freeman's senses were heightened to the max. The Agency took the utmost care to be covert and as non-invasive as possible to the lives of the entities they allowed to exist in the public. Or in Lacey's case, entities they were afraid to anger while keeping them under surveillance. There was no scheduled public event for today. No permits for the street being blocked off or anything of the sort. They triple checked. She looked back at the enclosure to see how Lacey was responding to the motion. So far she glanced over towards the windows with mild curiosity but was overall preoccupied being fed grapes by her daughter.



Agent Freeman went through hundreds of protocols in her head as to how the disperse the crowd, ranging from peaceful to not so peaceful. She was willing to do whatever it took to prevent the events Lacey had threatened at that award ceremony all those years ago. For the greater good.
Before she settled on a course of action, Shani stepped out onto the balcony to get a better view and the crowd grew silent. Then an uproar of angry shouts came flying at the mother in a cacophony of displeasure. Agent Freeman joined Shani on the balcony, keeping an eye out for any physical threats. Looking like a deer in headlights, Shani addressed the populace.
"What do you people want?!" More incoherent shouts came up before a group wearing matching shirts quieted the crowd. Those must be the ring leaders. Should I authorize the snipers? Cut the head off the snake and all that. A man took out a megaphone.
"What we want is the release of those Laceys you unfairly keep locked up in those prisons!" Okay, what? The crowd behind him cheered in unison.
"Asad!?" Shani's demeanor took on more angry than confused. "What are you doing? Who are these people?" A woman snatched the megaphone from the man.
"We are People for the Ethical Treatment of Laceys! We believe that all Laceys should be free! Free to eat as many grapes as they want, roam where they please, and cuddle all the Shanis they want, when they want!"
"Nia!? What are you-" They interrupted her with a coordinated chant.
"Free-the-Lace-sy *clap-clap-clapclapclap* Free-the-Lace-sy *clap-clap-clapclapclap*" The chanting continued for another minute or so. Agent Freeman looked back into the apartment. Lacey had finished the grapes and Akila was now playing with Chunky. She was looking over towards them with that blank stare of curiosity. We need to de-escalate this, now. Before Agent Freeman could give the snipers the go ahead though, a woman dressed in a business suit walked through the crowd and snatched the megaphone from Nia.
"Shani?" Amirah's voice reached their ears. "Who are these people? Why are they yelling at our apartment?" Before Shani could defend herself, Nia and Asad jumped in to explain the situation. Amirah had forgotten to let go of the megaphone trigger, so Agent Freeman and Shani heard how Lacey had been unjustly imprisoned and was being starved of grapes. Amirah called back up to Shani, this time sounding angry.
"I don't know what they are talking about but when I get up there Lacey better be free and eating grapes."
"But-"
"No 'buts' Shani. I'm coming up now." With that, Amirah handed the megaphone to Asad and made her way through the police barricade and into the building.
"Stupid Asad, always getting me in trouble." Shani pouted as she entered the apartment.
By this point Lacey was standing at the edge of the enclosure, having heard Amirah's voice. Her curiosity was at max when a grumbling Shani went over and opened the gate. Lacey joined Agent Freeman on the balcony, followed by a still annoyed Shani holding Akila. Upon seeing the Laceys freed, the crowd erupted in cheers and celebration.
After being momentarily interested in the crowd of people outside, Akila began to wiggle as a sign to be put down. Once down, she started dragging her mothers back into the apartment.
"Mommies, zoo!" She repeated the phrase over and over as she shepherded her parents into the enclosure, closing the gate behind them. Looks like she wasn't done playing.
Agent Freeman looked out at the crowd of people, who were now milling about, unsure of what to do. She cleared her throat.
"It appears that they have gone back to playing 'zoo.', this time all of them in the cage."
The crowd became confused. They had achieved their goal but then the Laceys went back into captivity willingly. Dejected at their bittersweet victory, the crowd slowly dissipated as the people returned to their lives.
Agent Freeman was then dragged into the apartment by Akila, who had remembered she was also there. Now she too was a part of the enclosure as per the incessant request of Akila. She parked herself and Agent Freeman at the edge and opened her mouth for more grapes, urging Agent Freeman to do the same.
Agent Freeman was the most senior staff on this mission, with almost two decades of experience dealing with the unknown. She had earned a lot of respect through her work and cultivated a near perfect record of professionalism.
This same Agent Freeman was now trying her hardest not to blush as younger agents under her command called her cute and hand fed her grapes. Some of them even attempted to pet her before being scared off with a glare. She tried to distract herself by questioning Shani.
"I've been meaning to ask. Why do you keep saying 'Laceys' as plural? There is only one Lacey here." Shani answered truthfully and innocently, slightly confused at the question. She pointed to Akila.
"Well, one and a half." Akila swallowed the grape she had just been feed and responded indignantly.
"No, Mommy! I'm two and half!"
Morning Routine
It never gets old.
Apartment, morning, two years after graduation
"Noooooooooooo..." The sleepy Lacey moaned, pleading for the lover she clung to to stay in bed.
Amirah continued getting out of bed, easily prying the arms of the whimpering Lacey off of her as she stood.
"Noooooo..." Lacey laid limp in the bed, face down. She wasn't awake enough to follow her elder girlfriend. "Use one of your sick days..."
"I can't just use my time off whenever you want me to stay home, I'd never go back to work." Amirah gathered her toiletries and headed toward the bathroom.
Every morning, like clockwork, Lacey would whine and beg for Amirah to stay home. Most of the time Amirah said no. But sometimes she said yes. Two point five percent of the time, to be exact. And Lacey was nothing if not persistent, seeing probability as a binary. If there was any chance at all, it was worth trying. As Amirah entered the bathroom, act two of the morning routine commenced.
"It's okay Josie, you still have me." A tired Shani rolled over and wrapped her arms. And as usual, it triggered Lacey's fight or flight response.
"Nooo! No!" Her tired protests were louder and Lacey was trying to wiggle out of her other lover's grasp as Amirah closed the bathroom door.
---
Amirah, freshly washed, moisturized, and exfoliated, exited the bathroom and reentered the bedroom. Both of them were asleep again, Lacey nuzzled in Shani's arms. She thought about kissing their foreheads but didn't want to wake them.
On her way out, she noticed a plate of freshly cooked breakfast on the kitchen table. A note under it read eat me in Shani's script. And beneath that, in Lacey's handwriting, it read or else.
Not to disappoint them, she forced herself to stay the few extra minutes to eat the food before heading out.
As usual, thanks for reading. I plan on returning to writing regularly and this is the first step in that plan.
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Present day, New Hampshire:
It was a dark and stormy night; the rain fell in torrents—except at occasional intervals, when it was checked by a violent gust of wind which swept up the streets (for it is in New Castle that our scene lies), rattling along the housetops, and fiercely agitating the scanty bulbs of the street lamps that struggled against the darkness.
The Prince of Darkness lounged on his bed within the master bedroom, watching the nth season of whatever period piece happened to be on this streaming service. Whether he liked the media or not was irrelevant. The true enjoyment would come after, when he would go online and argue the particulars of the sets, costumes, and actors' performances within historical chat rooms. Having lived for centuries, it was an adequate way to spend his time, proving the modern man wrong about time periods and events he personally lived and participated in.
His attention was drawn away from the television as one of his ears flicked. Even over the excessive volume of the show and the torrential storm outside, his ears could clearly pick up the sound of one of his locks, precisely the window in the first floor guest bedroom, being jimmied open.
Been a long while since I've had a burglar. I guess I could eat. His form blurred and became shapeless as it silently rushed throughout the mansion. The speed of the movement contradicted by the stillness of the antiques as he flew past. He reformed in the corner of the room shrouded in darkness, the only light being the occasional flash of lightning coming from the window. And the other form silhouetted in the flashes was female. Not that he needed light with his eyes.
A sweet scent filled his nostrils, intoxicating and frustratingly familiar as he looked upon the woman. She seemed to be a professional, dressed in an all black, form fitting catsuit. As she walked towards the center of the room her steps made little to no sound, betraying her skill. In her hand, reflecting the occasional flashes, was a gun. Silver. 'Twas no ordinary ne'er-do-well.
And here is where she surprised him. Her body tensed for a split second, all the warning he needed, but she spun on a dime, firing a shot into the darkness he had occupied a moment earlier. Before she could fire again he slapped the gun out of her hands, a mere flick of the wrist for him, and it skidded along the ground into the corner of the room.
She surprised him again. This was usually the moment when his would-be victims grew fearful. Their hearts beating faster, pushing all that sweet, delicious blood through their body at a rapid pace, making him salivate as he could hear it sloshing in their ventricles. But she was calm.
"Was worth a shot." The woman simply shrugged. Sensing no further danger from her, The Count stepped closer, towering over her with a curious look, like a cat that had cornered a mouse.
"Are you not afraid?"
"Not particularly." Her brazen attitude only made him all the more interested. "If you were going to kill me, I'd already be dead."
"And I am to assume you know who I am? What I am?" He circled her as he spoke, inspecting every inch of her. The circle unconsciously grew closer and closer to her, the intoxicating smell pulling him in.
"Yup." The simplicity of her answer only spurred his interest.
"And who may I ask, are you?" Given her responses he already knew. But it couldn't hurt to ask.
"Van Helsing."
Transylvania, 1400s:
It was a dark night. The Count was playing a game of chess against his only equal, himself. Having snacked on one of his female thralls, he was content to waste the night away coming up with new strategies to use against himself and others next time he ventured into town.
His ears twitched and his nose picked up the scent of smoke. He rose from his chair, his cloak flowing around him as he calmly exited his study. His heels clacked on the stone floors, echoing throughout the well maintained castle. He found one of the many windows and opened it, throwing himself out of it. His form became amorphous. Instead of a thud, he made no noise as he moved through the woods, hugging the perimeter of the castle until he discovered the disturbance at the front door.
Around 30 men were gathered outside, torches ablaze and many manners of weaponry among them, from one or two swords, about half a dozen bows, an astonishing amount of threshing flails.. Some looked to be mercenaries, others militia, and others still simple farmers/townsfolk. A ragtag group at best. A new scent flooded his nostrils as he grew near, overpowering the smoke. Fear. All of them were deathly afraid. All but one.
At the head of the group was a man adorned in the garb of a priest. Unlike the others, who had some manner of protection, even if it was simply layers of thick clothing, this one simply wore his robes. He too could see the fear in his allies, the Count observed.
"Gather around, men. We've one last prayer to do." They did as he said, gathering around and joining him in silent prayer before collectively saying 'Amen.'
"Good. Now, we all know why we are here. A monster terrorizes us, killing friends and family, stealing wives and daughters. It is time for that to change. Now that we've found where the enemy is lurking, nothing can stand in our way." His voice washed over the group, many of them straightening their backs, looks of grim resolution on their faces.
"This is a war, and we must be the victors. There's too much to lose if we fail. And should he flee to the ends of the earth, we will cross the seas like a band of crusaders looking for the precious grail!" Murmurs of agreement came from the crowd.
"Since we are facing the forces of darkness, we must be the cold light of day. When the great battle commences, surely the light will prevail! Deep in the darkest nights when there is no spark of hope, we must be points of light piercing the darkness!" The murmurs turned into clamoring.
"We are the lanterns that burn in the lighthouse. The candles in the pit. We are the light. Let there be light!" The men reached a crescendo, their fervor showing through. The men began marching towards the door, following the preacher.
Dracula was intrigued immensely. This was the first time anyone had tried to kill him of their own accord instead of self-defense, let alone found his lair.
Well, I wouldn't want to be an ungracious host.
Seconds later he was in the great hall, in the middle of the mighty stairway. With a snap of his fingers, the candelabras and torches in the room lit up. Then the large double doors slammed open just as the men reached them. With a single exaggerated motion he brought one arm in front of him and the other behind, causing his cape to billow behind him, as he deeply bowed.
He looked up from his bow and flashed his fanged smile.
"Good evening."
---
The fight was over quickly enough. The count took a few more hits than he would have liked but none of them lethal. He'd have to spend another fortune on tailoring though. And spend a good bit of time getting the blood and viscera cleaned up.
Of the party there was only one survivor, the priest. He could barely stand, one hand holding a gut wound, and the other with a death grip on his Bible.
The count had regained his formality, the fight all but over. He walked up to the priest, examining him curiously. Even now, after all the bloodshed, there was no fear in the man.
"You intrigue me. Do me one small favor before you die. What is your name?" The man responded as best he could.
"Van... Helsing." The last of gis strength left him.
He would later wake up later in the Azilul de Bartrini in Sibiu. They told him that he'd been mostly cared for before he had arrived. The man who brought him said naught but to keep him alive, dropping a bag of gold coins as incentive.
Present day:
"Ah, yes. It's been a while since I've met one of you. I'd started to worry that you'd given up."
"You should be so lucky." Her voice was calm and collected.
"Now, Van Helsing, what is your given name?"
"Mina-" The last syllable caught in her throat as a hand wrapped around it. As easily as a man lifting a tissue, she found herself not only lifted off her feet, but pinned against a wall that was several feet away moments ago. She struggled to breathe, her feet dangled, all of her weight resting on the hand around her throat.
"Nu îndrăzni să-i invoci numele." (for those of you who are uncultured and don't speak Romanian, 'Don't you dare say her name.') He'd forgotten himself and reverted to his native tongue. The cold calmness of his voice betrayed the centuries of anger that were barely contained within. His back was slightly hunched. His eyes piercing and red. His muscles strained in both restraint and exertion. His face curled in a snarl, exposing his razor sharp fangs.
In this moment, decorum didn't exist. He was nothing more than a beast. A predator. This wasn't the famous Count de Ville, master of persuasion and tact. This was what laid far beneath. The creature from the very first tellings of monsters and those who lurk in the dark.
This was Nosferatu.
Transylvania, 1500:
It was a dark and stormy night. Flickering candlelight cast a jaundiced glow over red velvet curtains and the faces of lords and ladies. They were gathered at the stately manor of a certain Cnez Onițiu to flaunt their wealth and status: a gala.
The Prince of Darkness was in attendance, of course. He had to keep up appearances as well as he'd never give up a chance to scope out fresh blood to add to his collection of thralls. He'd heard tales of a couple from Britannia. The Harkers.
He slinked around the outskirts of the gathering, preferring to scope out the new people before being inundated by the usuals and their empty chatter. He took a cup of wine and sipped it as he deftly slinked between the attendants, making sure not to step on the tails of a lady's dress or bump into any of the men. Anything that would involve him having to stop and draw attention to himself. It also served as a good time to scout the attendees. The typical scent of tarragon filled the banquet hall as courses were brought out, but underneath it, the scent of garlic. Moving between the crowds allowed him to take notice of who had and had not consumed the infernal root. And then he found them.
His eyes skipped over the man, Jonathan or something, and focused in on the woman. Wilhelmina Harker. Mina.
Dracula didn't know he could still feel the way he did in that moment. It should have been impossible. But upon seeing her, he felt alive. His still heart felt as if it would break free of his chest cavity while simultaneously feeling his diaphragm clench, stopping what would have been his breath had he still needed to breathe. An impossible warmth flooded his body, a feeling that usually only came by draining fresh blood from the veins of a victim.
He felt like a boy one twentieth his age, young and rejuvenated at the sight of a beautiful woman. He had to have her. Count de Ville of Transylvania walked straight over and introduced himself, laying a kiss upon her hand.
Present day:
Dracula recomposed himself, letting Van Helsing down and taking a second to regain his composure. Her hands went up to her throat, massaging the handprints as she gulped down as much air as she could.
"Apologies." He didn't notice the eyebrow that went up at the word. "Please, do not mention that name again."
Her voice was barely a rasp. "You mean my own..." A look quieted her. "Noted." A pause. "Well, see you later."
"See me... later?"
"Yeah. Thanks to you, I need an aspirin and a good night's sleep. So, later." She walked back towards the window and began climbing back out of it.
"That's it?" He gestured to the gun still in the corner. "No more silver bullets? No silver swords or knives? No holy water gun or even diced garlic?"
"Why would I just carry around a handful of diced garlic?" Before he could inform her that several of her predecessors actually did that, she continued, "So anyway, see you later."
"What makes you think I'll just let you leave?"
She let out an annoyed sigh.
"As I said before, if you were going to kill me I'd already be dead." And she very much wasn't. His eyes closely watched her hips and waist, her movements betraying her limberness.
"Bye." She finished climbing out of the window and shut it behind her before casually walking into the dark and stormy night.
The Prince of Darkness was left with a mixture of emotions he had thought lost to him. As the pleasure of her sweet scent receded from him, indignation took hold in its wake. He couldn't remember a time any human would dare talk to him in such a casual manner.
Let alone sass him.
A later present day:
Deep in the darkest, stormiest night, a pale light flickered upon the visage of the Prince of Darkness, resplendent in its horrific majesty. On the keyboard in front of him, his ancient fingers typed out a dreadful missive explaining to some uneducated human the true process of creating cheese in the middle ages. Both ale and vinegar were used, depending on the region.
Dracula felt a familiar presence approaching his domicile of the damned. His nostrils flared at the sweet scent. This time, without the garlic.
He opened his front door just as she went to knock on it.
"Good evening." The Prince of Darkness ignored her salutation.
In contrast to the cat suit from her previous 'visit' she was dressed in casual clothes. Upon looking her over, he noticed a wooden stake in her hand. And she noticed that he noticed. Armed though she was, he sensed no aggression from the captivating yet strange young woman.
She held his eyes as she slowly raised the stake. Ever so teasingly, the pointy end began to move toward his chest. He casually knocked it out of her hands, sending it clattering into the darkness of his yard.
"Well." She registered the overwhelming defeat with only a twitch at the corner of her lip. "I tried."
He raised a curious eyebrow at her blasé attitude toward killing her prey. They held each other's gaze for several moments, neither of them making a move. Dracula turned his back on her, making to close the door behind him.
"Wait."
Once again he turned towards her, curiosity getting the best of him.
"Aren't you going to invite me in?"
"Why would I?"
She just folded her arms.
"Well, I'm not going in until you invite me."
Against his better judgment, he capitulated. What sane person would not only approach a vampire at night, but also demand entrance to his lair? The answer to this had to be more entertaining than the flame war he left open on his computer.
"Come in."
She squeezed past him and entered the home, normally this time. As he closed the door, she immediately started her own tour of the place, looking around at any and everything with mild curiosity. She was especially interested in the duality of the furniture and appliances. Antique antiques were somehow interwoven with the most up to date technology money could buy. She wondered why a vampire needed a fancy stove or 16th century china. She bumped into his chest as he appeared in front of her.
"Looking for something?"
She ignored his person and continued looking around.
"Nothing in particular. It just looks so... normal..."she looked at some abomination of a statue that depicted some fucked up looking animal that could have only been made in the middle ages,"-ish.. I thought a vampire lord's abode would look more... different." He appeared before her again, this time in front of the stairs before she could ascend.
"Sorry to disappoint. Is there a reason you've interrupted my night? Besides another poor attempt to kill me?"
"Well, duh. I want to hang out."
His usual demeanor showed a crack, a dumbfounded look appeared before quickly being suppressed.
"You, a Van Helsing, want to 'hang out' with me, Lord Dracula?"
"That's what I said, yeah."
He let out a sigh. For some reason he found this particular Van Helsing to be the most draining one to deal within a century or two.
"Sure. Why not?"
Transylvania, a little later in 1500:
The storm outside that raged in the dark and stormy night paled in comparison to the carnal storm of love-making that had just occurred. And would fail even to compare to the emotional one to come.
The Prince of Darkness could feel it from the moment they met. From that moment, the feeling only grew. Despite every laugh, every caress, every moment in each others' arms, it grew. Hovering just behind every sentence, taking its time. And now it had revealed itself.
Feeling the mood shift, he tried to kiss her, one last time, praying that the previous one, or even this one, would not be their last. Mina turned away.
She moved out of his embrace, gathering the rennes linen sheets around her as she sat on the edge of the bed.
"Vlad-"
He put a hand on her shoulder. For the first time since his death, he pleaded.
"Don't. Please."
He felt her start to melt into his touch before pulling away once more.
"I can't. This has to stop."
Desperation. Vladimir turned her around and kissed her forcefully. He felt the spark that they shared. The kiss deepened, passionate and heavy. For a moment, it seemed everything would be okay. She pulled away from the last kiss they'd share.
Her body trembled in his arms. She placed her forehead against his, not able to remove herself completely. He felt a shaky sigh wash over his lips, wholly different from the ones she had released minutes before. She began to speak in a low voice. The words fighting to leave her mouth.
"There's only so much a heart can take before it starts to break." Vlad went to say something but she pushed on, her voice growing simultaneously louder, and more fragile. She reached up a hand to caress his face and he did the same to her. "Please don't make me love you. Please don't make me need you." A pause before continuing. "I've no room in my life for something like this. I'm married."
"Mina... ple-"
"Please don't take my mornings. Please don't steal my summers. I-I don't know why but something tells me they'll vanish the moment we kiss."
"M-"
Her words sped up just a tad.
"I grow when we talk. I'm... confused when we touch. I know I should be the one to walk away but that would be asking too much of myself... Please, Vlad."
His heart may not have been able to beat, but he learned that it could still break.
"Loving you keeps me alive." The short, concise line broke her out of her downward spiral, just barely. He continued.
"Think again before you leave me." He gestured towards the window, in the vague direction of her home. "His love can not be as true as the love I offer you." A small part of his pain turned to anger. "You're wasting your time thinking you belong to him!" He regained his composure seeing a hint of fear in her eyes. "Please... come to your senses."
"I am." The statement burned him hotter than any sunny day could. "Many people are invested in my marriage. Both of our families have expectations. I was never meant to be more than the wife of a man with connections. All of my dreams were taken away the day my parents told me about the engagement. That is, until I met you. Though I spend my days sleeping next to my husband, you're the one I think of as soon as I awaken."
"Then I know you feel the same, Mina. I'll be in your heart forever." He placed his own hand over his heart. "And you'll be a part of me, from now till eternity." Rather than respond to him, she rose from the bed, making towards the scattered remnants of their clothes that were hastily removed over an hour prior.



Desperation returned. He rose from his side and walked around the bed, looking past the large bed posts, and spoke to her exposed back.
"The first time I set eyes on you, I knew I'd never be the same! I never knew I'd get such pleasure whispering your name. If loving you keeps me alive, then how can leaving me be right!?"
A silence overtook the room as neither of them moved for several moments. Then she turned and flew into his arms, burying her face into his chest and he wrapped his arms around her. But this was not the embrace he had been hoping for. He felt droplets of wetness drip down his chest.
"I'm not leaving you. I-I can't leave you." Before he could respond, "Which is why I'm asking you to leave me."
"I would nev-"
"Please!" she begged, her voice muffled and strained with her face still buried in his chest. "Simplify my life by setting me free."
Another pause came. Perhaps she was waiting for his response, but the weight of her request rendered him silent.
"Only you can do this... promise me you'll do this. Please... don't make me love you."
Through the plethora of feelings Vlad felt during that moment, the largest of all was reluctance. But reluctance about something, dreading it, doesn't mean you don't have to do it.
The love of his life, the woman he would do anything for to make her happy, was asking him to do something. There was only one answer.
"Okay."
An even later present day:
The game of chess had progressed in his favor, just like all of the other games they'd played together over the past few months on similar dark and stormy nights. Though she did show promise. She already had a solid base of strategic planning and with each passing game she showed obvious improvement.
Unfortunately for her she was against an immortal being who had been playing the game for centuries on this exact board.
"I have a question."
"You always do." He was already accustomed to her prying. His queen took one of her knights as they continued talking.
"What's with the garlic? Every sacred text refers to it as your weakness but no other vampire seems to be affected by it."
"As it would turn out, allergies persist beyond death. Checkmate"
An even, even later present day:
Once upon a dark and stormy dreary, while Dracula pondered, weak and weary, Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—
While he nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of someone gently rapping, rapping at his front door.
"'Tis some Van Helsing," he muttered, "tapping at my front door—
Only this and nothing more." He went back to reading, ignoring the tapping. After a moment he heard the front door unlock and the door opened.
He sighed and closed his book.
A present day so late that it didn't make it home in time before the street lamps turned on:
Mina didn't try to hide her intentions on this stormy, dark night. It wouldn't have mattered anyway. A predator knows everything that goes on in its lair. And so after entering his home, she went door to door, finally exploring the house she'd been visiting for months and left him on the couch.
He heard her moving throughout his home. He didn't know what she expected to find. Each room was furnished like one should be, just never used. But all the same she continued.
The only rooms even remotely personalized were the Master bedroom and the open floor plan basement, both of which were locked.
Just as the thought crossed his mind, he heard the familiar click of his bedroom door.
Mina didn't seem surprised to see his frame filling the door frame. Instead she just eagerly attempted to look past him.
"No."
"Bu-"
"No."
With a petulant huff, she slammed the door in his face, continuing her investigation.
After completing her incomplete tour of the upper floor, she moved onto the basement. Making it past the locked door, she headed down the stairs and turned on the light. She ignored Dracula lurking in the corner and what was in the room made that an easy task.
"It's like a museum in here!" Her excitement welled up, like a little girl entering her own surprise party.
The room was in fact set up like a museum. Many glass cases covered the open floor, filled with armors and outfits and objects from all ages and cultures, lit with lights from both above and below. There were even plaques. She went around to each item in order, like a school field trip.
She studied each and every one of the items. Many of them were mundane, items with descriptions of where they were from, when they were from, their material make up, and even the date of the last time they were worn/used. But some of these things were not like the others.
One collection of items were off to the side, in their own display case. They were a peculiar set of items, bottles, crosses, needles and other random baubles. To most people, they would just seem sentimental. But Mina knew what they were. And the repeated name on each plaque confirmed it. Van Helsing. This was a case full of antique vampire hunting gear.
"Vladimir, come over here!" He followed the request, just as confused as the day they first met. He figured she would have felt a multitude of emotions. Sadness, mourning, anger, disgust. After all he had obtained these items from her ancestors and she surely understood that they didn't willingly part with them. But he did not expect curious excitement.
She grilled him with questions, inquiring about each and every item in the case. Who used it, how close it came to killing him, even how he would rank each of them in terms of skill. Any and all questions that entered her mind we asked. And for some reason, he was happy to share.
He went into needlessly intricate detail about each item and how their users wielded them. He even threw in extra stories about the time around acquiring those items. Where exactly he was living, down to the street name, why he was in that part of the world, when he moved there and what his goals were. A hastily constructed timeline of his life. And she eagerly listened to every part of it.
The impromptu history lesson came to an end and the Prince of Darkness felt a strange satisfaction. He realized that this is quite possibly the first time he could ever truly talk about himself in a very long time.
He quite enjoyed his previous encounters with the previous generations of hunters. They would try to kill him and he would fight back and escape, all the while he taunted them and told them stories about his most recent meals. They were the only ones who could ever know the real him.
But this feeling was even more than that. There wasn't much of a rapport in the past. Usually the responses were crude versions of 'Silence creature!' or 'You will atone for your sins in hell!'. He'd never had anyone interested in his ramblings. She was the first.
His inner reflection was cut short by the softest of sounds. A hand resting on wood. One would think that he was simply observing her from the corner he'd been positioned in, but that wasn't the whole story. He was protecting something.
That corner looked to be the same as any other basement. Storage for a couple of boxes and random other things. But among those storage containers was a large, wooden chest. Easily one of the oldest things in the basement, not counting the vampire himself. And Mina was starting to open it.
He appeared next to her in a shroud of mist, his hand clamping down on her wrist firmly. For the first time in the night she was startled. Perhaps he had gripped a bit too firmly.
"No." A slight pause between his words before he added, "Please." his grip lightened.
"Okay."
Minutes later they were up in the kitchen, The Lord of the Night filling a plastic bag with ice to place on Mina's bruised wrist. He spoke as he handed her the bag.
"I... apologize. I had never meant for anyone to see the basement. It is-" he caught himself, "-was for me. Mementos of lives long past... and I am pleased that you enjoyed it. But that chest is off limits." Mina took the ice and applied it to her wrist, slowly wrapping the bag around it before holding it together with some duct tape.
"Can I ask why?" Dracula knew not why he was answering her. He needn't do so and in the past he hasn't. Maybe the history lesson had loosened his tongue a bit more than usual.
"The consequence of living many lives over many lifetimes is that one acquires many items. Thanks to your modernizing of transportation, it is easier than ever to move my precious things across the world if I must. But this has not always been the case. That chest contains my most prized possessions. Everything outside of it, though special to me, is expendable. If this house were to somehow combust, I would save that chest before my own coffin. It is for me, and me alone." And this time she surprised him. Her response wasn't a sassy comment he'd grown accustomed to. It wasn't some snide remark or something in a sarcastic yet playful tone. It wasn't even follow up questions.
"I understand."
This present day was 15 minutes late to work:
The house was cozy and warm, compared to the dark and stormy night happening outside its black-out curtained windows. Dracula watched as Mina rose from her curled up perch on the other side of the couch and headed towards the kitchen. His predatory eyes              followed her, paying special attention to the sway of her hips.
She continued with her incessant comments, this time about the show that they were streaming.
"I can't believe so many girls had to die just because of superstition. I mean, people naturally float. Throwing them into water and then saying that they are a witch if they don't drown is a catch twenty-two." While ranting, she opened the fridge, pulling out a drink for herself and a blood pack for The Prince of Darkness.
"Actually, most of the witch trials in Salem were for personal gain. Some of the victims had rights to land that others wanted, hence the accusations. Furthermore..." While Dracula went on a historical tirade she took her drink and his blood pack from the microwave.
"... and most of the sentencing was done while the governor was away on vacation because they knew he would have stopped them fro-" His history lesson was cut short when Mina returned to the couch. Instead of curling back up on the other side, she handed him his blood pack and then snuggled up against him, shoulder to shoulder with her hands cupping her mug.
"Enough about witches, I have more vampire questions." Dracula suppressed his surprise and returned to his strained exasperation.
"You always do."
"Why can you only enter if someone invites you?"
"Ah, that. The first of my kind were the progenitors of the curse. Or so the story goes. They thought of vampirism as a sort of ascension. A creation of a higher being. As such they placed several rules in place, specifically to stop future generations from completely wiping out their food source. And so one of those was the invitation rule. They deemed any prey dumb enough to allow a fox into their henhouse deserved what was coming to them." While he spoke, Mina had finished her drink and was leaning even heavier on him, fully relaxing.
"Are they the reason that vampires have power over their spawn?" As always, she was quick to catch on.
"Precisely. Along with the cultural importance of lineage, the progenitors were fearful of usurpation by their progeny. As such a vampire can never truly be free of their master's influence unless their sire willingly frees them with a ritual, or the sire dies."
"That reminds me. What ever happened to your brides? Why aren't they around?" Dracula was silent for a moment. He couldn't tell her that his heartbreak from the original Mina caused him to drive all other lovers away.
"We went our separate ways. One of them is still somewhere in Europe. Another is out west, maybe California or Oregon."
"And the third?"
"Dead. I assume the work of one of your ancestors."
"Oh..." Dracula detected a hint of genuine sympathy in her tone. How strange. "Since you can sense them does that mean you didn't set them free?"
"I attempted to, but they refused." That was all he would say on the matter. At this point, Mina had shifted to be laying in his lap, her head on a pillow. By the sound of it, her heartbeat was slowing. Not only was she calm, she was falling asleep on top of her mortal enemy.
"And what about you? Did your master set you free or are you still connected to them?" A flare of cold anger escaped his lips. Had she been looking up she would have seen his fangs slip out before he collected himself.
"Vlad Tepes Dracula, Voivode of Wallachia serves no one." There was the righteous indignation that got so many Ottoman diplomats killed.
"Yeah, yeah. Fine." At the very least, she had gotten him to stop speaking in Romanian when he got angry.
Within the minute her breathing steadied and she was truly asleep. Dracula couldn't focus on the show in front of him. His eyes were fixated on her exposed neck. The skin looked so smooth, yet supple. He could practicality see her jugular, full of warm and rich blood. The smell of it intoxicated him.
His fangs bare, he brought his prize to his mouth and bit down. Blood filled his mouth as he suckled.
Within seconds he had drained the blood pack, all the while staring at his prey. Even with his hunger sated for the moment, the temptation was there. Everything in his being was telling him that the 'surplus' blood packs he acquired from local blood banks were far inferior to the meal before him.
He reached for the remote and clicked 'next episode.'
Presenter days later:
The thoughts raging in his head dwarfed the storm that raged outside that dark night. It didn't make sense. It was simply impossible.
Dracula looked upon the board between the two of them for any path to freedom. There was none. He was well and truly checkmated.
"Ho-"
"You are better than me." Her interjection appeared to be a lone statement.
"What?"
"You are better than me. That is why you lost." Before he could say anything she continued. And in a mocking tone he very much didn't care for. "You are Lord Dracula, chess master with centuries of experience. A being so far above humans that you feed upon us. You, are better than me. And that made you predictable."
"Sure, it took quite a few games. But even you have habits. You have a mentality and playstyle. And most importantly, you had hubris. You did not deem me a threat, so if I made a few mistakes here or there, you'd capitalize on them. It just so happened that this time, those mistakes were on purpose." She sounded very pleased with herself.
The Prince of Darkness had nothing to say. He had no excuse. Despite all the anger, indignation, and shame, she was right. He had lost and she had won. Simple as that. Several centuries of experience had more than taught him that when your king is in check and can not escape, the game is over.
"Congratulations." A sound barely above a grumble.
"Thank you." A huge smile was plastered on her face. "Now for my reward."
"Reward?"
"You have to answer my next question." He sighed.
"And why do I get the feeling that winning played no part in whether or not I would be subjected to more inquiry?"
"How come mirrors can see you?" He blinked.
"Excuse me?"
"Mirrors. ALL the books and legends and things say that you have no reflection. But-" she pulled out a make up mirror, "-I can see your reflection." He blinked again. "Is... is that a dumb question to ask?"
"No, I just haven't had to think about that in a long time. The answer isn't as grand as you may be expecting. The answer is that mirrors used to be backed by silver. Starting sometime during your second world war, mirrors started to be backed by mercury and, eventually, aluminum."
"Oh." She did not hide her dejection.
"Were you expecting some kind of ritual or magic spell that broke some kind of curse...?" A twinge at the tip of his mouth.
"... yes."

Present day and then some:
This dark and stormy night happened to be Halloween, an event that excites most vampires, as they can travel amongst prey as themselves. For Dracula it meant people bothering him. As such, part of the reason he picked this home was because the community was small enough that people usually trick or treated in other areas. And for the ones that did come to his door, a simple bowl of sweets was enough.
This year was different. There was one person who wouldn't stop at just taking candy from the bowl.
Dracula opened the front door to Mina eating a chocolate bar from the bowl.
"Good evening." Her usual greeting was ignored.
"Shouldn't you be out collecting candy?"
"Don't worry, I will." As usual she pushed past him into his lair."And you're coming with me."
"Excuse me?"
---
Many minutes later Mina came out of the bathroom, dressed in a truly hideous costume. He could instantly tell what it was trying to be.
"Van Helsing, I assume?"
"Correct!" Mina did a little twirl, clearly excited by something that Dracula couldn't begin to understand. In fact he felt the opposite, discontentment.
"No." A firm statement. Confusion on her face as she played with the plastic props that came with the costume.
"No?'
He ignored her question. "Come." And he led her to the basement.
Mina's confusion turned to panic as she saw the destination of their impromptu trip. Dracula walked up to the case of weaponry off to the side and produced a key. She ran up and stopped him.
"Wait-wait-wait. What are you doing?"
"If you are to be a Van Helsing, you must have the proper equipment."
"But they're yours! And it's raining and stuff. What if they get messed up?"
"Then they do. It's not like these things aren't already well used. Besides, they're yours, by birthright. Technically." Mina just stood there and accepted the stake that he put in her hands. Her eyes teared up while looking at the options. The history of her family was laid out before her. And after he so painstakingly preserved them for centuries.
She then heard the sound of a trunk being opened behind her. Out of the trunk, Vlad gently pulled out a neatly folded piece of cloth. Even from where she was standing she could smell the telltale musk of age. He then closed the trunk and presented her with the item.
Gingerly, she put the vampire hunting equipment back into their places before taking it and unfolding it. It was a simple black cloak. A little bigger than she was used to, obviously tailored to fit a man. On the back of it was an embroidered cross. She had an idea what this was but she still had to ask.
"Is this-" He interrupted her.
"Yes. The cloak belonged to the original Van Helsing." Her teary eyes turned to full blown tears. She tried to put it back into his hands but he just ignored her and started walking towards the steps.
"As I said, it technically belongs to you." There was that word again. Even through the tears, she had to ask.
"Why do you keep saying technically?" He reached the stairs.
"If you must know, you are not the original lineage. I stopped counting after the third but I'd guess you are around the 7th bloodline to take on the name."
"Oh." Before he could get up the stairs, "Wait!" He sighed and turned around.
"What now? I thought you wanted to go 'trick or treating' as soon as possible."
"You need your costume." She opened her bag and pulled out a cheap Dracula costume. She was still crying. He looked at it with abject disgust.
"I do not need a costume. I am Lord Dracula. Do you truly expect me to venture outside wearing that cheap imitation?" Mina wiped her tears on her sleeve and replied in a small voice, still heaving from her crying.



"Yes."
Dracula looked her up and down. "Why?"
Mina sniffled. "Because it'd be funny."
---
Thankfully the dark and stormy storm had halted its activities while they wandered around neighborhoods, but as soon as they returned to his home, it was back in full form.
Mina went into the bathroom to change while The Prince of Darkness simply turned to mist, the costume appeared on the coffee table and he reformed in comfortable casual wear. He sat on the couch and began searching for the next historical documentary to scour for falsehoods.
Mina emerged from the bathroom in her normal wear and proceeded to hand him the cloak with all the historical artifacts wrapped inside. He looked at the bundle and then back to her.
"They are yours." Mina wouldn't back down.
"You keep saying that. And so I say, if these are mine, and the mean a great deal to me, I can't think of any place safer than the lair of the beast they were meant to kill." He understood her logic and also understood she was doing this for his sake. For a brief moment, his eyes showed the thanks he wouldn't voice.
Instead he just took the bundle from her and once again turned to mist, the cloud briefly going into the basement before returning to his place on the couch.
Once settled, he immediately noticed her absence. Not her absence from his home, but her physical absence from his body. He had been forcibly acclimated to her warmth as they watched shows together but this time she was once again sitting on the other side of the couch. He could only guess whatever question she had now would be upsetting.
Thirty minutes passed in silence as they watched a documentary on the Spanish civil war. It was quite rare for even ten minutes of quiet, with all of her questioning and his willingness to educate someone on real history. But that silence was broken when she finally asked a question in barely a whisper. And it didn't pertain to the documentary.
"What happened between you and the old Mina?" Quite upsetting indeed. It was the first time she dared utter the name since their first meeting.
Every instinct in his body told him to lash out. To rage against all that was, is , and could be. To rip something, anything to shreds. But he contained himself. This feeling was not directed towards her. It was not directed towards anything in particular. It just was. And she didn't deserve it.
It took a long moment, but he collected himself. All of the negative emotions were released with a deep sigh. A strange thing considering he didn't need to breathe. But it worked. His eyes glazed over and she stared at the screen, not actually taking in any of the information on it. And then he spoke.
"She made me give my promise. A terrifying promise. It's not the kind of promise made every day." He paused. Waiting for some question to come from his periphery. None came.
"I don't know if she knew what I was. What I am. It would make sense but it's useless to worry about that now. It was centuries ago and after centuries of pondering I still don't have an answer. But she asked to end our affair. She feared what it would mean to be with me. And she was right."
He stopped when he felt a hand on his arm. His head turned with an inhuman speed. The hand belonged to the only person it could. And in her eyes he saw fear, and genuine concern. He could hear her heartbeat quicken and see her muscles tense as if to pull back her hand. But she didn't.
"To give her my gift would be giving her a curse. She was so full of life. How could I take it from her? It would be similar to desecrating a temple. Trampling a flower. Catching a butterfly and tearing off its wings. It would have been worse than all of those things." He paused a moment.
"But I was selfish. I told her that I couldn't just kill our love, despite it being still so alive. I told her I would not do it. I could not let her go. That my heart would break." A crack in his voice. The smallest possible crack. A sign of weakness never before known to any who looked upon Dracula.
"But she insisted. She begged. She told me I was the only one who could do this. What was I supposed to do? The woman I would do anything for was asking the impossible. How could I not?" And then a long silence. Mina spoke up.
"And what happened next?"
Dracula had regained some composure. The previous crack was gone and some may believe it was a trick of the mind with how composed he was now. But somehow, to those that knew him. This calm atmosphere, and casual tone was somehow... sadder than a crack.
"I gave her my word. I kept my word. And my heart broke." A simple matter of fact.
The warmth he had grown accustomed to returned as she gave him a consoling hug. His eyes stayed on the television screen, reliving memories from centuries ago.
London, 1550:
On this dark and stormy night, Wilhelmina Harker had returned to London for what she didn't know would be the final time in her life. Over the years, she and her husband had returned occasionally to continue some leftover business, but the gap between their visits grew larger each time.
Tonight, they were invited to a party for those of great influence and import. A standard affair. Johnathan took her hand and helped her from the carriage.
"Thank you, Dear."
Besides themselves, they were accompanied by their daughter, her husband, and their son. Jonathan had been pressuring the boy to find a wife and told him to use this as an opportunity, but Mina was happy to still have one of her children around the house.
Upon entering the venue, they each split up. Jonathan and their son in law joined the group of oligarchs while Mina and her daughter joined the ladies' group. Their son disappeared somewhere in the direction of the younger men and unmarried women.
The usual catching up and sharing stories from the years apart was cut short by a familiar feeling. One she had remembered for the better part of a century. Her head turned towards the direction and caught a glimpse of a face long dead.
My God. Her heart beated faster. Her mind raced. Vlad Tepes died when his home burnt down, shortly after their affair ended. And yet... could it be?
She knew those eyes following her. Dark and familiar, and deep as the sea. She broke off from the group in the direction she had spotted him. Pushing her way through the attendees, she reached the now vacant spot. Once again she caught a glimpse from across the room. She knew that face, as strange as it seemed. It was the face that haunted her dreams. Vlad.
How could he be there, a whisper from her and yet so far away? In eyes once familiar, a stranger she saw, with so many words left to say.
She managed to catch up to him. Cornering him with the other attendants blocking escape.
"Vlad-"
"I know not who you speak of." His tone was firm, yet the voice was the same.
"Vlad, it's me. What happened back in Transylvania, to your estate?" The man let a façade of remembrance cross his features. But his eyes couldn't lie.
"Ah, now I remember. You speak of my uncle. His passing truly was a tragedy." He tried to squeeze past her but she reached out and touched his arm.
"Vl-" He jerked his arm away as if her touch were a hot stove.
"This man is dead. He is no more. Your mind plays tricks, you are confused. The man you seek is long gone." He continued on his way but stopped right before disappearing into the crowd. He didn't turn around. "Where are my manners? Excuse me madam. Good evening." And there he went.
Mina didn't chase after him. She couldn't. And he wouldn't let her lest he break the vow she made him take.
Besides, no good would have come of it. She wasn't going to leave her family for him, not start another affair. All she would be doing was dragging him and herself back into hell. But still she felt the heartache that showed in his eyes. Could either of them really ever be free?
But that was the end. Hearts and minds alike, with so much broken, so much damaged, there were no words left to say.
Present day:
A familiar smell filled Dracula's nostrils this dark and stormy night. A sweet and familiar smell. An intoxicating smell. But too much of it.
He materialized at his front gate. His predatory instincts almost got the better of him. There he found Mina, dressed in the cat suit she had worn when they met. She leaned heavy against the fence as she held her side.
"...I... messed up." She could barely get the words out.
He effortlessly scooped her into his arms. Along with the water, there was a different wetness covering her. A slick and fragrant one. He resisted the strong urge to feed his hunger with an urge equally as strong. To protect her.
They appeared in his living room. With a look, everything on the table was pushed off, shattering onto the floor as he laid her down. He inspected her side as she continued to bleed profusely, it already dropping onto the floor below. The wound was deep.
The temptation to feast served as a benefit, in a roundabout way. His senses were razor sharp around the sweet nectar, allowing him pinpoint focus as long as he kept the hunger at bay.
You don't spend centuries alive without the internet without picking up a few skills. In a flash he had a first aid kit beside her on the table and he set about basic first aid. Mina could only lay there and let him work, focusing on taking strained breaths.
Then another sense of his was triggered. One known only to predators. His territory was being encroached upon. And he also smelled her blood in that direction. He placed a wad of gauze on her side and placed her hand over it.
"I'll be right back. Keep pressure on it."
"I'll try." She wasn't sure if her response was recognized, considering he had already left by the time it came out.
---
"Leave." The command came from everywhere and nowhere. The two younger vampires spun in circles, attempting to locate the source. The street lights flickered.
"Listen here, some bi-" They were interrupted by the omnipresent voice again.
"I know why you are here. That person is a guest of mine and this is my territory. Leave." The vampires refused to cooperate.
"You protect one of them? A hunter? I don't care how long you've been around. We've-" So they know who I am and still they test me. He didn't have time to waste arguing with small fry. If these children decided to walk into the lion's den, who was he to refuse them their just reward?
This was also an excuse to let off some steam. The animalistic urges were starting to fray his sanity and needed an outlet. His urge to feast and urge to save conjoined under a new banner. The need for revenge. He could smell her on them.
The street lights flickered once more and his form appeared a dozen feet away from them. He was dressed in his full regalia. The long black cloak with the popped collar and the red insides. The 1400's formal wear complete with heeled black leather boots and ruffled white shirt. The very definition of Dracula.
But though his dress was of the Dark Prince, his appearance was that of a true monster. His face misshapen and angular, nose replaced with nostril slits, eyes of pure red. All his teeth pointed and his fingers elongated into claws. It had been a long time since he'd dawned this form. He looked at the two yearlings before him and relished in their fear.
"Good evening."
---
Vlad appeared back at Mina's side and resumed his work. For her, it had been three minutes at the most.
"I'm... sorry-"
"Silence, conserve your strength." Having calmed his nerves, his hands moved faster than before, patching up the wound as best he could. For once, she listened to him and was silent.
Within minutes he had done all he could on such short notice. Once he was assured he'd given her enough of a buffer window, he cradled her in her arms once again.
Within another minute they had burst into the Portsmouth Regional Hospital and began issuing commands to the staff there. They complied as one does when under a vampire's influence.
Present day, post hospital, a dark and stormy night:
A palpable shift had occurred in Vlad's household. One that only he seemed unaware of.
It had been a couple of months since her injury and he still treated her as if the wounds could reopen at any moment. His predatory senses came eerily in handy for keeping his prey alive as well as killing her.
Long gone were the days of him acknowledging her as little more than a housecat that could ask annoying questions. He had now become a most gracious host, as only a vampire lord could. Even before she herself noticed her own needs, they were met. She would find water being handed to her just before she noticed the thirst. Food was provided to her spot on the couch. Even when she had slight aches from the scarring, medications were provided to ease her suffering. And all of this was done with the same indifference as he always had.
He had acted this way even in the hospital. Their roles had been reversed, with him now visiting her every night, albeit in a hospital room. He made sure she had the best quality service and bankrolled it all despite her protests. During their games of chess he casually inquired about her stay and she noticed that even a half assed gripe was remedied by the end of night.
That night however, was a return to form. The Lord Vampire was back to brooding on his side of the couch. A silence was between them, and as was custom she had to ask a question to slay the beast.
"Why did you save me?" Though he did not physically acknowledge her question, it had not fallen on deaf ears.
"That is something I've been wondering myself." The beast proved more resilient that usual, retaking its place as they once again fell into silence.
Then, Vlad decided to take her role.
"Why do you come here?" Mina looked from the screen and her muscles tensed from surprise. This time he was looking directly at her, with an ancient intensity and curiosity in his eyes. Much like a cat that had cornered a mouse.
"Because I want to." A simple and true enough answer. At least it appeared true to Vlad since none of her vitals showed any changes.
"But why?" He thought of a better question. "Or more specifically, why did you come that first night? And why are you here right now?" Mina's heart rate and breathing stayed level.
"Well, that first night, I figured it was time to meet the big bad vampire himself. I'd killed a few hundred vamps already and I figured all my training was for nothing if I didn't pass the final exam." The number she stated surprised him for one so young, but he didn't let that show.
"As for why I'm here now, can't a person hang out with their friend?" That word felt off to him. But he couldn't tell why. Or at least, wouldn't acknowledge why. There was a slight sting in his cold, dead heart. He repeated it to himself.
"Friend, I see." He resumed his questions. "And what are the chances that all of this has been a ruse to get me to lower my guard?" That damned grin appeared on her face.
"Not telling." Her vitals stayed steady. He ignored her annoying little face and went back to a moment of introspection before continuing his questions.
"Tell me, have I been an adequate 'friend'?" Again with the playful tone.
"I'll admit, at first you were a bit lacking in the companionship category, but you seem to be more than making up for it since I got hurt."
"I see..." Back to brooding. Mina decided to go on the offensive. She slid closer to him on the couch, ignoring the dull ache in her side as she scooted over.
"Well, maybe if you voice whatever is going on in your head, I can help you." He looked at her as one would their three year old suggesting they could help work through their mortgage payments, only by a factor of ten, given their ages. "Or, you know. Saying it out loud might help put things into place." After several moments of staring, he decided to take her up on her offer. As he spoke, he kept his eyes forward, still deep in contemplation.
"It has been... a long time since I've been friendly with anyone. Let alone a human. It feels strange." Of course she immediately made him regret confiding in her.
"Is the big scary vampire man really nervous over lil' ol' me? A human?" He did not like her tone one bit and shot her a look.
"Not nervous. Unsure. I am not used to the feeling."
Mina moved a little closer, but did not interrupt. His eyes went back to staring into the nothingness ahead of him as he spoke.
"I've seen so many sunsets in my life. I should know everything there is worth knowing. But... but since I saw her face, I don't know where I'm going in life." He did not have to elaborate on who 'her' was. He continued talking, almost forgetting her presence.
The longer I live, the more I wonder if I know anything at all. Before her, if I'd ever been in love, I can't recall. And the longer I live, the less I'm certain that I have all the answers right. All I do know is that I would give all my yesterdays for just one more night with her..." Mina awkwardly looked around. It's a bit hard to hold a 'conversation' one one side doesn't make eye contact.
"At least, I thought I would. But one thing I learned is that it's hard to make each moment count when alone. And maybe... that's all I need to know." He turned to look at her now, with the same intensity that he started his questioning with.
"But now there's a new thought. A feeling." A spike in Mina's heart rate.
"And what would that be?" The question barely above a whisper.
"I discovered this the night you were injured." He slowly raised a hand to her cheek, carefully caressing it. "The longer I live without you near me, the longer the empty years will be."
He leaned forward and kissed her.
A shock went throughout his body as their lips met and he could tell the same for her based on her vitals. The kiss was brief and sensual. He slowly pulled back from her and looked into her eyes. And he said the first thing that came to his mind.
"I apologize. That was a mistake." He pulled back.
"What? That was perfect."
"I can't get involved with another human. Not with how I am. With what I am. Especially not after before."
"But what about that feeling? What about just now? I know you felt that too."
"But I'm-"
"I don't care about all that! So what if you're a vampire? You are no longer Vlad Tepes of Wallachia, you're you." He stared at her blankly. These words coming from a Van Helsing were not ever a possibility in his mind.
"What?"
"Sure you did all that bad stuff in the past. But you've changed. At first I came here to kill you. But then you let me go. You apologized to me, your sworn nemesis. But that's not all. You don't drink from humans anymore, you source your blood exclusively from blood banks and hospitals. Hell you barely even leave this house. As far as I can tell, you are less a vampire and more a redditor that loves to get into arguments on historical forums." How does she know about that? "So don't give me that. It's nothing more than an excuse." That last line came out with less fire and brimstone and more sadness. He had hurt her.
"I.. I don't know what to say. What to feel. There are moments where I feel content as I once had with her, before remembering that you are not her. Sometimes I remember that you're a Van Helsing and others I can barely tell you and her apart. Sometimes it just feels as if-" She interrupted him, this time putting a hand on his cheek.
"That I've come back to you." And she kissed him. The same shock went through his body. This time accompanied by a flood of warmth. He could feel that she felt the same as he. The doubts left his mind. For now.



---
In a puff of black mist, they teleported from the couch to the master bedroom. Around the room, large candelabras were lit to cast the room in warm, flickering light.
Though their position didn't change, Mina recognized the difference in locales somewhere in the back of her mind.
The cushions were replaced with a soft mattress covered with rennes linen. A general must surrounded them. Not a negative one, but one telling a tale of old furniture. Old wooden wardrobes, old ornate rugs, and the oldest of all, a wooden coffin at the foot of the bed..
One corner of the room was modern though. That section had a large PC, completed with RGB lighting and three large monitors.
That was all she could take in as their making out reached a new level.
Dracula couldn't help but give into some of his predatory instincts, now that she was in his arms. Affection catalyzing his actions, he held her more firmly in his arms as they kissed.
Every one of his senses were tuned to her. His nostrils flooded with her scent and filled him with hunger, in every sense of the word. His body felt and his ears heard the fluttering of her heartbeat.
With a snap of his fingers, both of them were naked. His ears picked up the tiny gasp that she let out and he felt the slightest tension in her body before submitting once more.
He then targeted her erogenous zones. His lips left hers, moving down to her collar. He kissed, nipped, and sucked on the skin there, reveling in her small intakes of air and the tensing and relaxing of her muscles. It took everything in him to not bite down and drink.
"Here." His nose smelled it before his eyes could recognize the sight. Immediately his eyes focused with the intensity of a predator closing in for the kill.
She had pricked her own finger. A drop of red rested on the tip, tantalizingly. He could resist no longer. Especially when it was readily given to him. His lips enveloped her finger and sucked.
The drop touched his tongue and he was filled with warmth. Filled with her. From his tongue it spread throughout his body. For the first time in a long time, the warmth came from within. A euphoric rush only known to those of the night overcame him. Nothing makes one feel more alive than drinking the life of another. But he wanted her to come close.
One of his hands went to her breasts, squeezing and groping them as if they belonged to him. The other snaked its way down her side to grab her ass tight enough to leave a mark. Her reactions entranced him. He had his prey in his clutches and he would enjoy toying with her.
Then the hand started moving towards her front. He could practically taste her anticipation. As he ever so slowly inched closer to his goal, her body tensed more and more. Her breaths all but stopped as she waited for the pleasure to come. It almost made him want to tease her a bit more. But the beast had been denied enough.
His fingers reached her lips, finding them already slick with her juices. He could feel the heat emanating from her, further proof of her arousal as delicious blood rushed to her lower body. Enough to make him want another taste.
The breath catching in her throat drove him to be bolder in his actions. Fingers found their way to an erect nub. As any gentleman would, he gave it a tiny pinch.
His bloodlusted senses could hear her muscles contract and relax as her breath stopped and her heartbeat reached a fever pitch. Though surprised at how little it took, he felt immense satisfaction in subjecting his prey to an orgasm. A hunter's instinct took over as her body attempted small convulsions. He held her down, not allowing her any physical means of alleviating the pleasure coursing through her.
The little moans and groans she made as she came down from the high spurred him to action once again. He could no longer wait.
He effortlessly moved her body, firmly placing her on her back and opening her legs. As he lined himself up, she stopped him, speaking between gasps as she caught her breath.
"Wait. Aren't you forgetting something?" He could hear the mischief in her voice. His response conveyed both confusion and impatience.
"What now?"
"Don't... vampires have to ask permission to enter?" A sly smile appeared on his face, matching her own.
"Good evening. May I cum in?"
"You may."
The most present day so far:
"So when are you going to turn me?" As usual, on this dark and stormy night, Mina proved to be the mortal enemy of sitting in silence
"Excuse me?" He tore his eyes from the documentary to look down at the woman snuggled in his arms.
"When are you gonna change me? I'd prefer to look young and hot if I'm going to live forever." He stared down at her blankly for a moment.
"That is not something one should take lightly." His tone hinted at centuries of knowledge and experience.
"And I didn't." She scoffed. "What, you thought I would spend so much time around a vampire and not consider the possibility? Besides, being immortal and super strong will help with vampire and werewolf hunting."
"You plan on continuing to hunt the children of the night? While being involved with Lord Dracula?"
"Duh, I'm a Van Helsing. It's my job. Unlike you, there are plenty of bad vampires out there who need to go." She reached up and patted him on the cheek. "Besides, I'm sure it'll be a breeze with 'Lord Dracula' by my side?"
"Now you presume that I would help you in the extermination of my kind?"
"No, I expect you to protect me while I exterminate your kind. After all, I know you don't want me to have another health scare like last time." The confidence in her voice annoyed him, but his lack of a rebuttal annoyed him even more.
Today:
After weeks of pestering and assurances that she in fact wanted to spend her eternal afterlife with him, Dracula capitulated and turned her. He had spent the last few weeks training her on how to use her newfound abilities. Though they came naturally with age, with the right tutelage, a young vampire could perform a simulacrum of the full ability.
He had also been feeding her on the same blood packs he drank. Feeding from a human for the first time tends to drive fledgelings into momentary madness and he wanted to make sure she was prepared to control herself. She had expanded her hunting list to include the most deplorable of humans as well.
This would have to wait however, until he felt she was strong enough to handle herself. For now, they sat on the couch watching some Japanese animation where the characters were personified countries. She had wanted his opinion on how the show depicted history, or didn't.
"When do I get to eat my first bad guy?" She asked.
He let out a sigh. Not the first, and definitely not the last of their long eternity together. But the world was dead to his woes and no one outside of their home could hear him. For it was a dark and stormy night, after all.
Authors note: Been a while, but I hope this made the wait worth it. As usual, comment on things you liked or suggestions for improvement.
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Family values
The first Jan 7th after Akila is born, Cairo:
Shani prowled the halls of her home, feeling stuffed. She was definitely going to need to diet after today, being full of kahk and fatteh and all the calories that came with them. But all the ensuing workouts would be worth it for how good the food was. The hardest part would be rationing all the pounds of kahk that they'd be going home with.
The star of the show definitely had no problem with it, this being her second Christmas celebration in two weeks. Having been fed two kahk already and a spoonful of fatteh, much like one of her mothers, Akila always had room for more. And the baby also enjoyed being the center of attention.
And that she was, being constantly passed around to her uncles and grandparents and other extended family, all of whom gave her a piece of something to eat every time she exchanged hands. Shani became more than a little jealous but was out voted by the family since she had access to the little one ninety-nine percent of the time.
The other little one, her wife that is, was nowhere to be seen, hence her patrolling the halls. She had socialized with the family but she'd eaten very little, or at least little for her, before she disappeared.
Soon enough, Shani found her. Or, more accurately, Shani was found and dragged into a closet. Though unlike the feral ravishing her body prepared for and looked forward to, she was met with Lacey burying her face in her abdomen and crying.
She embraced Lacey and held her as she cried. Eventually she decided to speak.
"Josie, what's wrong?"
Lacey answered with a sniffle. "N-n-nothing... Everything's p-perfect."
Shani held her wife snug, quiet for a moment.
"Josie. Why are you crying?"
"I-I never thou-. It-it's almost like I have a real family."
Oh.
"Lacey, you do have a real family. We're your family now."
Lacey cried her heart out and they returned to the group when she was ready. By then Akila had eaten five more kahk.
Maternal Jealousy
Sometime after graduation, Cairo
Amirah and Shani watched as Lacey basked in the presence of Kesi Almasi, Shani's mother. Lacey laid in her lap with a huge smile on her face, practically purring while Kesi helped herself to Lacey's abundance of hair, brushing and styling it as the two of them relaxed.
Shani felt the familiar jealousy of a child whose mother gave attention to a sibling.
Amirah felt the jealousy of a maternal figure whose child sought the care of another.
Conflicted
Cambell estate, Akila is 2.5 years old:
"Jida! Play!" Akila gestured to the sandbox she was currently making a mess of herself in.
"Is- is that me?" Anabella Cambell looked around confused before Shani gave her a nod. "Oh, okay." She got up and walked down from the patio that overlooked the expanse of their land and took of her shoes before walking into the sand pit. She pulled up her luxurious dress a bit before carefully sitting down in the sand before being added to whatever game Akila had made up.
"Welp, I might as well." Shani finished her drink and joined them.
Lacey's father simply looked on with a slight smile as he smoked his cigar. Amirah looked on as well. In fact, the only one who wasn't smiling was Lacey, who stared at them with a blank expression. Amirah got up and sat down next to her.
"What's wrong, Ameli?"
"I'm a terrible mother." Tears streamed down Lacey's face as she just continued staring at the group. Amirah reached over and grabbed her hand, giving it a light squeeze. She could guess what this was about.
"No you aren't."
"Yes I am. What kind of mother is..." her next word filled with vitriol, "jealous of her child."
Amirah understood what Lacey meant. And she understood that there wasn't much anyone could say or do to stop these feelings. The only one who could decide what to do about them was Lacey.
Amirah looked over to the group, observing them play. One might have thought that the way Annabella treated Akila, she would have done the same to her own daughter. She'd sneak candies to her when no one was looking. She loved hugging and snuggling with her. And as she was now, she didn't mind getting herself dirty and acting 'improper' around the child. From her very light questioning, Lacey talked about her past almost as if in the third person with a sad look in her eye, Amirah understood that this was not the case.
The playground itself seemed almost out of place. It was only a bit of construction, let alone flora, on the otherwise pristine expanse of well kept, perfectly uniform grass the mansion overlooked. It was only made recently, after Akila made some complaints during their last visit. Something that was definitely not part of the etiquette of the upper echelon.
Amirah could personally tell how isolating growing up here was by Lacey's actions. In contrast to Akila, or even herself when at home, Lacey was perfect in every sense of the word whenever they stayed with her parents. Her posture was always straight, she lost all her eccentricism and spoke politely and quietly. Had it been in class, Amirah would give her full marks. But it was not a class. It was real life. Lacey's life.
Even after Akila was born, Lacey behaved as such. She was almost robotic. Any stimuli that prompted her to act improperly, usually something to do with Akila, caused her to short circuit for a moment before picking an option that most correlated with proper etiquette.
The first time they visited, Amirah could hardly recognize her.
And there she was, the same woman that turned her own daughter into the perfect being to show off at gatherings, playing in dirt and sand.
Lacey began to sniffle a bit. Amirah could barely make out the words that escaped her lips.
"It's not fair."
"It's not." Amirah could only offer another squeeze. "Do you maybe... want to talk about it? With them?" Lacey tore her eyes away from the heartwarming yet heartbreaking scene to look at Amirah with fear in her eyes.
"No! Absolutely not. I- I can't do that."
"Why not?"
"It-it's not worth the risk." She paused for a moment, returning her eyes to her daughter. "I thought about it. I've thought about it a lot. Since the day we moved in together. Since then I've become happy. But I didn't. There was nothing to gain then. And now there is only something to lose."
"Lose?"
"Best case, I bring it up and get an apology. That won't change the past. Maybe my parents and I make small progress. Hell, we already have." According to one of the last times Amirah questioned, her parents were 'surprisingly lenient' now. Though no one but Lacey could say anything about why her perfect performances required leniency.
"But worst case, I bring it up. We fight. And I ruin... that." Her eyes were still glued to the playground. "I'm already jealous of my daughter, but I won't let my feelings get in the way of her happiness."
"Then that makes you a wonderful mother. Do you want to join them?"
Lacey wiped her eyes on her sleeve.
"Yes." And so they did.
Inevitable
New York, New York, Akila is 5 months old:
"Alright Lacey, can you tell me why we're here now?"
Amirah let out a sigh as the three of them dropped their luggage in their penthouse suit. Lacey had been insisting they go on a weekend trip somewhere and the first chance she got, they dropped Akila off with Shani's mother and flew to America. Lacey then flew into Amirah's arms, looking up at her with a devilish grin.
"We're celebrating." Amirah hugged Lacey back but her tone showed she was tired of the cryptic responses.
"Celebrating what?"
"Our marriage! It's our honeymoon!" Ah, this again.
"Lacey, we aren't married. Your wife is right there."
"And now you're my wife too! Common law marriage states that after prolonged cohabitation and/or taking in a child, we are now common law spouses. So you're my wife too."
That's where the grin came from. Lacey had found some technicality. Though a technicality that the world no longer accepts and had been abolished from English legislation in 1753 with the Clandestine Marriages Act. But it was a technicality nonetheless.
Amirah decided to let her have it.
Note: Hope you enjoyed this short collection of shorts. It is not like I have a consistent upload schedule anyway but there is a chance this I may be gone for a bit longer than usual.



        