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It was reccomended that I post here after posting a bunch on Reddit.
I have been this site for a while but have debated about submitting my own story until today. A bit of information though for background. I am Jack and the woman involved is a coworker I'll call Kat. Kat and I are both teachers at the same high school, I had her oldest kid in class a few years ago. She is about 45, married, average height, blondish red hair, glasses, thin, mid-B cup, hourglass figure; she kind of reminds me of the sexy librarian. As for me I am 32, pretty average "dad bod" type of guy, about 6'2 with a 7.5" cock. Okay, that is the background info that everyone really needs to know.
This story occurred about a year ago, Kat and I had worked together at this point for about 5 years and had always been professional but friendly. I had her son in class and then as my student assistant and got to know him and the family well. Once he graduated, I had him house and dog sit for me a few times when I was out of town and got to the point where he had a key to my house, and I quit getting it back.
Anyway, it was around the holidays and we had our staff Christmas party at one of the local bars/restaurants, Kat showed up without her husband which was odd because they seemingly were very close with a happy marriage. She sat down at my table with our other friends and when asked, started talking about how they had gotten into a fight and he had stormed out of their house and how she was sick of his constant working. After everyone got a few drinks in them, the conversation shifted to happier stuff. As the party began to wind down, people began to leave and from our friend group it was just me and Kat. We spent some more time talking about her husband and the fight. She said she was going to head home and I walked her to her car where she hugged me and thanked me for listening to her.
I told her "Anytime, you want to talk or anything, let me know!"
After she left, I left and went to my "normal" bar to catch up with some other friends; after a few hours I decided to head home. When I got home, I saw a car sitting up the street from my house that looked familiar but didn't think anything about it because my neighbors always have people over. I go into the house and let the dog out and put him in his crate where he prefers to sleep. When I get upstairs, I notice that there was a light left on in my room, so I go into the bedroom and there sits Kat reading a book on my bed.
I honestly looked at her and said: "What the hell are you doing here?!"
She got a very small smile on her face and said, "Sorry, I didn't want to be at home and get into fight with Andy (her husband) so I took Brandon's (her son) key to your house and thought I'd come here and take you up on your offer. I can leave if you want."
I told her, "No you're good, I get not wanting to be there when your angry, just didn't expect anyone being here. You want something to drink?"
I had a few craft beers so I ran down to the kitchen and got some and plopped down on the corner of the bed to just talk about stuff. We got caught up on how her kids were doing in school and what was going on in both of our lives' outside of work. At some point we turned the TV on and started watching some random TV and I had moved to leaning against the headboard with her. After a few minutes, she had begun to dose off and leaned against my shoulder. I have to admit, she had a basic black v-neck t-shirt on and I caught myself staring down at the subtle cleavage that she had.
Well, she caught me too, she shifted, looked up and said "Do you like what you see?"
I kind of stuttered and finally said "Kat, you're a beautiful woman, I'm a dude and it's hard not to stare."
She smiled at me, grabbed my face and kissed me hard. I kissed her back for a few seconds before pulling away and saying, "Wait, you have a husband and I don't want to fuck up your marriage."
She responded, "I was angry at the party because he is talking about divorce. We haven't had sex in at least 6 months and my magic wand isn't doing it anymore. I'm a bit annoyed, and I want you, now." With that, I didn't need anymore convincing and began to kiss her again. Her kisses were almost frantic, I could tell she hadn't had much intimacy or affection lately.
After a few minutes of making out, I pulled her onto my lap and lifted her shirt off; I was greeted by a black simple push-up bra. I reached around and unclipped her bra and threw it to the floor. I kissed down her neck and chest where I took one of her nipples into my mouth and began to suck and nibble on it.
As I did that, she was beginning to moan and groan, saying "God, that feels so good." After switching to the other nipple and cupping her breast, getting more moans and groans, she pushed me away and said, "I feel your cock on my leg, I want to see it!." I wasn't going to complain about that and pulled my shirt off as she moved down and undid my belt and jeans, pulling down my pants and boxers.
Once my cock sprang free, she grinned and said "You have a very nice cock Jack."
And with that she took the head into her mouth. I'll be honest, I had been going through a bit of a dry spell so feeling a warm, wet mouth on my cock was wonderful. She began to work deeper, being that she was so small she began to gag a little bit, but that didn't stop her. Within a couple of minutes she had taken my entire cock into her mouth and was working my shaft while cupping my balls in her hand. I began to feel the tingling in my pelvis that I knew meant I was getting close.
I stopped her and told her, "Look, you give wonderful head, but I don't want to cum yet because I'd really like to be inside you."
As she let go of my cock, she just grinned and said, "That's fine, I want to feel you inside me too."
We switched positions with her on her back and I unfastened the jeans that she had on and slipped them down her legs revealing a pair of matching simple black panties. I started at her knees and kissed up her thighs to the edge of her panties. As I got closer to her pussy, she began to breathe heavier and began to moan softly. I reached up and slid her panties off and was greeted by a perfectly shaved pussy.
I looked up and said "I never would have thought that you shaved everything."
Her response still makes me laugh today; "I can't stand the itching of the hair when it grows back, so I get a massage and a wax job once every two weeks. The last one was yesterday."
With that I began to gently lick her outer lips and tasting how wet she was, I quickly separated her lips and began to lick her inner pussy and began to focus on her clit as she began to gyrate her hips to my tongue and she moaned out, "Oh god, right there!"
Following her directions I kept up my pressure and pace and all of a sudden I felt her stiffen as her pussy began to flood my mouth as she came.
After regaining her breath she looked at me, and said, "Thank you so much, I can't tell you the last time I had someone eat me out, especially that good!."
She kissed me and told me lay on my back; as she got up and began to lower herself onto me, I said "Kat, I don't have any condoms."
She responded "That's okay, I had my tubes tied after Grant (Her youngest son) was born, so we don't need one and I'd really like for you to cum inside me!" With that, she lowered herself all the way onto me with a little grunt as she got to the bottom. After taking a minute to get used to each other she began to ride me slowly, but began to speed up after a minute or two. I was just amazed that this beautiful woman was on top of me that I honestly didn't know what to do except enjoy the show at first.
After couple of minutes I put one hand on her ass and my thumb on her clit, she let out a loud moan and began to grind against me, and then stiffened up as she came.
She laid down on me for a moment looked at me and said "Thank you for that, I haven't cum from a dick since college, I always had to fake with Andy."
I told her, "no problem, now flip over." She laid down on her back and I got between her legs and she guided me into her.
We fucked missionary for a few minutes before she said, "Will you fuck me doggy style in your mirror? I want to see you fuck me and I want you deep." We repositioned on the bed facing my dresser mirror and I eased back into her and began to work up to a fast and kind of rough rhythm. The entire time she is moaning how good it feels to have me so deep inside of her. At first, I didn't look up, was more focused on her tight ass and maintaining my rhythm. When I finally looked up after a few minutes, it was honestly the hottest thing I've ever seen.
At that moment I knew I was about to blow, and I warned her, and she said" thank god, I can't wait to feel it! Give it to me!" With those words, I let loose one of the biggest orgasms of my life. As I shot all my cum deep inside of her, I started to feel her body tighten around my cock as she came too. She screamed out in pleasure "OH GOD!!" As I slipped out of her, I could see a little of my cum slide out of her pussy.
As we both came down, we kind of collapsed on the bed in a sweaty heap. We cuddled for a little bit without saying much, and then her phone rang. It was one of her kids calling to see where she was at and when she'd be home. She handled the call and stood up and started to get dressed very quickly.
I told her she could shower first to which she said "No I want to feel your cum inside me until I get home and get into bed. As she left, I walked her out to her car, and she kissed me on the cheek and said, "Thanks for a great night, I really needed that." As I watched her drive off, I was still shocked at what happened.
We talked a few times over break, and then when we got back to school, in January, it was like nothing ever happened. Her and her husband ended up getting divorced and she got to keep the house... and I got to spend some time there.
This is the first of many stories with Kat that ultimately led to a couple of threesomes, another MILF FWB, and me meeting my current girlfriend.
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The second installment of hooking up with my coworker Kat. Kat just went through a divorce and got to keep the house. Like everyone else, we had been quarantined due to the Covid virus. on this particular night, Kat texted me and asked if I wanted to come hang out since we were both starting to go a little stir crazy.
Kat lives in one of the nicer neighborhoods outside of town that gives you upscale homes, but a little bit of wooded seclusion. I got to her house that night about 9pm. She had mentioned relaxing in the hot tub, so not wanting to be presumptuous, I brought a pair of swim trunks. I knocked on her door and she answered wearing a pair of running shorts and a hoody.
She smiled and hugged me saying "Oh finally, another human who aren't my kids!"
I laughed and said, "Well glad I can help, they not around?"
Her: "No, they are spending the week with Andy, he just got back from business and hasn't seen them in a couple of weeks." She looked down and saw my swim trunks and said "Oh I'm glad you brought those; I'll show you where you can change. I'll get some drinks and change and meet you out back. Is beer okay?"
As she took me downstairs and showed me the bathroom and door to the patio, I told her beer was just fine.
I went into the bathroom and changed, then headed outside where she told me the hot tub was. I opened up the cover and eased into the warm water. The patio was under the upstairs deck and due to the development, there was no other houses or yards visible. About 5 minutes later, Kat comes out the door holding a glass of wine and a beer for me. She was wearing what I would call a sexy mom bathing suit. It was a navy blue one piece that had a deep cut down to almost her belly button but held together with lacing.
She handed me the beer and wine and climbed in, sitting down across from me. We spent the next 20 minutes or so catching up on schoolwork and what we have each been doing during quarantine. She ran back inside and grabbed another glass of wine and another beer for me. When she came back out, we started talking about mowing grass on her hill (lame I know.)
She talked about how she had hiked that morning and then mowed the hill that was her yard, so she was really enjoying the hot water and jets but that her feet and legs were still sore. I offered to rub her feet if she would "give them to me."
She didn't say a word, but the next thing I know, her feet were in my lap. I reached down and we kept talking about random shit as I rubbed her feet and up her leg.
She let out subtle sighs and moans saying, "Right there, or wow, that really hits the spot," and other similar things. As time went on, I moved into the center of the hot tub and began to rub her thighs and upper legs.
As I neared the edge of her bathing suit, she asked "I don't want to be weird, but can you rub my hips too?"
I looked at her and said, "I have seen you naked, I think rubbing your hips are not out of bounds unless you say so."
She laughed and said "Ok, just want to make sure." I began to rub the outside of her legs and hips, once again making her sigh as she relaxed. As I began to rub the front of her hips, her sighs began to become little moans, so I decided to push my luck. I began to rub across the front of her body and found my thumbs rubbing right above her pussy; this caused her to begin to wiggle her hips and moan a little louder.
I looked at her, moved my hands to her hips and pulled her down to me kissing her. There was no hesitation on either end. After about five minutes of kissing and, we had moved back to one of the seats with her on my lap.
I started to kiss down her neck and began to push the straps of her bathing suit down; as the straps got to her arms, she pulled away and let the bathing suit settle on the top of the water. As I began to focus on her tits, I remembered that she liked things a little rougher so rather than just sucking and kissing her nipples, I began to nibble on them ever so much. This caused her to begin to gasp and moan and grind herself against me. I was obviously hard as a rock and before I could switch to her other breast, she was telling me to stand up and take my shorts off.
She grabbed them and threw them on the ground, she said "Sit on the edge, I want to suck your cock." I did as I was told and she started with my balls, sucking each one into her mouth while using her hands to stroke my cock.
She then didn't hesitate, she let go of my balls and just engulfed my cock. She was almost rushed and just began to work my cock up and down. As she sucked me off, I was in absolute heaven. At one point she stopped to take a breath and stood her up and I told her it was her turn. I pulled her bathing suit off the rest of the way and had her sit on the edge of the tub.
I saw no reason to go slow, so I dove right in licking from the bottom of her slit to the top and sucking on her clit ever so gently. As I began to eat her out, she began to moan louder and louder and she finally just grabbed my head and pulled it into her crotch, and she began to cum. As she began to come down and catch her breath I stood up and kissed her.
She pushed me back and goes "I'll be right back!" She jumped out of the tub and ran inside. Seeing her naked body run inside was pretty fucking hot.
A moment later she comes back out with a small bottle of lube and goes "Cover your cock in this, then I'm going to sit on your dick and ride you in the water!" I did as I was told and when we settled back into the water, it was the most intense feeling I have ever felt.
She began to ride my cock causing us both to moan and she began to cum, letting a moan as her pussy clenched my cock. As she collapsed against me, I kissed her neck and let my hands wander her body. I could tell the lube had washed off, so I decided I was going to fuck her standing up.
I told her to stand up and put her hands on the end of the tub. I stuck a finger in her pussy immediately to make sure she was good and wet. As she was moaning, I pulled my finger out and slammed my cock back in its place; this caused her to scream.
I didn't waste any time and began to pound her pussy hard, fast, and deep. As I was fucking her, she just kept moaning and saying "oh god, yes! Fuck my pussy"
After a few moments of that, I told her "Oh god I'm going to cum!"
She responded "YES! Give it to me!" As I came, once again I felt her pussy clench and she came too.
As we both slipped back into the water, she goes "I can feel you cum and that just sends me over the edge, thank you."
We began to kiss, and I held her for a few moments. She then asked if I wanted to shower and go to bed. I was a little surprised she was asking me to stay over but I agreed. We showered and made out and then crawled into her bed and fell asleep immediately.
The next morning, I woke up and found myself in bed alone, I got up, put my clothes on from the night before and headed towards the kitchen. When I got to the kitchen, I found K in in a bathrobe cooking breakfast.
She handed me a glass of water with a kiss and asked me how I slept. I told her "I slept great, but someone wore me out." She just grinned and slid a plate of bacon, eggs and toast in front of me.
We ate breakfast and just talked about things on the news that morning. As she got up and took our plates, I gave her a smack on the ass.
This caused her to turn around and go "Take your pants off now!" I went from half hard to rock hard in a second. She set our plates down, took offer her robe (she wasn't wearing anything else" and got down and proceeded to give me an even better blowjob than the night before.
It was fast and wet; she wasn't hesitating as she went down all the way. While she was using her mouth on my shaft, she had her hand on my balls.
I reached down to grab her tits, she smacked my hands away and said "Nope, all about you."
She kept up the pace for a couple more minutes before I said "K I'm going to cum."
She responded "Good, I want to taste you." She sucked my cock for another 30 seconds before I blew my load; and she swallowed it all.
As I regained my composure, she goes "I would love to fuck you, but I'm a little tender from last night."
Before I could apologize, she goes "And don't apologize, I wanted it, I should be thanking you.'
She kissed me softly and said, "I have a Zoom meeting with my honors students, I need to get ready for that." I told her that I was going to head home too.
She kissed me again and said, "I'll text you later, this could become a regular thing, I like this no commitment thing."
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So, it had been a month or so since I had last seen Kat, we had both been busy with online learning, her oldest being home from college and her youngest just being a typical high schooler.
One Friday morning Kat texted me and asked if I wanted to go for a hike that afternoon/evening. I agreed and told her I meet her at the nature preserve that is halfway between our two houses.
When I got there, Kat was already in the parking lot; I pulled my truck in beside her car and she got out smiling. She was wearing a pair of trail shoes, black leggings, a green tank top and what looked like a black sports bra.
She hugged me and said, "Hope you're ready, I want to do 6 miles!"
I laughed and told her "I'm more than ready, I've been running to stop from going crazy during this mess."
We started out and ran into a bunch of people as we hiked but about a half hour in, we got away from the less popular trails that are close to the parking lot and headed up the hill that is in the middle of the preserve.
As we started up the hill, the trail narrowed so I let Kat go in front, I have to admit I did so to enjoy the view of her ass.
About halfway up the hill Kat stopped to get a drink and she looked at me and said, "You enjoying the view back there?"
I smiled and told her "Of course, you have a great ass." I took another drink from my water bottle and gave her a light smack on the ass and said, "Well let's keep that ass firm, let's go!" She laughed and started back up the trail.
After another 20 minutes or so, we reach the top of the hill which is a bit of an overlook that can see the whole area.
As I caught my breath, I remarked "Man, I forgot how beautiful it is up here, it's been forever since I've been up here."
Kat commented "Yeah, when Andy and I started having problems, I used to come up here all the time to relax and collect my thoughts."
I reached over and pulled her close and kissed the top of her head telling her "I get that, it's a peaceful place." She looked up at me and kissed me firmly, which I gladly welcomed. As we began to kiss more passionately, my hands wandered down to her ass and gave it a squeeze.
Kat pulled away and said, "I don't know if there will be anyone coming up here, let's get back in the woods, there's a rock that is pretty private." As we moved back into the woods, we came upon the rock she was talking about and while we could see the trail coming up the hill, someone would have to be looking pretty hard to see us.
When we got back to the rock, Kat's hand was immediately down my shorts that had created a nice tent from my cock.
I looked at her between kisses and said "Fuck! Other than sex in a car or your hot tub, I've never had sex outside." She dropped to her knees and took my shorts with her. As soon as my shorts were around my ankles, Kat and taken my cock into her mouth. She proceeded to suck my cock while working my balls with hand. I don't know if it was her technique, the air, the chance of getting caught or what, but I had to lean against the rock to support myself because it all felt so good.
I could feel myself getting close, so I reached down and pulled her up and said; "You don't get to have all the fun, I want to eat you out then fuck you over this rock."
She responded, "Please do!" I pulled her leggings down to find that she wasn't wearing panties, and when I commented on it, she said "I will never be caught with panty lines." I bent her over the rock and knelt behind her shoving my face into her ass and pussy. The hike had left her a bit sweaty and musky, but she tasted phenomenal as usual.
As I stuck my tongue deep into her, she began to moan and shimmy her hips getting me to hit just the right spot. Being that this wasn't my first time with her, I could tell when she was getting ready to cum, so I stopped.
When I stood up, she glared at me and goes "Why did you stop, I was so close?!"
I grinned and said, "So I could do this!" and buried my cock all the way into her. She kind of yelped due to being suddenly filled up. Due to being in public, I decided that there wasn't time for slowness, so I began to fuck her hard and fast. As I had a hold of her hips, she is moaning and telling me how good it feels and how she had missed my cock for the past month. I felt her pussy tighten around my cock as she began to cum.
As she came down, I slowed a bit, and asked her, "Do you just want me to cum in the bushes?"
She said between gasps, "Fuck no, don't waste that cum, it belongs in me." I began to speed back up and it wasn't long before I began to cum, pumping it deep inside her pussy. No sooner had I cum, we both froze because we could hear people coming up the trail.
We both laughed and hurriedly pulled our pants up and jumped back into the clearing that is the overlook.
We passed the small family that was coming up the hill and smiled as we started back down the hill. As we get a little past them, K looks at me and goes "I can feel your cum leaking out of me and soaking my leggings; if that family only knew." I gave her a quick peck on the lips and laughed.
We made our way back to the parking lot and when we got back, she said "You want to come over for dinner and maybe stay the night? I'm still not used to a completely empty house."
I agreed and told her I'd be over after I grabbed some clothes and call a buddy to let my dog out in the morning. She said "Okay, you like BBQ chicken and can you run a grill?"
I laughed and said, "I think I can manage, see you in about an hour."
As I was getting in my truck, she said "You can just shower at my place, don't worry about it at home, I'm hungry."
I ran home and got some clothes and texted a buddy to let my dog out and then headed back to K's house. When I got there, I walked in and found her still in the same clothes from our hike, minus the tank top. Seeing her in the sports bra and leggings made her look 10-15 years younger than her 45 years.
I set my backpack down and walked up and kissed her neck and slid my hand down to her crotch where I was welcomed with a damp hand.
She giggled and said "Stop, we need to cook dinner."
I told her "I just wanted to see if you had changed on not."
She said "No, I came home and started prepping for dinner, plus I like feeling your cum in and on me. Now go put your stuff in the bedroom and get back out here to cook."
I did as I was told and when I came back, she handed me a plate of chicken and pointed me towards the grill. When the chicken was about done, she came out with a beer for me and a glass of wine for herself. We sat down on the deck and ate dinner, just chatting about life, work, what we thought would come of the next school year, etc. After dinner, cleaned up and she asked if I would like to take a shower.
We went into her room and into the bathroom. Her bathroom was insane, had a shower that was built for two with 4 showerheads, a soaking tub, and plenty of room to move around, it was like what you see on TV.
Anyway, we got into the shower and let me tell you, those showerheads were amazing. We did our own thing, continuing our conservation from dinner. I have to admit, I couldn't help but stare at her body as the water and soap flowed over her.
Kat handed me her loofa and said, "Can you wash my back." I smiled and began to wash her all over. As I got to her ass, I dropped her loofa and began to use my hands, this caused her to sigh and begin to lean back into me. I moved my hands around to her front and began to cup her breasts and kiss her neck. She reached behind and grabbed my hard cock and began to stroke it.
I bent her over a little bit more and slipped my cock into her and began to slowly slide in and out of her. This went on for a few minutes with her moaning louder and louder before she tensed and said, "OH yes I'm cumming!" I kept ahold of her stopping her from falling.
She turned around and kissed me saying "Let's go to the bed!"
We grabbed towels and dried off before I pushed her into the bedroom and into the bed. I climbed up into the bed with her and told her "Can I fuck you with your legs on my shoulders?"
She smiled and said, "I've never had sex in that position, but I've seen it in porn."
I smiled and said, "I'll go slow, it is really deep." As I slipped into her, I realized that K was incredibly flexible because instead of being bent in an "L" shape, I was able to bend her in half almost. As I got all the way inside her, we both just sighed. I began to go slowly in and out of her, causing her to moan.
As she got use to the depth, she looked at me and said, "Harder and faster!" I was hesitant but as I sped up, she began to moan louder and louder.
Because of the speed and the depth, I wasn't going to last long, and I felt her cum which sent me over the edge as I blew my load deep inside her pussy.
I collapsed on top of her as she got her legs off of my shoulders. She smiled at me and said "Wow, you weren't kidding about that being deep, I could feel you up in my gut, A never fucked me like that."
I laughed and rolled off of her as she pulled the blankets up on us. She scooted against me and I could feel me cum leaking out of her and onto us and the bed.
The next thing I know I am waking up and it is morning, and Kat is spooning me, but her ass is moving against my cock.
I reach over and whisper into her ear "Are you awake?"
She wiggled her ass a little more, and said "Yes I am, and something seems to be poking me."
I laughed a little and said, "he seems a little cold, there somewhere I can put it?" She reached behind her and guided my cock into her already wet pussy. I began to slowly fuck her, cupping her breast and biting her neck as my clock slid in and out of her.
She started to tense up as she came with a grunt. She scooted away from me and rolled over and said "Good morning to you too. Can I ask you a question?"
I replied that she could, kind of afraid she was going to ask where we were "going."
Instead she said: "I really liked that position last night, can we do it again, but instead of cumming in me, can you cum on my face?"
I wasn't sure what to say and she continued "I really like how you dominated me, and as much as I love you finishing in me, I want you to cum on my face. I asked Andrew a couple of times and he said it was to degrading. Well I want you to treat me like a whore."
I told her sure, moved between her legs and slid back inside.
As I began to fuck her hard and deep, she was moaning gripping the sheets while saying "Yes, oh god, just like that." As I got closer and closer to cumming, I pulled out and slid up her torso and was able to stroke my cock twice before I blew my load all over the face. As I came all over her face, she had slipped her fingers into her pussy and finished herself off. I got up and got her a towel to clean up with.
She smiled and thanked me for being willing to give her what she wanted. We both got dressed and went downstairs and ate breakfast.
I told her I needed to get home to my dog and some things that I needed to get done around the house.
She smiled and said "alright, I had a great time, I don't want to scare you off, so don't worry I'm not looking for a relationship."
I smiled and said "Okay, that could be a little weird cause of the boys, but I like what we have going on now."
As we walked out of the house, she kissed me and said "I agree, but there is something I want to tell you; I have told one of my girlfriends about you, and I've always wanted to have a threesome, and she's interested if you are."
I think my mouth dropped a little because she said: "If that is something you're open to."
I'm not stupid and go "Of course, maybe we can set something up for later this week."
K said, "That sounds awesome, the boys are spending Tuesday with Andy, come over for dinner on Tuesday night and bring swim trunks."
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The Monday after my last story took place, Kat texted me to give me more details for last night. She wanted me to come over around 5 to help her with dinner before her friend Erin came over for the evening.
She also gave me a little bit of information about Erin. She described Erin as her height and age, a little bit heavier, but as she put it “curvier” because of 4 kids, two which were twins. E rin had been divorced for about 3 years after she caught her husband having an affair with a friend from high school.
I threw on pair of shorts and a polo shirt and headed to K’s house for dinner. When I walked in, Kat yelled from the kitchen and I found her cutting vegetables in a simple sundress that showed off her nice legs. I jumped in and started to help and began to ask more questions about Erin.
I found out that like Kat, before we hooked up, Erin hadn’t really had much “action” since her husband and her split, and that she had vowed to never get married again. Kat also described how it was Erin who had actually brought up the idea of a threesome based on experiences in college and from the lack of sex over the last few years.
Kat agreed because she had made out with girls in college, and had always been a little curious about more, but marriage had pushed those thoughts to the background. I asked Kat if there were any “rules” that I needed to know about, she responded, “Nope, she wants it to just be natural.”
I responded, “Okay, do I need to run and get condoms because I didn’t bring any?”
Kat responded, “No, she had a bit of a scare a year or two ago, so she had a hysterectomy and she’s clean, and I assured her you were, so we are good.”
About 5:45, the doorbell rang, and Kat went to let Erin in. When they came back to the kitchen, introductions were made, and I got my first true look at Erin.
Erin is about 5’8, blonde hair, definitely a little heavier than Kat, definitely what would be considered a mom body. She was wearing a long sleeve dress that hugged her curves and accentuated her round ass and showed enough cleavage to keep the attention on her what I would later learn were 36D’s.
As I finished dinner, the women grabbed glasses of wine and started catching up, apparently, they haven’t seen each other in person for a month or so. As I brought dinner to the table, we sat down to eat.
After we ate and laughed, me and Erin getting to know each other better; it felt like 20 questions to me because I answered a lot but didn’t get to ask many questions haha. After we cleaned up dinner, Kat suggested we head to the hot tub. I grabbed my trunks and went to the basement to change while the women went to Kat’s bedroom to change.
I took a couple of beers and a bottle of wine out and climbed in the hot tub to wait for the women. About five minutes I could hear Kat and Erin talking as they came outside. Kat had on a different bathing suit than last time. This time she had on a simple floral print bikini that tied around her neck. Erin on the other hand was wearing a navy-blue bikini that tied on around her hips and then the top definitely called attention to her tits, I’m pretty sure it was a push-up bikini top.
As they climbed in the hot tub, they sat down on either side of me and we continued our dinner conversation. After chatting for about 10 minutes, Kat’s hand had come to rest on my thigh and began to slide up towards my crotch.
Ever since the women had come out, I had been semi-hard, but now I was fully hard, and Kat must have realized it because her hand wrapped around my cock and began to slowly jack me off.
I leaned my head back against the edge of the hot tub because it felt so good. Mid-sentence Erin looked at us and said, “Are you jacking him off?!”
Kat responded, “Yes he is already hard, I can’t stop from touching it.”
Erin got a grin on her face and said,” Can I feel it?” I told her, “Of course you can, Kat is gonna have to share though.”
Kat laughed and said, “Oh I think I can manage.”
With that, Kat let go of my cock and her hand was replaced by Erin. Erin slowly stroked my cock through my shorts while Kat looked at me smiled and began to kiss me. As we began to kiss more passionately, my hands began to wander up the front of K to her breasts.
As I began to cup them, she moaned a bit into my mouth. I felt Erin’s hand speed up a little and heard her say, “Wow, that is fucking sexy.”
Kat stopped kissing me and said, “Well what do you say we move inside?” We all stood up and headed inside, me following the women admiring the view.
I paused in the kitchen to set the wine and beer down; as I reached the bedroom, I found Kat and Erin on the bed making out. I sat in a chair and didn’t want to interrupt.
Within a couple of minutes, it was clear the Erin was the more dominate of the two because Kat’s top was removed, and Erin had begun to nibble on Kat’s nipple. As I am sitting there stroking my own cock slowly, Erin gives me a “come here” signal.
I walk over and kneel her and begin to kiss her neck and cup her breasts. I reached up and untied her top and removed it, getting my first look at her massive tits.
All the while, Kat was moaning from the attention her tits were getting; I pushed Erin gently on the bed so that I could get to her tits.
As she feigned protest, Kat and I each took one of her nipples and began to suck on them. As Erin began to moan, my hand began to wander down and slide under her bathing suit bottoms to be greeted with a perfectly shaved pussy like Kat’s. I found her already wet, so I slid a finger into her causing her to jerk and moan even louder. I slowly began to finger her, first with one finger then two; Kat stood up and shimmied out of her bathing suit.
I stopped to admire her body for a moment when she looked at us both and said “You both are overdressed! Erin, would you mind if I ate you out?”
Erin smiled and said, “of course not!” So, we all took a moment for Erin and I to shed out remaining clothes.
As Erin laid back on the bed so Kat could go down on her, Erin. looked at me and goes “Would you fuck my face while she’s down there?”
I straddled Erin’s chest and stuck my cock into her mouth. I started out slow but before long she was grabbing my ass and pulling me towards her. I looked behind me and seeing Kat between her legs plus Erin’s moans on my cock almost made me cum, so I stopped and admitted to the ladies that I needed a break.
I rolled off to the side to just watch while Kat finished Erin off with her mouth. When Erin came, she screamed out “OH MY GOD!” Kat stopped as Erin came down form her orgasm, and she climbed up to kiss me.
I tasted Erin on Kat’s lips and it was amazing. I looked at Kat and said, you’ve done all the work, why don’t you sit on my face.”
As I laid flat, Kat sat down on my face and I began to eat her out gently, wanting to build her up. As I ate her out, I felt the bed shift and next thing I know, Erin is sucking my dick. I focused solely on K’s pussy even though I was receiving an awesome blowjob.
I sped my tongue up, causing Kat to begin to moan louder and louder until she tensed up and had an orgasm.
As Kat relaxed, she looked at Kat and told Erin’ “You can feel his cock first, I know what it’s like.”
Erin smiled and straddled me and eased herself onto my cock. For having 4 kids all naturally, Erin’s pussy was tight and just swallowed my cock all at once. As she got used to my cock, she began to ride me slowly at first. Kat had sat back on the bed beside me, watching her best friend ride me, while rubbing her clit.
I told her to climb back on my face and I went back to eating her out as Erin began to increase her pace while riding me. As Kat leaned forward and kissed Erin, Erin really began to ride my cock before slamming herself back down to the base of my cock as she came.
As Erin came down from her orgasm, I turned my attention to Kat making sure she had another orgasm.
As Erin climbed of my cock, she looked at Kat and said, “Can I see him fuck you from behind?”
Kat responded, “Only if you will let me eat you out again.”
We shifted into the position and I watched Kat eat Erin out and between moans Erin looked at me and said, “well what are you waiting for?”
I didn't need any more taunting and I buried my cock deep into Kat. Kat grunted as I bottomed out, but she never stopped licking Erin’s pussy. Over the next few moments I kept fucking Kat from behind until she paused and said, “Oh god, I’m going to cum!”
As she said that Erin grabbed her head and shoved it back into her pussy. I don’t know how but she kept licking as she came, but she did and as I slowed down to let Kat relax a bit, she finished Erin off with her mouth.
We all kind of fell over in a mess on the bed and after a few minutes for them to catch their breath and me silently thanking myself for jacking off earlier to last longer; Kat looked at Erin, kissed her and said, “How would you like to be filled by his cum?”
Erin responded, “Mmmm, yes, I haven’t felt a man’s cum inside me in 3 years.” I moved between Erin’s legs and slid deep inside her pussy. I started off slow and began to work up a steady rhythm. As Erin began to moan, Kat went from watching to sucking on her tits while fingering herself. Watching all of that, I warned that I wasn’t going to last must longer.
Kat paused for a second and said, “Good, fill her tight pussy up!” I shoved my cock into her twice more before I felt myself begin to cum deep inside of her. Probably due to the stimulation, I came as hard as I did the first time Kat and I hooked up.
As I rolled off of Erin, Kat crawled over and licked my cock clean of mine and Erin’s orgasms. We all three just laid there for about 10 minutes cuddling and relaxing after what had been about 30 minutes of absolute pleasure.
Erin got up first and said she had to get home because the babysitter couldn’t stay past 11. I got dressed and K put on a bathrobe and we walked Erin to the door; we both kissed her and she thanked us before leaving.
As she left Kat looked at me and said, “That was a lot of fun, thank you for being such a willing participant.”
I grinned and said, “Of course, a guy would have to be an idiot to not want to sleep with two beautiful experienced women.” She smiled and said, I’m going to shower, care to join me before bed?”
I said, “Of course, but I’m pretty spent.”
Kat laughed and said, “That’s fine, you have fingers that will have to do, instead of your cock.”
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Kat texted me one Friday saying that Erin wanted to see us again and thank us personally for all that teachers were doing for kids during the quarantine, Teacher Appreciation week was 2 weeks ago, but the school year is finally winding down.
I picked Kat up on Saturday evening and followed her directions to Erin's house. When we got there, we walked right in and Erin had cooked us a very nice dinner. I was wearing a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, Kat had on a skirt that came just below her knee and a button up shirt with just a hint of cleavage, Erin was dressed to the 9's as usual (She's a successful lawyer); she had a very nice curve hugging skirt that probably cost more than I make in a week.
She must have had sweater or something else on originally because she was now in just a tank top that showed off her ample tits.
We all sat down and ate dinner and just talked about how summer was going to be relaxing, even though summer break for Kat and I is going to be like 6 months and the cases that Erin was dealing with.
As we began to wrap up, I stood up and cleared the table as Erin said, "Let's go out to the sunroom for drinks." As we moved through the house, I couldn't help but marvel the beauty of the house and the 2 sexy women in front of me.
The sunroom as Erin called it was a small room of all glass that looked out over the woods that made up her backyard.
We sat down on the sectional that was the main seating and began to enjoy the drinks, wine for the women and whiskey for me. As I finished off my 2nd glass and the women finished off the bottle of wine, the conversation turned to the last time we were all together.
Erin and Kat were both raving about how it was everything they thought it would be. Talk about an ego boost to me; maybe it was the whiskey, but I remarked "Well, it doesn't have to be a one-time thing."
Both women stopped talking and I thought I went too far, but then Kat said to Erin, "That sounds good to me, Erin, how about you?"
Erin smiled and looked at us and said, "that sounds good to me, would be another way I could show my appreciation to teachers."
I set my glass down as Kat leaned over and began to kiss my neck. I am a sucker for that and kind of leaned my head back as I felt Erin's hand on my thigh working its way towards my cock.
I let my hands rest on both women's things and began to slide them upwards, taking their skirts with my hand. Kat stopped kissing my neck and looked at Erin and said, "I'm going to straddle him, is that okay with you?"
Erin giggled and said, "Well technically he is your fuck toy, so you do what you want."
With that, Kat slid onto my lap, and I unbuttoned her shirt, revealing a bright red push up bra. As I began to kiss her neck, and chest, she reached behind and unsnapped her bra and tossed it aside. I moved my mouth to her nipples, alternating between the two causing her to moan and run her hands through my hair pulling me closer as a cupped her ass.
I felt the couch shift a bit and as I paused, I see Erin taking off her top and skirt, leaving her in just a matching black and white bra and panty set.
I muttered out loud "Fuck" causing Kat to turn her head and go "wow girl, you're sexy."
I then said, "I think we give Erin some attention."
Kat climbed off of my lap and goes "I agree, but first we need to get some clothes off"
We both shed the rest of our clothes, Kat to her panties and me down to my boxers. Erin came over and sat between us, and as she sat down, I went to unsnap her bra but found nothing. Erin giggled and goes, "Oh honey, it's a front clasp."
She unsnapped it herself and added her bra to the pile of clothes we had started. As soon as it was off, Kat and I each took one of her nipples in our mouth, sucking and nibbling on them, causing Erin to let out a sigh of contentment.
This provided me more encouragement, and I began to slide my hand to her panties, when my hand got close, I was stopped because Kat's hand was already rubbing Erin's pussy through her panties. I wanted to taste Erin, so I stopped and got down on the floor, moving Kat's hand and removing Erin's panties.
As I dove in, Erin let out a loud moan of, "Oh god, yes!" I slowly licked her from top to bottom before opening her lips and zeroing in on her clit. As I did, Erin moaned again, but was followed up by another moan from Kat. I glanced up to see Erin's finger had pushed Kat's panties aside and was fingering her vigorously. I went back to eating Erin out and slipped two fingers into her in the "come here motion," hoping to hit her G-spot.
I succeeded because Erin began to moan louder and louder before I felt her pussy clamp down on my fingers and then I felt a stream of liquid hit my face and mouth. As I continued to lick up the aftermath of her orgasm, I heard Kate scream out, "OH GOD I'M CUMMING!"
As both women came down from their orgasms, I stood up; Erin opened her eyes and noticed how wet my face was and goes "Oh my god, Did I squirt?!?!??"
I responded, "I think so, it's a hell of a compliment."
Kat was giggling, but Erin goes, "That has never happened before with someone, just my vibrator!"
As we all smiled and caught our breath, Erin goes, "Well the least I can do is repay you, so sit your ass down!"
As I sat down, Erin got on her knees in front of me and before slipping my cock into her mouth, she goes, "Kat, are you going to help?"
Kat joined Erin in front of me and while Erin sucked on the head of my cock, Kat licked the shaft and played with my balls. I've had some awesome blowjobs in my life, but nothing like this. They traded back and forth on sucking my cock.
It wasn't long before I had to tell the women, "Ladies you have to stop if you want me inside of you."
They both giggled and stood up; Kat shimmied out of her panties, leaving all three of us naked.
Erin goes, "I had him first last time, you can have him first this time."
Kat smiled and says, "Great, I want him from behind, but I want to taste you too."
As Erin laid down on her back on the sofa, Kat got down in on all fours between Erin's legs. I got behind Kat and slid slowly into her wet pussy. As I did so, I watched her begin to eat Erin's pussy. I began to work up a steady pace, causing Kat to moan more and louder. Her moans were matched by Erin's; I sped up my pace and was using Kat's hips for leverage as I slammed my cock deep into her before sliding almost out and then back in.
After about 30 seconds of this, I felt Kat go rigid as she came with a loud moan/scream. As I slowed down Erin looked down and pushed Kat's head back into her crotch. Within another 30-45 seconds, Erin goes, Oh yes I'm cumming."
As both women came down from their orgasms, I slipped out or Kat and told both of them, "Swap positions."
The girls hurriedly swapped positions and before Kat was laying down, I had slammed my cock deep into Erin's pussy and was fucking her hard and deep. As I'm fucking Erin, I can see that she has her tongue on Kat's clit and two fingers inside of her. As Erin began to cum, her fingers sped up and began to pump out of Kat hard and fast.
As Erin's orgasm subsided, Kat began her orgasm, even squirting herself. We all kind of fell on the couch and Kat goes "Wow, that was something else!"
Erin said, "I tried to duplicate what Jack did, I think it worked."
We all just laughed, and I piped up with "Well, you both have cum, I haven't, so now what?"
Erin goes, "Kat why don't you lay on your back and he can fuck you with your legs up like you told me about."
As we moved into position, Erin sat down beside side Kat and took one of her nipples into her mouth as I slipped into Kat.
Kat immediately began to moan, and I started out slow and deep, after a few minutes of this, Erin looks at me and goes, "Are you going to fuck her or not?"
Not wanting to be taunted, I began to fuck Kat hard and fast, causing her to moan/scream "Oh god yes, fuck my pussy!"
The dirty talk combined with the depth and seeing Erin sucking on Kat's tits, I began to moan as my own orgasm started. I shot my load deep inside Kat as her pussy gripped my cock with her own orgasm.
As I felt myself begin to soften inside Kat, Erin goes, "I want to taste you two together."
I slid my cock out and Erin got down on her knees between Kat's legs and began to eat her out and my creampie too. It wasn't long before Kat was cumming again. I have to admit it was something I never thought I'd see outside of porn, but damn it was hot.
As we all regained our composure, I commented with, "Wow, I definitely feel appreciated."
Erin and Kat laughed, and Erin goes, "Well I'm glad; that was better than last time, and last time was awesome."
We all got dressed and talked for a little longer before Kat and I decided to head home. As we walked out, Erin gave me a kiss on the cheek and grabbed Kat's ass and wished us a good night.
As we got into my truck and started the drive back to Kat's house; Kat goes, "Well that isn't what I expected but I'm glad it did!" We both laughed. As we were driving down the road, my hand went to rest on Kat's thigh, causing her to begin to shift a bit.
I slid my hand up her thigh and found her not wearing any panties. I said, "No panties really?"
She smiled and said, "Nah I decided I'd try not to ruin them with you cum that Erin didn't get, I can still feel some."
By now it had been about an hour since our threesome had ended so I was now rock hard.
I slowed down and pulled into a new subdivision, Kat goes, "What are you doing?" I
pulled into a vacant lot and threw the truck into park, jumped out and walked around to Kat's side of the truck and told her to get out.
As soon as her feet hit the ground, I spun her around, hiked her skirt up to her waist and pulled my cock out.
Kat goes, "Oh, okay." I buried my cock into her pussy and her wetness combined with my leftover cum. It didn't take long before I felt Kat's pussy clench my cock which sent me over the edge, and I shot another load of cum deep inside of her.
As I slipped out of her, I pulled her skirt back down and smacked her ass and told her, "Well now you can get home with my cum inside of you, just like you like."
She grinned and goes "Good thing I do kegel exercises, wouldn't want to get anything on your seats."
We got to her house without any more excitement., as she hopped out, she goes "Don't walk me to the door, that'd be like we are dating, and we aren't doing that."
I laughed and said, "Fair enough."
As Kat reached her door, she yelled back at me, "Hey Jack, thanks for a great night!" As she said that she pulled her shirt up flashing me her perky tits before going inside.
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One Thursday last summer, Kat texted me and told me "My divorce finalized yesterday! Why don't you to come over around 8 tonight. You're staying the night."
I texted back, "Congratulations and that sounds good ;-). Do I need to bring anything?"
She responded with, "Nope everything is good to go."
Around 8, I got to Kat's house, when I knocked on the door, she answered wearing a light pink silk robe and holding a glass of wine. I could tell that she wasn't wearing much, if anything under the robe because I could see her nipples pushing through the fabric.
I hugged her and congratulated her again on the divorce finalizing. She smiled and said "Yes! That is a huge load off my shoulders. We talked for a few moments about how her kids were handling it as she finished her glass of wine.
As we relaxed, Kat began to slowly stoke my thigh, not wanting to rush her or anything I didn't say anything, but my cock had other ideas.
As it began to harden, Kat noticed and said, "Why don't we head to the bedroom?"
As we got to her bedroom, she turned around kissed me passionately, as we took a breath she said, "I've wanted to do this with you, but was afraid to be shot down, so be gentle.
I kissed her back and said, "What are you talking about Kat?" S
he smiled and said, "Good, I want you to fuck me in the ass, just listen to me as we go. One rule though, the feeling will be very intense for both of us, but please don't cum in my ass, it sucks so bad afterwards, pull out and cum on my face or something like that." I nodded and kissed her and untied her robe, dropping it to the floor.
As her robe hit the floor, Kat turned around and bent over showing me the matching pink jeweled plug that she had in her ass.
I remarked, "Well that's pretty."
She giggled and said, "I started working it in over the past few days, but I have worn it all day today, I can't wait to have it and your cock. Now take your clothes off!"
As Kat lay back on the bed and lightly stroked her pussy, I stripped my clothes off hurriedly and then climbed on top of her.
As we kissed, her hand wandered down and began to lightly stroke my cock. She stopped kissing and instructed me to lie back. She climbed down between my legs and began to slowly suck my cock.
She worked my cock and balls for 3-4 minutes causing me to moan and groan as she went deeper on my cock until she had my entire cock in her mouth before she stopped and said, "I'm wet as hell, would you fuck me already!"
Seeing the dominant side of her was very different, I just shook my head. Kat stood up and lowered herself onto my cock.
Now I've fucked Kat more than 10 times at this point, but when my cock slipped into her this time, there was definite difference since she was wearing the plug. It was tighter, and almost firmer feeling.
Thankfully Kat was plenty wet, and I did just slide in after I felt the difference. Once Kat had slid in the entire way, we both just stayed still for a moment before Kat said, "Damn that feels amazing, you always fill me up, but this is something different."
I just kind of moaned as she began to ride my cock. Kat really showed off her fitness because rather than grind against me like she does a lot of times, she actually bounced up and down on my cock for about a minute or two, moaning louder and then she drove herself back onto my cock fully and began to cum.
I have heard her moan during orgasm many times, but this time it was something else, more primal.
As she collapsed against me, it took her a minute to regain her breath, as I kissed her neck and my hands wandered. Kat sat up with my hard cock still inside her and she goes, "Are you ready for this?"
I responded, "I am if you are."
Kate sat up and eased herself off of my cock. She ran into the bathroom and came back about 30 seconds later. She sat beside me on the bed and said, "Okay, put this lube on your cock, a lot goes a long way, but make sure you coat everything good."
As I did what she said, I noticed her putting some lube around her ass. After I coated my cock, Kat reached over and stroked it a bit and goes, "Yep that was enough, go ahead and put more on."
After I was done, Kat told me to get behind her like doggy style. Once I did, she said, "Go ahead and put the tip in, it's going to be very tight, but I'll tell you when to push more."
I lined up behind her and put the tip of my cock on her asshole and slowly pushed; Kat was right it was very tight and at first it didn't seem like it was going to work, but Kat took a deep breath and with a grunt, the tip of my cock slipped inside of her.
I could feel her ass squeezing my cock and we just stayed still for a minute, and I asked her if she was okay.
Kat responded, "Yeah, it's just been a while and it takes a bit to get used to."
I nodded my head and Kat said, "Go ahead and slowly push more, I'll tell you to slowdown or stop if I need you to."
I slowly began to push further and further into her; when I was about 2/3 of the way in Kat said "Stop, I need to get used to this much before we go all the way."
As we were taking a break, she asked me how it felt. I told her, "It is incredibly tight and it smoother than your pussy, but it still feels great."
She grinned and said, "Okay go ahead and push the rest of the way in." I slowly shoved my cock the rest of the way in and as I got it all the way in, we both kind of grunted, then sighed.
We both stayed still for a moment, and then Kat turned and said, "Slowly pull your cock out, we need to put a little more lube on before you start fucking me." As I slowly pulled my cock out, I couldn't help but moan a bit as did Kat. Once I got my cock out, I noticed that it was completely clean.
Kat noticed me looking and laughed and said, "Don't worry, you always make sure you went to the bathroom a few hours before so you're good and cleaned out."
I smiled and apologized for not knowing. She just laughed and said, "You're fine, now get ready, I miss the full filling."
I put more lube on my cock and Kat put a little more around her ass. She asked me if I was ready and I shook my head yes.
As I lined back up, she goes, "It should go smoother this time, just go slow until you're all the way in."
As I slipped into her ass, it was definitely easier and as I slid deeper into her ass, Kat began to moan. Once I was all the way in, I paused and waited for guidance from Kat.
Kat turned her head and said, "Go slow as you thrust, and I'll tell you when I want it faster."
I began to slide in and out of Kat, causing us both to moan. I realized very quick that I couldn't pull out as far and my thrusts were much shallower, but it still caused both of us to moan. After a minute of slow thrusts, Kat told me to speed up but not to go hard. I picked up the pace a good bit causing her to moan even more and more.
I noticed Kat was playing with her clit as I was fucking her ass when suddenly she went rigid and began to cum. I slowed my pace a little bit but kept thrusting as she came.
With her orgasm, I began to feel my orgasm building, I told Kat, "I'm going to cum soon." Remembering what she told me at the beginning, I slowly pulled my cock out of her.
After I pulled out, Kat rolled over onto her back and said, "Cum on my fucking face!" I moved up so I was straddling her, once again the shock of her being so dominant, caused me to get even more turned on and as she fingered herself, I felt myself begin cumming and I shot 7-8 ropes of cum all over her face.
As the last rope of cum landed on her glasses (BTW, one of the hottest thing I've ever seen) she let out a moan as she began to cum again herself. As her orgasm subsided, I laid down beside her on the bed and caught my breath.
We both laid on the bed and caught our breath, after a few minutes Kat asked while wiping her face with my shirt, "Well how was your first anal?"
I leaned over and began to lightly finger her causing her to moan and replied, "It was definitely different, but I enjoyed it." I quickened my pace and within another minute or 2, I felt her pussy clamp down on my finger as she came again.
As she came down from her latest orgasm, Kat said, "Why don't we take a shower and go to bed, I'm exhausted?" I agreed and off we went.
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One of the many perks of graduating college without any debt and inheriting a house from a family friend who had no kids, is that I have been able to spend my pay foolishly as my mother puts it.
Last summer I bought a used speedboat and have spent a lot of time over the last 2 summers just relaxing on the river with friends and family; that provides the opportunity for this story/event to take place.
I had been talking to Kat one day over the summer and she was complaining about how her and her sons hadn't been able to get over to their beach condo due to rentals and how she was bored.
I had mentioned my boat before and I said to her, "Why don't you and the boys and I go out on my boat tomorrow for the afternoon? It'll be good to catch up with Brandon (oldest son) and see Grant (youngest son) before the school year starts."
Kat responded back, "Well Grant has to work, but Brandon would probably be game, I'll get back to you."
A few hours later, my phone dinged and showed a message from Kat that said, " We are good for tomorrow, but Brandon want's to know if Ashley (his girlfriend) can come too?"
Since I had both Brandon and Ashley in class as high school seniors and now they were juniors in college, I told her, "That's fine with me. We can just leave from my house around 10:30, just come on over around then."
The next morning I got everything on my end ready and right on time, Kate, Brandon and Ashley walked into my garage where I was just finishing up hooking the boat up.
Brandon and Ashely drove sperate because Ashley had to be at her summer job at 3:00. We hopped in the truck and drove the 15 minutes to the boat ramp. Being the middle of the week, the ramp was empty and Kat remarked, "I hope the river is this empty, I wouldn't mind tubing or skiing."
While Kat and Ashley talked and sun screened, I enlisted Brandon to help me get the boat in the water. Having two people made things go faster than usual and within 10 minutes we were ready to go.
Brandon and I hopped in the boat and shed our shirts and then helped Kat and Ashley on. As I began to back the boat away from the dock, Brandon and Ashley settled onto the bow and Kat sat down in the seat beside me and off we went.
As we got out onto the river we all started to catch up (Brandon has no clue that I've been fucking his mom pretty frequently) and the ladies decided to get some sunbathing in.
Ashley stripped down to a highlighter pink bikini that showed off her curves very well, Brandon is a lucky dude. Kat chose a more modest green two piece with a longer top and shorts for bottoms, but one that still showed off that she was in great shape for someone half her age.
We cruised around for a little bit, before Brandon and Ashley commented that they would like to tube, so we through the tube off the back and they both climbed on.
I had Kat watch to let me know if they ever fell off and we took off. Kat eased beside me and I said, "Brandon must be worried she's gonna fall off because he is on top of her."
Kat giggled and said, "No, he probably has a hard on and its shoved up against her ass right now. I heard them having sex in the hot tub the other night."
I laughed and said, "Well if they only knew that I fucked you there first." We both just laughed and kept moving up the river.
After about 10 minutes or so Kat goes, "Why don't you cool them off a little bit?"
I laughed and sped up and started making tight turns and after another 30 seconds they both flew off the tube. As we pulled back beside of them they were both laughing.
I looked down at my watch and told Ashley that it was 130 and asked what time she had to be back at the car.
She responded that she needed to be back by 215, so I asked Kat, "Do you want to ski as we head back or you just gonna hang out?"
She responded "Sure!" We got the tube and the ski's swapped out, Kat got a life vest and got all hooked up and down the river we went.
As we got insight of the dock and ramp I signaled to Kat and began to slow down, allowing her to not fall.
After Brandon helped her into the boat, we pulled into the dock so they could get off. When I didn't make a move to turn the boat off or find my keys, Kat goes, "Are you not heading in?"
I responded, "Nah, I'm going to spend some more time out here, too nice of a day to be inside. Going to get rid of the tube and skis though"
Kat thought for a moment and goes, "If you don't mind the company, I'll join you?"
I responded, "Yeah, that's fine, I can take you home after while." Kat jumped off the boat and ran up to tell Brandon and Ashley what was going on while I moved the tube and skis to my truck. When Kat came back to the boat she hopped on board and told me to get going.
As we got back out on the water Kat goes, "now that they're gone, I can really tan."
As she finished saying that, she pulled her top off leaving her topless. Being that it was broad day light, I was kind of taken aback.
I asked her "You sure you really wanna be exposed like that?"
She smiled and responded, "Doesn't bother me as long as you go down river, away from all the bridges; do you mind?"
I responded, " Not at all." We just cruised down the river in silence for about 30 minutes or so.
Periodically, I would glance over and admire Kat laying back on the seat topless, her perky breasts and nipples looking perfect. One of the many wildlife refuge islands came into sight and I asked Kat if she minded us anchoring up for a little while and just enjoying the day.
She said she didn't so we pulled close to the shore in a little carve out and I dropped the anchor and killed the engine.
I reached over to where Kat was sitting and grabbed a Coke out of the cooler and got her a bottle of water. As I handed her the water, a small amount dripped onto her stomach, causing her to squeal and sit up to smack me.
She exclaimed "well now my stomach is cold!"
As she reached for a towel to wipe her stomach off, I stopped her and said "I can warm it up if you'd like?"
She responded, "How are you going to do that?"
As she finished her statement, I bent down and began to kiss and suck where each droplet of water landed, causing her to shiver a bit more and let out a sigh.
I kept kissing up her torso until I got to her tits and sucked a nipple into my mouth, gently sucking on it. Kat took a deep breath and goes, "No water landed there!"
I let go of her nipple and asked her if she wanted me to stop and she said no.
I began to focus on her nipples causing her to moan and breath heavier. I began to slide my hand down to her swimsuit bottoms and as I slide my hand under them, Kat says between moans, "About fucking time!"
I let go of her nipple and slid my hand the rest of the way into her bottoms and slipped two fingers in her. As usual Kat was wet and began to moan as I fingered at a steady pace. Before long, her moans became louder and I felt her pussy clamp down on my fingers as she came and soaking my hand with her juices.
As I slowed down, Kat caught her breath and looked at me and says, "Take your shorts off, I need your cock inside of me!"
I looked up and down the river to make sure no one was coming and seeing no one, I took my shorts off as Kat took off her soaked bottoms and bent over the seat of the boat. I lined up behind her and shoved my hard cock into her wet pussy; as I got all the way in, we both sighed as we got used to the feeling.
I began to slide out of her slowly and almost completely before shoving it back in all the way. Each time I did, Kat released a grunt as I bottomed out. I began to pick up my speed causing Kat to moan louder and louder until her pussy clamped around my cock and she began to orgasm again. I rode Kat's orgasm with her and kept up my steady pace as her orgasm finished.
I gave her a second to catch her breath and then asked, "How would you like it next?"
She thought for a second and then said, "Lets do some thing different. I'm going to lay back and finger myself and you're going to fuck my mouth and throat me until you cum."
Hearing Kat talk so crudely/dirty is rare but such a huge turn on so I readily agreed. She quickly laid back on her seat and motioned me towards her mouth. As I slipped my cock into her mouth, she slipped a finger into her pussy.
I began to slowly but steadily fuck her mouth and throat causing her to gag a bit.
At the same time as her fingers slipped in and out of her pussy, she was moaning and the combination of the two meant I wasn't going to last long.
After only about 30 seconds or so I felt my cum working through my cock and had enough time to moan, I'm cumming" as I began to shoot my load into Kat's mouth.
Luckily for Kat my cock wasn't all the way in her mouth when I began to cum, but she still wasn't able to swallow it all quick enough and a little slipped out of her mouth as my orgasm subsided. As my orgasm finished kat began to finger herself faster and within another 15-20 seconds she was cumming herself, with my cock still her mouth.
As her orgasm subsided, she let my cock slip out of her mouth and between breaths goes, "Wow that was hot, thank you."
She then took my cock back into her mouth and made sure the only thing left was her spit.
We both kind of looked at each other and grinned, and began to get dressed. No sooner than Kat had slipped her top back on did we hear a boat coming around the end of the island.
As I got my boat fired up and pulled anchor, a Division of Natural Resources boat pulled along side of us and asked if everything was okay.
We both answered yes and that we were just relaxing and heading back to the ramp.
The officers wished us well and headed down river as Kat goes, "Damn, that is the second time we were almost caught."
We headed back to the ramp, loaded the boat up and I took Kat home. As we pulled into the driveway she goes, "Thanks for a good time, I'm glad you're willing to try anything."
I smiled and said, "for you, I'd try a lot of stuff except you and another guy."
She laughed and said, "I did that once in college and really didn't like two cocks at once."
Once again I was in shock because there was so much more to this woman than I ever thought.
I then said, "Well since we start back to work soon, I've thought about how much fun it'd be to fuck you on your desk one day after the students have left."
Kat faked a gasp and then said while getting out of my truck, "That could be fun, maybe I'll stop wearing panties under my skirt to work too...".
She waved as she went into the garage and I once again had to say to myself, "Damn, I one lucky mother fucker. (literally and figuratively.)"
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Like always, all good things must come to an end. Since we started back to school/work, I hadn't heard much from my Kat. I figured we were both just so busy adapting to virtual and in person learning that neither of us had time to consider Kat's idea of me fucking her over and on top of her desk after school one day.
That all changed the other day; when I got a text around lunch time that read, "Come to my room after school, we need to talk."
Never a good sign; I was afraid that maybe one of her kids had found out about us or something was up, so I responded with "Okay, hope everything is all right. See you at the end of the day."
To say I was a tad nervous the rest of the day is a bit of an understatement, but once the final bell rang, I gave the students about 30 minutes to clear out completely before I headed to Kat's classroom.
When I got to her door, I noticed that the door was shut and her security shade was closed so I knocked, and heard her call out, "One minute!" About 15 seconds later Kat opened up the door and greeted me with her normal smile.
She said "Come on in, I was trying to get some messages answered."
I followed her into her room and couldn't help but admire her ass in the denim skirt that fell to her knees. She sat down behind her desk and I saw on the desk right in front of hers and said, "So what's up? You said you wanted to talk."
She paused for a minute and responded, "I'm sorry for not talking to you much over that last 3 weeks, but I have met someone."
I just responded, "Oh."
Kat continued, "He is an old friend from high school that I ran into about a month ago, right after we were last together, and things have really been going well. Last night he asked me if what we were doing was serious, or just two old friends spending a lot of time together. I told him I would like to get serious."
I smiled at her knowing in the back of my mind that this day would come. I responded, "That's awesome Kat, I'm really happy for you."
Kat stood up from behind her desk and walked around her desk and hugged me and said, "Thank you for the last 8 or so months, you reminded me what it was like to be appreciated again."
She loosened her hug and whispered in my ear, "I haven't forgotten about you wanting to fuck me on my desk, so one more time for old time's sake?"
I am not one to turn down great sex, so I moved my hands down to her ass and pulled her close, kissing her hard on the mouth.
We kissed frantically for a few moments before she pulled away and said, "We have to be quick because I have to be at Grant's cross country meet at 5:00."
Looking at the clock and seeing that it was already 4:15, I told her, "Gotcha, then you better get to work."
Kat grinned and slid down to the floor and unbuckled my belt and dress pants before sliding them to the floor. She began to stroke my cock through my boxers causing me to grow harder and harder. She pulled my boxers down and said "I'm going to miss this a little bit," before taking my cock in her mouth and my balls in her hand.
Like the pro that she was, she worked my cock fast and slow, deep and shallow for a good 5 or 6 minutes all the while I leaned against a desk, so I didn't fall over.
Kat pulled a way for a second to catch her breath after deep throating me 2 or 3 times. I pulled her up to eye level and said, "Thank you for that, but now it's your turn."
I pushed her onto her desk and when I tried to push her skirt up, it was too tight and wouldn't go.
She laughed and said, "Hold on." She slid off her desk, hiked her skirt up to her waist to reveal a pair of basic black panties and said, "I wore these the first night you fucked me, thought it was fitting to wear them for the last time."
She laid back on her desk as I smiled and knelt down in front of her before kissing up her thighs, I reached and slid her panties off of her finding them wet as any other time I've taken them off.
I immediately dove in and began to lick and nibble on her wet pussy, causing her to let out a sigh and then to start moaning softly as I began to slide my tongue along her clit and in and out of her ever so much.
This went on for 2 or 3 minutes before Kat's breathing became shallower and shallower and she squeaked out, "Oh god, I'm cumming." Her legs went tight around my head as her hand went to her mouth to stifle the moans of her orgasm.
As she relaxed and came down, I licked up her juices softly before standing up and asking, "well how do you want me to fuck this last time?"
She smiled and said, "I want to look at you as you fuck me hard as hell." Kat reached up and hooked her arms around the back of her knees to pull them tight towards her as I lined my cock up to slide inside.
Right before I entered, I asked her, "Since Grant's meet is tonight, where do you want me to cum?"
She laughed and said, "Ever the gentleman even as you're about to rail me. Cum inside of me one last time, so I can feel it for a few hours."
With that, I slid my cock all the way in slowly. As I bottomed out, we both sighed at the familiar feeling and I began to slowly make full thrusts into her pussy. As I began to increase my rhythm and speed, once again Kat began to moan softly, after a few minutes of slow steady thrusts I paused and said, "I really want to see your tits."
Through labored breath Kat said, "Alright, but I'll just have to pull my shirt and bra up, I'm not taking them off." I nodded and she reached down and pulled her shirt up under her arms revealing the same black bra she wore the first time before pulling it up to expose her perky tits.
I just smiled and as I started thrusting again, "You have one hell of an attention to detail." Seeing her half naked body on top of the papers she had to grade caused me to get hornier than I ever thought possible and I began to thrust harder and faster, causing her to moan more and more.
After another minute or so of those thrusts and seeing her perky tits moving to matchmy thrusts, I shoved my cock all the way in and erupted my cum deep inside her.
As usual, my cumming set Kat off and I felt her pussy clamp down on my cock and milk every last bit of cum out of me with her orgasm.
I sort of collapsed onto her and kissed each of her nippless, causing her to shiver. I slowly withdrew my cock as Kat shifted her hips and asked me to hand her her panties which were lying on the floor.
She slipped them on, then readjusted her bra and shirt. We looked at the clock and realized that it was 4:40 and Kat goes, "Perfect timing! Freshly fucked and I still have time to fix my hair and make it to the meet! If only the other moms knew what I just had!"
I laughed and put myself back together. I told Kat if she followed me to my room, I'd grab my stuff and walk her out. She grabbed her things and we walked quietly down the hall to my room, where I grabbed my things and we headed to the parking lot.
As we neared her car, she stopped and said, "Thank you again for everything over the last few months. You're going to make some woman very happy both in public and in the bedroom."
I smiled and responded, "No thank you, you showed me a lot of things, and it truly was fun." With that Kat got in her car and headed out as I walked to my truck.
With that, my relationship with Kat ended, but she made sure i was taken care of with Erin...that's another series though.
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For those that aren't familiar I (32M) had a MILF FWB named Kat for about 8 months who was a coworker of mine. During that time, she introduced me to her best friend Erin (44 MILF) who we had a couple of threesomes with and I have hooked up with just me and her twice.
Anyways, Kat and I ended things when she met someone, but Erin and I have still hooked up a couple of times, but this is the first one worth writing down.
Erin is a successful lawyer who does a lot of work with charities since she is divorced, and her kids are both in their late teens. One of these charities is a foster group that is very large in our area and state. I am a teacher, so I was familiar with the group, and with Covid numbers and restrictions easing, the charity planned to have their annual gala/event/dinner, whatever you want to call it.
Erin asked me if I would attend as her date because I knew the organization and I could talk about what it had done for the kids to people there. I agreed and seeing it was a formal occasion, I rented a tux and headed to Erin's house to pick her. Seeing as the event was at a nice country club, we had preplanned to take Erin's BMW rather than my truck.
When I got to Erin's I knocked on the door and she yelled from inside "Come on in Jack!"
As I walked in the house Erin was just coming down the stairs. She had on a green floor length formal dress with a slit to mid-thigh and just enough of a neckline to show some subtle cleavage (For those who haven't read earlier stories, Erin is 44, with a great "mom ass" and a set of natural 36D tits that have only sagged a little after kids.).
As she reached the bottom of the stairs I remarked, "You look stunning Erin."
She smiled and responded, "Well thanks Jack, you don't look half bad yourself. We had better get going so we aren't late; you can drive".
I won't bore you with all the stuff from the next 2 hour, but basically, we got to the party, got drinks and mingled where Erin introduced me to people and I talked about what the program was doing for kids in our area.
After dinner there was more drinks, talking and then dancing. I pulled Erin away from her friends and asked her to dance.
As we began to dance, we caught up on the evening so far and she goes "Thank you for coming, the people you've talked to seem to have responded to your firsthand knowledge."
I responded, "No problem, I'm glad I can help, plus I get to see you in that dress, so it's a win for both of us!"
She laughed and playfully smacked me on the shoulder.
I responded, "What?! You look sexy as hell and I know you're not wearing panties because that dress is even to tight for a thong."
She giggled and said, "You caught me." We danced a few more minutes as the song ended and she said, "I need a drink, but meet me in room 201" in five minutes, its upstairs." I got a grin on my face and nodded.
After waiting 5 minutes, I grabbed a drink and walked off like I was going to the bathroom before making a quick turn and heading up the stairs. As I reached the end of the hallway, I came to a smaller dining room numbered 201.
When I pushed through the door, I could see the glow of a cell phone flashlight in the corner and made my way there. When I reached the corner, I found Erin sitting in a chair with her dress hiked up around her waist, slowing fingering herself.
I laughed a little and said, "I knew there were no panties."
She responded with, "I told you there weren't but hearing you say you caught me turned me on. I need you now."
I stepped towards her and replaced her finger with mine; I could tell she was soaked.
She then moaned softly and said, "We don't have time for foreplay, I need you to fuck me now!"
I wasn't going to ask questions, I just said, "Stand up, turn around and bend over that chair."
Erin did as I told her, and I dropped my pants to the floor and slid my cock into her pussy. I'm average length but have decent girth, but no matter what, anytime I slid into Erin, she always moaned and said I fit her perfectly.
I started to slowly thrust into her causing her to moan, I kept up the steady pace as I felt Erin shift a bit so she could rub her clit while I fucked her. Her moans became louder and breathing shallower as I increased my pace.
I could feel her getting close and then her pussy clenched my cock as she began to cum. I kept pumping through her entire orgasm but as she relaxed, I slowed down.
She caught her breath and said, "Thank you so much for that, now it's your turn, give it to me hard and fast."
I said, "Do you want me to cum in your mouth?"
She answered, "No, can't risk it on my dress, fill me up." I began to fuck her hard and fast as she requested and after about 2 minutes, I felt my balls tighten as I dumped my load deep in Erin's pussy.
As I came down from my high and slid out of her, she got on her knees in front of me and goes, "That's a good boy." As she proceeded to clean our cum off my cock with her mouth.
As she finished cleaning me up, she glanced at her watch and goes, "Oh shit, we've been gone 20 minutes, we need to hurry back!"
We both straightened ourselves up, finished my drink that I had brought then went two separate ways back downstairs to the party.
Over the next hour and a half, I only saw Erin across the room and the whole time all I could think was, "Damn she didn't clean herself up, my cum must be running down her leg unless she went to the bathroom."
That thought was enough to keep my cock semi hard for the rest of the evening, thank god for looser fit pants. As it got to be around 11pm, the party wound down and
Erin found me and said, "Well Jack, are you ready to leave?"
I responded, "Whenever you are, let me grab our things".
After I had retrieved our stuff, I met Erin at the front doors and made our way to her car.
When we reached the car, my previous thoughts were confirmed when Erin said, "There is a blanket in the trunk, grab it for my seat, don't want your cum staining the seats."
I laughed and got her the blanket then held the door open for her.
When I got into the car and pulled out of the parking lot, Erin said, "Thank you for a great evening and a great quickie, you came so much."
As I looked over to smile and say thank you, Erin shifted and pulled her dress up and I could see where my cum had run down her legs and she spread her legs so I could see her pussy.
Erin has always been the wettest women I have been with, but her wetness mixed with my cum left her pussy looking absolutely amazing.
I just remarked, "Wow"
She said, "See what you did to me, I've felt this for the last 2 hours and I keep getting hornier and hornier! I thought the quickie would fix it."
I reached over and began to stroke her outer lips feeling the stickiness of both of us as I drove. As we got closer to her house, I said, "If you want, I can stay over and help you fix your little problem?"
She said between sighs, "Thank god I thought you'd never ask!" We pulled into her driveway, I quickly shut the car off and we practically ran into her house.
As we got inside, I shut the door with my foot and shoved her into the living room. She turned around and said, "Get this dress off of me!"
I unzipped the dress to where she could reach it and we both began to shed our clothes. By the time I was naked Erin was left in her heals and bra. As sexy as it was, I had to have her tits. I pushed her onto the couch and then unhooked her bra, throwing it into the pile of clothes and latching onto her nipple while cupping the other one.
As usual this caused her to moan louder and louder, especially when my hand left her breast and slid two fingers into her pussy. Due to her wetness and my cum, they slipped in with no resistance whatsoever.
As I began to finger her more, aiming for her G-Spot, Erin goes "Oh god yes!" I kept this up for another minute or so and I felt her pussy clamp on my hand as I felt her orgasm, then the satisfying feel of her squirting all over my hand and arm.
I slowed down and let her relax and she goes, "Thank you so much, now let me have that cock." Erin stood up as I sat on the couch; she got down on the floor and proceeded to take my whole cock at once.
Erin probably gives the best blowjobs I've ever had; they are just the right amount of sloppy and she cups my balls perfectly. Like always with her after 5 minutes or so I had to stop her.
As she pouted " I said, "If you want me to fuck you, you have to stop."
Erin stood up and as she straddled me goes, "Actually I'm going to fuck you." She slowly lowered herself onto my cock with a sigh. She started to slowly grind her hips into mine. I grabbed her hips and had her speed up a little bit.
Once we had found a rhythm we both liked, I reached my hands around and grabbed her full ass. As Erin began to work up a fast pace, I buried my face in her tits, kissing ang biting them before moving onto her nipples, causing her to moan.
We kept this up for about 5 minutes and we were both getting close and running out of breath; I shifted my hips a little bit which must have changed pressure on Erin's clit because she suddenly moaned, "Oh god yes!" She sped up her pace as I Stayed still when she slid up on my cock and slammed back down.
I felt her pussy walls begin to clench which sent me over the edge. I shot 3 or 4 ropes deep into her pussy as she ground her pelvis against me and screamed as she orgasmed.
She collapsed against me as we both regained our breath. As my cock softened inside of her, she picked her head up and goes, "That is much better, being quiet before sucked."
I just laughed and said, "I agree that was a lot more fun."
She stood up and said, "Would you like to spend the night?" I agreed and said, sure, but let's shower first, no need to trash sheets." We went upstairs to her bedroom and cleaned each other off in the shower before heading to bed.
I woke up the next morning by myself in bed but found a note on the door. The note read, "Come on downstairs I'm out back in the hot tub if you want to join."
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After our trysts during and after the gala, I stayed the night and woke up the next morning to a note on the door that read: "Come on downstairs, I'm out back in the hot tub if you want to join ;)"
I threw on a pair of gym shorts that I had brought in from my truck the night before and headed down to the kitchen where I grabbed 2 bottles of water before heading out back to Erin's patio.
When I got outside, I could see her in the hot tub with her back to me. She turned around when the door shut and smiled and remarked: "Good morning sleepy head, I was wondering when you'd be getting up."
I smiled and said "well someone wore me out last night, so I needed to sleep in. I did bring a bottle of water for you so please forgive me."
Erin laughed and said, "Well thank you, are you going to join me?"
I remarked, "Well I only have these gym shorts...".
She laughed again says, "Oh honey, I only wear a bathing suit when there are other people are over. That's the perk of living in a private area."
Like most young men, I tend to wake up with morning wood, and while it had subsided a bit, I was now starting to get hard again as I slipped off my shorts and slid into the warm water across from Erin.
We sat and chatted about random things for 5 or 10 minutes, neither of us really commenting about the night before other than the gala and how much money was raised.
Even though I could only see Erin from the neck up, knowing that she was completely naked less than 3 feet from me had turned my semi-hard-on into a full-on erection.
As Erin finished her bottle of water she said, "So, are we going to do anything about that hard cock of yours or are we just going to sit here?"
I took another sip of my water and then said, "Well, why don't you come over here and I'll sit on the edge of the tub?"
I slid up onto the edge as Erin moved across to where I had been sitting. She rose up out of the water onto her knees exposing her tits and remarked, "God I love sucking your cock." Before I could say another word, she had taken my cock into her mouth and started to give me one of her fantastic blowjobs. When she gives head, she knows just the right tempo, knows when to speed up and slow down, uses just the right amount of spit and fondles my balls perfectly.
Well, this go around she added something new, while she was doing her "normal thing," she started to hum, adding a vibration to an already fantastic blowjob. With this new technique and me fondling her D tits, I had to stop her after about 5 minutes because I could already feel my load building.
I told Erin that I was going to blow if she didn't stop, so she reluctantly pulled away and goes, "Well we don't want that to happen yet."
I nodded my head and said, why don't you switch me spots and let me repay the wonderful blowjob." Erin scooted sideways as I slid back into the water and she moved into the position that I had been sitting in.
As I got comfortable in front of her, I parted her legs and looked at her perfectly waxed pussy, slowly parting her lips with my fingers. As soon as I touched her, she shuddered and sighed. As I slowly inserted a finger to see how wet she was, I was greeted by a soaked pussy that wasn't from the water. Erin is by far the wettest woman I have ever been with, and one who can squirt very easy. I moved my head between her legs and began to slowly lick her outer lips while slowly working two fingers and in and out of her. As usual, this combination caused Erin to begin moaning softly; I kept up the motion with my fingers but moved my tongue to her inner lips and began to lick in earnest, ignoring her clit but speeding up my fingers.
After another minute or so of this Erin's moans grew louder and she exclaimed, "Oh god yes!" I felt her pussy tighten around my fingers and she began to cum; I kept up my licking as she orgasmed and came down.
Just as she came down, I went right back to work, this time focusing right below her clit before zeroing in on it while at the same time giving the inside of her pussy the "come here" motion with my fingers. As always, this sent her over the edge within another minute or two, this time causing her to squirt as she came.
As her orgasm subsided and I pulled my head from between her legs, she looked at me wild eyed and goes, "Oh my god, I love when you do that!"
I smiled and said, "well let's not waste that wetness, turn around and let me fuck you."
For the second time in 12 hours, I had Erin bent over something as I slid my cock into her wet and waiting pussy. Because of being in the hot tub, I could fuck her as hard and as fast as we normally do, but the slow and deep was a nice change of pace. We stayed in this position for about 5 minutes as I slowly but deeply fucked her, with each thrust Erin's moans got a little bit louder and a little bit longer until it was just one consistent moan then she said, "Don't stop, I'm going to cum!"
She arched her back and moaned as I felt her pussy clench my cock and she orgasmed." I slowly slid out of her as her orgasm subsided and reached around to fondle her tits a little bit before giving her a light slap on the ass.
This caused her to giggle and then say, "I want to ride your cock, sit down." I protested a bit and said, "We don't have any lube, wont it hurt you?"
She kind of pushed me down and started to slide into the water and said, "You know how wet I am, it'll be fine."
As my ass hit the seat, Erin's pelvis and ass were not far behind; she reached into the water and after feeling around a bit she found my cock and guided it into her pussy. Everyone knows how warm a pussy is on a cock, but that combined with the hot tub made it even hotter than usual.
As Erin settled onto my cock, I reached around and grabbed her ass. As she began to grind against me, I used her hips and ass to set the pace. As I cupped her full ass, I allowed a finger to lightly trace her asshole (Erin is who first introduced me to ass play), and this caused her to moan even more. As I allowed her to speed up, she began to moan louder and bit my shoulder. I started to thrust up just a bit into her and after 5 or 6 thrusts, I once again felt her pussy clench as she began to cum again, this time grinding her pelvis and clit into me.
As her orgasm subsided, she collapsed against me and goes, "How have you not cum yet?!"
I laughed and said, "Focusing on other things than the hot MILF riding my cock."
She laughed and said, "Well that's fine, because I want to try something else. Lay down on the lounger but with your head at the feet end."
I looked at her a little confused and she goes, "Trust me, I've done it by myself, I think it'll be better with you."
I did as I was told and found a jet gently hitting my ball and taint, Erin stood up and kneeled down with her legs on either side of me and got into reverse cowgirl. As she slid onto my cock, she leaned forward until her tits were touching the water.
It felt a little awkward and then she pushed a button on the control panel and half the jets sped up and she began to ride my cock. I soon realize she was using a jet to hit her clit while at the same time riding me.
I slowly began to meet her with thrusts of my own and the combination of her motion and the jet lightly on my balls I knew I was going to cum soon. I told Erin that this felt amazing and I was going to cum soon.
She turned to me and goes, "Good, fill me up babe."
We began to increase our pace at the same time, and she was the first to cum, this time though her moans were accompanied by my grunts as I shot my load deep into her pussy as her walls clenched around my cock.
As I emptied the last of my load into her pussy, she slid my cock out of her and leaned back against me as I cupped her tits softly.
After a few minutes she said, "Yep, that worked just how I thought it would. IT's much better with a cock in me than just the jets."
I laughed and said, "Glad I could help!" We stayed still and quiet for a few more minutes as my cock continued to soften and I rubbed her tits and nipples.
Finally, Erin goes, "What do you say we go shower and then I'll cook breakfast before you head home?"
I smiled and said, "That sounds good."
We showered and ate breakfast, as I was leaving, I heard Erin on the phone with someone, I quickly realized it was a cleaning company when she said, "Yes I know it was just cleaned, but there is a film on the water, and I would like it cleaned again."
I realized then that while it felt spontaneous, Erin had planned this all ahead of time, but I didn't care.
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With Covid restrictions lifting more and more, it allowed more and more things to open and get scheduled for the future, and that allowed this to happen. One Friday my Erin texted me and asked me if I would go shopping with her and help her pick out a dress for a wedding that she was asked to attend in mid-June, having nothing better to do due to rainy, cool weather I agreed.
Erin picked me up on Saturday morning and we headed to the local mall where she had a choice of many stores for a semi-formal dress. When we got there, she explained to me that she had not received a "plus one," or else I would have been her date like normal, but she always appreciated my feedback on her outfits, usually once they were on the floor, but still good feedback.
Over the next few hours, we went in and out of all the stores where she tried on multiple dresses and came out modeling them for me.
In every dress she tried on she looked stunning, but only 1 could be "the dress" according to her. That all changed when we got to the last store a Nordstrom's at the far end of the mall.
She tried on 2 or 3 dresses and I gave my feedback, she was in the process of trying on the 4th dress when she called out, "Jack can you step in here for a minute, this one has a back zipper not a side one."
I got up off the couch provided for people like me and approached the door as she opened it for me to enter. I was welcomed to Erin in a bluish/silver dress that only had one shoulder strap. While it didn't show any cleavage, it did have a slit to her mid-thigh.
I looked at her and said, "Wow, you've looked stunning in every one, but there is something about the color of that one, damn."
She grinned and responded, "I'll have to find a bra to work with it, not wearing one like now won't be an option, but I agree. Now please zip it up, then get out and I'll come out with shoes on."
I zipped up her dress and then stepped out of the dressing room. I have to admit seeing her in all of these dresses had left me horny and half hard, planning what I could do to her once we were done shopping.
My thoughts were interrupted by Erin stepping out of the dressing room and saying, "I think you're right; this is the dress." I looked up and to say she looked sexy but elegant is understatement.
I told her," Yep, that is the dress." She did a slight spin to show me the entire thing.
She smiled as I nodded my head, she said "Alright, I think I'll get it, can you come and help me unzip it?"
I followed her back into the room, and she took off the heals before turning so I had access to the back. After unzipping the back, she turned around and said, "Thank you for doing this will me, having a man's opinion is always helpful."
I smiled and said, "No problem I enjoyed the show."
She took a step towards me and said, "How about I repay you right now, I've noticed that bulge in those jeans."
I smiled and said, "I'd like that, we need to check out and get to my house or yours."
She got a devilish grin on her face and said, "No, I'll repay you here."
Before I could say another word, Erin had shrugged out of the dress and kicked it into the corner, leaving her in nothing but a pair of dark purple lace underwear.
As I said, "Are you sure?" she had knelt in front of me and undid my pants springing my cock free.
Right before she took my cock into her mouth she goes, "Oh I'm sure, you just have to be quiet." Erin spent the next 2-3 minutes giving me the sloppiest blowjob she had ever given me. She never hesitated to take my cock all the way to the back of her mouth and used plenty of spit. When she wasn't deep throating me, she was sucking and licking the head while giving me a slight hand job. While I struggled to stay quiet, I reached down and began to cup her breasts, causing her to hum/moan with my cock in her mouth.
Suddenly Erin slowed down before taking my cock out of her mouth. She stood and said, "Sit on that bench." As I sat down, she straddled my lap, pulled her panties to the side and guided herself onto my cock.
As she started to gyrate and grind on me, she leaned against me and whispered, "Now I'm the one that has to worry about being quiet."
I reached around and grabbed her full ass and just enjoyed the beautiful MILF currently riding my cock. She leaned back a little allowing me to take her nipples into her mouth causing her to let out a slight moan. She continued to ride my cock for another minute or so, speeding up before she leaned into me and whispered, "Fuck, I'm going to cum!"
She slid up on cock and then slammed down onto, causing her orgasm to start. As I felt her pussy contract around my cock, Erin stayed almost motionless until her orgasm subsided.
With her orgasm over, she stood up and said, "Don't move." She turned around so her back was to me and then pulling her panties back to the side, then guided my cock into her.
As I stared at her ass, Erin began to bounce on my cock, raising up until my cock was almost ready to slip out before sliding back down. IT felt like I was fucking her doggy style (our favorite position), but I wasn't having to do the work. It wasn't long before I felt the urge to cum and I said quietly, "Erin, I'm going to cum."
No sooner had I finished saying that Erin had climbed off my cock, was back on her knees in front of me sucking my cock back into her mouth. She bobbed her head twice before I began to cum. She tried to take it all, but due to two hours of horny shopping and the fear of getting caught, there was a lot of cum, and it was rather forceful, cause her to gag a slight bit and a little spill out of the corners of her mouth.
As my orgasm ended, Erin bobbed her head a couple of times before swallowing. She stood up, wiped her mouth and said, "That was a lot, I think I got it all though."
I was spent and just nodded yes.
She looked at me and laughed, then said, well you better get out of here, I'll meet you at the cash register."
I stood up and refastened my pants as Erin began to put the dress on the hanger before reaching for her bra. Once her bra was on and my cock was tucked into the waistband of my jeans, I slowly opened the door and was relieved to see no one.
I moved to the register where I bought a much-needed bottle of water. About 5 minutes later Erin came to the cash register and while paying, the cashier said, "This dress is stunning, a real eye catcher."
Erin smiled at her, turned to glance at me, and said, "Yes, it is, my friend helped pick it out, too bad he can't go to the wedding where I have to wear it." The cashier laughed and thanked Erin for her purchase.
As we made our way back to the car and got in, I looked at Erin and said, "I don't know where that wedding is, but if it is here, you HAVE to let me come over after it is over because I really want to fuck you in that dress."
Erin just laughed and said, "No the wedding is a couple hours away, but it is at a golf resort, maybe I'll take you with me and you can play golf and drink at the bar during the wedding and reception, and we can still take advantage of it."
I nodded and said, "Sounds good to me, now let get back to my place for round two, I'm done being quiet."
All Erin said was, "Yes please!"
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This is the background to how I met my now GF Abi. My hookup at the time Erin set up, but it was never meant to get serious and didnt at first.
Erin is a successful lawyer in my area. After our mall hook-up, she texted me a few days later and asked me out to dinner to talk to about something. I fully expected her to end our arrangement, but instead it was something totally different.
Over dinner Erin explained to me that her secretary who had always been reserved and quiet about her personal life but had recently started to open up to Erin.
According to Erin, Abigail (the secretary) had revealed that she had been raised in a devoutly religious home and with incredibly strict parents who up until she moved out at 28, had been incredibly overbearing.
Over the past few weeks Abigail(now 30) had revealed more and more about her life until she finally admitted to Erin to that she was a virgin and had considered hiring a male escort to take care of her "problem."
Basically, a long story short, Erin told her not to do that, and that she knew of someone (me) who could take care of her "problem" and who wouldn't treat her just like a transaction.
Fast forward a week later, Erin arranged for us to use her house because she was out of town, the only rule was using the guest bedroom. I got to Erin's house first and let myself in using the door code.
I poured two glasses of wine and waited for Abigail to arrive. Around 7:45, I heard a knock at the door and ran to answer it, when I opened the door, I was greeted by Abigail. I had seen a picture of Abigail, but it was from the shoulders up.
Abigail is about 5'4 and incredibly thin, she probably only weighed 110-115lbs at the time. She was wearing a pair of fitted but not tight jeans and a checkered blue sweater that fit her torso, but like her jeans wasn't tight. I introduced myself and gave her a hug and a light kiss on the cheek.
We walked into the living room and made small talk over the next half hour while drinking a couple glasses of wine. Abigail told me about herself, her upbringing, and how she felt like she was missing out and that guys she dated were put off that she was still a virgin.
As we finished our wine, she looked at me, smiled and said, "Thank you for being willing to help me out with this, can we go upstairs?"
I smiled and lead Abigail up to the spare bedroom. As we reached the room, Abigail turned to me and said, "I'm going to let you take the lead. Erin told me your clean, and I started on birth control for period control after I escaped my parents, so we don't need a condom."
I kissed her softly on the lips and pulled her close. We kissed passionately for a few moments before I allowed my hands to begin to wander to her ass, giving it a firm squeeze, causing her to pull away and take a deep breath.
She looked at me and smiled and then leaned back in to kiss me more. As we continued to kiss, my hands left her ass and wandered up underneath her sweater, as my hand reached the back of her bra, she lifted her arms and allowed me to take her sweater off. I told her she could take my clothes off too, and she lifted my shirt off.
As I leaned down and kissed her neck, Abigail gasped and let out a little moan and shiver. As I kissed down to her neck and collarbone, her moans began get more consistent. I reached down and unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her body.
I looked at her and smiled before saying, "I think I am over dressed, a little help?" She smiled and unbuttoned my pants and allowed them to fall to the floor.
As we both stood there in just our underwear, Abigail blushed and said, "I'm sorry but I don't own any sexy underwear."
For the first time I realized that she was simply wearing a pair of very conservative white panties, and a plain, full coverage white bra.
I just laughed, told her, "There's nothing to apologize for, you look beautiful."
Abigail just smiled and said, "Thank you."
I pulled her back in to a kiss and we kissed for another minute or so before I unsnapped her bra and stepped back so it could fall away. As the bra hit the floor, I realized the Abigail had a very small bust (32b as I found out later.).
Once again Abigail blushed and said, "You're the first man to ever see me like this."
I told her, "Then I am honored, lets lay down."
As we moved towards the bed, Abigail said, "Before we do that, let's get rid of the rest of these clothes."
We both took our underwear off and I noticed that Abigail had a full but trimmed bush.
As we laid down, we continued to kiss; as we kissed Erin's hand began wander down before she asked, "Can I touch it?"
I smiled and told her yes. She took my cock gently in her hand and gave it a slight squeeze. I told her, "Keep that grip and move you hand up and down."
She proceeded to give me what I would call a "teenager hand job." It didn't have much rhythm, but it did feel good. After a few minutes of this, I pushed her onto her back and climbed on top of her.
I smiled at her and said, "Can I eat you out?"
She blushed and said, "A man has never touched me down there, but if you want. I'm sorry it's so hairy, I've been too nervous to shave, just trim."
I smiled and told her that it was fine, and I kissed my way down her body pausing to kiss her breasts and nipples before traveling the rest of the way to her bush.
As I moved between her legs, I could tell that she was wet. I lightly kissed her thighs causing her to jerk a bit before starting to moan. As I got closer to her pussy, her moans began to get heavier, I paused be starting and said, "I'm going to eat you out now, relax and enjoy it."
She mumbled some words that I couldn't make out because I was starting to lick her pussy. I used just basic up and down strokes paying special attention to her clit. I kept this up for 2 or 3 minutes all the while her moans began to get more consistent and louder.
I paused for a brief moment and slipped a finger into her causing her to go, "OH GOD!!" I stopped and looked up and asked if she was okay.
She took a couple of deep breaths and said, "Wow, yes that feels amazing, I've only used my fingers and they are much smaller!" I smiled and lightly began to finger while licking her clit. This action caused her moans to begin louder and louder; I kept up my pace and within another minute or she let out a slight whimper/moan and I felt her pussy clamp down on my finger. I stopped with my finger but kept up licking her clit as she shook with orgasm.
As her orgasm subsided, I slid up till I was even with her, and she kissed me before remarking, "Is that all me on your face and beard?!"
I smiled and told it was and when she started to apologize, I told her it was normal. We laid there with me softly cupping her breasts as she caught her breath until she said, "I've never given a blowjob and I think it might be too much, is that okay?"
I told her it was and that we could stop now if she wanted. She smiled and said, "NO, I came here to lose my virginity, and that's what I'm going to do."
I sat up and repositioned between her legs and lined my cock up at her entrance. Before I slid in, I said, "This may hurt for a moment, just tell me to stop, but I'll go slow." She just bit her lip and shook her head.
I pushed into her with just the head, and she took a deep breath, so I stopped, after a moment I began to push more, I felt a tiny bit of resistance, but I was able to slide all the way in. As our pelvises met, she let out a loud moan that kind of shocked me. I asked her if she was okay and she said, "I'm great, I just feel so full!"
I slowly began to pull out and thrust into her, each time causing her to moan louder and louder until she began to cum again. As she came down from her second orgasm of the evening, I began to pick up my pace, thrusting in and out of her with a little more force and making sure I pulled out almost all of the way before plunging back in.
I would love to tell you I last for another 15 minutes, but due to her tightness and moans, that wasn't in the cards tonight. I thrusted a few more times and right as she began to cum for a final time, I had enough sense to pull out and with two strokes of my hand, blew my load all over her stomach and a bit even reaching the bottom of her small tits.
Be both collapsed on the bed and began to catch our breath. After a few minutes of nothing but breathing, Abigail leaned over and kissed me and said, "Thank you for that! It was amazing and I'm glad my first time was withs someone so caring and experienced.
Erin was right you do know what you're doing!"
I smiled as I told her thank you. I got up and got her a towel to clean up with.
As I leaned against the headboard, Abigail got dressed and said, "Erin told me I could stay the night, but I need to get home to my cat."
I told her no problem and walked her to the door. After she had left, I texted Erin, "Abigail just left thanks for setting that up, hopefully she just doesn't catch feelings lol!" Well as time progressed, it became clear that is exactly what happened.
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This story brings together my FWB at the time Erin and my now current Girlfriend Abi.
Erin owns her own law firm that employs 2 other lawyers, 3 paralegals and Abigail the secretary. Erin invited all of them and their spouses along with me to her house up in the mountains this past weekend.
When we got there Friday, everyone spent the evening eating, drinking and having a good time. I was a little concerned about it being awkward because I fuck Erin on a very regular basis (once or twice a week) and had also taken Abigail's virginity, but after a few drinks, everything was fine, and no one else in the office knows me other than just one of Erin's and Abigail's friends.
Saturday rolled around and we spent the day lounging on the deck, talking, hiking and a bunch of different things. That night, after dinner we all moved back to the deck with all of the women getting in the hot tub while the guys drank whiskey and smoked cigars.
As it got later and later, people trickled off to bed leaving myself, Sam (one of the other lawyers) Abigail and Erin still awake. Abigail and Erin were still in the hot tub and were giving Sam and I shit about not getting in the hot tub.
Sam chuckled and said: "As much as I would like to join you, Stacy (his wife) and I have to get out of here early to pick up the kids from my parents." With that he said good night leaving just them and me.
As Sam got inside, Erin and Abigail turned their attention to me and started heckling me. I just laughed and walked towards the hot tub and said, "Ladies, I didn't bring a bathing suit, so I can't be joining you."
They both laughed and out of nowhere Abigail goes, "We've both seen you naked, just get in in your boxers!"
This kind of caught me off guard and I looked at Erin for approval and she said, "Sure, everyone else is in bed!"
I refilled my glass from the minibar and then peeled my shirt and shorts off to the obnoxious whistles of Erin and Abigail.
I climbed in and sat across from the two women, and we chatted for another 15 minutes or so before Erin looks at me, then Abigail and goes, "So Abi, was losing your virginity to Jack everything you thought it would be?"
I literally spit my drink into the water, and quickly looked at both women. Abigail just smiled and said, "Actually it was better. I always thought my first time would be all clumsy and awkward, but I let Jack take the lead like you told me too and it was wonderful."
I was left speechless, and Erin filled the silence with, "Well I'm glad, he is always such an attentive lover and has a perfect cock, not to small and not too big."
I muttered something like, "Thanks" as I surely was blushing and still didn't know what say.
Abigail spoke up and said," I've only felt one other cock than his and it was way too big, but I think you're right, his is just perfect size."
Erin responded, "Whew, I'm getting all hot talking about this, would you two like to head back inside?"
Abigail said sure and I just nodded like an idiot.
We all climbed out and I shut the cover before following the women inside. As we get into the house, I notice that Erin is wearing a bright red bikini that while covering everything well, it couldn't hide her ample cleavage.
Abigail was wearing a purple sting bikini that was a far cry from the conservative full coverage granny panties and bra she wore a month or so before.
As we move through the house Erin goes, "Both of you upstairs to my room. We don't want to wake the others up while we talk."
I knew exactly where I was going because the night before I had snuck up to her room, woke her up and fucked her good before sneaking back out before everyone else woke up. As we got up to Erin's room, she paused and locked the door behind us.
As Abigail and I turned around, Erin said, "Abigail, how would you like to expand your horizon a little bit more?"
Abigail goes, "I was wondering if that is where this was heading and if you both are patient, I think that would be great."
Erin looked over to me and said, "Jack that okay with you, you've been awfully quiet?"
To this point, I honestly thought I was dreaming, 2 threesomes with Erin and a former FWB was awesome, I never imagined another one.
I finally smiled and said, "That sounds great to me."
Erin walked over to where we were standing and said, "Clothes off, you're dripping all over the floor."
As Erin stripped her bikini off, I shed my boxers and Abigail untied her bikini. As everything was on the floor, I first noticed that instead of the full bush from before, Abigail had shaved everything but a small landing strip above her pussy.
Erin turned around and bent over to pick up our clothes, giving us both a full view of her pussy and ass. As she walked towards the bathroom she goes, "You two dry off with the towels then make yourself comfortable in the bed."
Abigail and I grabbed towels and dried off before climbing into bed. I looked at her and smiled and said, "I like the trim job, mind if I look up close?"
She giggled, blushed and said, "If you want, I liked it last time." She reclined against the headboard, spread her legs and I eagerly climbed between them. I didn't waste any time and I began to softly lick her outer lips before spreading them with my fingers and licking her inner lips before focusing on her clit.
Abigail began to moan softly and gasped just a little bit when I inserted 1, then 2 fingers. As I licked and sucked on her clit, I worked my fingers in and out of her at a steady pace causing her to moan louder and louder.
I had been eating her out for about 30 seconds when I felt the bed shift and heard music turn on causing me to stop and look up.
Erin had slipped into the bed and said, "Don't let me interrupt, I figure the music will help cover up the moans." I smiled and went back to what I was doing. As I continued to eat Abigail out, I heard her begin to whimper and I glanced up to see Erin sitting beside her sucking on her nipples while at the same time rubbing her own clit and pussy.
This continued for another minute or so when I felt Abigail's pussy clench down on my fingers and she let out a loud, long moan as she orgasmed and even squirted a little on my face and the sheets.
As her orgasm finished, I sat up and Abigail said, "Oh my gosh, that was the best orgasm of my life!" When she noticed the wet sheets, she covered her mouth and said, "OH MY GOD did I pee!?"
Erin and I both smiled and laughed and told her no, but that she had squirted which Erin said was the sign of a great orgasm.
Abigail calmed down and said, "Okay, that's good, I think. Jack, can I try sucking your cock this time?"
I said sure and switched positions with her. Erin got down beside her and gave her instructions on what to do. For the next two or three minutes I got a very basic blow job from Abigail.
Erin looked at her and said, "I think you've got the hang of it, just keep it up, and don't forget to vary what you're doing."
She crawled up the bed and then said to me, "I can't be letting you two have all the fun, lay back, I'm going to sit on your face."
I shifted a bit and laid back, letting Erin straddle my face before lowering her dripping pussy to my mouth. I had a hard time focusing on eating her out while getting my cock sucked but I did my best and managed to bring Erin to one orgasm.
As she moved off my face, Abigail came up and said, "Jack did you cum, I felt a little bit of something salty in my mouth?"
I told her, "No I would have warned you; it was just precum. It means you're doing good."
As Erin caught her breath beside me, we all three relaxed for a moment before Erin said, "Jack, I think it's about time you fucked one of us."
Before I could say anything, Abigail goes, "Yes Jack, would you fuck Erin while I watch?" Erin scooted down the bed as I slipped between her legs and slid my cock into her waiting pussy. I slid all the way in causing her to sigh.
Abigail had shifted beside Erin and was slowly fingering her pussy. I fucked Erin slowly and enjoyed the view of her tits bouncing and Abigail fingering herself as she watched us.
After a few minutes Erin said, "Abigail you have three options, either suck on my tits, lick my clit as he fucks me, or straddle my face like I did to Jack."
Abigail seemed shocked for a minute before saying, "I loved when you sucked on my tits while he ate me out."
With that she leaned down and took one of Erin's nipples into her mouth. Erin began to moan more and more as Abigail sucked on her tits and I fucked her. Abigail suddenly stopped sucking on Erin's tits and her eyes got huge, I noticed that as she was sucking, Erin had slipped a finger into her pussy.
I told her, "It's okay, just go with it." She went back to sucking while at the same time moaning from being fingered.
This went on for another minute before Erin's moans turned into," "Fuck, Yes." Over and over again as she began to cum. As she came, she only fingered Abigail faster, causing Abigail to collapse onto Erin's chest as she came also.
I slipped my cock out of Erin as both women came down from their orgasm. As we all caught our breath a bit, Abigail said, "That was all so amazing, can I ask a couple things?"
Erin and I just nodded, and Abigail said, "Does eating someone out taste weird? I've tasted myself but never someone else?"
Erin and I both said no, and Erin said, "You can stick a finger in me and then taste it." I watched Abigail do just that before tasting Erin.
She goes, "That tastes a little different than me, but not bad." She then said, "I've watched a couple videos where the guy cums inside of the girl, how does that feel?"
I once again deferred to Erin and she goes, "It feels amazing, you can feel the man's cock pulse and then there is a wave of warmth as his cum splashes inside of you."
Abigail sat there quietly for a minute and then said, "I know it is a lot to ask, but Erin can I eat you out, and Jack can you finish inside of me?"
Erin responded first with, "Of course you can darling."
They both looked at me and I said, "You swear you've taken your birth control religiously?"
Abigail smiled and said, "I actually switched off the pill and got an IUD because my moods were all fucked up."
Before I could say anything else, Erin piped up and said, "Well that settles it, Abi get on all fours between my legs."
We began to shuffle around and the last thing anyone said before I slipped into Abigail was Erin who said, "He is going to be really deep, but it will feel amazing. Just try to do what he did on you with your tongue and fingers on me."
I slipped into Abigail slowly causing her to grunt and moan. As my pelvis met her ass, she lowered her head and began to gingerly lap at Erin's pussy. I began to speed up my thrusts causing Abigail's head to move from Erin's pussy; after giving all the orgasms to this point, I figured they could work it out and began to fuck Abigail harder and harder.
She in turn grabbed Abigail's head and shoved it into her pussy while moaning, "Oh my god, keep that up!!"
I kept fucking Abigail and as I felt myself getting ready to cum, I said, "Oh god, I'm going to cum."
Between her moans I heard Erin say, "Yes fill that tight young cunt up." With one final thrust I emptied my cum deep into Abigail's pussy, causing her to lift her head up and moan and she began to orgasm also.
She only got half a moan out before she shoved Abigail's head back down and said, "Don't you fucking stop!" As I slowed my thrusts down and Abigail's pussy milked the rest of the cum out of me, Erin began to twist her own nipples and started to orgasm herself.
I have to hand it to Abigail, she kept eating her out through the entire orgasm. As Erin came down from her orgasm, Abigail collapsed beside Erin causing me to slip out of her. We all laid there catching our breath and it was Abigail who spoke up first with, "Oh my god you were right, feeling him cum inside of me was so intense, but what happens to the cum?"
Erin just laughed and said, "Well it will leak out of you tonight, but that is part of the fun."
Abigail just nodded and Erin said, "No since in trashing two sets of sheets, you two are sleeping here tonight."
Abigail was clearly shocked and goes, "What will the others thinks?!?!"
Erin just laughed and goes, "We will set an alarm for 5am and you two can sneak out then, no one will hear you. I know you didn't hear Jack sneak back to his room last night."
Abigail just grinned and goes, "That's fine, can I sleep in the middle?"
With that we all curled up in bed and cuddled up, but before we all fell asleep, Erin had to finger Abigail one more time, wanted to taste her mixed with my cum and as she came, Erin licked her fingers clean and said, "That's tasty, that's enough for tonight, goodnight guys." Before rolling over leaving Abigail gasping for breath and me with a half hard cock.
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After a great threesome the night before, At 5am, we were all three woken by the alarm on Erin's phone. I sort of groaned as I rolled over and began to untangle myself from Abigail and Erin and began to hunt down my clothes from the night before.
I found my still wet boxers and Abigail's bikini draped over the bathtub in Erin's bathroom and my shirt and shorts in a pile on the floor. After pissing, I pulled my shorts on and walked back into bedroom to find Erin and Abigail talking quietly.
They stopped talking when I entered and I said, "Your bikini is still wet, do you just want to wear my shirt back to your room?"
Both women giggled and Abigail said, "Sure, probably wouldn't be the best idea to run through the house naked, even if everyone is still asleep."
I tossed her my shirt and waited for her to throw it on before heading towards the door. After going to the bathroom, Abigail joined me, she looked at Erin and said, "Thank you for last night, that was really fun."
Erin just smiled at both of us and said, "Not a problem darling."
As I opened the door for us to leave Erin goes, "Hey Jack, nice tent." Abigail and I both looked down and noticed that my morning wood was on full display, creating a nice tent with my shorts. I just laughed and Abigail blushed and out the door we went.
As we moved down the hall and stairs, we were both listening for any signs that anyone was waking up but luckily heard no one. As we reached the room where Abigail was sleeping, she asked, "Do you want to come in for a minute so I can give you your shirt back without being naked in the hallway?"
I looked around and said, "Sure, my room is just a few doors down and I can hear Sam snoring still." We both laughed and went into her room.
As soon as we shut the door Abigail turned to me and said, "Can I ask you a question?" I nodded yes and she continued, "Do you always wake up hard or is it because of me, Ms. Erin and last night?"
I smiled at her and said, "I normally wake up hard, but not this hard, so that we can chalk up to you and Erin."
She thought for a moment before saying, "Do you just let it go away or do you do something about it?"
I replied, "Depends if I'm in a hurry or if I'm with someone."
Abigail thought for another minute and sheepishly goes, "Can we take care of it?"
Without a word, I reached over and pulled my shirt off of her and then undid my shorts letting them fall to the floor.
I stepped forward and kissed her hard while grabbing her ass and pulled her against me. She seemed a bit taken aback but quickly kissed back and moan slightly as I grabbed both sides her ass.
As I pulled back, I told her, "On your knees." She just bit her lip and nodded before sinking to her knees and began to stroke my cock and kissing the head. As I sighed, she opened her mouth and began to take my cock into her mouth.
She had definitely learned something from Erin the night before as she began to use plenty of spit and take as much of my cock into her mouth as she could. She even tried to deep throat me, but due to her inexperience she only made it about 2/3 of the way before she was gagging and gasping for breath.
She pulled away and looked up at me and said, "I'm sorry I can't go more, it's making me gag." I told her that it was fine, that she didn't need to and to just keep doing what she was doing. She nodded and went back to using her hands and her mouth.
She sucked my cock for about 5 minutes before pulling away and looking up at me to say, "Will you fuck me please." She said it so innocently that I damn near came right then.
I told her yes, and she stood up and we moved to the bed. We climbed into the bed and with her laying on her back, I moved between her legs.
As I slid my cock up and down her slit, I noticed she was particularly wet and almost reading my mind she said, "Erin was right, I could feel your cum all night and when I woke up, I can still feel some now. Will you cum in me again."
I smiled at her and said, "Of Course, but you can't wear panties the rest of the day; I want you to feel it on your pussy and legs with everyone around for breakfast and until you get home." Showing her submissive side again she just nodded her head and reached for my cock, guiding it into her.
I started out with long slow strokes, and she was right, her wetness combined with my cum from the night before made her pussy absolutely perfect. I began to work up my pace and as I did, her moans began to become louder and longer.
I slowed down just for a second and told her to she had to be quiet. She looked up at me with big doe eyes and said, "It just feels so good, I can't." I told her to bite the pillow and went back to thrusting, she reached over and grabbed the pillow as I resumed my pace and started to moan into it. This went on for about 2 minutes before her hand shot out and grabbed my thigh and I felt her pussy contract around my cock.
As I slowed my thrusts after her orgasm subsided, she pulled the pillow away and caught her breath before saying, "Thank you for that, oh my god."
I smiled and said, "Your welcome, can I fuck you even deeper than last night?"
Her eyes got really big, and she said, "We can try, just go slow, last night as a lot."
I readjusted her so that her legs were on my shoulders and as I entered her and bottomed out, she grunted and goes, "Oh my god!! You're so deep." I started to slowly thrust and each time I bottomed she grunted, and I could feel her legs shaking.
Before I could thrust again, she goes, "Stop." I stopped and slid out of her, and she looked like she's about to cry when she said, "I'm sorry, that was just too much."
I stroked her leg and told her that it was fine, then she said, "I liked it deep last night, is there anything else? I want to see what it looks like when a man cums." I told her there was and told her to pull her knees up to her chest.
As she did, I slid my cock back inside of her and slowly started thrusting. I did this for a bout 30 seconds before asking, "How does this feel?"
She shook her head and said, "You're deeper than last night but it doesn't hurt, please fuck me."
I began to thrust again, this time speeding up. As I began to speed up, Abigail reached over and grabbed her pillow and began to moan into it.
I kept pumping and after about 2 more minutes, I felt my orgasm cumming and said, "I'm going to cum!" With a final thrust, I shoved my cock all the way in and dumped a second huge load into Abigail in about 6 hours.
As my orgasm subsided, and her pussy milked the rest of my cum out, she began to rub her clit which started her orgasm within about 15 seconds. As both of our orgasms subsided, I slid out of her and laid down beside of her. She lightly stroked my chest and said, "Thank you for that and last night."
I smiled and said, "Your welcome." We laid there in silence before I looked at the clock and saw that it was 6:15. I decided I had better get back to my room before everyone got up. As I pulled my shirt and shorts on, Abigail sat up in bed and smiled saying, "Well no more tent."
I just laughed and before leaving the room said, "Remember what I said about no panties." Abigail just nodded as I shut the door.
Fast forward a few hours and everyone is packing up to leave. Abigail comes out wearing a jean mini skirt and a tank top and clearly no bra. After breakfast, As I helped her carry her stuff to the car for her to leave, I said, "No panties with a skirt, that is awful daring."
She just grinned and said, "Nope, I could feel your cum move inside every time I moved and a little is starting to slip down my legs, it feels amazing." I looked around quickly and slid a hand up her skirt and sure enough, no panties and a cum soaked pussy.
She moaned slightly and I said, "Just checking, now you better get on the road."
She shook her head and said, "I know this is forward, but I could really get used to this."
I smiled and said, "You know, I could show you a lot. Might be nice."
With that she just nodded climbed into her car and drove off. As I turned to walk back to the house, my phone dinged; I glanced down to see a text from Erin. I stopped in the driveway and when I opened it, it read, "I saw that. I'm assuming she took care of the tent this morning."
I replied, "That she did."
After a moment, Erin's response came: "That's good, looks like you two may be catching feelings.
I kept looking at her and typed back, "I dunno about that, I could teach her a lot and corrupt her more."
A moment later, I saw Erin turn to head back into the house, but not before she responded, "That's fine, you two would be cute together, but I expect another fuck as a thank you for introducing you."
As I walked towards the house, my phone vibrated again, Erin's text said, "I expect that fuck today" which was then accompanied by a selfie of Erin sitting on the kitchen island with her bath robe open.
I headed inside and fulfilled my obligation of giving Erin a "Thank You" fuck for introducing Abi and I.
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After the last hook-up with Abi, we went on a few real dates and started to spend a lot more time together. after a few months of this, we begsn to get more serious and became an "official couple."
Anyway, one weekend Abi and I decided to enjoy the fall weather and head a short distance out of our city to a stream that I fish when I have time. Abi doesn't fish but she said that she could relax on the bank and read while I fished.
I picked Abi up and we headed out; I spent most of the morning in about a 200yrd stretch of water while Abi lounged her blanket and read. We stopped at a local restaurant and had lunch before heading to another one of my favorite spots.
As we pulled down to it, I explained that there used to be a covered bridge there and the hole I liked to fish was above it and around the corner, so it was about a 10 minute hike. We set off and like every other time I had fished there, there was no evidence of anyone heading down the trail recently.
After we reached the spot Abi said, "Wow, this is perfect, a nice sport to fish and a nice sunny spot for my blanket and for me to read."
I smiled and said, "Glad you like it, now there are fish calling to me." I kissed her quickly and over the bank I went.
I fished for about an hour and caught 4 and lost a couple more. As I was releasing the 4th one, I noticed Abi talking on the phone.
As she hung up, she yelled down to me, "Jack, that was your grandma. She was wondering if we could stop by when you're done to look at her sink. I told her I'd drag you out of the creek in a few minutes."
I laughed and started out of the water and back to the bank where Abi was sitting. As I approached her she said, "Ya know, you look hot when you're fishing?"
I chuckled and pulled her close, kissing her passionately while grabbing her ass with both hands.
She kissed back and then squealed, "Get those hands off me, they have fish slime on them!" We both laughed and she reached into her backpack and said, "Here, use this hand sanitizer!"
I cleaned my hands off twice before pulling her back against me and giving her ass a squeeze again. This caused her to sigh and then pull away saying, "We don't have to leave right away and I don't think anyone is going to be coming down that trail..."
I smiled and as I took my fishing vest off said, "I like how you think, lay down."
As I got my vest off, Abi lay down and I hurriedly kicked my waders off and joined her on the blanket. She was wearing a pair of green leggings and a black crop top sports bra thing that was allowing her nipples to poke through.
I kissed her neck and as I allowed my hands to wander said, "Are you cold, or are you just turned on?"
She sighed again and said, "Well I'm not wearing any underwear, what do you think?" I pulled back for a second and looked at her because she always wore underwear, even if it was just a g-string.
There was only one time she didn't where any panties in public and it was the second time I gave her a creampie.
She grinned and said, "I may have wanted to fuck you in the woods, and they would just get in the way."
I smiled and said, "Damn you're a naughty girl, I love it." I pushed her onto her back and climbed on top. As I continued to kiss her, her hands wandered to my pants, undid the buckle, snap and zipper and her eager hands found my hard cock.
I raised my head to groan, and Abi said, "God it is always so hard for me. What would you like to do with it?"
As she began to stroke my cock, I slid my hands under her top and pushed it up enough to expose her nipples; I immediately took one into my mouth and began to suck and bite it, this caused Abi to moan and begin to speed up her stroking of my cock. This went on for about a minute as I made sure to give her other nipple some attention.
As I released her other nipple, she goes, "Enough foreplay, I need that cock inside me NOW." I rolled off her and pulled my pants all the way off as Abi began to peel her leggings off. As he leggings reached her shoes, she removed one leg and said, "Good enough." She then stood up, straddled me and then guided my cock into her wet pussy.
For the next 2-3 minutes, Abi put her new ass toning and squat practice to use by sliding up my cock until just the head was still inside before slowly sliding back down until our crotches met.
I kept my hands on her hips to provide stability but otherwise just enjoyed watching her use me solely for her pleasure. Abi began to pick up her pace before bending at the waist and begin to grind her clit against me.
I reached around and grabbed her ass, pulling her against me while saying into her ear, "That's a good girl, cum for me; let me feel that pussy." Abi ground against me for another 15-30 seconds when I felt her pussy grip my cock and she let out a moan.
AS she slowed down laying on top of me. We laid there for a minute as she caught her breath. She rose up, kissed me, and then said, "That was amazing, the air on my tits and ass and of course your cock made everything so more intense."
We both laughed and I flipped her over then said, "You got to use me for your pleasure, now I'm going to use you for mine."
Abi looked at me and in the most seductive voice I've heard, "Please fuck my pussy, fill it with your cum, I'm just your little cum slut." I think my cock may have gotten harder with those words, because Abi never really "dirty talked."
I raised up to my knees, pulled her ass into the air a bit and began to slide in and out of her slowly but deeply.
This caused her to moan and say, "God yes, give me all of your cock." I picked up my pace while still bottoming out in her pussy. I was able to keep this pace up for about a minute before I felt Abi's pussy begin to contract around my cock as she came for the second time.
As her orgasm subsided, I let her ass back to the ground and said, "I'm not done with you yet, rub your clit." Her eyes got big, but she nodded her head and began to rub her clit as I began to fuck her again hard and deep. Seeing her touching herself and the pace I was at, within another minute or so, I slammed my cock all the way in and began to cum myself.
Abi kept up touching herself as I coated her pussy with my cum and just as my orgasm subsided, she began to cum for the third and final time.
As my cock started to soften and she caught her breath from her own orgasm, I slid out and laid beside her. We both laid there for a minute or two when Abi said, "Now to clean you up before we go."
Before I could say anything, Abi rolled to her side, and took my cock into her mouth, cleaning my cum and her own orgasm off of it. I was in awe because she had never done that before.
She must have been able to read my shock because she said, "Well both of us can't be a mess. Come on, we need to get going." We both got dressed and headed back to my truck.
When we got back, I changed into regular shoes and offered Abi a towel to take care of my cum and she turned it down saying, "No thank you. You know I love feeling your cum inside of me, plus it's a good practice for Kegels."
I tried again saying, "We are going to be at my grandma's for probably a half hour." Abi grinned and said, "Even better motivation."
We headed to my grandmas where I fixed a small leak under her sink and then headed out after about 20 minutes. As we climbed into the truck and pulled away, Abi grabbed my hand and shoved it inside of her leggings and I could feel the stickiness of my cum and her juices.
She said, "Okay, I think I underestimated how much you came, plus all it did was make me wetter!" I laughed and told her, "I told you so, but you wouldn't listen!"
She shook her head and said, "I know we were gonna stay at my place tonight, but yours is closer, get on it, you have to take care of this!"
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As i have mentioned before, Abi comes from a DEEPLY religious family that she got away from but has sought to reestablish some sort of connection after attending therapy. Since before we met, Abi has been seeing a therapist to reconcile her issues with her family and her strict upbringing. recently though, at the urging of her therapist, she has been "recconecting" with her parents and occasionally talking on the phone with them. She has told them about us, and updated them on her life in general.
Her parents asked Abi and I to come to their house for dinner on the Friday after Thanksgiving for a family Thanksgiving with her parents and her brother and his family. This was the first time I had met them, and the first time Abi had seen them in about 6 months.
We drove over (about 2 hours) with the plan to drive home that evening after dinner. Abi told me to look nice because her family takes family dinners for the holidays as a serious occasion. I wore nice jeans and a button up while Abi wore a knee length skirt and a sweater. We got there and did the whole "meet the parents" thing.
Her father started to grill me about my religious beliefs (I'm agnostic) and a lot of other personal things. I think he was trying to find a way to "pull Abi back in," by making me uncomfortable, and showing Abi that their way of life was better; but dealing with high schoolers all day makes that hard.
After about an hour, Abi's brother, wife, and two kids showed up which gave her dad something else to focus on.
When dinner was ready, we sat down and went around the table saying what we were thankful; her family did all the normal religious and family stuff, I said I was thankful for a wonderful looking dinner and a family that welcomed me into their home. This seemed to irritate her dad a little because he hadn't been able to get under my skin. We ate in peace just making standard small talk, catching up with Abi's career, talking about how her nephews were doing in school and how teaching during Covid was so much different for me.
As we finished, I helped her mother and sister-in-law clear the table while Abi went upstairs to spend time with her nephews. I sat down with her brother and father to watch some football (the only thing normal about this Thanksgiving.).
After an hour or so and not much talk, my watch buzzed with this text from Abi: "I'd like desert, come upstairs."
I excused myself, saying "Man the turkey is hitting me, is there somewhere I can take a power nap before Abi, and I head back in a bit."
Abi's brother (decent guy really) said, "Upstairs, third door on your right is my old room, it's where the kids usually sleep, you can sleep in there." I thanked him and walked upstairs.
As I reached the top of the steps, I started down the hall towards the door he said, but as I passed the bathroom, the door swung open, and Abi pulled me.
As she shut and locked the door behind me, she said, "About time, Bryson and Jacob are conked out, I figure we have about 10 minutes before one of them wakes up."
I said, "Your parents are downstairs, and they already think I'm Satan on earth!"
She giggled and as she kneeled said, "Then let's prove their suspicions correct."
She undid my belt and pants and pulled my cock out and began to stroke it. As soon as it was hard and over my half assed objections, she sucked my cock into her mouth.
For the next 2- or 3-minutes Abi gave me a wet and sloppy blowjob, only pausing to wipe the spit of her chin so it didn't drip onto her sweater.
As I held onto the sink for stability, Abi finally stopped and said, "Okay that's enough of that, I need you to fuck me."
I must admit I chuckled because I'm pretty sure that was the first time "fuck" was uttered in that house. As Abi stood up, she unzipped the back of her skirt, pulled it up as high on her waist as she could then sat on the sink.
This allowed me to see she had thigh highs on and a pair of matching black panties. She put one leg on the sink and pulled me towards her by my shirt. As I got between her legs, she pulled her panties to the side, and she lined my cock up as I sank into her.
As I got all the way in, she sighed and said, "Yes, this is what I need." I started to thrust in and out of her, the whole while she gripped the sink with one hand and covered her moans with the other.
As I kept up my pace, I saw her eyes roll back as I felt her orgasm start. I bottomed out as her orgasm hit its peak and stayed there as she rode her orgasm to finish.
As she came down, she said, "Oh god that was perfect, but we need to hurry up and finish you off before the boys wake up."
I started to thrust again as she put her arms around my neck. As I picked up my pace, Abi whispered into my ear, "I want you to finish in my mouth, so give me time."
I thrusted for about another minute or two and as I felt my orgasm building, I warned her as she instructed. She just shook her head, and I pulled my cock out and scooted back. She moved back to the floor and took my cock back into her mouth. With about five bobs of her head, I began to cum.
One of the thing Abi has been "working on" is getting rid of/ignoring her gag reflex, so she likes to see how far she can take my cock. I'm only about 7.5 inches but this time her nose nearly touched my pelvis as I shot spurt after spurt of cum into her mouth and throat.
As my orgasm subsided, she slowly cleaned my cock off. As my cock popped free, she goes "A perfect desert. Maybe I'll get a bit of creampie tonight" I had to laugh because hearing prim and proper Abi talk dirty still made me laugh.
She stood up and began to straighten herself out. She then said, "How'd you get away from my dad and brother?"
I told her I had asked about a power nap. She responded, "That's perfect, go lay down for about 20 minutes and then we can leave."
I tucked my semi-hard cock into my pants and snuck out of the bathroom down to my original destination. I lay in the bed with my thoughts spinning for about fifteen minutes when the door opened, and Abi came in. As I stood up, she shoved something into my hand; I looked down and noticed it was her panties and she said, "They are soaked from before, put them in your pocket."
I did as I was told, and we went downstairs and began our goodbyes.
As she kissed bother her parents on the cheek, her dad shook my hand and said, "You aren't as bad as I pictured. Come back again, I can see Abi is very happy, she's glowing now."
I had to stifle a chuckle because the glow was her normal post sex look, but I thanked him again for his hospitality and we headed to the truck. As we pulled away, I fished her panties out of my pocket and flipped them at her to both our laughs.
Once our laughter died down, she goes, "That was a great quickie, and my own little bit of revenge for the strict world I grew up in.
I put my hand on her leg, pushing her skirt up until I got to bare skin and remarked, "Something tells me that's not what your therapist had in mind when she told her to reconnect with them."
She laughed and said, "Probably not, now get us home, I don't like having to be quiet."
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Abi moved into my house because her apartment lease was up, and since we have gotten serious, it just made sense. Let me tell you, I knew the woman had a high sex drive after it was repressed for so long (damn strict religion), but since we have moved in together it has been the most sex I have ever had.
Normally it is sex in the morning before we head off to work, another round right after we both get home and normally one before we fall asleep. To say I am one happy man is an understatement, but this isn't about one of those times, instead it was when she popped up at my work one day to drop something off that I forgot at home.
Anyway, the day in question was an in-service day for teachers, so I didn't have to head into school as earlier as usual. Abi and I had our normal "wakeup," but instead of the normal quickie where we both get off, it lasted longer than usual which caused me to rush out of the house almost as soon as we were done.
About an hour into our meetings, I realized that I had forgotten my laptop at the house and I needed it for some things in the afternoon. I texted Abi and asked her if she could bring it to me after she let my dog Cooper out at lunch like she normally did. She responded sure and gave me an ETA. I let our secretary know that she would be coming and that she could just send her up to my room.
Around 12:15 there was a knock on my door, so I got up and opened it, being greeted by Abi. Since Abi was still in bed when I ran out of the house, I hadn't seen her outfit for the day; well it was wonderful. Today she was wearing a red and black plaid skirt that fell to just below her mid thigh, on top she had a simple white long sleeve blouse; the outfit was finished up with a pair of simple black heels I bought her for a wedding we attended together.
As she came in and shut the door, all I could say was, "Damn, I am underdressed compared to you.You look hot baby."
She just laughed and she goes, "You still look sexy in just jeans and a hoody, but you look sexy in everything."
She handed me my laptop and followed me to my desk where I sat down and she leaned against the desk as I opened it and found the file that I needed for the afternoon. As I looked up I noticed that it looked like another button on Abi's blouse was undone but I couldn't tell because I had been so stunned when she walked in.
As I said thanks for bringing the laptop in, she said, "When does your next meeting start?"
I smiled and said, "We have to be in the library at 1."
She grinned and said, "I have to be back at work at 1 too, and I've fantasized about you fucking me in your classroom." As she finished her sentence, she moved in front of me, pulled her skirt up a little and straddled my lap.
My hands instinctively went to her ass. She kissed me passionately and said, "I know I have to be quiet, but I need your cock "Mr. Rodgers."'
We both laughed and I said, "Well I think that can be arranged Abi." We began to kiss more and Abi began to grind herself into me, causing her to moan and me began to get hard. This went on for about 3 or 4 minutes until I was hard and had begun to work my kisses down her neck and onto her exposed chest.
I unbuttoned 2 more buttons and exposed Abi's white lace bralette. Abi has a smaller bust (34B) and has taken to wearing bralettes most of the time unless she's wearing something where she wants to push them up, today was no different. I reached behind her neck and pulled the top over her head, allowing me access to her ever sensitive nipples.
After I nibbled and sucked on her tits for a few moments, she pushed my head away and said, "Okay, that's enough of that, I need you."
I picked her up off my lap and sat her on the edge of my desk and began to undo my belt and pull my jeans down. I was expecting to receive a blow job, but Abi had other ideas. As I lifted my ass off the chair and my jeans came to rest around my ankles, Abi was pulling her panties down from under her skirt.
As she stood up from the desk and straddled me again saying, "This skirt, while tight, is very stretchy, let's see how much." She took my hard cock in her hand and guided it into her wet pussy as she eased down onto me. As our pelvises met, we both let out a sigh, I lifted the bottom of my hoodie up a little bit so she didn't get any of her juices on the bottom of it.
As Abi began to rock back and forth, riding my cock while grinding her clit against my pelvis, I kissed her and then focused on her neck and her breasts, causing her to let out little whimpers and moans as she fought to stay quiet. We kept this up for about 5 minutes as Abi neared orgasm, she bent down and whispered in my ear between moans, "Play with my ass please."
We have recently experimented a bit with ass play, Abi has no interest in anal, but a finger around her asshole and occasionally in it drives her nuts. I reached my hands around her a bit more and began to circle her asshole with my finger; this caused her to grind harder against me before burying her face in my neck as an orgasm washed over her.
As her orgasm subsided, she leaned back up and kissed me before catching her breath and saying, "Thank you, that was amazing."
I just kissed her back and we sat still for a moment, my cock still inside of her. I began to slightly push up into her, causing her to sigh. I looked over her shoulder at the clock seeing it read 12:35.
I stopped and said, "We had better hurry, unless you're going to torture me and make we wait to cum until after work?"
Abi looked at me and said, "Oh hell no. You finished on my face this morning, I need to feel your cum inside of me. It's just going to be an added bonus that I have to go back to work with your cum inside me"
I looked at her and said, "God I love you, but if you want it to stay inside, this position won't work."
She smiled and said, "I know that's why I want you to lay me on the desk." With that, Abi rose off my cock and slid back until she was sitting on my desk, pulling her skirt up further.
I stared at her freshly fucked, wet pussy for a moment and Abi said, "Are you just going to stare at it or are you going to use it?" With that I stood up, pushed her down so she was laying on the desk and slid my cock into her.
As I grabbed her hips for leverage, I began to thrust into her. I started with long, slow, and deep thrusts that she loves but I began to thrust harder and faster.
As I sped up my pace, Abi looked at me and between moans said, "There's no way I can be quiet, give me my panties!"
I reached down beside and handed her her panties that had been on my desk. She snatched them out of my hand and balled them up before shoving them in her mouth. She had never done that before, even when we had sex in a restaurant parking lot and to say it turned me on more was an understatement.
As I began to thrust harder and faster, Abi's moans began to increase in frequency and volume, even if they were muffled by her panties. We kept this up for another minute or two before I couldn't hold back any longer and I shoved my cock all the way and blew my cum all over the inside of her pussy.
As my cum hit the deepest part of her pussy, Abi's eyes rolled back in her head and her body began to shake as she came herself.
As both our orgasms subsided, Abi pulled her panties out of her mouth, and we both looked at each other and at the same time said, "Wow."
Abi grinned and said, "Pull out slowly, I don't want to lose a drop." I felt her grip her pussy around my cock (God bless kegels and other exercises) and I slowly pulled out. Once I was all the way out, Abi lifted her ass and legs up in the air and slipped her panties back on, keeping my cum deep inside her pussy.
I was standing there with my pants still around my ankles, steadying myself when Abi said, "You have to go in a few minutes, we can't have you going to your meeting with that mess on your cock. Come here." She spun around on the desk so her head was at the edge and she took my cock into her mouth, cleaning both of our juices off and then slowly rubbed my balls and made sure she got every drop of cum from me.
As she finished up she said, "There, all clean now." We both laughed because I was still hard as a rock, any softening had been negated by her mouth and hands.
She sat up on the desk, crossed her legs and fixed her bralette and top as I pulled my pants up, tucking my erection into the waistband like some teenager.
I looked at the clock and saw that it was 12:55 and said, "Shit, I've gotta get to the library!"
Abi just grinned and said, "Yeah, I don't think your boss would be as understanding as mine will be when I tell her why I'm late." We just giggled and walked out of the room, headed downstairs and she headed out the front doors as I headed to the meeting.
My meeting lasted the rest of the day so about two hours; within a half hour or so my cock had softened, but right around 2, I got a text from Abi that said this, "Hope you're doing okay, and weren't in trouble for getting to the meeting right as it started."
I responded, "Nope we started late so I was good to go, I hope you were too."
I got back, "LOL" and then "My pussy is absolutely soaked because of earlier, I love it and you!"
Before I could respond, another text came in saying, "Also, I'm not letting that second erection go to waste. When I told Erin why I was late, she suggested that since I've got your cum down my throat and in my pussy today, your next load needs to be all over my face, my tits, or all over my ass."
I sat there trying to come up with a response and before I could respond, I got back the devil emoji, and "I'll let you think on that the rest of the day, I have to work until 6 tonight, meet me at *favorite bar * and I'll let you know what I decide."
Let me tell you, the night didn't disapoint.
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The rest of the story after Abi delivered my laptop and we had sex in my classroom.
After she texted me during my meeting basically telling me she wanted fucked again, I was left thinking about fucking her, then, covering her with my cum, which hadn't happened yet other than the very first time we hooked up. To say I was horny the rest of the day was an understatement. I wrapped up things at school, headed to the gym like usual, ran home, showered and headed to our favorite bar at 6 like Abi told me too.
When I got there, I found the parking lot was completely full, so I had to park about a block away on the other side of a park that is in the neighborhood. I went in and found a booth in the back corner, and gave a waitress an order for an appetizer, my usual beer and a glass of wine for Abi. I texted Abi, "Been thinking about your last text all day, got a booth and ordered. Back wall."
A minute or two later I got back, "Good, that's what I was hoping for. We are just about there."
I figured Erin must be joining us, so I asked the waitress to bring a martini over for her. About 6:25-6:30, my suspicions were confirmed because Abi and Erin both walked in. I signaled for them, and they both came over. Abi was still wearing the same outfit from earlier with the addition of a purple sweater and Erin was wearing a black, loose flowing skirt that hugged her hips and ass before opening up as it reached her knees, along with a light pink button-down blouse that had clearly been opened a button or two because there was no way that Erin would expose that much cleavage in court or with clients.
As I greeted Erin with a hug and Abi with a kiss, Erin said, "Hey stud, thanks for the drink."
We all laughed, and I responded, "Not a problem, we should sit before blocking anymore traffic."
We all sat down, me sliding in with Abi beside me, and Erin across from us. We spent the next hour talking about school, the cases the firm was handling, Abi's pre-law classes, and other things. When our meal came, we settled in to eating and continuing to talk about a whole host of topics. Just as we were finishing, Abi said, "Hey babe, can you hand me my phone out of my purse."
I turned to her purse that was between me and the wall; when I opened it up, I noticed her phone right on top, but when I removed it, I noticed what looked like her panties and bralette from earlier were balled up in there to. I handed her her phone and gave her an inquisitive look. Before Abi could respond, Erin leaned across the table and said, "She's decided where you're going to cum, I told her easy access is always the best policy."
I just smiled and nodded, and Abi soflty added, "Yeah, I want your cum all over my tits. Plus, my panties are soaked from earlier."
I said just loud enough that both women could hear, "Well when a smokeshow shows up and wants fucked on your desk, it is only natural to cum a ton."
This caused both women to laugh before Erin said, "You two are so great together, I bet it would have been a sight to see you bending her over your desk."
Abi said, "Actually, I rode him, then he laid me on his desk and fucked me until he filled me up."
Erin smiled and said, "Well that makes more sense considering how many times I saw you run to the restroom today to wipe the cum that was running down her legs off."
I smiled and looked offended before saying, "Abi, you told her about our escapades?"
This caused all three of us to laugh before Abi said, "Why of course, I had to explain why I was a little late coming back from lunch."
We continued with another drink and more conversation and laughs that were sexually charged or laced with inuendo. At one point, Abi complained about being warm from laughing and the wine causing her to take off her sweater. It was then, the lack of bralette was apparent. Abi's perky tits were looking wonderful, and you could faintly see her nipples pushing against the fabric. The talking and now seeing her nipples caused me to begin to get hard.
As we finished our drink, Abi said, "Okay, if I laugh any harder, I'm going to pee myself. I need to go to the ladies room, maybe I'll get the rest of your cum cleaned up this time."
As Abi stood up, I pinched her ass which caused Erin to giggle and Abi to whip around and say, "Later buster!"
We all laughed and as she moved towards the restroom, Erin stood up and said, "I think I'll join you. Jack, order us another round."
As the women walked away, I looked at my phone and noticed that it was almost 9:30 which is later than Abi and I are normally out, but it was a Friday, so who cares. I ordered another round which arrived just as the ladies returned. As they got settled back into the booth, they were giggling like schoolgirls, and I finally asked, "What is so damn funny between you two?"
Abi kept giggling but Erin managed to choke out, "We get in the bathroom, and we are alone. Abi said from the stall next to me, "Holy Shit, he came so much, there is some still leaking out!" So that is what's so funny!" This launched both into more giggles until they finally calmed down after a few minutes.
As we finished up our last round over the next half hour or so, there were more giggles and chatting about everything. As 10 hit, Erin looked at her watch then looked at me and said, "Well Jack, you have some business to take care of, we better cash out. Tonight's on me."
Abi and I tried to protest but Erin was having none of it. As we got up and gathered our things, Abi dropped her sweater, when she reached down to pick it up, her skirt rode up a bit, just exposing the bottom of her ass. As I stood up behind her, I said, "If you keep that shit up, we aren't going to make it home."
Abi turned her head and smiled saying, "Well that wouldn't be so bad, good thing Erin took me home and dropped my car. Now we just have your truck."
As we followed Erin out of the bar, she said, "Jack I think I'm parked right behind you. Used to be the other way around." This caused me to laugh but launched Erin and Abi into another fit of giggles.
Erin and Abi walked ahead of me and as we got halfway through the park, we came to the gazebo that is used in the summer for weddings and small concerts. As we came up to it, the ladies stopped and Abi does her best pouting face and says, "Jack baby, I don't want to wait until we get home. The gazebo is so cute, will you fuck me in it?"
I stopped and kind of looked around and said, "Are you serious? Someone else could come walking through here."
Before Abi could say another word, Erin responded, "Well the gazebo is elevated, I could be your lookout?"
Abi stepped towards me and as she palmed my crotch she said, "Yeah baby, Erin can be our look out." She stepped back and undid a button on her blouse, exposing more of her breasts, then said, "Don't you want to cover these in another huge load of your cum?
I looked around again and said, "Well fucking you outside was fun the last time, okay, you convinced me."
Abi and Erin both smiled, and I followed them towards the gazebo. As we climbed the stairs and got "inside," I noticed that the inside was ringed with wooden benches and part of the gazebo was right against the bushes and shrubbery. We all looked at each other and I finally said, "Erin you probably need to stay in this area so you can see the path and Abi, we are going over there." As I gestured towards the wooded side.
Erin moved to the bench closest to the opening and sat down in a relaxed pose that made it seem like it was someone just enjoying the nice weather. I grabbed Abi's hand pulling her to the other side. We reached the other side and I pulled her into a tight embrace before kissing her hard and passionately. Abi pulled away and dropped to her knees, she unbuckled my pants pulling them and my boxers down to expose my hard cock.
As she lightly stroked it, she said, "Well looks like someone isn't TOO worried about being caught." Before I could respond she took the head of my cock into her mouth and began to suck firmly on my cock as she worked her way down. She sucked my cock for a minute or to before stopping.
As she stood up, she grinned and said, "Let's face it, neither one of us just wants me to suck your cock, we both want it in my pussy."
I smiled and said, "Damn right, bend over and hold on to the bench." Abi moved about a foot and bent over, exposing her ass to me. I moved behind her, gave her ass a light slap and lifted her skirt up to expose her naked ass and pussy. I slipped a finger between her legs and found her pussy wet.
I asked her, "Is that left over from earlier, or are you just that horny?"
Abi replied, "I'm so fucking horny right now. I haven't had panties on since we got to the bar, the cool air all night has made it even worse!"
I grinned, took my cock into my hand and slid it into her pussy. As soon as I got all the way in, I began to slide out and thrust in and out of her. Abi began to softly moan as I reached the perfect pace. I was using her hips for leverage and was using long full strokes. This had gone on for a few moments when I heard another moan that was not Abi's.
Abi must have heard it too because we both looked to our left and found Erin failing at being our lookout. Instead, she was looking right at us with the front of her skirt around her waist, working her fingers in and out of her pussy.
With a pause in my thrusting, Abi smiled and said, "Some look out you are, miss voyeur."
Erin smiled and said, "Don't mind me, I'm just enjoying show."
Abi looked at Erin, then back at me and said, "Well let's give her a show."
Taking that as my cue, I began to thrust into Abi again, working back up to the pace I was at. As I thrusted, I heard Erin say, "Look at me you two!" Abi and I both looked at Erin as she plunged her fingers faster and deeper into her pussy.
As I started to speed up, Abi said between moans, "Remember...to..cum...on..my..tits." I nodded and began to fuck Abi harder, pulling her to me as I thrusted.
As I felt myself getting close, I pulled out of Abi and told her, "I can't hold much longer." She moved away from me, laid down on the bench and unbuttoned her blouse all the way, opening it up exposing her naked breasts. Her nipples were hard, looking like pencil erasers from the sex and the cool night air.
As she laid there, Abi moaned, "Get over here and cum on my tits!"
As I stepped towards her and began stroking my cock, I heard a heavy sigh and turned just as Erin orgasmed. Seeing her shake with orgasm only made me harder and within another 7-10 strokes, I felt my own orgasm erupt and looked down as I shot 5-6 large spurts of cum all over Abi's tits.
My orgasm subsided Abi looked at me and smiled and said, "Perfect."
A I caught my breath, I noticed Erin coming up towards us and she said, "No one is coming, Jack go look out, I'm going to clean her up." I grabbed Abi's sweater and wiped my cock of before pulling my pants back up and moving to where Erin had originally been.
As I got over there, I see Erin kneel down beside Abi and begin to lick my cum off of her tits. This caused Abi giggle and moan a bit. After about 30 seconds, Erin stood up and goes, "all better, time to get dressed dear."
Erin walked over to me as Abi stood up and adjusted her clothing so we could head towards the vehicles. Erin reached me, gave me a kiss on the cheek and said, "Thanks for that, I know your hers, but the taste of your cum is something I missed."
I nodded and said, "Why do I have a feeling you all planned this?"
As Abi approached, she said, "That's none of your business. I don't see you complaining."
We left the gazebo and reached the cars in another 2-3 minutes. We said goodbye to Erin and got in my truck.
We headed towards home, and I said, "I'm sorry you didn't cum."
She smiled and said, "That's okay. You've cum three times today, I think I am into double digits. Plus, it's a little bit of a drive home, you focus on the road."
As we got out of the main part of the city, I noticed Abi shuffling and looked over to her pulling her skirt completely off.
I said, "Whatcha doing?"
She responded, "Well it is another 10 minutes home, I figure I can orgasm 2 times between now and then. Then we can shower and go to bed when we get home."
With that she began to focus a finger on her clit before slipping two fingers into her pussy. By the time we reached home, she had proven herself wrong, she came 3 more times.
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Everything I have posted to date are true stories of my life, the only thing changed are the names. I will continue to post those as what I call exciting things happen. One night after sex with my girlfriend Abi, we started talking about fantasies and imagination things. I told her about something that came to my mind after reading 50 Shades of Grey. After we talked about it, she encouraged me to write it down as a longer story and submit it here. This is part 1 of that story, there is at least one other part, and could be more depending on reception and where my imagination goes. Any feedback is appreciated! This is purely fiction and any resemblance to anyone, or events is purely coincidental. Thanks in advance for reading!
***
Ch. 1-Wednesday
Sarah Bixby walked from the dressing room towards the stage where she could hear the crowd getting louder as her guitarist Brad began to hit the opening chords of her latest single. Sarah jogged up the stage steps and was greeted by bright lights and a screaming crowd. As she reached center stage she said, "Good evening, Chicago!" This caused the crowd to cheer louder and with her trademark smile, she launched into the song.
Sarah is the lead singer of the rising country band "Biloxi Broncos." It was made up of Sarah and her best friend Amanda Bronson. The two had met while attending Ole Miss, singing open mic nights at bars before deciding to see what would happen if they tried to go big. They cut a small demo tape in the music school's studio and sent it to record labels in Nashville. They didn't hear anything for months and figured it was a bust, but they kept singing in bars. One night, a record scout happened to be in the bar they were singing in, heard the pair and spoke with them after the show. He found a copy of their demo tape when he returned to Nashville, called the pair, and had them cut a record.
That record was 2 years ago and produced 3 singles and was certified gold. Now 2 years later, they were about two-thirds through a summer/fall tour which had been an incredible success and was on the verge of making them the next big thing in country music, they had even sold out the show in Chicago. With the end of the show in Chicago, Biloxi Broncos had another 4 weeks and 12 shows to go.
Thinking of this as she talked to her assistant/manager/friend Morgan, Sarah couldn't help but feel a bit overwhelmed. At 26, She was just a girl from a town in the middle of nowhere southern Mississippi who could sing and occasionally play a guitar. Morgan had been hired by the record company, but they had hit it off immediately and over the last 2 years, they had become almost like sisters.
As they left the venue on Sarah and Amanda's bus and headed towards the hotel, Morgan's phone rang, and when she checked the number on her Apple Watch, she was surprised to see the name "Brandon Baker" appear. Morgan smiled, excused herself towards the back of the bus and answered, "Double B, what's up man?"
"Not much, just wrapping up things before fall break."
Morgan responded, "Holy shit, I can't believe it is almost the end of October and you've been back to school for 2 months. How are things going?"
"Well that is why I'm calling. Remember when you asked me to come visit this summer and I couldn't because of training? I was wondering if I could take you up on the offer of coming to hang out for a few days? I'm teaching 2 new classes this year and I'm dead and need a break. I understand if you're too busy with the tour."
Morgan cut him off, "Of course you're welcome to come hang out! I know you like the music and we are getting ready to swing south."
"That sounds great, I looked up the schedule before I called and I know the band was just in Chicago, would it work if I met you all in Cincinnati in a couple of days?"
"That would be perfect! We do Cincinnati, then Charlottesville, VA, and then Virginia Beach to round out the weekend, if that works for you?
Brandon agreed to that, and Morgan said, "Send me a picture of your driver's license so I can get all the passes and things taken care of so you're cleared through security."
Thanks Morgan, I really appreciate this. Seeya soon."
After they hung up, Morgan moved back towards the front of the bus. As she sat down, Sarah said, "Who was that Morgan, your booty call for the night?" This caused all three women to burst into laughter.
Morgan threw a pillow at Sarah, "NO! That was a good friend from college named Brandon. He is a teacher who is getting ready to go on fall break and I had been trying to convince him to come out to see me and you all this summer and he is finally taking me up on it."
Amanda piped up. "So, it IS a booty call, just a long distance, delayed one!" This caused the women to all laugh again.
As the laughter died down, Morgan said, "Not at all, he is like a brother to me and helped me through some stuff right after we graduated. Strictly platonic, even if he is cute."
As the bus pulled into the hotel for the night, Morgan was back on her phone, coordinating everything for the departure the next day and also getting the ball rolling on Brandon's credentials.
Ch. 2-Thursday
Brandon Baker woke up the morning after he had called Morgan to plan to come visit her during the tour she was working on. Brandon had met Morgan during their junior year at Rutgers, Brandon majoring in education and Morgan in marketing. One of Brandon's friends was dating a girl who was part of the equestrian team and Morgan was a member of that team. Brandon had been roped into going to a formal for the team, so they ran in the same circles. After the formal, Brandon and Morgan became closer and while they had gone out on a couple dates, short of one kiss on date two, nothing ever came of it, and they figured out they wanted different things and were better off as friends.
As Brandon got ready for school, he thought about how the break would be much needed and it would be great to see Morgan for the first time in over a year. Sure, texts and Zoom talks were great, but actually hanging out was something different. An added perk was that Morgan was working for a band that Brandon had seen at festival and began following when they were "nobodies," but now were hitting it big; it couldn't be avoided that the lead singer, Sarah Bixby was one of the most beautiful women Brandon had ever seen. Listening to Morgan tell stories and talk about her, Brandon had developed a stupid schoolboy crush.
When Brandon got to school, he made it through his morning classes and headed to the teacher's lounge for lunch with his buddy Matt. When he got there, he warmed his lunch up and then started to look for airline tickets for the weekend. He finally found one that wouldn't break the bank from Newark to Cincinnati that would allow him to leave school, get to Cincinnati and then get to the amphitheater before the Biloxi Broncos went on. He then found a ticket that would leave from Virginia Beach Monday afternoon, putting him back home Monday evening to prepare for class Tuesday.
As he hit "Buy," and put away his wallet, Matt stopped stuffing his face and said, "What the hell are you buying now?"
Brandon laughed, "I'm heading on a multi-state trip to see my friend Morgan and the band she works with this weekend."
"She the hot chick that friendzoned you in college?"
Brandon shook his head, "Dude, we've been over this, we decided mutually we were better as friends. I wanted to settle down and she wanted to be able travel and do whatever she wanted."
Matt huffed and then said, "If you say so, at least she's working for that band with the hot singer and guitarist, so good eye candy."
Brandon laughed and changed the subject, but he couldn't help but think that Matt was right about the two band members Matt mentioned.
***
As the day ended Brandon texted Morgan with his travel plans. Morgan responded back, "That is perfect! We will have plenty of time to hang out, plus that gives us basically a full day to enjoy the beach on Sunday, and even a little bit of time on Monday before you fly back."
Brandon responded, "Sounds great. I don't know how this rock star thing works; how will we or I get around?"
Morgan sent back the laughing emoji, "They are country stars. LOL. I've been riding on the bus with Sarah and Amanda, I'll ask them if they care if you steal one of the other bunks."
Brandon texted back, "I don't want to intrude and can rent a car and just drive it, not a big deal."
After a couple of hours, Morgan texted back, "Nonsense! They both said that it's fine, Amanda can move her shoes to the tour trailer."
Brandon texted back, "Pass on my thanks until I get there and can thank them in person."
Ch. 3-Friday
Brandon made it through the day and was completely exhausted; a test in each of his AP classes and an essay in the class he taught at the community college had kicked his ass. He got to the airport on time, got through security and boarded his flight. He slept through the majority of the flight and 2 and a half hours later after changing clothes in the airport bathroom, he was walking towards the doors, looking for Morgan.
As he neared the doors, he saw a tall guy in t-shirt and jeans holding a sign like in the movies that said "Brandon Baker." A little confused, Brandon approached the guy, "Hey, my name is Brandon Baker, did Morgan Statler send you?"
The guy smiled and said, "Hi Brandon, I'm Max. Ms. Statler is dealing with a small fire about Ms. Bixby's outfit for the show tonight and she sent me to get you." They shook hands and headed out to the cell phone lot where they got into a small Ford Focus and zipped out of the airport, heading towards the Ohio side of the river and Riverbend Music Center.
Max and Brandon made small talk during the short 20-minute ride from the airport to the venue, discovering they had a lot of the same interests, like exercising, hiking, fishing, and camping. They bypassed the lines of cars getting into the venue lot as Max flashed a pass. As they neared the back of the venue, Brandon said, "Damn, there are a lot of people coming in tonight."
"Yeah, apparently we sold this show out too."
As they parked the car, Max handed Brandon his passes and said, "Ms. Statler said you're going to be joining us for a few days, if you want to work out, or go for a run, get ahold of me. There's weight equipment on the tour trailer." Brandon thanked Max and as he walked away, Max said, "I'll take your backpack and put it on the ladies' bus, they are already in the dressing room." Max pointed Brandon towards the stage and said, "You can find Ms. Statler over there."
Brandon walked through a door and curtain and after showing his pass to the large security guard, he asked where Morgan was. After the guard pointed him further backstage, he heard her giving directions before he saw her due to the darkness.
As she caught sight of him, Morgan squealed, "BRANDON!!!" and ran up to him wrapping him in a big hug. She apologized for not picking him up, "Sarah never has clothes issues but the shirt she was going to wear tonight somehow got a stain on it, so we had to find a new one."
Brandon laughed and told her it was no big deal. At that same time, Brandon noticed more people moving towards the stage; he and Morgan stepped back, and Morgan said, "OH, I guess it is show time, here they come."
As Brandon watched, the members of the stage band came through the curtain Brandon had 5 minutes earlier shaking hands and high fiving everyone. Sarah and Amanda brought up the rear and stopped in front of Morgan and Brandon.
Sarah looked at Brandon and smiled before saying in her Mississippi accent, "You must be Brandon, glad you could join us, Morgan talks about you all the time! This is Amanda."
After short introductions, the first cords of the show opener were starting and Sarah said as she walked away, "Thanks for the new shirt, Morgan, it fits great and is very flattering!"
As they walked on stage, Brandon looked at Morgan and said, "As a guy, I agree with her."
Morgan slapped Brandon on the shoulder, "Come on, let's go watch the show."
They walked towards the stage wing just as Sarah started singing one of their first singles. Over the next two hours, Brandon was simply amazed at the intricacy of the live show from behind the scenes and how captivating Sarah and the rest of the band were. Towards the end of the show, Sarah even brought up a little girl up on stage with her to sing a little bit of the latest single, bringing a smile to her face and to the faces of everyone else in the venue.
As the encore began to wind down, Morgan told Brandon, "Okay, let's get on the bus, we normally try to get out fast, so we don't have to deal with traffic getting out."
They hurriedly walked back down the ramp, off the stage, down to the busses, and boarded a red and silver 45ft tour bus. As they climbed the stairs, they were welcomed by the driver George who told Morgan where Brandon's bag ended up and then sat down and began to do final checks before leaving.
Morgan told Brandon to have a seat on the couch right behind George's seat and she began to root through the kitchen. She got out two bottles of Gatorade, grabbed a couple of beers out of the fridge before handing him one. As she sat down, Amanda and Sarah came up the steps saying hello to George and then sitting down, grabbing the Gatorades Morgan pulled out.
As the bus began to move, Sarah and Amanda stood on the bus steps waving to fans leaving the venue. Once the bus exited the venue lot, Sarah said to Brandon, "Well Brandon, have you ever seen anything like this?"
Brandon laughed, "Well not from this side of things, normally I'm the one in the parking lot."
The four of them laughed and began to settle down and relax as they made their way towards the next tour stop in Charlottesville, VA.
Ch. 4
As the bus rolled across southern Ohio, Brandon, Morgan, Sarah, and Amanda chatted about the show, life on the road and how teaching is so different from being a touring musician. After about an hour and hitting some construction that slowed them to a crawl, and downing 3 beers, Brandon asked, "I'm sorry but where is the bathroom?"
Sarah laughed and looked at Morgan, "You didn't give him a tour of the bus?"
"No, we watched all the encore and then ran out to the bus right before you all came off stage."
Sarah shook her head, "Tsk, Tsk. Come on Brandon, I'll give you the grand tour."
Brandon stood up and followed Sarah to the back of the bus, admiring her ass in her bejeweled jeans. Sarah was incredibly beautiful, standing about 5'8 with blonde hair, a light natural tan, an athletic frame, and curves in all the right places. Luckily, she was in front of him so she couldn't see him staring. Sarah turned as Brandon averted his gaze as they reached the end of the "lounge" and pointed, "The bathroom is right here."
"I'll be quick, then we can continue the grand tour." This elicited a laugh from Sarah. Brandon entered the bathroom that wasn't much more than a closet with a cabinet, small sink, toilet, and a tight shower stall. Brandon hurriedly peed while thinking to himself, "This can't be real! I'm on the tour bus of a major band, getting a tour from the stunning lead singer." Brandon washed his hands and exited, "There isn't much room in there is there?"
Sarah laughed, "No, we normally have a hotel to stay in and that just gets used for potty breaks on the road, brushing teeth, and the occasional shower like tonight when we are driving all night. Now, let's see the rest."
The pair walked through a curtain, and they were in a hallway with 2 bunks on each side. "The one on the left is Morgan's and the one right here is for you. Hope you're not claustrophobic." She pulled back the curtain to expose basically a narrow twin-size bed with about 24in of head room.
Brandon noticed that his backpack had been placed on the bed with a note saying that the bed lifted where he could store his stuff underneath. "Thanks, It'll be like staying at Boy Scout camp again."
Sarah laughed and said, "Of course you were a Boy Scout. They are always gentlemen and cute dorks."
From the front of the bus, they heard Amanda call out, "Don't show him my room, it is a mess!"
As they walked to a final curtain, Sarah said, "She's a little bit of a neat freak, there's probably her pajamas on the floor or something silly."
They both laughed as Sarah opened the door which exposed a small hallway to the right and door to the left. The door on the left Sarah said was Amanda's and down the hallway was her room. They walked down the narrow hall about 8 feet and ended with a door. Sarah opened the door and they walked into a room that ran horizontal across the back of the bus.
Sarah looked at Brandon and said, "Tada, this is my room." The room was only about 6 feet wide and had a full-size bed running the length of the back wall with a dresser/cabinets above the bed. "Amanda's is the same concept, it's just turned 90 degrees.
Brandon looked around, "Very cozy, more room than what I have." He winked at her which caused her to laugh and playfully push him. Brandon thought to himself that she may be flirting, but she also was just a very friendly person, so she probably wasn't.
Sarah sat on the bed and removed her cowboy boots off with a groan, "That feels better. Come on let's go back out and figure out the pecking order for showers tonight, I'm not waiting until we get to Virginia in like 8 hours."
As the pair moved back towards the bus, Amanda was coming out of her room, "I'm going to shower and head to bed."
Sarah looked at Brandon and said, "Well that answers part of that question."
Brandon responded, "Well I'll go last since I have had the easiest day; you and Morgan can duke it out for next."
Sarah said, "No, no, no I always shower last on the bus because I get the rest of the hot water."
This caused both to laugh as they entered the front lounge. They found Morgan sitting on the couch. They sat down and enjoyed another drink, about 10 minutes later Amanda came out of the bathroom and yelled "Next! Goodnight all."
Morgan stood up and said, "If you two don't mind, I'm going to go next and then go to bed, it's been a long day, I'm not used to shopping before a show."
Brandon and Sarah continued to talk about how Sarah got into the music business and cleared up all the random rumors that Brandon had read online. Not that he believed them, but Sarah was a good sport and laughed at all the stupid rumors. After about 10 minutes, Morgan popped out of the bathroom, "Brandon you're up! We don't deny Sarah the last shower of the night."
Brandon stood up and laughed, "Well apparently the time limit is 10 minutes, so I'll make it quick."
Sarah nodded, "Alrighty, I'm not going anywhere."
Brandon walked back to his bunk and found his toiletries bag, a pair of shorts, boxers, and a t-shirt. As he was gathering everything, Morgan pulled her curtain back and said, "Thanks for coming out, I hope this is relaxing and fun for you, even if it is a little chaotic."
"Thanks again for inviting me, if tonight is any indication, it's going to be perfect."
As Brandon approached the bathroom, he noticed that Sarah had pulled out a guitar and was softly strumming while jotting something down on a notepad. Keeping to his word, Brandon was in and out of the bathroom in about 10 minutes. As he came back out, Sarah was still strumming away, she looked up and smiled at him. Brandon smiled back and told her the bathroom was all hers.
Sarah put the guitar away and headed towards her room to get her pajamas and toiletries. As she walked into the bathroom, she noticed that Brandon had sat down on the couch and was talking to George. For the first time she really noticed that Morgan was right, he was attractive; about 6'2, an athletic but not buff body, a short dark haircut, and a short beard. As Sarah undressed and climbed into the shower, she thought about how it was so nice to talk to a guy that wasn't in awe of her stardom and genuinely seemed interested in listening to her.



As she shut the water off and began to dry off, she thought to herself that she was just being crazy, a country singer would never fit in with a smart teacher who also taught college courses in the evening, nor would he want to deal with the road life she lived. As Sarah exited the bathroom and turned towards her room, she decided that she wasn't quite ready to go to bed even though it was past midnight and she noticed that Brandon was sitting on the couch closest to George and chatting with him while typing away on a laptop.
While responding to emails Brandon heard Sarah say, "Want some company for a bit?"
Brandon looked up, seeing Sarah standing before him barefoot, in a pair of red and white checkered pajama pants, and a red tank top that showed just a hint of cleavage. Brandon smiled at her, "Sure, I'm just responding to some emails and messages from my students. Even on fall break, the life of a teacher never ends." This caused them both to laugh and Sarah grabbed them each a bottle of water before settling down on the opposite end of the couch.
Ch. 5
For the next hour, Sarah and Brandon chatted about Brandon's job. As Brandon told her stories of school, they both laughed rather loudly causing Morgan to call out from her bunk, "Would you two be quiet!" This caused them both and even George to laugh, so they scooted closer so they wouldn't have to talk so loudly.
It was during this conversation that Sarah mentioned that she had been majoring in librarian sciences with the goal of becoming a school librarian. She had a semester left when the first single hit it big and catapulted her and Amanda to stardom. She had to make the decision to follow the dream of being a singer or to finish school. She remarked, "Obviously, we can see what I chose."
By this point Sarah was sitting cross legged on the couch while Brandon leaned against the armrest as they chatted. Brandon noticed that Sarah spoke rather solemnly about her decision to leave school and giving up her major to become a star. Without thinking, Brandon put a hand on Sarah's knee and said, "Well you don't tour all year round, there are all kinds of online programs that you can finish your degree in. I think you'd be a great librarian."
Sarah looked at Brandon's hand then looked him in the eye, smiled and said, "Thanks for that but you just met me, how would you know?"
Brandon realized that he probably should move his hand, he moved it then said, "Sorry about that. I saw that collection of books in your room, I've seen paparazzi pictures of you reading on beaches and I saw how you interacted with that little girl on stage; that isn't faked, its real."
Sarah blushed, "The hand was no big deal, it was comforting. Sometimes being on the road is lonely when it comes to talking about feelings and "what ifs" this doesn't work out."
They sat in silence for a few minutes as Brandon finished up an email. As Brandon shut his laptop, he said "Shit it is 1:30, I'm exhausted. I'm going to bed."
Sarah grinned, "Wow, time flies when you're having fun. George, do you need anything before we leave you alone?"
George responded, "If you can hand me another diet Coke, I will be good. I'll probably stop about 4-4:30 and go to the bathroom." Sarah handed him a Diet Coke from the fridge, George thanked her and added, "According to the GPS, now that we've cleared the construction, we should be to Charlottesville around 8 in the morning."
Brandon and Sarah both thanked George and as Sarah flipped the lights off, she and Brandon moved towards the back of the bus. Brandon pulled back his curtain and climbed into his bunk, and started looking for an outlet to plug his phone in. Sarah stopped and giggled saying, "Problem?"
"I'm looking for an outlet to plug my phone into."
Sarah giggled and whispering said, "Lay down and I'll show you. We don't want to wake up princess Morgan."
Brandon laid on his back chuckling and Sarah leaned over him plugging his phone charger into an outlet tucked behind a small shelf. Brandon wasn't focused on the phone, but rather the view he had down the front of Sarah's shirt. Brandon could tell that Sarah had on a sports bra that was giving her the subtle cleavage that he had seen before. He had seen pictures of her in a bikini, and he could tell she had great tits, but here they were, 6 inches from his face. As Sarah leaned back into the hallway, it was clear she caught him staring.
Sarah blushed and quickly smiled, "Goodnight Brandon, thanks for talking to me tonight." With that, she was through the back door and heading towards her room.
***
As Brandon shut his curtain and turned off the bunk light, he was kicking himself as much as he could in the tiny bunk. He thought to himself, "Seriously dude, she was just trying to be helpful, then she catches you staring down her top." The other proverbial voice then chimed in, "Dude there is no way that she did that by accident, she could have just pointed." These different thoughts ran back and forth in Brandon's mind for the next 10 minutes. As much as he tried to push them out of his brain, the mental image of Sarah's beautiful breasts kept popping into his brain, causing his 8in cock to begin to harden under the covers.
Brandon growled softly and rolled over facing the exterior wall of the bus. His final thoughts before drifting off to sleep were, "Dude you she probably thinks you're a total creep, you have to apologize in the morning."
***
As Sarah reached her bedroom, she pulled her tank top off and changed into a pair of gym shorts before crawling into bed. As she laid there, she couldn't stop thinking about the moment on the couch and then the moment helping Brandon find the outlet.
She thinks to herself, "Wow, his hand on my knee felt so nice. He really seems like a sincere guy who really cares about people. I wonder if he felt that spark too?" She shook her head before saying aloud, "Come on Sarah, get it together, he is just a nice guy who saw a sad person, and wanted to help."
Then her mind flashed to her leaning over him and catching him looking down her top. She pulled her blankets down a bit so she could look down at her own breasts. She cupped her 36C breasts inside the constraints of her sports bra and thought to herself, "Well they are pretty nice, no wonder he was staring." This caused her to grin and then she noticed that she was feeling herself begin to get turned on.
She pulled the blankets back up and sighed, remembering the last time she had had sex. It had been 3 months prior when she slept with her now ex-boyfriend, who she discovered was cheating on her shortly after she hit the road for this tour. She flipped the lights off and drifted off to sleep as the familiar hum and vibration of the bus engine lulled her to sleep.
Ch. 6-Saturday
The next thing Brandon knows, he wakes up and checks his phone reading "10:45." He sits up quickly, "Shit, I didn't plan to sleep so late." As he sits up, he remembers that he is in a bunk as he hits his head on the bunk above him.; "Fuck!" As he shakes off the pain in his head, he slides open the curtain and he sees that Morgan's bunk is open with a neatly made bunk.
Remembering that he is sharing a bus with three women, Brandon tucks his morning wood into the waistband of his shorts, swings his legs onto the floor and makes his way to the bathroom. As he makes his way into the front lounge, he sees George sitting on the couch reading a magazine while a TV played SportsCenter in the background. George looks up and shakes his head, "We were wondering when you were going to be joining the land of the living."
Brandon huffs as he goes into the restroom and relieves himself, then washing his hand he exits the bathroom and asks George, "Where is everyone?"
"Well Sarah and Morgan are out on their normal run after breakfast and soundcheck and Amanda went with one of the assistants into downtown Charlottesville to do a little shopping."
Brandon shook his head and walked towards the fridge to get a bottle of water before joining George on the couch to catch up on the football scores from the night before. They made small talk about George's life as a driver for different bands, but he confessed that he liked touring with Amanda and Sarah because they are polite and don't make a mess of things like other bands and stars he had driven. Their conversation was interrupted by a series of 4 beeps from the door as it opened, Morgan and Sarah came up the steps.
Morgan came into sight first, wearing a pair of black Nike running shorts, and a matching black Nike sports bra with the Nike check right in the middle. Brandon had seen Morgan in a bikini plenty of times on spring break and other times, and while she was beautiful, his eyes were immediately drawn to Sarah. Sarah was wearing what Brandon thought was the white sports bra from the night before and a pair of red Under Armour running shorts. Even sweaty, Sarah was stunning; her sports bra, full with her breasts contrasted against her tan skin, her shorts showing off her tanned and toned legs, finally her hair held back with a black band was one of the sexiest things Brandon had ever seen. Once again, he realized he was staring and snapped out of it as he heard Sarah speak.
"Aww, someone finally got out of bed, did I keep you up too late last night?"
Morgan looked between Brandon and Sarah, "Wait, what the hell happened last night?"
Before Brandon could say anything, Sarah laughed, "Nothing, we just stayed up until like 1:30 talking."
Brandon just laughed, "Yeah, Sarah got to hear about all the stupid shit my kids are pulling already. She was laughing pretty good, that caused you to yell at us."
Morgan just huffed, "Alright Alright."
Sarah laughed at the two friends bickering like siblings before she interjects, "While you two get it figured out, I'm going to put a shirt on and go do my mic check. Then we going to head to the hotel for the night?"
Morgan grabbed her phone off the counter and after scrolling, "Yep, we are booked at Omni tonight, it's about a 10-minute drive from here, I'll get a car rounded up."
As Sarah reemerged from her room she said, "That sounds good, I'll just shower at the hotel before we explore downtown."
Brandon laughed, made a disgusted face, "If we are sharing a car, you're riding in the back with the windows down to blow the stink and sweat off!"
Sarah feigned offense, "I'm a lady, I glisten, not sweat"
As Sarah exited the bus, they all laughed, and she turned and winked at Brandon.
Leaving just Morgan and Brandon as George left also, Morgan said, "You two seem to be getting along."
"She's a sweet girl and incredibly genuine, not what you expect out of a music star."
Morgan shook her head and said, "You know me better than that, I wouldn't work with or for an airhead, but you're right she is. Now pack some clothes in your backpack for the night. I'm going to shower because I sure as hell do stink."
As Morgan headed towards the shower and Brandon gathered some clothes for the night, Morgan stopped, "Brandon, I don't even know why I'm saying this because you're a great guy, but she's got a tender heart, be good."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Dude, she told me about the "moment" you had on the couch last night and she talked about how compassionate and empathetic you were, I don't want anyone to get hurt."
With that she entered the bathroom, leaving Brandon speechless. Brandon thought to himself, "Well maybe she was flirting with me. I still need to apologize to her for the bunk thing."
His thoughts were interrupted by Sarah coming back on the bus,, "Let's go man, Morgan doesn't take long to get ready, and I want to get to the hotel and take a shower where I can shave my legs in comfort!"
With a laugh Sarah headed back to pack her things, leaving Brandon to pack the remainder of his.
Ch. 7
After getting to the hotel, Brandon, Sarah, and Morgan all got on the elevator and headed to the 5th floor where their rooms were booked. Brandon was handed his key and went ahead into his room while Sarah and Morgan went to theirs. Brandon was greeted by a king size bed, a small sitting area, and a large bathroom. It was one of the nicest hotel rooms he had ever been in; he thought to himself, "Man hanging out with music stars has perks."
His thoughts were interrupted by a knock at the door that connected his room to the next. He walked over and opened it as the knocking continued, Brandon said loudly as he opened the door, "Okay Morgan I'm coming!!" When he opened the door though, he wasn't greeted by Morgan, but rather Sarah.
She smiled at him, "Hey door buddy!"
Brandon laughed, "Sorry about that, I figured I'd share a wall with Morgan, but I'll take you any day, I don't think you snore." This caused them both to laugh before Brandon continued, "Hey while it's just us talking, I wanted to apologize for staring last night while you were helping with the charger, that wasn't cool. I'm sure you get ogled at enough and I don't want to be that type of person."
Sarah blushed, "Well thank you, but the apology is unnecessary. After hearing about you from Morgan and talking to you last night, I don't think you're the type that just stares at girl's tits. I do appreciate the compliment from a cute guy though and insistence on the apology, just confirms what I already thought about you.
Brandon smiled softly, "So we good?"
Sarah smiled and suddenly closed the gap between them, wrapping her arms around Brandon's neck in a hug and said, "We were never not good."
Brandon, unsure what to do, wrapped his arms around her thin waist, hugging her back. They stayed that way for about a minute before Sarah loosened her grip and pulled back and said, "Okay, now I'm going to enjoy a real shower where I can shave my legs in comfort. I want to wear a dress on stage tonight."
As she let go, Brandon said, "Yeah you should do that, your sweaty and do stink. Excuse me you're glistening."
Sarah laughed and headed back to her room, but before shutting the door separating their rooms behind her, Sarah said, "We have reservations at an Italian restaurant called Orzo at 4:30, try to look cute so you don't make Morgan, Amanda, and I look bad. With that she shut the door, leaving Brandon standing there alone.
***
Sarah returned to her room and began to strip her sweaty exercise clothes off. As she stepped into the bathroom, she couldn't help but admire her body, thinking to herself that all the running with Morgan and light weights when she had time was doing good considering the crap food that was the life of a touring musician. She climbed into the shower and began to wash her hair and then moving to her body. As she used her sugar scrub on her legs and then began to shave them, she couldn't help wondering what Brandon's hands on her would feel like.
The hug was completely random but feeling him hug her back sent the same feeling to her body as him resting his hand on her knee the night before. As she finished shaving her legs, she began to pay attention to her nether regions. Before the tour started, she had hair waxing on her pussy and bikini line, and then had it redone during a short break in early September, but it was beginning to show some regrowth. She reached out of the shower and grabbed her Braun Epilator that would make it look like she had been freshly waxed.
As she finished her shower, Sarah climbed out of the shower, dried off, pulled on a pair of white lace boy shorts and a white bra that pushed her breasts up a bit. She thought to herself, "I told Brandon he better look cute for dinner, I should look good for him too. Wait, why am I trying to impress him?" She pulled on a teal dress that fell to mid-thigh that had a moderate neckline that showed a fair amount of cleavage, but her tits weren't hanging out for the world to see. She really liked this dress, plus she could get out of it quickly when they got back to the venue where she would change into the dress she picked out for the show.
She finished her look by leaving her hair naturally curly as it dried, slipped on a pair of Birkenstock sandals and headed down to the lobby to meet Morgan, Amanda, and Brandon for dinner. As she arrived in the lobby, she found the other three sitting on a couch by the door. She passed a few people who seemed to recognize her, but she had grown used to it and kept walking.
Brandon saw her first, and she had to giggle to herself a bit as his eyes got very big. As she walked up to him, he said to her, "Wow you look beautiful, I feel underdressed."
Sarah laughed, "Nah you listened to me, I liked the button-down shirt, jeans and flip-flop look, reminds me of back home on the Gulf Coast."
Amanda and Morgan rolled their eyes, and Amanda said, "Okay you two, we get it, you two are flirting, badly, but we are hungry."
Sarah and Brandon both blushed and tried to speak, but Morgan said "Seriously, the car is here, let's go. We need to get back to the venue by 6:30." As they walked out of the hotel, a few reporters had gathered and snapped photos as they climbed into the back of the Suburban they had hired.
As they pulled away from the curb, Sarah looked at Brandon, "Well now you see what we live like, be ready for your picture to be online within the hour, and message boards trying to figure out who you are."
Brandon rolled his eyes, "Great, I can just hear my kids and coworker Matt when I get back to work on Tuesday."
Amanda chimed in, "You get used to it and they will move on to the next thing soon."
Morgan added, "Sorry about that, we will use the back entrance tonight and in the morning. It's one thing for us, but we don't want them invading your life too."
Sarah let her arm lace with Brandon's, "Well I could always be seen with someone worse." This caused everyone to laugh as they pulled up to the restaurant and headed inside for dinner.
Ch. 8
Dinner was wonderful, good food and great conversation, had it not been for the show, the four of them could have continued for many hours. Brandon insisted on paying for the entire meal. "You all have been so hospitable to me, the least I can do is pay for dinner."
After thanking him Amanda said, "Damn, if I knew you were buying, I would have bought an entire bottle of wine." As they began to leave the restaurant to head back to John Paul Jones Arena, Sarah walked beside Brandon, grabbing his arm.
As they get into the car, Brandon holds the door for her and she says, "Thank you for dinner, it was incredibly sweet." Her smile caused Brandon to smile back and blush. Her smile could make him do anything, it was that powerful. After an uneventful ride back to the venue, Brandon grabbed his backpack and headed towards the dressing room area with the women. As Sarah and Amanda went into their dressing room, Morgan and Brandon headed towards the green room.
As they entered the room, Brandon sat down on the couch, but before he could pull his laptop out to answer emails, Morgan said, "Okay, you want to tell me what you've done to her?"
Brandon, understandably confused, "What are you talking about?"
Morgan continued, "Dude I have been with them since they cut their first single, I've seen Sarah meet her last boyfriend, then helped pick up the pieces after he broke her heart, and I have NEVER seen her act like this. She is always happy, sweet, and friendly, but she is almost giddy."
Brandon looked at Morgan a bit baffled, "I don't know what you want me to say. We've just talked and hung out; you've been around for a bunch of it. I'm just being me, I figured this was just her personality."
Morgan laughed, "It is her, but it's like her times 2. I'm not complaining because I'm her friend and from the business side, this is going to shine through on stage, I'm just shocked that she's taken to you so quick."



Brandon feigned offense, "What am I not good enough for her?"
Morgan smacked his arm, "No you're more than good enough for her, or someone like her, but she's been so guarded since that douche bag cheated on her. I'm just surprised that's all."
Their conversation was interrupted by a text on Morgan's phone. It read, "Can you send Brandon over to my dressing room, I want a male's opinion. Morgan rolled her eyes, looked at Brandon and said, "Okay "stud," she wants a male's opinion, her door is the second one down."
A bit surprised, Brandon stood up and walked towards the hallway but couldn't resist getting one more shot in on Morgan, he looked at her and said, "Oo la la".
She shook her head, and as he passed smacked him in the back of the head and said, "Be good!"
***
Brandon found himself standing outside of the door Morgan directed him too. He knocked softly and he heard Sarah say, "One second."
After about 30 seconds, Brandon heard', "Okay, come in." As he walked in, Sarah was just standing up from zipping up a pair of brown riding boots that stopped below her knee. She looked at him, "Well I need a man's opinion, what do you think?"
Sarah stood before Brandon in what could be described as a dark faded pink dress that came to just above her knees, had ruffles from her neckline down to the bottom of the dress spaced every 6 or 8in, had long flowing sleeves, and had a square-shaped neckline that only showed a slight bit of cleavage.
Brandon had to think for a minute because all his words were caught in his throat. He finally choked out, "Wow."
Sarah giggled, "Well, that is the reaction I was going for." She continued, "I also need you to be honest with me; Can you see my bra or the shorts I have on, they are both gray?"
With that she stepped into the bright lights in the center of the room, "Bra?"
Brandon, taking the opportunity to stare, "Nope, nothing up top."
Sarah turned around and bent over touching her toes; Brandon had to pinch himself to make sure this wasn't a dream. A singer he had a goofy crush on for two years was telling him to check her out.
He finally choked out, "No, can't even tell you have anything on."
She giggled and turned to face him, pulling the hem of her dress up, "Well I would hope not, they're running shorts, just don't want front row catching sight of my panties."
Brandon was speechless, and all he could muster was a shake of his head. Luckily for Bandon, there was a knock at the door and from the other side they heard, "5 minutes to stage time."
Sarah giggled and Brandon let out a sigh of relief and stepped aside so Sarah could make her way to the door. As she walked by him, she hugged him quickly, gave him a kiss on the cheek, "Thanks for the input, see you after the show, hope you enjoy!"
As Sarah left the room, Brandon stood there with his mind swirling. He thought to himself, "4 Days ago he asked to visit his friend, 1 day ago he met Sarah Bixby the lead singer of the band who he had hit it off with, and now today she had hugged him, asked his opinion on an outfit, and just now kissed him on the cheek." He turned towards the door and thought, "I don't think there is any doubt that she is flirting with me now, what the hell do I do now?" As he walked out to head towards the stage he literally ran into Morgan.
"Woah their stud. You, okay?"
"Yeah, just a whirlwind of thoughts."
Morgan laughed, "I can tell. Like I said, be good and be nice. Now let's go, the show has already started.
Ch. 9
The concert went on for about 2 hours like the last one. Just like the first show Brandon saw, Sarah had the crowd eating out of the palm of her hand. The crowd singing along to every song, and the band feeding off their excitement. As the final song wound down, Sarah said into the mic, "Y'all hold tight, we are going to take a little break, but we'll be right back.
While Brandon leaned against a travel case, the entire band came off the stage and headed towards the green room. As Sarah passed by, Brandon gave her a thumbs up and received a smile and a wave back. About 7-8 minutes later, the band came back towards the stage with Sarah bringing up the rear. She walked by him, "Stay for the entire encore." She was gone before Brandon could say anything.
As they were welcomed back by a cheer, Amanda and one of the touring guitarists launched into the opening chords of the Dave Matthews Band song "Stay." This caused the crowd to erupt as Sarah said, "We thought y'all would like a little hometown music." This caused the crowd to cheer and sing along through the entire song.
As the song wound down, Sarah took a drink from her cup and said, "Thanks y'all, you have been wonderful. We've got 1 more, and it's a new one that we've never played live. This is Him and Her." The song started with an upbeat rhythm before Sarah began to sing. "He never would have thought, that she would be interested in him...". As the song continued, Brandon noticed that Sarah would glance off stage and search for him then smile before turning her attention back to the crowd.
As the song began to wind down, Morgan appeared at his side, "I dunno what you've done to that girl, but I like it. Let's get to the car." Brandon just nodded and followed Morgan off the stage and they climbed into a waiting car.
As the car began to pull away, Brandon looked at Morgan, "Are we not waiting on Sarah and Amanda?"
"Calm down dude, there is a short meet and greet with the fan club this evening, so we are going to head on back, the band should be back to the hotel by 11:30. The plan is to check out around 8 so we can get to Virginia Beach by 11:30, so you can't sleep until 10:30 again."
Brandon shot Morgan a glare as they left the venue and talked about their parents and other things as they made the 10-15 minute ride back to the hotel.
When they made it to the hotel, they went straight to the elevators and as they got off on their floor, Morgan looked at him, "We are leaving at 8am, don't be late; I want some beach time before show time tomorrow night!"
Brandon laughed, "You have beach time before you have to take me to the airport on Monday." Morgan shook her head and keyed into her room and shutting it behind her, Brandon did the same.
Brandon got into his room, grabbed his pajamas, the same gym shorts, and t-shirt from the night before and took a shower. During the entire shower, Brandon could not get Sarah singing that new song and looking at him as she did so. Obviously, she didn't write it for him, but he couldn't help feeling like the lyrics fit the current situation." Brandon got out of the shower and decided to watch some baseball before going to bed.
As he turned on a football game, Branon grabbed a bottle of bourbon out of the mini bar, poured himself a bourbon and coke and settled down on the couch with his drink and a bag of pretzels. As the first half ended, Brandon heard what sounded like Sarah coming into her room. He was torn, he wanted to knock on the door, and tell her that he liked her and pull her close, but while appearing confident, Brandon was never comfortable making the first move with women. So rather than do anything, He simply poured himself another drink and settled on the bed, deciding he would talk to Sarah tomorrow.
As the commentators were making it through halftime, his phone lit up from a number he didn't recognize. He opened the text that read, "Hey it's Sarah, are you still awake?"
He responded with a smiley emoji and "Yeah, sitting here watching a ball game winding down after the show. Great show by the way."
About a minute after he sent the message, he heard a soft knock on the door separating his and Sarah's rooms. He got up and opened it, being greeted by Sarah with wet hair pulled into a ponytail and wearing a pair of dark green running shorts and a black exercise crop top. It was very clear that she wasn't wearing a bra because her nipples were pushing through the fabric. Brandon smiled at her and she said, "Hey, want some company for a little bit?"
Brandon smiled and stepped aside, "Sure, hope you like football."
Ch. 10
Sarah walked into Brandon's room, seeing the bourbon and Coke and said, "Mind pouring me one of those?"
Brandon chuckled, "I never took you for a bourbon drinker since I've only seen you drink beer and wine. Have a seat and I'll pour drinks; 3 fingers?"
Sarah moved towards the bed and sat down, leaning against the headboard, "Sure. I used to drink bourbon with my Dad and Grandpa in the evenings at our deer camp."
While pouring the drinks Brandon responded, "Wow you really walk the walk, not just some record executive's dreamed up persona."
Sarah laughed, "Nope, I'm just a southern girl from Mississippi who happens to be able to sing."
When Brandon turned, he expected to see Sarah on the couch but instead found her sitting where he had been 2 minutes earlier. He handed her drink, "Hey, you took my seat."
Sarah smiled, patted the bed beside her, "It is a king size bed, there is plenty of room."
Brandon slid onto the bed beside her, leaving some space between them as they began to talk about the show. As the next 20 minutes went on, they talked about the show, the football game, her growing up in southern Mississippi, and Brandon growing up in north central Pennsylvania. They spent a good bit of time talking about their families, Sarah's Dad was an engineer and her mom was a nurse, her younger brother and sister who looked up to her and that she adored. Brandon chimed in about his father who sold potato chips and his mother who was an accountant and his older sibling, a sister who was a social worker.
As they finished their drinks, Sarah said, "Can I have another? I haven't had bourbon since we toured through Texas and went to a distillery for dinner on an off night. I was drinking away my cheating ex that night. Paid for it the next morning."
As Brandon poured them both another drink, "Yeah, Morgan mentioned that situation to me. While it doesn't mean much coming from me, I'm really sorry about that, you nor anyone deserves that."
"Thanks, it was just a shitty situation, that I was too naïve to see. Looking back, the writing was on the wall. Anyway, his loss, not mine."
Brandon turned around and this time he found Sarah underneath the blankets with them pulled up to the bottom of her top. He laughed a bit, "Making yourself right at home aren't you?"
He handed her her drink and she said, "Yes! I was cold, you've got this room cold enough to hang a deer in!"
He laughed again and slid back onto the bed and they sat in silence for a little bit, just watching the game and sipping their drinks. As the game neared the end of the third quarter, Brandon and Sarah were sitting side beside, just Sarah under the blanket and Brandon on top.
Brandon finally broke the silence when he said, "That second encore song was something different."
Sarah turned to him, "Did you like it?"
Brandon responded, "I did. It's a fun upbeat song, but the message kinda hit home for me."
Sarah smiled at Brandon, "I wrote it a few months ago and we have played around with it some during sound checks, but after the last couple days, I decided to break it out."
Maybe it was the alcohol, but Brandon finally worked up the courage, leaned in, and kissed Sarah on her lips. They were soft and everything Brandon imagined they could be. Sarah without hesitation kissed Brandon back, scooting closer so that she was pressed firmly against him. They kissed for a few more moments, Brandon placing his hand on the back of her head and pulling her closer. They finally pulled away and looked at each other.
It was Sarah who spoke first, "Finally, I've been wanting you to do that since we checked into the hotel!"
Brandon laughed, "Well sorry I'm a gentleman and I can't read girl's signals to save my life!"
They started laughing and Brandon added, "Would you mind if I get under the covers, it is cold out here and you look cozy?'
Sarah smiled, "It is your room and bed." Brandon stood, pulled the blankets back and joined Sarah under the covers.
As he slid back beside her, he leaned over and began to kiss her again, this time feeling her tongue pushing against his lips. He parted his lips and allowed their tongues to dance with each other. As they continued to kiss, Brandon began to lean over Sarah and they began to slide down until they were laying down, with Brandon partially on top of Sarah.
They separated for a moment and Brandon swept a stray piece of hair from Sarah's face, "You truly are beautiful."
Sarah smiled, "You're just saying that because you've got me in your bed." She giggled and pulled him back in for more kissing. Brandon's kisses began to trail down to Sarah's neck and along her collarbone and down the edge of her top to the edge of her neckline and cleavage. These kisses caused Sarah to sigh and begin to let out soft moans. As Brandon kissed her exposed chest, Sarah began to slide her hands under Brandon's shirt feeling his strong back and dragging her nails along his skin.
Brandon paused his kissing, "I'm suddenly much warmer."
This caused Sarah to laugh, "Well you can take your shirt off, I've seen your Instagram."
Brandon sat up, straddling Sarah's waist and as he pulled his shirt off, "Creeper! Us common folk are supposed to creep your Instagram, not the other way around."
Sarah took in the light definition of Brandon's chest, "Well tough, I creeped on you when Morgan said you were coming." Sarah could also feel what she could only guess was Brandon's cock which was getting harder as he kissed her.
Brandon bent back down and went back to kissing Sarah which went on for another minute or two when she pulled away and Brandon said concerned, "Is everything okay?"
Sarah just giggled, the giggle that melted Brandon's heart, "Yes, you're just bigger than me and you're squishing me, swap me spots."
Brandon smiled and flopped over onto his back, and Sarah moved on top of him and began to kiss his neck and his chest. Now it was Brandon's turn to sign and moan as she kissed his neck, pecs, and all along his collarbone. As she did this, Sarah ground her pelvis into Brandon's, causing them to both moan as Sarah kissed her way back to Brandon's mouth.
Brandon began to work his hands up Sarah's back, he found her top was incredibly tight, so tight that he couldn't get his hands underneath it. After trying for a few moments, Sarah stopped kissing and started giggling.
Between giggles, Sarah sat up, "Let me help you." She then crossed her arms, grabbing the hem of her shirt and pulling it off before dropping it onto the floor beside the bed.
Brandon rested his hands on her smooth thighs, "My god, you keep getting more beautiful. "
Sarah giggles but then screams as Brandon flips her over and begins to kiss her neck before moving down kissing along her newly exposed skin.
Brandon begins to kiss down her breasts, covering each one with kisses. As Brandon begins to focus on her nipples, biting and sucking one while gently cupping the other, Brandon gave her 36C breasts plenty of attention before beginning to slide down further. As this attention went on, Sarah continued to thrust her hips against Brandon's now hard cock causing her to moan from the nipple stimulation and also feeling his hard cock.
Brandon, taking this as a sign to go further, he began to kiss lower, dropping below the covers. As he kisses down her toned stomach, kissing all around her belly button, causing her to moan more. He gets to the waist band of her shorts and begins to kiss all along her waistband, he began to slide his hands up the back of her legs to her toned ass.
Just as he reaches for her waistband, he hears Sarah say, "Ummm Brandon stop."
Bandon stops and crawls up looking her in the eyes, kisses her lips, "Is everything okay?"
Sarah catches her breath, "I think we need to stop."
Brandon, with a look of confusion then concern, "Okay, but are you okay?"
Brandon notices a tear in her eye, he wipes it away and Sarah says, "It's not you, I just realized we just met and while you are great, if you take my shorts off, we are going to have sex and I just have never moved that fast. Please don't be mad" As she said it, she began to sob.
Brandon rolled off Sarah and pulled her close, "Shhh, no need to cry. It is fine, I'm not mad."
She looked up at him, "Are you sure?"
Brandon smiled at her, "Of course it's fine. #1, I would never ask you to or make you do something you didn't want to, that's not me. #2 I think you're great, so much more than a smoking body. And #3, I'm a little afraid of Morgan; hell she may want to kill me if she finds out about this."
The last part caused them both to laugh and Sarah wiped her tears and snorted. She giggled, "Well now you've seen me cry and snot, you probably don't think I'm very hot now."
Brandon pulled her close and kissed her again before, "Nope still hot, sexy, beautiful and any other word you can come up with; even more so now."
Sarah smiled and they laid there silently for a few moments. As the ball game in the background ended, Sarah looked up at Brandon, "Can I sleep here?"
Brandon looked at her, "Of course, do you want to get a different shirt to sleep in, yours can't be comfortable"
Sarah smiled again, "I'm comfy, can I just have one of yours?"
Brandon hopped out of bed, pulled a t-shirt from his bag from the baseball team at his school he coached and tossed it to her before saying, "Well, might as well kiss that shirt goodbye."
As Sarah pulled it on looked down at it, "Do you coach too?"
Before Brandon got back into bed, he excused himself to the bathroom and splashed cold water on his still hard cock, causing it to subside. Blue balls would soon follow, but hopefully he could get to sleep before they hit.
Brandon climbed back into bed, "Yeah, actually just got a promotion, have coached JV for the last two years, but just got the varsity job over the summer."
Sarah reached over, turned off the lights and as she laid back down, "Brandon will you hold me?"
Brandon slid up behind her, pulling her close, kissing her neck and he told her goodnight and they both drifted off to sleep.
Ch. 11-Sunday
"Thump," "thump," "thump," "thump." "Brandon what the hell are you doing?! Get your ass out of bed, we've gotta go!" Yelled Morgan as she beat on Brandon's door. Sarah was always up and ready to go for leaving, but Brandon tended to sleep late since college. She needed to get him up and moving so they could leave by 8 and considering it was 7:45, she was a little concerned.
On the other side of the door, Brandon began to stir as he heard the incessant thumping on the door. As he went to stretch, he realized that his left arm was pinned underneath Sarah's head. The events of the night before came flooding back, the kiss, almost having sex, and then apparently sleeping all night and moving none while holding Sarah. Brandon eased his arm out from under Sarah, causing her to sigh a bit and roll onto her back. Brandon got out of bed and headed to the door, glancing out the peep hole seeing Morgan, Brandon said out loud "Shit!"
He crept back to the bed and shook Sarah, gently waking her up. As she opened her eyes, saw him, smiled, "Good morning cutie."
Brandon leaned down kissed her quickly, "Morning to you, but we gotta go, it's 7:48, and Morgan is pounding on the door."
Sarah's eyes got big and then she cracked a smile before saying, "Let me handle it."
She hopped up, walked to the door, unlocked it, swung it open and said to an understandably shocked Morgan, "Hey Morgan, what's up?"
Morgan kind of stuttered, "Wait, do I have the wrong room? Wait, that is Brandon's High School? BRANDON!"
Brandon popped around the corner and sheepishly said, "Morning Morgan, I, well we kinda overslept."



Silence fell over the three of them, finally Morgan said, "I don't wanna know right now, just get ready, we gotta go!" She walked down the halls towards the elevators as Sarah shut the door.
As the door closed Brandon and Sarah burst out laughing to the point that Brandon was leaning against the wall and Sarah had to sit down. Finally, they calmed down enough for Brandon to say, "Oh boy, I'm going to hear about this during your sound check."
Sarah smiled, approached Brandon, put her hands around his neck and kissed him softly. As she pulled away, "It'll be okay, I'll talk to her girl to girl, and I don't think you're complaining."
Brandon smiled, kissed her, "Oh I am not, last night was wonderful."
Sarah let go and said, "We've got 7 minutes to get packed and to get downstairs, the bus is out back; see ya in a few!" With that, she grabbed her top from the night before, went through the connecting door and back into her room.
***
Brandon had to take a moment to regroup over the last 24 hours. Any fear that Sarah would regret the night before was obviously for not, considering how she reacted this morning. He hurriedly packed his backpack, put on a t-shirt and normal shorts, grabbed the bottle of bourbon from the night before, shoved it into his bag and headed down to the lobby. He paused at the front desk, told them he was checking out, who he was with, and asked where the back door was. The receptionist pointed him in the direction of the back door, he thanked her and proceeded down the hallway, exiting the door to find the tour bus sitting in the loading dock area. He jogged over and up the stairs, finding George going through his final checklist. They greeted each other and Brandon headed towards his bunk to drop off his bag.
When he gets back to the front lounge, he finds Morgan scrolling through her iPad, he sits down beside her, "What's up?"
"Just prepping stuff for our next stop and stay."
"Oh, that sounds so exciting." Brandon responded heavy with sarcasm.
Morgan turns and looks at him, "Do I need to cancel one of the rooms? I have half an urge to make you sleep on the bus!"
Brandon threw his hands up, "Hey, don't shoot me, she came to my room! We didn't sleep together; well we did sleep but not "sleep" together."
Morgan just shook her head, but before she could respond, Amanda and Sarah came onto the bus and Amanda said, "Okay George, let's go, sorry we are a little late someone *pointing at Sarah* overslept a bit."
George turned around and said, "Brandon, you're starting to rub off on these women."
Morgan muttered under her breath, "If you only knew." Which caused Brandon to blush, and Sarah to giggle as she and Amanda walked towards the back of the bus. As the bus pulled away, Sarah turned, "We are going to work on some lyrics and things, let us know if you need anything. Morgan, can you come with us for a minute?"
***
The three women proceeded to the back of the bus, shut the door to Sarah's room, and no sooner than the door was shut, she squealed, "Oh my god guys!! Brandon is so sweet!"
Amanda not knowing what Sarah was talking about goes, "Yeah, he seems like a good guy, your point?"
Before Sarah can respond, Morgan pipes up, "When I went to wake Brandon up this morning, this one opened the door wearing a t-shirt from the baseball team Brandon coaches."
Amanda's mouth dropped, "You slept with him?! You just met him, sure he seems like a great guy, and Morgan speaks highly of him, but you broke up with Zach three months ago! You were talking about getting married!"
Sarah laughed, "No we didn't sleep together, well we did sleep but not "sleep together." I stopped it before it went all the way. And you know what, he didn't get mad, he was more concerned about me."
Morgan shook her head, "Geeze that's the same damn thing he said when I confronted him this morning about it. Well, he left the other part out."
Amanda looked at Morgan, then to Sarah, "You know what, good for you. You needed to get back out there. Morgan, you can vouch that he's a good guy, like for real?"
Morgan nodded her head, "Yeah, he is a great guy, when I had my incident with the guy in the bar in college, it was Brandon who I went to and his first thing was caring for me, and then he was ready to go beat the shit out of the guy. He always puts others first, he's weird like that."
This caused the girls to laugh before Sarah looked at Morgan seriously, "Morgan do you have a problem with this?"
Morgan looked at Sarah, "Are you seriously asking me for permission? You're a big girl, I just don't want to see either of you hurt, and I won't be in the middle of anything."
Sarah ran up to Morgan and hugged her, thanking her. Amanda shook her head and Morgan said, "Are you done with me, it sounds like I need to cancel a room?"
Sarah shook her head yes and Morgan exited the bedroom. As she moved back into the front lounge of the bus, Brandon looked up from his laptop and asked, "Everything good?"
Morgan shook her head and simply said, "Like I said before, be good."
Ch. 12
The rest of the ride to Virginia Beach was uneventful. Sarah and Amanda stayed in the back working on new material while Brandon and Morgan stayed in the front of the bus, Morgan working on things for the tour while Brandon answered emails and graded papers that he had brought. As the bus pulled into the Veterans United Home Loans Amphitheater, Sarah and Amanda emerged from the back.
Amanda looked to Morgan and asked, "What is the timeline for today?"
Pulling something up on her iPad, Morgan said, "So it's 10:45 now, sound check is scheduled for 11, and catering will have lunch at noon for you. Check in at the resort is anytime, they just asked that I call. Schedule is empty from lunch until 6 when we need to head back here. Catering will have dinner at 6:30, then stage time is right around 8:15 like normal."
Sarah and Amanda nodded and Sarah said, "Why don't y'all head to the hotel, get checked in, get us some chairs and umbrellas and then we will meet you all on the beach?"
Morgan shook her head, "That should work, I'll get us a car, Brandon and I can grab lunch, and then soak up some rays. That work for you?"
Brandon packed his laptop up and shook his head.
Amanda went to her room to get things, Morgan went to her bunk to to get clothes for the hotel, leaving Brandon and Sarah alone.
Sarah walked up to Brandon and just above a whisper, "I talked to Morgan, she doesn't want to kill you. Just doesn't want either of us to get hurt.'' Brandon nodded and smiled before Sarah continued, "Also we are going to save the tour some money, I told Morgan to book one less room.'' Sarah smiled at Brandon, rose up on her tip toes, kissed him, "Now go get packed."
Brandon laughed, "Alright, I'll see you in a little bit!"
Brandon followed Sarah towards the back of the bus where he paused beside Morgan and started to pack his bag since he wouldn't be coming back to the bus. Amanda and Sarah soon headed off the bus towards the stage and Brandon and Morgan headed towards the car that had been arranged for them.
***
During the 30 minute ride from the venue to the Coastal Hotel and Suites Morgan handled the arrangements for the hotel, and then had them handle rentals for 2 umbrellas and 4 chairs to be ready around 12:45 with Brandon's name as the reservation to avoid people catching on. Even though it was late in September, they still didn't want any undue attention. Meanwhile, Brandon found a restaurant called the "Sea Salt Grill'' that was right on the beach for them to have lunch.
After checking into the hotel, they headed up to the rooms on the 8th floor. Morgan handed Brandon his key and said, "You and Sarah are on the end, I'm right here and Amanda is on the other side of me."
As Brandon took his key, "Are you really okay with this, because you seem a little pissed?"
Morgan looked Brandon dead in the eye, "Yes I'm okay with it, it is just unexpected and a little odd. Let's face it, you fly back tomorrow afternoon and we continue south for another month before we wrap the tour with a home show in Biloxi the Saturday before Thanksgiving."
Brandon sighed, "Yeah I know. I have to go back to work, and who knows what will happen then. Probably should talk to Sarah about that....but you always told me to quit planning and live in the moment, so that's what I'll do for now."
Morgan laughed, "Now is the time you decide to listen to me!? Hurry up, change, and grab a towel, I'm hungry and we can go straight to the beach from lunch."
Brandon keyed into the room being greeted by another king size bed, couch, small table and a balcony that overlooked the beach. He unpacked his things to find his swim trunks and walked into the large bathroom to drop off his toiletries bag. He noticed a double vanity/sink and a large tile shower. He thought again "Damn, these hotels are nice. I guess it is designed for vacation stays, not two nights like we are doing.'' He changed into his black and green board shorts, Morgan knocked on his door and told him to hurry up.
Brandon and Morgan enjoyed their lunch, having not had a real chance for just them to catch up since Brandon had come. Brandon found out that Morgan had been offered a promotion to stick around in Nashville, but declined it because she still wanted to travel. Morgan found out that Brandon's sister had recently had a little girl, making a Brandon first time uncle. It was nice for them just to catch up.
As they finished their food and beers, Morgan said, "Okay, enough chatting and feeding our faces, I need sand and sun, let's go!" They picked up a 12 pack of beer from the bar and headed out of the restaurant.
Morgan and Brandon made their way from the restaurant down to the sand and walked up the beach until they found the chairs and umbrella with "B.Baker" on them. Brandon set his things down under one, and Morgan set her bag down under the other. Morgan stripped her shirt and shorts off revealing a plain white two piece bikini.
Brandon looked her up and down, "Damn girl, all that running is paying off! Work it!"
Morgan blushed, threw her shirt at him, "Stop it you perve!" This caused them both to laugh as they sprayed sunscreen on. After spraying each other down, Morgan texted Sarah and Amanda letting them know where they were.
Sarah texted back "Perfect! We are just getting to the hotel, see you in a few."
Morgan relayed the message and settled in with her book. Brandon walked down to the ocean and washed his hands off before coming back to chairs and opening a beer and hunting for his Kindle. As he got situated, Morgan checked her phone and said, "Hey they are on their way down."
"Okay, what am I looking for?"
Morgan looked at her phone, "Sarah says she is wearing a blue coverup and a white sun hat and Sarah is wearing shorts and a baseball hat."
Brandon stood up and started looking towards the hotel, after about a minute or so, he saw Amanda and Sarah coming across the boardwalk and started waving at them. From behind him, he heard Morgan, "God you look like an idiot". Brandon turned around and glared as Sarah and Amanda waved back and made their way over.
As they get to the chairs, Sarah came over and hugged Brandon, giving him a peck on the cheek which caused groans from both Amanda and Morgan, and Amanda saying "Gross!"
After everyone laughed, Amanda wiggled out of her shorts exposing the orange bikini bottoms that complimented her black bikini top. As pretty as Amanda was, once again Brandon was solely focused on Sarah. Sarah pulled her hat off and then lifted her dress/cover up over her head exposing her bikini. Sarah wore a pair of maroon bottoms and a navy blue top that tied around her neck. While it wasn't scandalous by any stretch of the imagination, it showed off the great shape that Sarah was in and how beautiful her body was.
After putting her hat back on, she looked at Brandon and giggled, "Are you going to stare or can you help me sunscreen?" Brandon snapped out of his stupor and grabbed the sunscreen and started to rub it into her tanned skin. As he rubbed her back, Sarah turned, "That feels nice, thank you."
For the next 4 hours the four of them lounged on the beach, played in the surf, read and just talked. The beach wasn't crowded and there was no sign of anyone spying or taking pictures or even noticed that two of the biggest stars in country music were laying on the beach. It was during this time as Brandon was reading his Kindle, Sarah was dozing on her chair and he reached over and grabbed her hand, holding it and fiddling with her fingers. Sarah rolled her head towards him, smiled and said, "You're cute, I think I like you."
Brandon smiled back, "That's good cause I think I like you to."
Around 4:45, Sarah, Amanda and Morgan decided to head back to the hotel to get ready to head back to the venue; Brandon decided to hang at the beach and finish the last two beers. This alone time gave Brandon some time to think. He knew Morgan was right, he had always wanted to settle down and he loved where he was at, and what he was teaching. His life and Sarah's life were not exactly compatible. Although the connection was clearly there; he had told her things that you don't tell someone until much later in a relationship and it wasn't forced, it just flowed naturally. With Sarah saying she liked him, he figured she must feel the same way about him that he felt about her. He knew he had to talk to her, but Brandon decided right then that he was willing to figure something out if she wanted to.
With his thoughts sorted out, Brandon packed his bag, and headed back to the hotel to get ready himself.
Ch. 13
Brandon rinsed the sand off at the outdoor shower, dried off a bit, and headed back to the room. As he inserted his keycard and walked in, he was treated to Sarah as she walked out of the bathroom wearing a pair of gym shorts and a red and black lace bra with her hair in a towel. She squealed, "Oh god you scared me, I didn't think you'd be up yet."
Seeing her like this caused Brandon's cock to start hardening. Brandon pulled her into his arms and kissed her before saying "Sorry?"
She kissed him back before slapping his chest, "No you're not, you wanted to see me naked!"
Brandon laughed and said "No, I figured you'd be done, I just want to shower so Morgan doesn't yell at me. You half naked is just an added bonus."
Sarah leaned up and kissed him again, "Well you're welcome, now go shower. Also you need to calm down." She winked at him and pushed him towards the bathroom.
Brandon laughed, "If you weren't running around half naked, it wouldn't be an issue." Sarah went over to the dresser shaking her head and began to put her makeup on as Brandon gathered his clothes and went to shower.
While Brandon was showering, it was Sarah's turn to be left with her thoughts. She began to replay the last 2 days in her mind. She had never met a guy who was as genuine as Brandon; he wasn't hung up on her fame, he actually was interested in her feelings and who she was. As cliche as it sounded, she felt like she had known him far longer than 2 days. The glaring issue was that tomorrow afternoon he would be heading back to New Jersey, and she would be getting back on the bus heading south for the final leg of the tour, that had to get sorted out, how though she didn't know. What she did know is that she liked him, and wanted to get to know him more, and she just had to figure out how to make it happen.
As Sarah finished up her make up and put a t-shirt on, Brandon emerged from the bathroom wearing shorts and t-shirt. He dropped his dirty clothes in his bag, "Well are you willing to be seen in public with me?"
Sarah grabbed her phone and other things, "Of course, I think the bigger question is are you willing to have your picture plastered all over the internet?"
As they walked out the door holding hands, Brandon laughed, "Well if that becomes a problem, I'm gonna start dressing like a bum. That'll peak their interest."
Sarah shook her head as they met up with Morgan and Amanda, headed to the lobby and then headed back to the venue and dinner.
***
After dinner, Brandon milled around the backstage area while Amanda and Sarah were getting dressed. He wandered out into the concourse and as he was looking at the stage from behind the sound booth, two guys saw his "all access pass" looped to his belt and the one said, "Hey dude, how can we get on of those? We want to meet the chicks."
Brandon smiled and said, "Sorry guys, you gotta know someone."
As he started to to walk away the one guy grabbed his arm and said, "No seriously, they are hot, we want to meet them. They'd like us." As his buddy laughed
Brandon scoffed at him and said, "Dude let go of my arm, and I can guarantee they don't want to meet you." He pulled his arm away and started to walk towards the stage as the guy kept following him, trying to get his attention. As Brandon turned to tell him to stop, the guy was intercepted by Max and the security guard by the sound booth.
Max said, "Brandon, you know these guys?"
Brandon laughed and said, "Hell no, they were trying to get backstage to "meet the girls because they'd like them."
Max shook his head, "Go ahead back, we just got the 10 minute warning, we'll handle this."
As the security guard escorted the two guys away, Brandon headed back down towards the stage, showed his badge to the security guard and headed through the back curtain to the usual equipment box he had made his home during shows.
As Brandon waited, the encounter couldn't help but make him think about what would happen if this kept up. It would obviously get out that he and Sarah were a thing. A music star and a teacher would make great tabloid fodder. Could he handle people always harassing him, and them? It was just another factor that weighed on him as the lights began to dim on the stage.
As the band passed him, he saw Sarah and Amanda coming towards him with Morgan in tow. They paused and waited for their cue. Sarah asked Brandon what he thought of the nights outfit. Brandon hopped down off the case nodding, the flannel shirt showing just a hint of cleavage and rolled up at the sleeves framed her perfect, he then whispered in her ear about the pants, "I think the term for them jeans is "painted on".
She laughed and kissed his cheek, "They're actually stretchy." She then whispered in his ear, "The shirt matches my bra from earlier." She winked and said, "well there's our cue!"
Before Brandon could say anything Sarah was following Amanda onto the stage to cheers of 20k plus.
As Brandon Brandon stood watching the beginning of the show, Morgan leaned in and said, "Heard from Max you had a little issue a bit ago?"
Brandon looked at her, "A little one, I handled it but the dipshit wouldn't let it go. So Max and the guy on the board handled it."
Morgan shook her head, "Just another day with the two hottest singers in country music. You ready for that kinda stuff?"
"I guess I'll have to be if we go somewhere..."
Morgan put her arm around him, "Yes you will. The record label is pushing them to hire security to keep people at bay when they aren't on your, maybe they'll back off if Sarah gets a serious boyfriend." She winked at him before continuing, "enough about that, let's enjoy this last evening before you head back."
The show went off without a hitch, Amanda and Sarah even hung around signing autographs from the stage for a little bit since they had Monday off before heading on. Brandon and Morgan headed back to the hotel before they did. Brandon and Morgan decided that they'd all meet on the beach in the morning and relax before getting lunch and getting Brandon to the airport around 2:30 for his 3:30 flight. After showering, Brandon grabbed a drink and settled down waiting on Sarah to come back.



Around 11:15 Sarah came in and smiled, throwing her bag on the bed. "Any criticisms?"
Brandon laughed, "Nope, was a good show, crowd was definitely into it. I liked the lead singers outfit, she's hot." He drew Sarah into a hug kissing her passionately and holding her tight.
Sarah kissed him back and then shoved him away giggling, "Alright alright! I'm gross, performing at the beach is gross, I need to shower!"
Brandon let her go and she gathered some things out of her bag and headed into the shower. Brandon heard the shower turn on, then a moment later the door cracked open and Sarah popped her head out saying, "Be a dear and pour me a drink for when I get out". Slightly bummed that she didn't ask him to join, he got up and poured a drink for her while she showered.
Ch. 14
About 10 minutes later, Brandon heard the shower turn off, then 5 minutes later the door opened. Brandon turned to tell Sarah that her drink was on the dresser, but was left speechless. Sarah emerged from the bathroom wearing Brandon's shirt from the night before. Seeing his quietness, Sarah smiled, "This shirt is so comfy, thought I'd just wear it to bed tonight too, is that okay?"
Brandon just nodded, "That's fine with me, I think you look better in it than I do."
Sarah picked up her drink and climbed into bed beside Brandon. She snuggled up to him, laying her head on his shoulder as he slipped his arm around her and sipping her drink as they watched the football game Brandon had put on. Brandon's hand came to rest on her knee after his arm began to fall asleep as they chatted about random things Sarah noticed in the crowd that night. Brandon absentmindedly began to stroke her thigh, going higher.
Without breaking conversation, Sarah set her drink down, and straddled Brandon, sitting on his lap. It was then Brandon realized that unlike the night before, Sarah wasn't wearing shorts tonight, but just a pair of blue lace panties.
"Hello there"
Sarah smiled at Brandon and leaned in and began to kiss him. As they kissed, Brandon set his drink down, pulling her closer until they were pressed together. They kissed passionately for a few minutes and Brandon's hand stroked Sarah's back and under her shirt. Sarah lifted her arms off Brandon's neck and raised them above her head.
As she pulled back slightly, Brandon said, "Are you sure, I don't want you to think you have to since I'm leaving."
Sarah put her finger on Brandon's lips, "Shhhhh, I'm more than sure."
Brandon lifted her shirt off leaving her in just her panties. Brandon began to kiss her neck, causing Sarah to moan softly. As he neared the top of her breasts, Sarah giggled, "You're over dressed."
"Well considering you're on top of me, help me out."
Sarah pulled Brandon's shirt off him before climbing out of his lap and pulling his shorts off him, leaving them both in their underwear. The obvious bulge from Brandon's cock was very apparent this time with only a thin layer of boxer briefs covering it.
Sarah began to stroke his cock over his boxers, causing Brandon to begin to moan and groan. Sarah smiled, "I'm sorry I left you hanging last time, not now though, please lift your butt."
Brandon lifted his butt, Sarah hooked her fingers in the waistband, sliding them down and tossing them on the floor with the rest of their clothes. She knelt down and looked up at Brandon, "I made you wait last night, and I've been horny all day, so foreplay is going to be a minimum tonight. I need you."
As the last words left her mouth, Sarah bent down and replaced them with his cock. She focused on the head, sucking on it briefly, swirling her tongue around it before slowly starting to work her way down his shaft. Sarah wasn't the type to go full pornstar and spit on his cock, but she was definitely using plenty of wetness and worked Brandon's cock with her hand and her mouth, making sure Brandon was enjoying himself.
Brandon leaned back against the headboard and enjoyed the pleasure Sarah was giving him. He softly stroked her hair and groaned as she would go lower or when she would cup his balls. Every so often, she would look up at him, smile the best she could with a cock in her mouth and then go back to focusing on him.
After a few minutes, Brandon groaned, "Okay, I'm going to cum if you keep that up."
With a final bob of her head, Sarah released Brandon's cock and said, "Well I want to know how you taste, but I want other things first." She crawled up, and kissed Brandon for a few minutes before he grabbed her ass and flipped her over onto her back causing her to squeal.
Through giggles Sarah said, "You being much bigger than me is fun."
Brandon laughed, "Can I repay the great blowjob?"
Sarah took a deep breath and said, "If you want, please do."
Brandon reached up and slid Sarah's panties off, dropping them on the floor. He then began to kiss up her legs, spreading them as he went until he was face to face with Sarah's perfectly shaved pussy. Brandon took a deep breath, taking in Sarah's sweet aroma before spreading her bare lips with his fingers before softly kissing her clit and began to slowly lick. This caused Sarah to take another deep breath and let out a slight moan. Brandon began to slowly lick Sarah's pussy, using long firm licks with a pause at the top to suck her clit into his mouth and flicking it with his tongue.
Brandon kept this up for a couple minutes, each time Sarah began to moan more and louder. Brandon began to focus on Sarah's clit, her hand shot down to the back of his head and shoved it into her pussy and told him to keep going. Brandon began to push his tongue flat against her clit and Sarah moaned out, "I'm cumminggggg." Her legs clenched around his head and he tasted her pussy juices as her pussy began to contract. Brandon lightly cleaned her juices up as she came down from her orgasm.
As Sarah caught her breath, Brandon emerged from between her legs and smiled. Sarah sat up and moved to kiss him, "I don't care if I just came all over your face, I need to kiss you. They kissed for a minute before Sarah began to reach for Brandon's cock.
Brandon took her hand, "Sarah I want to have sex, but I don't have any condoms, I'm sorry, I didn't want to be presumptious."
Sarah kissed him again then, "That's okay, I have the implant so I don't have to worry about things on tour. If you're clean, we can keep going. Just don't finish inside me, it freaks me out and I've never let a man do it before."
Brandon smiled, "I had my yearly check up and they always do the "everything check" from cancer to STD. I'm clean." Sarah smiled, nodded her head and guided Brandon's cock into her wet pussy.
Brandon slowly slid into Sarah until their pelvises met. Brandon paused and Sarah pulled him down kissing him before saying, "You feel so good." They continued to kiss as they got used to each other before Brandon began to pull out of Sarah slowly before pushing back into her.
Brandon began to thrust in and out of Sarah with long, deep strokes while they continued to kiss. As he thrusted, Sarah gripped his back, moaning with his strokes. She began to grind her pelvis against Brandon, applying pressure to her clit, causing her to moan more. With her moans, Brandon began to thrust faster, raising up so that he could go deeper. Sarah began to moan louder as Brandon sped up, this went on for another minute before Sarah's eyes opened wide and she said, "Fuck I'm cumming!!!"
Brandon could feel the walls of Sarah's pussy contracting around his cock. He slowed his thrusts. As her orgasm washed over her, she shook with pleasure and then began to take deep breaths and relax. Brandon leaned down and kissed her but began to thrust again. He leaned up and resumed the pace he was at that caused Sarah to cum, knowing that he wasn't going to last much longer.
He kept thrusting causing them both to moan Brandon said, "I'm not going to last much longer, I'll pull out."
Sarah bit her lip and between moans said, "Mmmm, cum on me please."
Brandon continued to thrust and within a minute he felt his orgasm building; as he felt his balls tighten, he pulled out and stroked his cock. With a groan Brandon shot cum all over Sarah's stomach, even a stray bit landing below her tits. As his orgasm subsided, he collapsed on the bed beside her. For a few moments, all that could be heard were their deep breaths.
Sarah broke the silence, "Not to ruin the mood, but can you get me a towel?"
Both of them started to laugh as Brandon got up, got Sarah a towel and helped her wipe his cum off. She then took the towel and headed to the bathroom. Brandon climbed under the covers and lay down thinking about what had just happened. He had just had sex with a country music star, who he was totally falling for, and it appeared that she was into him to. He knew he still needed to talk to her about what would happen the next day though...
His thoughts were interrupted by Sarah coming out of the bathroom, she smiled at him and said, "Do I need to put any of this back on," gesturing to the pile of clothes on the floor.
"Only if you want us too, because I didn't"
Sarah climbed into bed, "Okay good."
She curled up against him, laid her head on his chest and sighed what could only be called a sigh of contentment. They lay there for a few moments, Brandon stroking her hair, as she stroked his chest. Almost absentmindedly Sarah said, "So are we just a one off thing or are we going to see what happens?"
She paused, "I know my life isn't what you want, but your life is one that I want when I'm not on the road. I feel comfortable with you, I feel safe with you, and most of all, I'm happier when I'm with you. I know this is a lot to take in and I don't want to scare you, but I've always said being honest is best. Which sounds funny because I've been so guarded lately, after, well you know."
Brandon stopped stroking her hair, causing Sarah to sit up and hurriedly say, "Or just forget I said anything, that's fine too, sorry."
Brandon smiled at her, "No, no. Don't apologize and I'm not going to forget you said anything. It is definitely a lot, but I've been wondering the same thing. It's been a whirlwind 3 days. I was supposed to come out here, get a break from work, hang out and then go back to my classroom. Well I've done that and while I knew I'd get to meet you and probably hangout a little, I never thought I'd spend so much time with you. Then all of this, something like this was just a stupid fantasy or something in my mind...but it actually happened."
Brandon moved to where he was sitting up and Sarah shifted to her side propping her head up on her arm, "Here's the deal, Morgan has asked me what would happen when I left and I've been asking myself the same thing. I didn't know, was all I could tell her and myself, and frankly that scared the shit out of me because I've always been a planner. But after the last 24 hours, I can't imagine going back to New Jersey, telling my friends that I had a great time, and then never act like this was a one time thing and was our little secret. In case you aren't aware, your voice is on my radio a lot. I would always be hearing your voice and if that encore is a single, I'd be screwed."
The last part caused them both to laugh, Sarah looked at Brandon, " So what are you saying?"
"I'm saying that if I, well we don't try to to see where this goes, I know I'm always going to be wondering what if, and I'm too damn old to find a new favorite genre of music or to be wondering what if."
Sarah leaned up and kissed him, "You're not THAT old and I agree that we owe it to ourselves to see what happens. I tend to think we might be pretty damn cute together."
Brandon laughed and scooted back down in the bed, and pulled Sarah to him saying, "Well now that that is settled, can we go to sleep now, I'm tired?"
Sarah giggled reached over, turned off the lights before laying back down, and cuddling back up to Brandon. She lay there for a few moments before saying, "This feels right." All she got in response was a soft snore, causing her to laugh as she closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.
Ch. 15-Monday
The morning broke and as the sun got higher, the morning broke through the curtains leading out to the balcony. This time, it was Sarah who woke first, finding herself and Brandon tangled in a knot of sheets and limbs. She began to untangle herself as gently as she could so as not to wake Brandon, but just as she got the sheets untangled and began to get out of bed, Brandon's hand shot out and grabbed her, "Where are you going?"
Sarah giggled, "Well I need to pee, so I thought I'd do that."
Brandon smiled, "I guess that's okay, as long as you come back."
Sarah climbed out of bed, "Don't worry I'll be back."
Sarah walked to the bathroom, Brandon admiring her naked form and thought to himself how beautiful she was and apparently she was all his now.
As she emerged a few minutes later, "Question, does this mean we are going steady?"
Brandon laughed, "Is it 1970 again and we are in Grease?"
She climbed back into bed, "You know what I mean! Short of pulling someone out of a crowd, I don't really have a chance to meet anyone and I'm not interested in that."
Brandon smiled, "What not going to take on the roadie scene?"
Sarah rolled her eyes and Brandon said, "Look, I'm not smart enough to handle 1 woman, let alone 2. Plus I don't think that's fair to you anyway, so I'm only looking at you."
Sarah smiled, "Okay good. We do need to talk about something though. Eventually the media is going to get ahold of us and they are going to start bugging you. Morgan and the others insulate me, but you're not going to have that, are you okay with dealing with that?"
Nodding his head, "Yeah, I don't know why they would be interested in me, I'm a US government teacher and baseball coach."
"That is exactly why they will want you; you're not the typical celebrity significant other. Plus we might be a living Bucky Covington song, A backwoods boy, and a fairytale princess."
Brandon laughing, "Well, for you, I think I can handle it. Maybe we should keep things quiet for a while, and only let our closest friends know. I guess that's more of a me thing though."
"Sounds like a plan, I am going to take you to the airport with Morgan later on, I want to see you off. Now we have about 5 hours until we have to leave to get you to the airport, what do you want to do?"
Brandon reached over, grabbed Sarah by the waist, "Well I've got one idea so far!" and pulled her over on top of him.
Sarah giggled, "Well I do like that idea."
They began to kiss, Sarah grinding her pelvis against Brandon, him cupping and squeezing her ass. Sarah stopped grinding, grabbed Brandon's cock and guided it into her wet pussy. As she settled down onto him, she signed and began to rock back and forth on his cock. At first it was just constant grinding as they kissed, but Sarah began to grind harder against Brandon as he kept his hands on her ass.
After 2 or 3 minutes of grinding and kissing, Sarah stopped kissing Brandon, sat up, slipped his cock into her pussy and began to ride him. He moved his hands from her ass to her thighs as she kept moving. Through staggered breaths Sarah muttered, "Enjoying the view?"
Trying to focus on not cumming, Brandon muttered, "Yes, you're fucking sexy."
Brandon reached up and began to pinch Sarah's nipples, causing her to moan more. Brandon was having trouble holding back and said, "I'm going to cum soon."
"Hold on, I'm almost here." Sarah bent back over and ground her clit against Brandon and within 30 seconds she was cumming. Brandon had to focus on the prior night's football score to keep from cumming, which was difficult considering Sarah's pussy walls were contracting and trying to milk Brandon's cock of its cum.
As her orgasm subsided, Sarah collapsed on top of Brandon, taking deep breaths and giving Brandon a slight break and reprieve from the intense feeling of wanting to cum. Once she had recovered, Sarah said, "I want to taste you, can I suck you off?"
With slight concern Brandon said, "Do you want me to go wipe my cock off, it's kinda covered in you?"
With a smile, Sarah said, "No it's fine. If I'm not comfortable with myself, how am I gonna make you cum with my mouth"
Sarah climbed off and as she slowly stroked him with her hand, "Man, I really am wet."
Brandon shook his head and soon Sarah's hand was replaced with her mouth. Unlike the night before, Sarah didn't go slow. She immediately took his cock in as far as she could, even causing a slight gag. She proceeded to take as much of his length each time as she could and within 30 seconds Brandon was telling her he was going to cum. Rather than slow down, Sarah just kept up her pace and Brandon began to shoot his cum into her throat and mouth. Considering she had gagged a bit while trying to deepthroat him, she was able to swallow all of his cum without losing a single drop.
As his orgasm subsided, Sarah softly licked his cock clean before letting it slip from her mouth and climbing up to the head of the bed and laid her head on his chest.
After a few minutes of silence, "You taste good, do you eat pineapple?" What had once been a romantic moment was now filled with laughter from Brandon and then Sarah.
As they both called down, Brandon kissed Sarah on the forehead, "You've seen every meal I've eaten."
Grinning, Sarah said, "Well who knows what you may have snuck in. " This caused another fit of laughter before they realized that it was almost 11.
Brandon said, "Why don't we get food, take it down to the beach, and enjoy some beach time before I go."
As he said this, he tapered off then added, "I don't want to leave, but I know I have too."
Solemnly Sarah said, "Yes, you do have to go, I don't want you to leave either, but we will see each other soon, plus calls, texts, and zoom will make this easier." Brandon rested his hand on her leg. Sarah playfully swatted it away, "Get that hand off of my leg, that's what started this whole mess!"
They both laughed again until Sarah began to get out of bed and dig for a bathing suit. She chose a teal sports bra style bikini, a pair of jean shorts and an Ole Miss ball hat that she pulled her ponytail through. Brandon pulled on his swim trunks from the day before, they gathered towels and headed down to the small restaurant in the hotel.
After getting food they headed down to the beach where they were greeted by Amanda and Morgan, both catcalling them. It was Amanda who they heard first, "About damn time you all got here, we've been waiting for an hour."
Morgan added on, "We don't want details, you had better have brought food and drinks!"
Through smiles and blushes, Brandon held up the 6pk of beer and Sarah held up the food. Over the next 3 hours, the four of them ate, drank and just talked about random things. Anyone walking by would have never guessed you had the two hottest singers in country music and others sitting right there because they just seemed like normal young adults.
Around 2 Sarah looked at her phone, "Brandon, you had better go get packed, so we can get you to your plane on time." This statement killed the mood quickly.
Brandon nodded slowly, and stood up, "You're right, let's go. Amanda it was wonderful meeting you and thanks for moving your shoes for me."
Amanda hugged him, "The pleasure was mine, it's been great to have the old Sarah back. Remember if you hurt her I'll cut your balls off."
Brandon started laughing and pulled back, "I understand."
Brandon headed back to the hotel room and packed his bags. As he was done, Sarah came into the room and changed her shorts for a pair of black leggings and tank top over her bikini top. Brandon smiled, "God even when you're not trying, you're sexy."



Sarah smiled, "I'm hoping that by dressing like this, no one will notice us saying goodbye. Just another couple saying bye because of a trip."
Brandon hugged her, "So we are a couple?"
Sarah smiled, "Well I asked if we are going steady, so yes I guess we are a couple."
With a mischievous grin, "Oooo what will the paparazzi think that Ms. Sarah Bixby is dating some rando teacher from NJ?, she's supposed to be dating movie stars!"
Sarah playfully slapped Brandon's chest before kissing him, " They will just have to get over it, I'll take my teacher over some boring movie star.
As they kissed, Morgan knocked on the door, "Okay guys, we gotta go." Sarah and Brandon released and walked to the door, heading towards the car Morgan arranged.
Ch. 16
Brandon, Sarah, and Morgan all piled into the car and made the short drive to the airport. They parked in the short term lot, got out of the car and Morgan said her goodbye.
"Thank you for coming to visit. I know that it turned out way differently than we expected, but I think that was a good thing. I figure it'll be sooner than a year before we see each other again, so until then, BE GOOD!"
The last part caused all three to laugh, and Brandon nodded and thanked Morgan for the invite. Sarah stood out of the way as the two friends said goodbye, noticing that even through the childish bickering, Brandon and Morgan were about as close as two people could be without being together romantically.
As they separated, Sarah said, "I'm going to walk him to the terminal door, I'll be back shortly."
Brandon and Sarah began their walk to the terminal door, reaching it far quicker than either wanted. As they reached the sliding doors and with people rushing by them, it was Sarah who was first to speak. "Thank you for the last couple of days. It has been wonderful and I'm so glad you took Morgan up on the invitation. I just wish you would have done so over the summer, so we had more time together."
Smirking, Brandon said, "Longer and you might have gotten sick of me, now I can leave you longing for me until we see each other again."
Slapping his arm as she had begun to do, "Hey now, none of that talk. But when will I see you again?"
"I have a week at Thanksgiving, and short of Thanksgiving with my family back home, I have nothing scheduled, then it's 4 weeks until Christmas, and 2 weeks off there. We will figure something out. "
Sarah nodded, "Okay, we will nail something down once you get back, we've got a monthish left, then I'm a lot more free, maybe I'll come see you, I've only seen a hotel and a stage in New Jersey."
Brandon pulled her to him, gripping her around the waist and kissing her passionately. As they separated, Sarah whispered, "I'm pretty sure there is a photographer over your shoulder. Ignore them, and I'll do the same and hopefully they won't recognize me with the hat and sunglasses. Text me when you board and when you land."
Bummed that the goodbye had to end so fast, Brandon kissed Sarah one more time and said "Bye honey, see you in a few days" and headed into the airport.
Sarah smiled as he walked into the airport, not looking back to try and cover for her. She turned without paying attention to the photographer who was clearly focused on her and headed back to Morgan and the car.
***
Brandon made it through security and to his gate with about 20 minutes to spare. He sat down, pulled out his headphones, clicked into his Spotify playlist and the first song he was greeted with was one of Sarah's. Brandon scoffed and thought to himself, "Damn, guess there will be no break from her." The thought of the last weekend brought a smile to his face. The gate attendant began to call the boarding order and Brandon made his way to the line and waited to scan his ticket. After scanning his ticket, he found his seat, sat down and pulled out his Kindle, opening up the newest Brad Thor book that he had meant to read over the weekend during his free time.
Brandon texted Sarah, "Just boarded, I'll text you when I land in a few hours. Thanks for a great weekend and I can't wait to see you again."
Sarah responded back immediately, "Thanks for letting me know, and thank you for a great weekend. I felt like myself for the first time in a long time. I'll talk to you soon." Ended with a kissing emoji.
After about 10 minutes, the flight attendant did her safety check, the plane taxied and then took off, jetting Brandon back to his normal life, one that he knew wasn't going to be so normal anymore.
***
Sarah walked back to the short-term lot where she found Morgan leaning against the car and scrolling through her phone, "What are you doing, trying to find a guy on Tinder?"
"Seriously, was a one-time thing!"
Sarah laughed as she climbed into the passenger seat, "Oh I know, but I'm not going to let you live it down."
Morgan shook her head, started the car, and pulled it back onto the airport access road. As they exited the airport, Morgan saw Sarah watching the planes take off. Sarah stayed very quiet as they hit the highway and headed back towards the hotel. After about 5 minutes of silence, Morgan asked, "You going to be, okay?"
Looking at her, Sarah replied, "Oh I'll be fine, it's all just so weird. You always talked about him and how he was such a good guy, then I got to meet him and damn girl you were right!"
This caused both women to laugh before Sarah continued, "I know he is probably just getting ready to take off, I just don't want him to get back home and then realize how crazy all of this seems, even if it is. Morgan how in the world could we ever think we could make this work? He lives in New Jersey, I live in Mississippi and on a tour bus."
Morgan shook her head, letting Sarah just vent and let it all out. As Sarah sat in silence, Morgan finally said, "Thanksgiving week is in 4 weeks, Brandon's off a week and then we are done touring until next summer, you two will figure it out. "
"How do you know?"
"I know because you two are possibly the two most stubborn people I have ever met! Which could cause issues in the long run but if you both are willing to work, this will work."
Sarah wiped a tear from her eye, smiled at Morgan, "Thank you Morgan. For introducing us and letting me vent. You've been a great voice of reason the last few years."
As they arrived back at the hotel, they decided on dinner plans and then exited towards the lobby. As they approached the door, a photographer ran up yelling at Sarah, "Sarah, Sarah, who was the guy you were with at the airport? Do you have a new boyfriend? What is his name?"
Sarah and Morgan kept walking ignoring the questions and the reporter stopped at the lobby door. As they got in the elevator, Sarah looked at Morgan, "Well, Guess that was photographer I saw at the airport. Luckily all he would have is a picture of the back of Brandon's head."
Morgan sighed, "Well that's good, probably need to Let Brandon know so he knows there could be digging."
As the elevator reached their floor, Sarah looked at Morgan again, "I know I'm awesome, but I hope he is ready for the shit show that will emerge when they figure out who he is."
Morgan shook her head and replied before entering her room, "He's smart, he'll figure it out. See you in a few for dinner."
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Ch. 1: 3 weeks after Brandon returned from his trip (Monday)
Another Monday and Brandon found himself dragging his ass out of bed. Like pretty much every night since he returned, he found himself up until midnight or later Zooming or talking to Sarah on the phone. The perk to this was that he had time to get things graded and he was plenty prepared for the rest of the semester which was set to end at Christmas.
The downside to these late hours was that Brandon had always been an "old man." He enjoyed his sleep, going to bed around 10 on school nights and not much after 11 on weekends, throwing in a nap on occasion and that was his perfect world. Since coming home, that schedule was all out of whack. The newest thing they had started at least once a week, they would pick a movie to watch on Netflix or Amazon Prime and then watch it together while on Zoom. It was cheesy as hell, but it gave them a sense of normalcy and a bit of a feeling of being a normal couple.
There was that term again, couple. Brandon still had a hard time believing that he was dating the country superstar Sarah Bixby. So far they had managed to keep it a secret from the press which was a feat in and of itself. Someone had snapped a picture of them saying goodbye and Sarah had been questioned a couple of times by reporters asking who he was. She just avoided the question and it seemed that the attention had died down. She had mentioned to her family that she was seeing someone, but had left out how they met. She had given them the basic information about him, but that was the extent; Brandon had been mum about the whole thing. He had told his buddy Matt that he had a good time on his trip and left it at that. He confided in his dad that he had met someone, her name was Sarah, and that she worked with Morgan. Obviously since his dad knew, that meant his mom knew and she was prying more and more as the weeks went on. He figured he was going to have to give them more or they would lose their mind.
Brandon showered, headed to school, and got through his morning classes. As 4th period was wrapping up, one of his students, Haillee, came up to his desk, "Mr. Baker, can I ask you something?"
"Sure Haillee, what's up?"
The student turned her phone to him, showed him a picture and said "Is this you?"
Brandon took the phone from her, zoomed in and was confronted with a picture that had just showed up on TMZ under the headline "The first picture of Sarah Bixby's secret man?" It was a grainy photo that apparently someone had snapped when they were at dinner in Charlottesville. In it, Brandon was across from Sarah and beside Morgan with Sarah's hand touching his arm as they laughed. Beside that image showed the picture of them saying goodbye where you could just make out parts of the side of Brandon's face.
Brandon handed the phone back, "That's funny Haille, how would I know, let alone date a country superstar?"
Haillee looked at him, "Looks an awful lot like you."
Brandon stood, grabbed his lunch out of his fridge and shooed the student out of his room as he headed to the teachers lounge.
As he walked into the lounge, Matt was already there, he let out a loud "FUCK!"
Matt dropped his fork, "What the hell dude?"
Brandon sat, fumbling with his phone, pulling up the image, slid it over to Matt, "Notice anything?"
Matt looked at the phone and said, "Yeah, it's the band you went and saw, some dude is with them....HOLD ON! That dude is you, and the hot chick is touching you!"
Brandon rested his head in his hands and said, "So, I've been holding back on you and it's probably going to get big fast. I spent ALOT of time with Sarah, and we are kinda a thing now."
"You're kidding right, there's no way that you're seeing a country star."
"No I'm not kidding, I'm dating Sarah Bixby."
Brandon stood and smacked Brandon on the back, "My dude!!! You gotta give me the details."
Brandon munched quietly on his bag of chips, "There's nothing to tell, she's a sweet, genuine person, wanted to be a librarian before the music got big."
"So you hooked up with her?"
"Dude come on, this isn't one of your one night stands, I'm not going to spill the beans."
"Come on man, just tell me is she as hot in person as on tv?"
Brandon smiled, "Dude she's absolutely stunning."
Before Matt could say another word, Brandon's phone rang. He looked down at it and saw "S.B-Morgans friend" appear. Brandon stood up, "I gotta take this."
As Brandon walked to the corner of the lounge, Matt said, "It's her isn't it."
Brandon ignored Matt, answering the phone with, "Hey, I think I know why you're calling.
Ch. 2
Sarah was comfortable. Her and Brandon had fallen into a routine that was working for them. With Zoom, calls and texts throughout the day, they were becoming closer and everything just felt natural. She was looking forward to seeing Brandon again over the Thanksgiving holiday, then sorting out spending more time together, maybe a week over Christmas. Everything had been going well as the tour began to wind down, only 3 more shows with the last one being the next Friday back home in Biloxi where her friends and family could celebrate with her. Her career was on track, her love life was looking up, then the proverbial shit hit the fan when someone sent a decent picture of Brandon's face to TMZ. Now she and Morgan were frantically trying to protect Brandon to save him from harassment.
Sarah was so relieved to hear Brandon's voice, she said solemnly, "Hey baby, I'm sorry to call during the middle of school."
"No worries, I wish it was under better circumstances. A student showed me the picture right before I came to lunch."
Sarah responded, "Yeah, our social media manager saw it and called Morgan. She says hi, but is trying to sort out if they will be able to put a name with your face."
Brandon nodded as he spoke on the phone, "Well, I've always kept my Facebook, Twitter and Instagram locked down because of students, I'll go through and change profile pictures to something non-descript, that should help, maybe change the name to my first and middle name, then it'll make it harder for them to find me."
"Wow, that is a lot of steps, have you been thinking about this?"
Brandon chuckled, "I have to admit, I figured this would happen someday so I already thought how I could try to negate it. I've come clean with my buddy Matt, but I think I may have to go talk to my admin team next."
"Brandon, I'm sorry you're having to do this, you don't need this piled on your plate. God knows dating me is crazy enough."
Brandon laughed again, "You're a good kind of crazy, we will sort this out. "
"While I've got you, have you given any more thought on when we can see each other."
Brandon responded, "I was thinking I'd come down Thanksgiving night and stay until Sunday, does that work for you?"
On the other end, Sarah grinned, "I wish it was longer but, but I'll take what I can get. My parents and siblings are looking forward to meeting you. Daddy says that you can stay with us, in the guest room of course."
Brandon laughed again, "That sounds good. I'd love to talk longer but if I'm going to talk to my principal, I probably need to do it before the end of lunch."
"Okay, I'll talk to you tonight like normal. We are supposed to get to Oak Mountain later tonight, I'll talk to you around 10. Bye Brandon.
"Bye Sarah."
As Brandon hung up the phone, Matt says, "Holy shit dude, you really are dating a rock star!!!!"
Brandon shook his head and as he left the lounge to talk to his principal Bret Lawerance he said, "She's a country star, less cocaine, more cowboy boots"
***
Sarah hung up the phone and looked at Morgan, "Well he took that well."
Morgan nodded, "I figured he would, he knew this was a possibility, and while it's annoying and stupid, he will handle it. Hopefully with the changes he's going to make, it'll be hard for anyone to track him down."
"I know, but part of me wonders if we could get ahead of it, releasing a statement or I could post the picture of us at the beach on Instagram. Maybe if it wasn't so mysterious, people would leave him and us alone."
Morgan frowned a bit, "That is definitely an option, but then we'd have people digging into when you met/how long you've known each other. And as your manager, I think that would be bad, you'd get branded as a whore or something like that. As your friend though they are stupid, and you two shouldn't have to hide your relationship."
Sarah nodded and thought for a minute, "You're right, I'll wait until we meet the parents, then I guess we can go public."
"I'm sorry Sarah, this is a pain in the ass, but once the tour is over, it'll get easier. I hope."
Sarah sighed, "I hope you're right..."
***
Brandon walked into the main office and walked up to his principal's door, seeing it was open, he knocked and stuck his head in, "Hey Bret, you got a minute?"
Bret Lawerance looked up, "Sure man, come on in."
Brandon entered the office, shut the door and sat down. Bret got a concerned look on his face, "Uh oh, is everything okay? Did you get another job?"
Brandon laughed, "Oh I wish it was that simple."
When Bret didn't respond, Brandon slid his phone across the desk and continued, "So that picture you see was posted on the celebrity gossip site TMZ, the guy in both pictures is me. The woman is Sarah Bixby, one part of the country duo Biloxi Bronco's. Sarah and I are dating. We have kept it quiet from pretty much everyone, but it appears the media has gotten ahold of it. They will probably start digging to try and figure out who I am. There's a concern that they will be intense because I'm not a celebrity, I'm just a teacher. I, well we thought it was best to let you know in case something came up."
Bret listened intently, thought for a moment then said, "Okay, I'll make sure school security knows, but what are you doing to try and stay anonymous?"
"Well, I'm going to make my social media accounts as vague and anonymous as I can, and they already are a good bit, so hopefully that will make it harder to track me down, and hopefully once their tour is done, they will lose interest, or someone will do something stupid and our relationship won't matter."
"Okay, that's a great start, and I hope you're right, this could really cause a disruption and we don't want that."
"Of course, that's why I'm wanting to get ahead of this and talk to you before anything else pops up."
As the bell rang for the end of lunch, Brandon stood up and began to exit Bret's office, before he left Bret said, "Congratulations, she's a real looker and you deserve a nice girl."
Ch. 3-One week later (Monday, two weeks before Thanksgiving)
As the prior week went on, things had stayed relatively quiet, there was a picture that propped up of Sarah leaving a hotel wearing a hoody of Brandon's she had kept that had the logo of the team Brandon coached, but luckily there were a bunch of schools with the same name as his all across the country and Sarah played it off as something she found at a thrift store. Brandon went about his career like nothing was different, there were a few rumors around the school about "Mr Baker and the Country Singer," but nothing more than high school drama that was replaced every other day with something new. He and Matt got some good laughs out of the rumors; their favorite so far was that he was actually part of another band and that's how he and Sarah had met; even though it was known that he had no music ability or talent as a teacher talent show had proved earlier in the year.
All hell broke loose though, and it was sort of Brandon's fault. The local paper had done a preseason look at the local spring sports teams and they interviewed Brandon and he was pictured wearing the exact same hoodie logo as Sarah had been earlier the week before. Suddenly someone in the area put two and two together and figured out it was Brandon in the TMZ picture. As Brandon arrived at school, he noticed people milling around the teacher's lot and as he pulled his truck in, two local reporters were standing there.
"Brandon, is it true that you are dating Sarah Bixby?"
Another shouted, "How did you two meet? Is it serious?"
Brandon tried to ignore them, but as he got closer to the door, he stopped, "Guys, I've always talked to you when you needed stories for my games, leave me alone."
Brandon walked to his classroom, slumped into his desk and groaned. He pulled out his phone texting Sarah, "Well it appears the cat is out of the bag, local paper and news have figured us out."
He texted his principal next to let him know, he responded back shortly, "Oh I know, we've had three calls already, people wanting to know if you work here, or if they can have your number. Keep your head low, good luck with your kids..."
The next four classes were pure hell. All his students wanted to do was talk about his relationship, he had more problems with students than he had ever had, even during his student teaching. Finally, during 6th period he snapped, yelling at his kids that his personal life was none of their business and that they had one job, that was to learn about US government. Considering he had never yelled before, his students clammed up and it got around that he was angry so the other 3 periods of the day went well, it was absolutely quiet in his room.
At the end of the day he finally had a chance to check his phone. He saw he had 4 missed texts from Sarah. The first read, "Oh no, I'm so sorry!"
The second, "Let me know how your day is going."
The third, "I know you're busy but I'm thinking about you. Morgan is handling everything on my end."
The fourth sent right before the end of the day, "Please call me after conditioning, I'm worried about you. Let me know what I can do to help."
Brandon went to the restroom, changed, and headed to the baseball locker room and batting cage. As he walked in, his players looked at him and all fell quiet. Finally one of his seniors spoke up, "Heard you had a rough day coach, we're sorry."
There were murmurs of agreement around the room. As the room fell quiet, Brandon looked around before saying, "Thanks guys, the rumors are true, but I don't want to talk about it. Only baseball, got it?" The players all nodded in unison, Brandon added, "Good, now someone get in the cage."
Being able to work with his players for the next 2 hours helped Brandon calm down and relax. After they left, he squeezed in a workout of his own with one of his assistants and then headed home. After he prepped dinner and ate while watching the evening news, he picked up his phone and called Sarah.
After three rings, she picked up, "Hi, are you okay?"
After a pause, he said, "Hey, I've been better for sure. How are you?"
"I'm okay, there are a lot of questions coming in, lots of requests for comments. We are handling it though, how are you."
Over the next five minutes Brandon vented about his day, all of the issues and how he blew up at his class. Sarah let him talk, occasionally saying things to let Brandon know that she was listening. Finally Brandon stopped and said, "Sorry I unloaded like that."
"No, no, don't apologize, you have this situation rougher than I do, I just want to help in any way I can. Would it be easier if we just stopped us? I would totally..."
Before Sarah could continue, Brandon cut her off, "Stop that. I'm not going to let stupid people come between us. I knew this was going to eventually happen, maybe not so soon, but it was going to happen. We couldn't hide forever."
"Are you sure?"
"Positive, we are us, and that's between us. So what if people are constantly taking pictures, it just means I can't get fat and have to keep working out."
For the first time all day, Sarah laughed, and hearing Brandon laugh made her feel better about everything. They chatted a little bit more, and for the first time, Brandon said, "I miss you."
Sarah paused in what she was talking about and smiled before saying, "I miss you too, I can't wait until next week."
They continued talking for another half hour before Brandon showered, then they switched to zoom and talked for another hour and a half while watching 2 episodes of Fixer Upper on HGTV. Finally as they said goodbye, Sarah said, "10 Days then we see each other."
Brandon smiled, "I can't wait, it needs to hurry up."
Ch. 4-Tuesday
Brandon woke up to head to school like normal, as he was halfway there, his phone rang, displaying Morgan's name on the truck screen. "Hey, what's up?"
"You're in a lot better mood than I expected. Sarah said you had a pretty rough day yesterday."
"Yeah, it was pretty annoying, hopefully it'll even out, I just gotta make it to Friday then Thanksgiving break is here."
"Well that's good. Not that it means much, but sorry you're dealing with this."
As Brandon got ready to respond, he pulled into his spot and noticed the same two guys from the day before. "Morgan, hold up, I gotta deal with something." He rolled down his window, "Guys, I told you to leave me alone, if you don't leave, I'll call the security guards and have you escorted from campus."
"Come on man, can you just confirm it for us?"
"You're smart guys, figure it out."
The reporters got into their cars and left as Brandon went back to his call, "Okay, Sorry about that."
"No big deal, you handled that really well. I called to check on you and try to figure out when you were flying down?"
"Well right now, the plan is to fly down on Thanksgiving night and then back home Sunday. At least that's when I bought my tickets for. I bought the expensive ones so I can change them when I want."
"Oh...okay."
"Problem?"
Morgan paused for a second, then said, "No not a problem, I just thought you might come down and catch the final tour stop."
"Oh, I hadn't planned on it, Should I be?"
"I'm not trying to pressure you, I just know that the last few days have weighed on Sarah since the media identified you."
As Brandon walked into his classroom, he thought and said, "You know, let me talk to my parents about Thanksgiving, look at changing tickets, and I'll get back to you. Let's keep this quiet from Sarah, I wouldn't want to get her hopes up."
"Okay, that sounds good, maybe you can surprise her."
Brandon hung up the phone and prepped for his day. His first 4 periods were much more productive than the prior day, apparently his blowup with 6th period had gotten through to everyone. As he reached lunch, he found himself back in the lounge looking for new airline tickets. He called and talked to his dad, filling him in on the whole situation. His dad informed him of the plans for Thanksgiving and Brandon decided that he would just flop his vacation and fly to Mississippi on Friday after work, catch the show, get a hotel room so as not to intrude on Sarah's family, then fly back home, then drive home to Pennsylvania on Wednesday night.
When the day wound down, Brandon texted Morgan and filled her in on his plans. The closest flight he could find left Newark at 4:45 on Friday and landed in New Orleans at 6:55 central time. He would then have to rent a car and drive the hour and a half to Biloxi where the show was at the Coast Coliseum. If everything went according to plan, he would get to the show about 8:45, missing the beginning, but being there for the end. He would then fly back out of New Orleans on Wednesday afternoon, getting into Newark, then making the five hour drive to his childhood home in the northern part of the state.
Morgan texted back, "That is perfect! I'll get you a parking pass and get you credentials and have them left with the security guard in the back. Now I just have to keep this a secret from Sarah."
Ch. 5-Friday
Brandon made it through the rest of the week pretty well. There were still mumbling about him from the students but the reporters had seemingly died down. He did find himself checking websites that covered celebrities a couple times a day to see if there had been any other things that he needed to be aware of. Other than the local paper tying them together and that being picked up by TMZ as an update to their earlier story, things had pretty much been quiet. Now as Brandon wrapped up his day, he was focused on getting to Newark and getting to New Orleans so he could catch as much of the show as he could. After a quick change of clothes in the staff restroom, out the door he went.



As he parked his truck in the long term lot, he caught the shuttle to the terminal, checked his bag, and cleared security. As he settled into the waiting area,his mind began to wander. "Would Sarah be excited to see him? Of course she would. Would her parents like him? Now that was the big question. He knew Sarah and her mother were extremely close as she was to her siblings, but they were probably very protective because of her fame. They would want to make sure he was interested in her, not her fame." As these thoughts and others wound through his head, he heard the first call and as he approached the counter, the attendant took his ticket and said, "Mr. Baker, you have been upgraded to business, there was a couple that booked separately and so they could sit together, you were upgraded."
Brandon thanked her and moved down the gangway to the plane, finding his seat. Coach to business was a huge difference, the seats were wider and and more importantly, there was more legroom that fit Brandon's 6'2 frame. He settled in, told the flight attendant that he wouldn't want any beverages, put his headphones on and closed his eyes, hoping to catch some sleep.
Two and a half hours later, he was awakened by the pilot announcing their final descent into New Orleans. As the plane made final approach, Brandon began to pack his things, prepping to hurry off the plane, get to the rental counter so he could get his rental and get on the road to Biloxi. As the plane pulled to the gate, people started shuffling around and Brandon began to make his way off the plane, luckily he was able to deplane, use the restroom and get to the rental counter in less than ten minutes. As he was finishing up the paperwork on the car, his phone vibrated with a text from Morgan, "Hey hope you're on the ground, your parking pass and your access passes are with security, we've kept Sarah from seeing the guest list, Amanda and Max know you're coming but that's it. Look for big A/Cs and a roll up door with "Entrance" by it. You'll see the buses and I'll make sure I send you my location as I go in."
As Brandon walked to his rental car, he texted Morgan back, "Thanks, I'll let you know when I'm close."
Brandon made it out of the parking lot, onto the highway and started the 95 mile drive to Biloxi. As he made his way onto US 90 and started up the coast towards the venue, he realized that it was just about 9pm, he had lost a little bit of time due to a wreck on I-10 as he crossed Lake Pontchatrain. He texted Morgan telling her where he was.
She responded, "I'll send Max down to get you and bring you in. See you in a few"
Following Morgan's location she sent earlier, Brandon pulled up to a security booth, the guard stepped out and said, "Can I help you? This area is closed."
Brandon pulled his driver's license out, showed it to the guard, "My name's Brandon Baker, I should have a parking pass and some other things."
The guard walked back into the booth, he re-emerged a moment later with a small manilla envelope. He instructed Brandon where to go, Brandon thanked him, laid the tag on the dash and drove forward. He pulled his car in beside others just as Max was emerging from the roll up door.
Brandon got out of the car, threw his access pass around his neck and jogged up to Max, shaking his hand.
Max smiled, "Hey man! Heard you've had a little bit of excitement over the last two weeks."
"Holy shit dude, it has been crazy, I can't believe you all deal with this shit."
Max shook his head and led him into the venue, "Yeah, it's a little bit nuts, but now you're here, Sarah's gonna be stoked to see you."
"So she has no clue I'm coming?"
"Nope we all thought it'd be a nice surprise."
As they moved towards the stage, Brandon could feel the music as it vibrated in the venue. As they began to pass the tour boxes, Max said, "FYI, Sarah's parents are here, so you're going to meet them sooner rather than later. They do know you're coming."
Brandon stopped, "Seriously!? That would have been good to know!"
Max laughed, reached into a cooler grabbing a Coke, then pulled a cup and a bottle of Bulleit bourbon out and said, "Here make a drink, it'll calm you down."
Brandon poured himself a drink, took a pull, then topped it off before following Max backstage. As he got to where he could see the crowd and the stage, he was intercepted by Morgan, "You finally made it!!!" He looked past Morgan to see Sarah in her blue jeans, riding boots and blue v-neck t-shirt with the Ole Miss logo across the front.
"Yeah, ran into some traffic right outside of New Orleans."
"Well glad you're here, stay put, you need to meet some people."
Brandon took another drink from his cup and as he looked up, he saw Morgan walking back with two people who he knew were Sarah's parents and two others he assumed were her siblings. With another drink, he muttered, "Here goes nothing."
Ch. 6
As Morgan approached, Brandon decided to take the initiative, he stepped forward, extending his hand to Sarah's father, "Good evening Mr. Bixby, I'm Brandon Baker, Sarah's....well Sarah's boyfriend."
"Brandon it is nice to finally meet you, please call me Jim." He turned as his wife stepped forward, "This is my wife Susan."
Brandon reached out and shook her hand, "Mrs. Bixby, it's nice to meet you, Sarah has talked about you a bunch."
He then turned to the teenage boy and young girl behind them, "That means you must be Jackson and you must be Mia, my names Brandon and I'm a friend of your sister's". Sarah's brother reached his hand out and said hello, trying hard to give a firm handshake causing Brandon to smile.
Little Mia walked up to Brandon, looked up at him, pulled the large pink shooting muffs off her ears and shouted, "Are you her boooyyyfriend?"
Brandon and Morgan started laughing and Brandon knelt down in front of her, "Yes, I am."
Mia thought for a moment, said, "Okay!" And then walked back to the edge of the curtain so she could watch Sarah.
Brandon stood up and turned his focus back to Sarah's parents and brother, "I know that I wasn't supposed to be here until late next week, but Morgan mentioned that Sarah had been worried since the reporters and media figured out who I was, so I thought I might surprise her. I've booked a hotel room and don't want to intrude on any of your family time, I know you haven't seen her in a while."
Sarah's parents nodded, her mother looked him up and down, "Nonsense, if Sarah, Amanda, and Morgan vouch for you, you can stay at our home."
"Thank you ma'am, I appreciate that."
Sarah's dad looked on with a serious look on his face then said, "Susan, why don't you and Jack go watch the show with Mia, I'm going to talk with Brandon some more. Morgan, can you excuse us? Brandon walk with me."
Brandon and Jim walked away from the stage and back towards the hallway where Brandon had come in 10 minutes prior. As they got to a point where they could hear each other, Jim stopped, "I'm not going to beat around the bush, you have to understand where I'm coming from, Sarah's been through a lot and went from a student to a country star almost overnight. She is one of the biggest names in the industry, she had her heart broke when she found out that prick cheated on her, what are your intentions with her?"
Brandon nodded, "Mr. Bixby, a month ago I came to visit a dear friend from college who just happens to work with your daughter. Sure I thought she was beautiful, no man in his right mind would think otherwise, but what I have found is that her beauty on the outside is surpassed by her beauty inside.
Jim interrupted, "You realize how cliche you sound?"
Brandon laughed, "Yeah I do. I'll never forget seeing her with the little girl on the stage in Cincinnati and how she interacted with her. I'll never forget how she told me about drinking bourbon with you and her grandfather at your deer camp, how she talked about how hard it was to leave Mia, how choosing this over being a librarian was so hard, and a whole bunch of other things that we have talked about."
Jim nodded, "You still haven't answered my question."
"Sir, I care about your daughter a great deal. She's sweet, she's funny, she's selfless, she makes me want to be a better person because I see how she interacts with people and the world in general. Excuse my language but I don't give a shit about her fame. It's just another job, albeit a public one, just like me teaching or coaching."
Jim nodded again, "So where do you see you two going?"
"I'm not sure honestly, and that scares me because I've always been a planner. We've known each other a month, and at the risk of cliche, it feels longer. She is one of the easiest people to talk to I have ever met. If she didn't want to be a librarian, I'd be suggesting that she look into being a counselor or therapist because she just puts people at ease, and people open up to her, I'm one of those people. I don't know what the future holds, but I'm excited to find out."
Jim took a step towards Brandon, "You're alright kid, just treat her good and we will be good."
"Of course sir."
Jim laughed, slapped Brandon on the back, "Stop calling me sir, now let's go watch the show."
Jim and Brandon made their way back to the stage, as they approached Sarah's mom let out a sigh, "Thank goodness, you didn't scare him off."
Jim and Brandon both laughed and Jim said, "Nope, just had to make sure we were on the same page."
Ch. 7
Over the next half hour, they all enjoyed the show, seeing Sarah and Amanda back in their home element made the show even more energetic than normal. Numerous times they would get off stage, interacting with fans and people they knew who were on the front row. As the show began to hit the last few songs on the set list, Sarah announced that they wanted to bring a few people on stage to thank them. Amanda started first, introducing her mom, dad, older brother and his wife. They jointly thanked the tour staff and road crew, they brought Morgan out and thanked her.
After Morgan walked off stage, Sarah said, "Lastly I can't forget my family who is here tonight. My brother Jackson and sister Mia!"
Jackson picked Mia up and walked her out onto stage. Mia just ate it up, waving and smiling for everyone as the crowd cheered. Sarah took Mia from her brother, and walked her around the front of the stage so she could wave to everyone.
Setting Mia down, "Finally, I can't forget my parents Jim and Susan who have supported me and us from day one of this little adventure."
Jim and Susan walked out onto stage holding hands waving to the crowd, leaving Brandon standing in his usual spot from the previous shows, he had been making sure he stayed in the shadows so Sarah couldn't see him. As Jim and Susan reached center stage, Susan hugged Sarah, followed by Jim, who gave her a kiss on her cheek, and then whispered something in her ear. Brandon could see the confused look on her face. Next thing he knew Morgan was standing beside him.
Through giggles, Sarah stepped back to her mic, "My dad says that there is someone else in the shadows that came to see me perform. I don't know who it is honestly, mystery person, can you step out of the shadows?"
Brando looked at Morgan, she said, "Okay lover boy, that's you."
Brandon protested as he heard Sarah over the mic, "Seriously who is it?"
Amanda added while grinning, "Come on mysterious person, get out here!"
Brandon saw one of the onstage camera guys moving around the drum set coming towards him. He took a final swig from his cup, set it on the tour box, and stepped into the light that had been shining on the wing entrance. He couldn't see much because of the blinding light in his eyes, but he could hear murmurs from the crowd and maybe some cheers of encouragement.
As he took another step onto the stage he heard Sarah through her mic, "Oh my god."
As he cleared the speaker stack that obscured the crowd, he caught sight of Sarah as she put her hands over her mouth. He smiled and continued to walk towards her. She began to walk towards him and met him halfway between the edge of the stage and her mic stand. She threw her arms around him and hugged him tighter than he had ever been hugged before. She pulled back as he wrapped his arms around her waist, "What are you doing here?!"
He smiled back at her, "Thought I'd surprise you."
She hugged him again, kissing his cheek, laughed and let go, keeping a hold of his hand as she pulled him towards her mic stand. As they reached it, she said, "Folks to put rumors to rest, I'd like to introduce you to Brandon, my boyfriend." The crowd erupted as he waved to the crowd. He turned and nodded at Jim who along with the rest of Sarah's family were clapping.
As the crowd died down, Amanda said, "Alright folks, we've got one more for you!"
Sarah said to Brandon as he turned to walk off stage with her parents, "Thanks for coming, I can't believe you're here."
He smiled back, "Thanks for having me, even if you didn't know." She laughed as he exited the stage and as the chords from the first single they released were strummed.
The final song ended, but rather than take a break, the band played three more songs for an encore. As the final notes were hit, Sarah said into the mic, "Crew come take a bow, we couldn't have done this without you!" The entire crew walked onto stage, formed a line, and bowed to the cheers of the audience. As they exited and the house lights came on, Sarah and Amanda stuck around for the next half hour signing autographs and talking to people who had come to see them.
Brandon stood out of the way as the road crew began to pack up the set, talking with Morgan and Sarah's older brother. As the crowd began to thin out a little bit more, he heard, "Brandon, can you come out here?"
Brandon walked out on stage and found Sarah down on the floor talking to 2 women and 2 guys. He hopped off the stage, walked over to the group. As he got to Sarah, she grabbed him, kissing him passionately to the "Ooooos" of the group.
After the kiss ended, Sarah giggled, "Sorry, I wanted to do that on stage, but I was too shocked that you were here."
Brandon laughed, "That's fine, that occurring on stage may have given your dad a coronary."
The entire group laughed, before Sarah said, "Brandon, I'd like you to meet Lauren, her husband Mark, and Beth and her fiancé Eric. I've known Lauren and Beth since we were in kindergarten."
Brandon shook hands with the guys, and hugged the two women. They all wanted to know how they met and the details of Brandon's life. They all talked and laughed for the next 20 minutes.
The conversation ended when George appeared, shaking Brandon's hand and said, "Sarah, it's been a pleasure to drive you this year, but I'd like to get on the road to get back to Nashville in the morning. I think everything but your overnight bag with the rest of your clothes has already been packed up and will be dropped at your parent's tomorrow. Where would you like it put?"
With a hug, Sarah said, "George, you have been great and made our lives so comfortable, are you sure I can't convince you to stay for Daddy's cookout for everyone?"
"As much as I'd like to, I can't wait to see my wife."
"I understand. As for my bag, Brandon, I'm assuming you got a rental car? I think my parents left me to get Mia home to bed."
"Yeah, it's the Ford Bronco beside the bus, and your mom made me cancel my hotel reservation so I'm staying with you all."
"Really, a Bronco?"
Brandon through his arms up, "It was a fitting coincidence"
Sarah laughed, "Uh huh. George please just put the bag in Brandon's rental. I need to change before we make the drive home, it's about an hour and a half to my parents."
George thanked Sarah again, shook Brandon's hand and headed to move Sarah's bag.
The conversation wrapped up with Sarah's friends, all of them confirming that they would be at the cookout the next evening.
Sarah took Brandon's hand, and walked him towards the dressing room. Brandon stopped to use the restroom and Sarah said, "I'll change and meet you back out here in 5?"
5 minutes later, Brandon was leaning against the wall when the dressing room opened and out walked Sarah in a pair of running shorts, the infamous hoody that she stole from him and a pair of flip flops, "Ready to go?"
"Let's go!"
Ch. 8
They left the venue and walked to Brandon's rental holding hands. As they climbed in, they found Sarah's duffel in the backseat and Sarah threw her bag from the show in the back with it. They pulled out of the lot and began to make their way out of the city as Sarah gave Brandon directions.
As they cleared the city, Sarah had fallen quiet and Brandon kept driving on Route 15 as Sarah had instructed. After about 10 minutes of silence, Brandon looked over at Sarah staring out the window, rested his hand on her knee, "Penny for your thoughts?"
Sarah turned from the window and smiled at him, "It's just nice to be back home, tour life is fun and all, but it's just nice to be back in the country. Plus I'm still giddy that you're here and came to surprise me."
Brandon smiled back, "I'm glad I could make it. I felt a little bad not telling you when you were bummed earlier in the week, but I thought it would be fun to surprise you." He lightly caressed Sarah's bare thigh as she sat Indian style in the seat next to him. He absentmindedly allowed his hand to slide higher as they cruised down the dark two lane road. After another five minutes of silence, Brandon's hand had begun to reach the hem of Sarah's shorts.
With a giggle, "What do you think you're doing mister?"
Snapping from the road, Brandon looked over and realized he had two fingers under the hem of her shorts. He pulled his hand back, "Sorry, I didn't realize what I was doing."
Looking at him skeptically, "Surreeee."
Brandon tried to defend himself, but Sarah cut him off, "I didn't say stop..."
Brandon slipped his hand back to her thigh, caressing her smooth skin and slowly began to reach under her shorts which caused her to let out a sigh and a slight moan. Brandon began to caress higher but was stopped as he began to slide his fingers towards her pussy. A fabric that didn't feel like the panties that he had seen Sarah wear stopped his fingers. He looked over at her as she sighed, "They're running shorts that have a liner."
Brandon nodded, and began to caress her pussy through the liner, causing her to let out another soft moan. He could feel the heat radiating from her and as he applied more pressure, he could feel her wetness starting to soak through. As he pushed harder, Sarah began to moan a bit louder. This went on for another minute or two, the liner getting wetter and Sarah's moans getting louder. Sarah finally looked over at Brandon, "Would you just finger me already?"
Brandon looked at her, then looked at the road, "Here? I don't know the road."
Sarah moved Brandon's hand, lifted her ass off the seat, pulled her shorts down her legs to her ankles and said, "Yes here, the road is straight, now finger me!"
Having never seen the demanding side of Sarah, Brandon hesitated for a moment, causing Sarah to reach out, grab his hand and pull it back to her crotch. As he touched her, he was welcomed by bare, wet lips that were begging to be stroked. Brandon focused on the road but began to stroke Sarah's outer lips before separating them and sliding his middle finger into Sarah. As he did, she sighed, and as he began to work his finger in and out, her sighs turned to moans.
Brandon set the cruise control on the SUV and began to finger Sarah more earnestly, slipping his finger in and out of her, while keeping the ball of his hand against her clit. He felt Sarah become wetter as he sped up slightly, as she became wetter, her moans became louder, drowning out the song on the radio. Brandon kept his pace up for another minute or so and just as they came to a bend in the road, Sarah's pussy clenched Brandon's finger and she began shake as her moans were replaced by, "Yes, yes, yes." Over and over as she rode her orgasm.



As her orgasm subsided, Brandon removed his finger, and sucked her juices off his finger, and steered the Bronco around a corner. Sarah stayed slouched in the seat taking deep breaths; then looked at him, smiled and said, "Thank you, I needed that."
Brandon smiled back, "Your welcome, not what I expected out of you."
"I can be surprising, you just wait and see."
"Oh really, how is that?"
Sarah grinned, "You'll see."
Brandon laughed and continued driving as Sarah pulled her shorts back up and got comfortable. About 10 minutes later, they came to an intersection and Sarah told him to turn left. They drove about 2 or 3 minutes and Sarah said, "Slow down." Brandon looked at her with a confused look; she laughed and said, "Just slow down."
As Brandon slowed down, a small dirt road appeared to his right, when Sarah saw it, "Turn in here."
Brandon looked at her and did as she said. He drove about 50 yards and the road came to a small clearing that you couldn't see from the road due to trees and the darkness. "What are we doing? Oh my god, is this where you kill me?"
Sarah laughed, "No, but we are going to be at my parents house in about 5 minutes and we can't have you walking in with that thing on display."
Brandon looked to his pants where Sarah was gesturing, and noticed that he was still sporting a pretty healthy erection. Sarah opened her door, hopped out and said, "Get out and come here, turn the parking lights on."
Brandon found the light switch and switched to the parking lights and got out of the Bronco. He met Sarah in front of the vehicle where he wrapped his arms around her kissing her passionately before allowing his hands to wander to her ass which he gave a firm squeeze. Sarah once again sighed but pushed herself away from him.
She took a step back and reached down, gripped her hoody, and pulled it over her head revealing nothing but bare skin underneath.
"Not wearing a bra now?"
Sarah grinned devilishly, "Nah, it's baggy enough, no need to." She dropped the hoody at his feet then added, "Now drop your drawers."
Brandon fumbled with his belt, unfastened his pants, and pushed them and his boxers around his ankles. As his pants pooled at the ground, Sarah knelt in front of him, reached out and softly stroked his cock in the light of the Bronco. She asked him, "Do you want me to take care of this?"
Brandon nodded, "Please do."
Sarah licked the head of his cock and then took it into her mouth. She worked her mouth over every inch of Brandon's cock while cupping his balls with her hand. Brandon reached down, cupping one of her breasts with his hand before switching to the other. Sarah looked up at him and sighed with his cock in her mouth and began to pick up the pace she was bobbing her head. As she did, Brandon moved his hands from her breasts and began to pinch and tweak her nipple softly which had become hard from cool fall air.
Sarah let his cock slip from her mouth causing a shiver to course through his body. "Stop that, I already got mine, it's your turn, enjoy." She slapped his hand away and began to suck his cock again. As she worked her lips up and down, the tip of her tongue stroked the underside of his cock, sending shivers through his body. She resumed the pace that she had been using before she told him to enjoy, this coupled with the fondling of his balls, caused Brandon to lean back against the hood and let out a loud groan.
Sarah let his cock slip out again for a second, "That's my man, enjoy it."
Before Brandon could say anything she had taken his cock back into his mouth and resumed as if she had never stopped. This went on for another couple of minutes before Brandon began to feel his orgasm building. "Sarah I'm going to cum."
Rather than slow down, Sarah only tried to take his cock deeper. He felt his cock hit the back of her throat and as her lips slid back up his cock, his orgasm started and he shot rope after rope into her throat, causing her to hum/moan as she swallowed it all. Once he had cum, Sarah spent the next 30 seconds softly cleaning his cock off as he began to go limp.
After she cleaned him off, she stood up and looked him in the eye and smiled, "Welcome to Mississippi."
Brandon pulled her close, kissing her, not caring that a minute before he had blown his load in her mouth. They kissed for a minute before he pulled back and said, "We should probably get going."
Sarah smiled, "You're right." Brandon pulled his pants up, Sarah dusted the hoody off, pulled a sports bra from the pocket, putting it on and then the hoody over it. They got back in the car, turned around and headed the last 5 minutes to Sarah's parents house. Sarah pointed out the driveway, marked with a blue mailbox with "Bixby'' stenciled on it.
***
As they pulled up, Sarah said, "Park beside Daddy's truck."
As Brandon pulled in beside the blue F250, he remarked, "Awwww, it's my truck's big brother."
Sarah laughed, "I'm glad you're not some sissy who drives a Prius."
Brandon laughed, climbed out of the car and grabbed their bags then followed Sarah up the steps. "Daddy must still be awake, the den light is on.
As they entered the house, Sarah steered Brandon to the right and into the den where they found Jim sitting in a recliner watching TV, "I wondered when you two would be coming in."
"Daddy, you know you didn't have to wait for us, I'm a big girl."
"I'll always stay awake when you're coming home. I'm going to put the brisket on here in about half an hour anyway. I pulled it out when we got home a couple hours ago. Drive over alright?"
Brandon nodded, "Yep, uneventful, I'm not used to the flatness and all the straight roads. Where I grew up you don't get that very much."
Jim Stood up, "Where is that exactly? Sarah said you teach in New Jersey, but aren't from there."
"I grew up in a small town in northern Pennsylvania named Roulette, not much there except mountains and streams, but went to school at Rutgers, got my job and stuck around."
"Oh okay, Sarah, why don't you show this young man where he is sleeping."
"Okay Daddy!"
As they exited the room, Jim turned to Brandon, "When you drop your bag off, come back down and come to the back yard, I could use some help with the brisket."
Brandon nodded and followed Sarah up the stairs. At the very top of the steps, Sarah opened a door showing into the guest room. "Here you go. Mom and Dad are old fashioned, there's no sharing a room until you get married. My room's at the end of the hall. Bathroom is next door down"
Brandon laughed, "Understandable."
Sarah stepped up to him and whispered, "Don't worry, there's plenty of places where there is privacy."
She rose up on her trip toes, pressed her lips to his. As Brandon wrapped his arms around her and kissed her back, they were interrupted by "EWWWWWW."
They stopped and turned to see Mia standing in the doorway.
"Mia what are you doing awake honey?"
"I heard you come home and wanted to see you. Can you come back to bed with me?"
With a smile, Sarah said, "Sure sweetie, go ahead and I'll be in in a second."
As Mia headed back to her room, they both started laughing, Brandon said, "Being cock blocked by a 10 year old is a first."
Sarah kissed him again and said, "Alright, alright, go help Daddy, I'm going to get her back to sleep, shower and go to bed. I'll see you in the morning." With that, she was out the door and Brandon headed downstairs to help Jim.
Ch. 9 Saturday
The next four days were a whirlwind for Brandon and Sarah. Sarah had not been home since her Mom's birthday in August and that was a quick 2 days in the middle of the week, so there were a lot of people to see. The cookout on Saturday for the tour crew was great, seeing her introducing all of them to her friends and family. Her family had a way of making everyone feel welcome. The party wound down around 10pm as everyone began to filter out to catch flights home the next morning including Morgan.
As Morgan was saying goodbye, she got to Brandon, "I never would have thought 6 weeks ago I would be saying goodbye to you both, but here we are."
Sarah and Brandon both laughed and walked her to her car, Sarah hugged Morgan and said, "Thanks for everything this summer Morgan, you were a lifesaver on so many occasions, and you introduced me to this guy."
"You're welcome, Sorry about that last part though."
Brandon feigned offense, "Hey now!"
They all laughed again and Brandon embraced Morgan, thanking her for introducing them and telling her to have a safe trip.
Ch. 10 Sunday
While attending church on Sunday with the family, Brandon was clearly out of his element, Sarah was not. Brandon grew up in a family that while faithful, they weren't the type to attend church every Sunday, but Sarah's family was all about it. Her mom sang in the choir, her dad served as an usher and Mia was an altar server. Sarah being back was the talk of the town and everyone wanted to talk with her; service was over at 10:30, but they didn't get home until almost noon because of all the talking.
When they finally got back to the house, Brandon collapsed onto the couch with a groan. Sarah sat down beside him, "All this too much for ya city boy?"
Brandon laughed, "You're little miss popularity, and I'm just the eye candy, it's exhausting."
Sarah rolled her eyes, "Oh you hush! Go up and change out of your church clothes, we will go for a walk around the property after lunch."
They sat down and ate a lunch of fried chicken, mac and cheese, green beans and rolls. As they finished Sarah and Brandon excused themselves so Sarah could show Brandon around their property. As they headed towards the door, Brandon said, "Aren't you going to change out of your dress." Sarah was wearing a dark orange, long sleeve dress that fell to her knees but flowed at her waist rather than be tighter like the top.
"Nah, I'm going to change shoes, it's so warm out, I'm just going to keep it on." Sarah changed into an old pair of sneakers that were by the door and out they went.
As they walked past the garage and barn, Sarah explained how they owned 65 acres that used to belong to her grandparents, who used to raise cattle. As they walked, Sarah gave Brandon a glimpse into her childhood and life growing up as she showed him the creek they swam in, the old pasture fields, the old garden, before finally stopping at the tree where her dad had built her a treehouse, now nothing but a couple boards hanging out of the tree.
As they stood under the tree, Brandon stood behind her, wrapped his arms around Sarah's waist, pulling her against him as she told him about what it looked like, and all the sleep overs she had in it. Brandon bent down, kissed the top of her head and said, "That sounds like a lot of fun, I was stuck building forts on the ground."
Sarah giggled, turned around and rose up on her tiptoes kissing him passionately. As she pulled away, "I like you a lot."
With a smile, Brandon replied, "I like you too, thanks for showing me all this."
"You know, this is about as alone as we are going to be before you leave...." Sarah walked towards the tree as her sentence trailed off. Brandon followed her and she reached behind the tree, pulling out a quilt, "I brought this out here earlier..."
Brandon took the blanket from her and spread it down under the tree, laying down on it and motioning Sarah to lay down also. Sarah laid down beside Brandon, reached up, grabbed his shirt and pulled him down on top of her. Brandon began to kiss her, pushing his tongue against her lips until they opened, allowing him to kiss her deeper as she kissed him back.
Sarah wrapped her arms around Brandon, pulling him against her. Brandon's leg had found its way between her legs, and as they kissed, Sarah began to grind herself against his knee. This went on for a few minutes before Brandon pulled away and sat up. Sarah protested but Brandon stopped her, "Shhhh, lay still." As Sarah lay before him, he moved to the bottom of the blanket, and began to kiss up Sarah's bare legs.
As he got to her knees, Sarah said, "Hold on." He lifted his head for a moment as Sarah lifted her ass and pulled the hem of her skirt up to her breasts. "That should give you plenty of access." Brandon smiled seeing Sarah in a pair of tan panties that seemingly matched her tan legs and stomach. He resumed his place between her legs, kissing up until he got to her panties, kissing around the edges of her panties as he sighed and moaned.
He paused, "Can I take these off or do you want them left on?"
"Please take them off, just put them in your pocket so we don't lose them."
They both giggled as Sarah lifted her ass again as Brandon removed her panties, sticking them in his pocket before lowering his head back to her now bare pussy. He trailed kisses from her pussy, around the edges and began to kiss right up the slit in her pussy. As he did, Sarah's breath became more labored, and when Brandon spread her lips with his fingers and licked her pussy causing her to let out a long moan. Brandon continued to lick and suck every inch of Sarah's pussy causing her to moan more and more. He moved his tongue up, beginning to flick her clit and slipped a finger inside her, stroking her inside and as her moans became more prominent, he slipped a second finger in.
For the next few moments, he focused his tongue on her clit and his fingers on the front of her pussy. Just as his mouth began to tire, Sarah reached down and grabbed his head, pulling it into her pussy and within another 30 seconds, her pussy clenched around his fingers and her pussy flooded his mouth with her orgasm. As her orgasm subsided, Brandon focused on lapping up all of her juices. As he cleaned her up, Sarah shook due to her sensitivity and then pulled him up.
"Oh god, your beard is covered in me."
Brandon laughed and using his hand, wiped Sarah's juices from his beard.
As Brandon sat back on his heels, Sarah smiled up at him, "You're cute."
Brandon smiled back, "And you're beautiful."
They both laughed and Brandon leaned down kissing Sarah, her hand immediately going to his belt, undoing it, then his pants as her hand slid inside, gripping his by now hard cock. She groaned and he sighed as her hand engulfed his cock and she began to stroke it.
"I need this inside of me, now."
Brandon groaned and nodded, rising up and pulling his pants down to his ankles before he laid back down. Sarah reached up, taking Brandon's cock in her hand again and guiding it into her pussy. Thanks to Brandon eating her out, she was plenty wet and Brandon slipped into her with minimal resistance. They settled against each other kissing before Brandon slowly began to withdraw, then pushing back into her. For the next five minutes, Brandon kept a steady pace causing Sarah to moan and Brandon to groan each time he pushed back into her, him feeling her pussy grip his cock, while she felt his cock filling every bit of her with a slight stretch, but a perfect feeling.
As he leaned down and kissed her again, Sarah said, "Will you fuck me from behind?"
"Such a dirty mouth."
They both laughed and Brandon withdrew his cock from Sarah's warmth. No sooner than his cock had exited, Sarah had flipped over and risen up onto her hands and knees, making sure to flip the back of her dress up and out of the way. After admiring and feeling her ass so many times, having her bent over waiting for him almost made Brandon cum right there. He moved behind her, stroked the head of his cock up and down her slit twice to get it wet and then slid into her in a slow stroke.
They both groaned as Brandon's pelvis made contact with her ass. "Oh god, you feel so good," Sarah moaned as Brandon began to slide in and out of her.
Using her hips for leverage, Brandon grunted and began to fuck Sarah faster than anytime before. For the next 2 or 3 minutes, the only sounds other than nature that could be heard were Sarah's moans and Brandon's grunts. Sarah was the first to cum, her moans became louder and more continuous when she finally said, "Please don't stop." With another couple of thrusts, Sarah's body began to shake and she struggled to hold herself up as her orgasm washed over her.
As Sarah's orgasm wracked her body, Brandon felt himself getting closer. Knowing Sarah had never been given a creampie, he asked, "Where do you want me to cum?"
Through her own groans Sarah squeaked out, "Cum on my ass!"
Brandon thrusted until he couldn't hold back anymore, pulled his cock from Sarah with a slight pop, and with two strokes of his hand, he shot 3 thick ropes of cum onto her ass.
As his orgasm subsided, Brandon was a little light headed and fell to the blanket beside Sarah. She looked down at him, "Feel better?"
"For sure."
"If you'll give me my underwear, I'll clean myself up."
Brandon pulled his pants up, fished Sarah's panties out of his pocket and handed them to her. She giggled as she cleaned up Brandon's cum which had started to run down her ass to her legs. After cleaning herself up, she stood up, smoothing her dress back out and handing her panties to Brandon.
"Put these back in your pocket, I don't have any."
Brandon put the panties in his pocket, helped Sarah fold the blanket up and they walked back to the house holding hands and talking about the beautiful weather.
Ch. 11-Monday and Tuesday
Monday
Monday was uneventful. Sarah took Mia to school and stayed to volunteer in her classroom, it helped that a friend from high school was the teacher. While she was volunteering, Brandon spent some time with Jim, mending fences on the property and clearing brush. It gave them a chance to get to know each other more. As they wound down and headed back to the house for lunch, they climbed into Jim's truck, Jim said, "Brandon, thank you."
Thinking he was talking about the work, Brandon said, "No problem, it's the same type of stuff I normally do at my parents, will probably have some trees to deal with when I get back on Wednesday night."
"Not about that. Well, I appreciate your help with that, but I'm talking about Sarah."
"What do you mean?"
"Obviously, you knew I was skeptical about you when we met but your answers Friday night impressed me. Getting to know you and seeing how you interact with her and with the rest of my family, shows that you can walk the walk and talk the talk. I really appreciate it, that's all."
He extended his hand, Brandon shook it, "You're welcome. Thank you for welcoming me into your home for the past few days. It's going to be hard to leave the warmth and sun, when I talked to my dad last night he said they were expecting snow, already had 2 hard frosts."
Jim laughed as he put the truck in gear, "Better you than me."
Tuesday
Brandon woke Tuesday morning to the thoughts of his last day in Mississippi before heading back north. He and Sarah ate breakfast with her mom before heading into town to pick up a couple of things and Sarah had a chance to show Brandon around a bit. As they finished the tour, Brandon remarked, "It reminds me of the town closest to where I'm from."
Sarah smiled, "It's not much, but it's home. Speaking of your hometown, tell me about it."
"There's not much really to see or talk about. Just a small town of less than 1000 people, so everyone knows everyone. Couple of restaurants...OH! We did just get a Dollar General a year or so ago. I went to school about 20 minutes away at the county seat and that's about it. It is one of the darkest places in the US, no light pollution."
Sarah nodded, "Sounds like a colder version of here."
Brandon laughed as they pulled back into her parents driveway, "Pretty much. I was telling your dad that my parents are expecting snow tomorrow night, I'll see if I can beat it."
As Brandon put the car in park, Sarah reached over, put her hand on his and said, "What would you think about me coming with you when you leave tomorrow?"



"What are you talking about? You just got home after a four month tour and Thursday is Thanksgiving, don't you want to spend it at home?"
Sarah smiled, "I know but you have spent the last four days here with me, and I saw all my family Saturday, I want to meet your family."
Brandon didn't know what to say, silence had fallen over that when Sarah said quietly, "If you're not ready for that, I understand."
"No no, it's not that at all! It's just unexpected and what about your parents, I think your dad likes me and I don't wanna ruin that now."
Sarah laughed, "I talked to Daddy last night. He encouraged me to talk to you about it."
"If your parents are good with it, I will double check with my parents."
***
Brandon and Sarah went inside where Brandon called his parents. They were excited to meet Sarah, especially after Brandon's sister had seen pictures from the show on Friday pop up online.
Brandon went downstairs and told Sarah and her parents what his parents said. Sarah smiled, "What time does the flight leave tomorrow?"
Brandon pulled up confirmation on his phone, "Leave Biloxi at 12:30 central, get into Newark at 4:30 eastern."
Sarah picked up her iPad off the table and began typing, about five minutes later she looked up and said, "Done."
Brandon and her parents looked at her, finally her dad said, "What'd you find?"
"I found a ticket on the same flight, it's in business class, I'm sure I can swap it with someone when we get there."
Brandon smiled at her and her parents, "Are you sure you want to go? It's going to be cold and snowy?"
"Well I've never seen snow, so that and meeting your family will be a real adventure.
Ch. 12-Wednesday
After waking up and packing their things, Brandon and Sarah packed up Brandon's rental and began to get ready to head to the airport. As they walked out, Sarah hung back talking with her mother while Brandon and Jim carried Sarah's suitcase and her backpack out to the rental. Jim looked at Brandon, "Thanks again for being a decent guy, if I ever have the opportunity to thank you parents, I'll thank them too."
Brandon laughed, "No pressure right?"
Jim laughed as Susan and Sarah walked up, Sarah looked at the two, smiled and said, "Well I'm glad to see you too are getting along."
Brandon smiled, "I dunno if I'd go that far, respect and fear go a long way."
Jim shook Brandon's hand, "Well you two better get on your way, don't want to be late." Brandon hugged Sarah's mom and climbed into the Bronco while Sarah said goodbye.
As they pulled out of the drive, Susan yelled, "Text us updates!" They both waved and headed down the roads towards Biloxi.
The ride to the airport was uneventful, Brandon got the rental returned while Sarah pulled on an oversized Ole Miss hoody and tucked her hair into a ball cap, hoping to avoid any attention. They checked their bags and made it through security and to their gate with about a half hour until boarding. While Brandon grabbed them something to drink, Sarah spoke to the gate attendant and was able to switch her ticket over to a coach seat.
As boarding began, Brandon returned, "All good on seats?"
"Yep, we are good to go, I'm now in the seat beside you, I got the window."
Brandon got a shocked look on his face, "No fair!"
Sarah playfully shoved him as they stood to board with their group. They got to their seats, stowed their bags, and got comfortable as the flight took off.
***
A little over three hours later they touched down in Newark, gathered their backpacks, and headed towards baggage claim. As they walked up the jet way, Sarah shivered a bit, "Okay when the pilot 48, I didn't think it would feel this bad."
Brandon laughed as he put his arm around her, "Just wait, the high at mom and dads is only 38 today and it's going to snow tonight."
"Okay, maybe I should have waited to meet them in the spring or summer."
They laughed as they made it to the baggage claim, collected their bags and headed towards the shuttle. Before they stepped outside, Sarah dug through her suitcase, pulling out a blue North Face puffer coat. Brandon laughed, "You're going to stick out like a sore thumb, no one own's North Face except tourists, going to have to get you a Carhartt."
Sarah slapped Brandon's arm, "It was all I had that was warm enough. I already have a long sleeve under my hoody!"
As they boarded the shuttle, Brandon removed his phone, opened up his truck's app and started the truck. Smiling, he said, "There, the heat will be on when we get there, and the heated seats will kick on too."
"Awww, my Prince Charming."
It took them about five minutes to reach the long term, then they walked to Brandon's running truck, seeing it Sarah giggled, "Awww it really is Daddy's little brother."
Brandon shook his head, opened the passenger for Sarah allowing her to climb in, threw both their bags in the back seat, climbed in, hit the start button, and headed towards the exit. After paying for his parking, they headed west on I-78, making their way onto I-80.
"So are we going to stop by your place first?"
"No, it's south of here. I packed my extra stuff in a bag and it's under the back seats"
"Oh okay, how long of a drive is it?"
"About 5 hours, assuming roads are fine once we head north out of Williamsport. Weather looks fine, but up in the mountains, who knows. I texted Mom and told her we should be there around 9."
Sarah kicked her boots off and pulled her feet up into the seat, "So tell me more about your family."
"Well, my Mom works for the lumber company in town, and my Dad sells potato chips in the area for Lays. How I don't weigh 250lbs still baffles me."
They both laughed as Brandon filled Sarah in on growing up in the middle of nowhere, and just things about his life before moving to NJ. After stopping for gas outside of Williamsport, they began to make their way north where they eventually ran into snow just outside the small town of Gaines. Within 10 minutes, the ground and road were completely covered, Brandon had slowed down, shifting into 4WD as they made their way through the valley.
Even though it was dark, Sarah was glued to her window, as they cleared the last town before his hometown, Brandon looked at her, "Do you want to stop and get out?"
"Really? It's just so beautiful."
Brandon pulled over on the side of the road where he used to fish growing up, "C'mon, grab your jacket."
They both put their jackets on, climbed out of the truck; Brandon took Sarah's hand and walked her towards a field beside the creek. When the truck's lights shut off, they were enveloped in darkness as the flakes fell in clumps around them.
"I used to fish here growing up. If it wasn't snowy and clear, you could see so many stars, you wouldn't know what to think."
Sarah bent down picking up a handful of snow from the ground, throwing it up in the air while watching it fall. Brandon couldn't help but smile as she did it again and again, almost with kid-like curiosity. She finally turned to him, "I've seen pictures of it and we could see it on the mountains in California, but it's just so light!"
Brandon reached out and pulled her close, kissing her passionately. They stood in the open field kissing for a moment before Sarah shivered, breaking the moment and causing them to laugh, she said, "Okay, can we go back to the truck?"
Brandon laughed, "Yep, we are about 10 minutes from my parents." They walked back to the truck, and made the last of the drive to Brandon's parents.
Ch.13
Pulling up the gravel drive, the headlights of Brandon's truck lit up a white, two story house sitting under a series of pine trees. Putting the truck in park, "Welp, here we are."
Sarah climbed out of the truck as Brandon did, "It's so pretty with the snow."
They were interrupted by a large black mass coming around the porch huffing, Sarah gasped, "Ummmmm...." The mass then barked.
"Cooper, knock it off!"
The black mass skidded to a stop in front of Sarah, wiggling and vibrating as it sat in front of her, "Sarah, meet Cooper. Our doofus black lab."
Sarah leaned down, allowing the dog to sniff her before scratching his big head and ears, "Well hi there Cooper, you scared me, you look like a bear." The big dog looked at her with big eyes and dopey grin, giving her a big lick right across her cheek.
Brandon hefted their bags out of the truck, "Okay you two, let's go."
They walked to the porch, Brandon opened the door and yelled, "Mom, Dad, we're here!"
Brandon ushered Sarah inside, as she walked past him, Cooper nearly knocked her over going in too, causing her to burst out laughing. Brandon shook his head as his mom came around the corner, "I'm so sorry I didn't hear you all pull up, sorry about Cooper, he's a little much sometimes. You must be Sarah, I'm Connie".
Sarah went to shake her hand saying, "Hello Mrs. Ba..." but she was cut off as Connie pulled her into a firm hug.
"Call me Connie."
Brandon heard the floor squeak as his father came out of the living room, "Wondered if the snow had slowed you all down." He slapped Brandon on the back then hugged him, "Good to see you son."
Brandon hugged him back, then stepped back, "Sarah, This is my dad, Ben."
Ben took a step towards, looking at her as she smiled, before saying, "You're way too pretty to be with this guy. Blink twice if you're here against your will."
Sarah giggled, "Not yet, How are you Mr. Baker?"
Ben pulled Sarah into a hug, "Don't you dare call me that, it's Ben darling."
The four of them made their way out of the hallway and into the living room where they all sat on the sectional. They spent the next couple hours talking so that Sarah and Brandon's parents could get to know each other. Sarah had no problem fitting in with them.
As the clock got closer to 11, Sarah began to yawn, "I'm sorry to be a party pooper, but I'm sleepy, where am I sleeping?"
Brandon deferred to his parents, it was Connie who finally spoke up after a minute of silence, "Listen, we aren't stupid, if you want to sleep in separate rooms, I've made up the guest room for you sweetie, but if you want, Brandon's old room is upstairs and the first door on your left."
Sarah nodded then smiled, "Thank you again for letting me come, what time do I need to get up to help with lunch?"
"Oh honey, you don't have to help me cook, but if you want, I'll start getting everything ready around 8. Lunch is at 1230."
Ben then chimed in, "Brandon you had better get to bed also, I need you to help with a few trees that I cut down."
"Awwww Dad, I'm on break, do I really have to work."
This caused them all to laugh, Ben shook his head, "You're only home once every couple months, I'm going to get as much work out of you as I can."
As he and Sarah stood, Brandon mumbled "Yeah, Yeah, Yeah."
They said goodnight, Brandon picked up their bags and headed upstairs with Sarah following him. He opened the door to see it just like the last time, his high school trophies from baseball, pictures of deer he had gotten and other mementos from his childhood. Sarah paused to look at them all, "You were quite the busy kid."
Brandon laughed, pulling her into a hug, and a quick kiss, "It was be busy elsewhere or let my dad work me to the bone"
"Eh hard work is good for you. Where's the bathroom?"
Brandon released her saying, "Next door down on the right."
Sarah opened her bag, gathered her toiletries, pair of leggings, and a long sleeve top. While she was getting ready for bed, Brandon grabbed another blanket from the closest and got his own things situated. When Sarah returned, she put her stuff back into her bag and then climbed into bed.
As she pulled the covers up, she grinned, "This is a smaller bed than we are used to, think we can deal with it?"
Brandon laughed and headed out the door, "I think we can figure it out, we are good at being close."
Brandon went to the bathroom, changed into a pair of pajama pants and a t-shirt, brushed his teeth and headed back into the room. When he got there, he found Sarah laying on her back and Cooper curled up with his head on her stomach.
"I don't think so dude, get up." Cooper let out a low growl, "Don't you start that shit, she's mine, I'll share, but you don't get my spot." Brandon climbed into bed pushing Cooper out of the way as he huffed and sighed. He pulled the covers up, draping his arm over Sarah, and drifting off to sleep with a smile on his face, content holding Sarah while Cooper started snoring at their feet.
Ch. 13 Thursday
Sarah woke the next morning to the smell of french toast and coffee. She rolled over to cuddle against Brandon for a few more minutes, but instead of Brandon she touched something hairy. Opening her eyes, she was confronted with Cooper on his back with all four paws in the air. She giggled, sitting up to scratch her eyes and stretching, waking Cooper from his slumber. There was a small sliver of sun peeking through the cracks in the curtain and as she looked around the room, Brandon was nowhere to be found, she half expected him to be on the floor after getting kicked out of bed by the dog.
She got up, pulled a hoody of Brandon's on that was on top of his suitcase, went to the bathroom, then headed downstairs towards the kitchen. As she and the dog came down stairs, she found Connie in the kitchen working on breakfast. As Cooper began to beg for food, Sarah smiled sleepily and said, "Good morning, that smells wonderful."
Connie turned, "Oh good morning sweetie, figured I would get something whipped up before the boys came back in. The coffee is right there, and there is creamer in the fridge."
Sarah poured herself coffee, putting a little bit of milk in. After taking a drink, looking out the kitchen window seeing that more snow had fallen overnight, Sarah asked, "Where are Brandon and Ben?"
"They are back on the hill cutting up some trees Ben took down back in October. He got them limbed out then, that's the brush pile over there. Bucking the logs is easier and faster with two people."
Sarah sat down, staring out the window admiring the sun hitting the snow and pine trees. She was snapped out of her daydream by Connie.
"You've never seen snow have you?"
"No, well not up close. When we started the tour out in California, we could see it up on the mountains, but we didn't have time to actually go see it."
Connie brought a plate of French toast over, sat it in front of Sarah, "Eat up before it gets cold, there's some in the microwave for when they get back."
Sarah dug in and between bites talked to Connie about growing up in MississippI, her family, touring the country, but during a lull in the conversation, Connie said, "Sarah, I'm not trying to be rude, but your life and Brandon's don't exactly jive in my mind. How's this going to work?"
Sarah took a drink of her coffee, "Well, technology makes things a lot easier. After he came to visit during October, we used Zoom pretty much every evening and when we couldn't video chat, we talked on the phone."
"That's not the same as being in person together."
Sarah looked down, "No it's really not, which sucks."
"So you live in Mississippi and tour 5 to 6 months a year. Where does that leave Brandon?"
"I want Brandon to be a part of it. He calls himself a homebody, but he has also talked about how he likes to travel and see different parts of the country. If you think about it, the schedule kinda works out. When I'm touring, he is off school for most of it, and when I'm not touring there's not a ton of things for me other than studio sessions and the occasional media appearance. Amanda writes most of the songs, I just provide input and sing."
"Honey, you know he's not made of money so he can't be flying to see you all the time, even though I think he'd run up every credit card to see you. I just worry is all, seeing how he looks at you. I've only ever seen that one other time from him and she broke his heart. She gave him an ultimatum, stay here with her, or go to Rutgers. We both know what he picked, he was a mess that first year of college. Ben had to convince him to stay once a week for the first semester."
Sarah nodded slowly, "Connie, I'm not taking advantage of Brandon, he's not some publicity stunt to make me appear normal to the press like some have said. He's not an afterthought in my life, I want him to be part of my life, and me his. I care about your son a great deal, I have never felt so at ease around someone as I do him, and it has been clear that he doesn't care about my music career. On the first night he came to see Morgan, we sat up until almost 1am just talking about random things. The first 10 minutes we talked about dumb celebrity rumors and my life on tour, but then it was all about me as a person. Hell even told me to take online classes when I'm not touring to finish my degree."
"What degree is that?"
"I've always wanted to be a librarian, I'm surprised you didn't hear Brandon complaining while taking my bag upstairs, it's got 5 books that I'm currently reading."
Connie laughed, "Okay dear, you've convinced me, you're alright."
Sarah smiled, "I promise you that I will do everything I can to prove to you that I only have pure intentions when it comes to Brandon and my's relationship."
The conversation was interrupted by Cooper barking as Brandon and Ben came in the back door.
"Well aren't you two the prettiest things I've seen in the morning," said Ben as he began to take his jacket off.
Brandon pulled his jacket off and started undoing his bibs when Sarah whistled, "Lookie there, my own little farmer."
Brandon laughed, "I told you, less North Face, more Carhartt." After hanging his bibs and jacket up, he kicked his boots off, walked over kissing the top of Sarah's head. The four sat down and talked while Brandon and Ben ate and warmed up.
***
Around 11:30, Brandon's sister, Carrie, her husband Sam and their newborn Emily arrived for lunch. After getting everyone inside and decoated, Carrie looked at Brandon, "So little bro, what's the story on these pictures and the "girlfriend?"
Hearing the stairs squeak, Brandon turned to see Sarah coming down the stairs, "Well you could ask her yourself. Carrie, Sam, this is Sarah."
"Oh shit, no one told me you were bringing her home!"
As Sarah joined Brandon, he laughed, "I figured mom would have told you."
After introductions were made, Carrie looked at Sarah, "I'm so sorry, but I have to tell you, I LOVE your music!!"
They all laughed, Sarah smiled, "Well thank you, it means a lot. Brandon said you're a new momma?"
"Yes, mom took Emily right when we came in, let's go so you can meet her!"
Sarah and Carrie went towards the living room while Sam and Brandon stood in the hallway. "Dude, how the hell did you snag her?"
"You're starting to sound like my dad, shut up."
Both men laughed and moved towards the living room where Sarah was holding Emily as she slept and Carrie headed towards the kitchen to finish up lunch with Connie.
***
Lunch was uneventful, giving Brandon time to catch up with his sister and also more time for the family to get to know Sarah and her them. Like Brandon at her house with her family, Sarah fit in without any issues. As they cleaned up, the talk between Ben, Brandon, Sam and Carrie shifted to the playoff game the local high school was playing the following night.
Sam asked Brandon, "You all are staying until Sunday morning, you coming to the game tomorrow night?"
"Ehhhh, I dunno..." Brandon replied hesitantly.
Carrie chimed in, "What's the matter, too good to go back and watch the ole team?"
"It's not that at all, I dunno how Sarah would feel about going and I haven't been back since the 5 year reunion and we all know that didn't go well."



Carrie and Ben nodded their heads, Sam asked, "What happened?"
Before Brandon or Carrie could speak, "Brandon ran into his ex-girlfriend Jess and she tried to convince him to come back here, and Brandon told her no. She made a big scene and it ended with Brandon telling her to stay in this "little backwards town." Which caused a bunch of her friends to get pissed off and Brandon left before it got out of hand, cops did get called cause of the yelling."
Sam looked at Brandon, "Ouch dude."
"Yeah, not my best moment. I had had a few too many beers and had a little pent up anger."
Carrie chimed back in, "Come on bro, that was 3, almost 4 years ago, plus the entire town will be there, chances of you seeing any of them are low."
As Brandon was thinking, Sarah came in from helping Connie in the kitchen, "What are we talking about?"
Smiling at her, Brandon said, "There is a high school playoff game tomorrow night, kind of a big deal around here."
"That sounds fun, football is big in Mississippi, are we going?"
"Is that something you want to do?"
"Sure!! Can I borrow some school colors?"
Carrie said, "How do you feel about purple?"
They all laughed and started talking about the standard Dallas Cowboys game that had just come on.
***
Later that night, as Brandon and Sarah got ready for bed, Sarah noticed that Brandon had been quiet. Finally as she climbed into bed she said, "What's the matter?"
"Just thinking about tomorrow night."
"What about it?"
After pausing, Brandon finally said, "You didn't hear about what happened last time I was home and went to a big event." After pausing, Brandon told Sarah the whole story about the class reunion 3 years prior.
As he finished the story, he climbed into bed, Sarah rolled onto her side, laid her head on his chest and sighed. "Well that doesn't sound good, but I agree with what Carrie said, that was a few years ago, everyone will be focused on the game."
Stroking her hair, Brandon said, "I hope you're right."
Sarah picked her head off his chest, smiled, "Haven't you learned I'm always right."
Brandon laughed, "I dunno, you've never met some of the people I went to high school with. People either got out like I did, or they stick around here and still get caught up in all the drama that is high school, and what so and so is doing. If any of them have heard about you and I, oh boy."
Sarah laughed, "Well then we can bring a little excitement to this town." She kissed Brandon and rolled onto her side saying goodnight as he turned the light off. As he lay there before falling asleep, he hoped that Sarah was right and that no one would notice him being there or notice that she was with him.
Ch. 14-Friday
The next morning, Brandon woke up around 900 and headed downstairs, being careful not to wake Sarah. He found a note from his mom saying she had run into the office for a bit but would be home around noon and his dad was running his usual route, meaning he would be home around 330 or 4. He turned the coffee pot back on then went back upstairs, crawling into bed and spooning with Sarah. As he nuzzled her neck, she began to stir. He slipped his hand under her shirt, softly stroking her stomach and began to work up towards her breasts.
Sarah woke, feeling Brandon pressed against her and his roaming hand she smiled, pushed her ass against his pelvis and said, "Good morning, but what do you think you're doing?"
Between kisses to her neck Brandon said, "Taking advantage of you and an empty house."
Sarah sighed, tilting her head up to allow Brandon more access to her neck. "Oh really, now that I do like the sound of." She tried to turn over to face him, but Brandon just pulled her tighter against him.
"Stop, just enjoy."
"Mmmmhmmm" was all Sarah could get out as Brandon pressed his pelvis into her ass and began to cup her breast with his hand.
This groping and grinding continued for another minute while Sarah moaned softly as Brandon focused his touching on her nipples, pinching and twisting them gently, all the while nibbling on her neck and ears.
He stopped for a second and just as Sarah began to protest he whispered into her ear, "Take your clothes off please."
As he withdrew his hand, Sarah threw the covers off of them, and hurriedly stripped her shirt and leggings off, throwing them in a pile on the floor. She turned to Brandon, "Lose yours too!"
Brandon pulled his t-shirt and pajama pants off, allowing his cock to spring free, confirming to Sarah how hard it was.
"I knew you were happy to see me this morning," she grinned.
"How could I not be, now get back into bed."
Sarah climbed back into bed, where she and Brandon kissed as she stroked his cock. As she tried to climb on top to ride him, Brandon stopped her, "Lay back on your side, I want to hold you."
Sarah shuffled off Brandon, returning to her side, Brandon slipped his arm under her head, taking hold of her left hand with his, and pulled her close with his right. He resumed the kissing of her neck and the groping of her breasts, causing her to whimper and push back against him, grinding her ass into his pelvis. As this went on for another minute, Sarah finally reached back and slipped Brandon's cock between her legs.
Now when she moved, she could feel his hard cock slipping against her wet lips, causing her to moan instead of whimper. Finally in a raspy, almost pleading voice, "Please put your cock in me. I need to feel you."
Brandon stopped his kissing, reached down as Sarah lifted her leg and slipped the head of his cock into her wet pussy. Sarah sighed, "Thank you."
"You're welcome." Brandon replied as he adjusted himself, and with a shift in his hips, he slipped the rest of his cock into Sarah, causing her to moan. They lay there, Brandon kissing her neck, both relishing the feeling of being as close as humanly possible. Slowly Brandon began to thrust in and out of Sarah. It took a moment for them to get the rhythm right; each time Sarah tried to match Brandon's thrusts, Brandon's cock would slip out of her and she would have to put him back inside her.
Once they got the rhythm down, Brandon would thrust up into Sarah and once he was in as deep as he could, Sarah would push down causing them both to moan. They kept this up for the next five minutes, Brandon kissing her neck and cupping breasts, as Sarah's moans began to increase in frequency, Brandon's thrusts increased also. When Sarah's orgasm hit, her legs began to shake and her pussy clamped down on Brandon's cock, she let out a loud, "Ohhhh godddd" as Brandon held her through the entire thing.
As her orgasm subsided, Brandon resumed his slow, deep thrusts and whispered in her ear, "Touch yourself for me." Sarah moved her top arm which had been holding Brandon's hand to her chest, then down to her pussy, and began to touch her clit. As soon as her finger made contact, she moaned and shuddered.
"Wow, I'm a little sensitive."
Brandon just smiled and began to increase his pace. As his thrusts sped up, so did Sarah's circular motion on her clit. Soon she was moaning just as loud as before as her next orgasm hit, she moaned "Oh god I love you."
Brandon stopped thrusting in shock of what Sarah had just said. As her orgasm subsided, Brandon stayed still. As Sarah caught her breath Brandon said, "Ummmm...did you mean to say that?"
Through ragged breaths Sarah said, "Ooops....that wasn't supposed to come out." The gravity of what she just said and Brandon's silence hit her like a load of bricks, Sarah immediately started sobbing, "I'm sorry! I know it's really soon, it just came over me. You're so caring, compassionate, you care about me, you want what's best for me, you've shown me your world, you just seem perfect. Then you holding me like this, the emotion has just come out." She tried to pull away, but instead Brandon pulled her closer.
"Shhhh, you're fine. I love you too."
Sarah turned her head, "Really? Don't just say it because you think it's what I want to hear or because we are in bed together."
"Sarah, I love you and it has nothing to do with anything you just said." He pulled her closer and kissed her head.
Sarah's sobbing abated and she said, "Brandon, make love to me."
Brandon leaned up, kissed Sarah and began to slowly thrust, causing her to break their kiss to let out a long moan. Brandon increased his pace, thrusting as far into Sarah as he could, before pulling out and repeating. As Brandon kept thrusting the familiar tingling in his pelvis started signaling his own orgasm coming.
Almost as if she felt it herself, Sarah said between moans, "Please cum in me."
Brandon slowed for a second, "Are you sure."
"Please don't stop."
Brandon thrusted three more times and on the third thrust, his own orgasm pulsed through him as he shot 4 thick ropes of cum deep against Sarah's cervix. As his orgasm subsided, Sarah's third of the morning hit her, set off by the pulsing of Brandon's cock as he dumped his load inside her.
As both of them came down, Brandon pulled Sarah against him, kissing her neck,then her lips as she turned to smile at him. They kissed passionately as Brandon's cock began to soften inside of her.
After being in this position for 5 minutes, Sarah broke their kiss, "So, now what?"
Brandon laughed, "Well it's going to make a mess if you stand up immediately. We need to get you something to clean up with then you can go to the bathroom, I think that gets most of it. No going commando though today. I have to ask, what brought that on?"
Sarah laughed, "We just said "I love you" to each other and that position doesn't seem conducive to pulling out, so might as well do what's natural. Plus with my IUD, chances are pretty slim of getting pregnant, so why not. Give me my shirt."
Brandon slowly pulled his semi-flaccid cock out of Sarah and she immediately flipped to her back, covering her slit with her hands so no cum would escape. Brandon grabbed her t-shirt and Sarah used it to wipe some of the cum that was trying to escape. "Are you positive no one is home?"
"100%, Mom will be home in a couple hours and dad won't be home until 4. So yes we are alone."
"Okay, then come on, we both need a shower, we can conserve water."
"Brandon laughed, "Man, "I love you," letting me cum inside you, now you want to shower together, we are just checking all sorts of boxes aren't we?!"
Sarah laughed, "Why not!" stood up and ran down the hallway to the bathroom. Brandon grabbed them both a pair of shorts and a hoody for Sarah and followed her. When he got into the bathroom, Sarah was already in the shower.
She stuck her head out from the curtain, "Okay this is a weird feeling. I can feel your cum moving inside of me, but also can feel it running down my legs."
Brandon shrugged as he climbed in, "Sorry, I think."
Sarah pressed her body against him, kissed him, then said, "Don't ever be sorry for that, it feels weird, but it felt incredible."
Ch. 15
Later that evening, Brandon, Sarah, Ben, Carrie, and Sam all piled into Brandon's truck and headed over to the high school's stadium, paid for their tickets and made their way to the bleachers right below the press box. Brandon laughed as they sat down, looking over at his dad, "You really won't change will you? You always sat here when I was playing and Carrie was cheering."
"Why should I move? I can see everything and I've got something to rest my back against."
Sarah bumped her shoulder into Brandon, "You never told me you played football."
Brandon laughed, "Well, I was on the team, but more for access to the weight room. Not much use for a 6'2 skinny guy in an area where you only throw the ball on 3rd down. Baseball was my thing."
Over the course of the first half, there were a few people that Brandon knew that saw him, stopping by to say hello and chat for a bit, getting introduced to Sarah with no one appearing to recognize her. Shortly after the 3rd quarter began, Brandon decided to go to the restroom and get something from the concession stand, Sarah stood, joining him as they moved out of their seats. Brandon and Sarah made their way out of the stands, stopping to say hello to a few other people Brandon knew, then made their way to the restroom.
Brandon told Sarah, "I'll wait for you here."
Brandon finished first and leaned against the wall, looking at his phone when he heard, "Brandon Baker, I didn't think we'd see you back at another Coudy event."
Brandon looked up thinking to himself, "Please don't be her, please don't be her." When he looked up, he was wrong, standing before him was the girl he dated all through high school and who had started the issue at the reunion, Jessica Mallory. Brandon smiled, "Hey Jess, how's it going."
She walked up to him and hugged him, Brandon patted her back with one hand but otherwise didn't reciprocate. She stepped back a half step and said, "Now that's no way to treat an old friend, especially one like me. I'm doing good, still working down at the hospital in billing, working on some classes to maybe become a nurse. How have you been?"
"I'm doing great, work is good, got promoted to varsity head coach at school, everything is just clicking."
"How's your personal life, seeing anyone? You given any more thought to coming home and to me?"
"Really, you're going to go there? Just because you're content here doesn't mean everyone is. I'm very happy where I'm at. We've been over this before, there is no us, High school was 8 years ago, a lot has changed."
"You know this place always brings people back. And that silly rumor of you dating a country singer had the whole town laughing. You can always come back here and we can work it out."
"I've told you Jess, there's nothing for me here. Coach Smith is going to die on third base or on his bucket in the dugout and the majority of kids really aren't interested in my college level classes, which is fine, I just want something more."
"You're right about Smith, so you're personal life is good, seeing someone real?"
Before Brandon could reply, he felt someone by his side; he glanced to see Sarah with a purple Falcons toboggan on. He thought to himself, "Oh shit."
Sarah looked at Brandon then looked at the woman in front of her, extended her hand, and smiled, "Hi! I'm Brandon's girlfriend Sarah, what's your name?"
Jessica Mallory was speechless at first, but she finally muttered, "Wow, it is true."
Brandon relishing in Jess's obvious discomfort, "What was that Jess, I didn't hear you over the crowd."
Jess stood for a second before extending her hand, "Hi I'm Jess. Brandon and I dated all through high school until he ran off to the big city."
Sarah shook her hand and wrapped her arm around Brandon waist, smiled at Jess and said, "Oh okay, he's talked about you a little bit. Do you still live around here?"
The southern accent and perfect smile was grating on Jess when she said, "Yeah, I didn't run from my roots, I embraced them."
Before Brandon could tell Jess to cut the shit, Sarah smiled and laid the charm on thick, "Oh bless your heart, that's so sweet you stayed, sometimes coming back home makes you appreciate it all the more. Brandon honey, can we go grab that hot cocoa." Looking back to Jess and smiling, Sarah added, "That's the thing about us Mississippi gals, not used to this northern cold." She laughed, looked up at Brandon and smiled.
Brandon smiled back, "Yeah, nachos sounds good and I told dad I'd get him a cup of coffee. Jess it was nice seeing you, hope the nursing thing works out." Before Jessica could say anything, Brandon grabbed Sarah's hand, turned and headed towards the concession stand leaving Jessica Mallory standing in the midst of the crowd speechless.
As they reached the concession stand, Brandon looked at Sarah, "Damn girl, little miss sassy pants! Sorry about that though, she was one of a few that I hoped we didn't run into."
Sarah laughed, "My MaMaw always told us to kill them with kindness when we wanted to slug them. And come on, my accent makes everything sound sweet. I'm prettier than her anyway."
Brandon laughed, pulled her against him kissing the top of her head as they stepped up and made their order.
When they finally returned to their seats, Carrie looked at them and said, "Took you long enough, we thought you fell in."
Sarah laughed then said sarcastically, "No we met a delightful classmate of Brandon's, Jessica was her name."
Carrie said, "Oh shit, that's not good."
Brandon laughed, "Actually Sarah did something that no one was ever able to do, she left Jess speechless."
Ben piped up, "Damn that is impressive, that girl never shuts up."
They all laughed and turned their focus back to the game. As the fourth quarter began to wind down, it was clear that the Falcons weren't going to be able to pull off the win, but nevertheless, the crowd stuck around to cheer to the end. The game ended with a final score of 35 to 24. The five of them sat down and waited for the crowd to thin out, once it did after about 10 minutes they made their way out of the stands and walked towards Brandon's truck.
As they approached the truck, Sam said, "Did we leave the tailgate down?"
Brandon shook his head, "I don't think so."
As they got closer, Carrie noticed that someone was sitting in the tailgate. As they got within about 10 feet, they all realized that it was Jessica. Brandon said, "Jess, what are you doing on my truck?"
Through slightly slurred speech, Jessica said, "Answer me one question. What are you going to do when she ditches you for some hot actor or singer?"
Ben sighed, "God damn Jess, you're drunk, Call your sister to come get you. Just leave them alone before you make a fool of yourself."
Jessica slid off the tailgate, and started to walk towards them, "No I'm not going to leave it alone, Brandon belongs here with me, not in some big city with some Hollywood hussy."
Carrie gasped and Brandon began to get angrier, stepping in front of Sarah saying, "Jess cut the shit and leave us alone, go home. For the final fucking time, you and I are done, never again. This is why there was never going to be an us, you're too fucking immature."
As Sam, Carrie, and Ben looked on, Jessica let out a chuckle then said, "Figures you can't let the little whore defend herself, you have to do it for her. She's going to use you to prove she's normal and then she going to..." before she was able to finish her sentence, Sarah had slipped from behind Brandon and before anyone could stop her, had drawn back and let fly a solid punch right to Jessica's right cheek, knocking her back a couple feet before the sobs started.
As Brandon grabbed Sarah and picked her up, moving her towards the truck, Jessica could be heard screaming over the gasps of his dad, sister, and brother in law, "You bitch!"
Just as Brandon got Sarah to the truck he heard, "Hey, what's going on here?" He turned to see a town cop standing in the headlights of a parked vehicle. As Ben walked towards the officer, Brandon realized it was a classmate of his, Steven Jenkins.
Brandon looked at Sarah, "Get in the truck and stay there." Sarah nodded, climbed into the passenger seat and shut the door. Brandon walked back to where his dad was standing with Officer Jenkins.
"Hey Officer Jenkins, just a little bit of an issue between my girlfriend and Jessica."
"Brandon Baker, it's Steven you know that. Every time you're back, something major happens."
Brandon half smiled, "And just like last time, I didn't start this."
Officer Jenkins said, "Okay, I want to hear what happened from each of you, then I'm going to talk to her."
The next five minutes, Brandon, Ben, Sarah, Carrie, and Sam all explained what happened, along with a few others who came over to offer their side, then Officer Jenkins went and spoke to Jessica. He came back a few minutes later shaking his head. "Alright folks here's what is going to happen, she claims that Ms. Bixby attacked her unprovoked, but no one saw it that way. I'm going to take her home and have a little chat when I get her home. She's going to get a citation for disturbing the peace, it's like a $50 fine. Brandon it was nice seeing you, just quit stirring up shit when you come home."



They all thanked him, got into the truck and headed towards Ben and Connie's. The first 10 minutes of the ride back home was dead silent, but finally Carrie said from the backseat, "Are we going to talk about the fact that Sarah has a mean right hook?!"
Everyone started laughing and Sarah even with her face crimson from embarrassment laughed too after a moment. Once the laughter died down, Sarah said sheepishly, "I'm really sorry about that, I just couldn't handle how she talked to Brandon then about me. I'm sorry if y'all think less of me"
Brandon reached over and put his hand on her knee, "You're fine, just remind me not to piss you off." This caused another fit of laughter.
Ben leaned forward and put his hands on Sarah's shoulders and said, "Kid, I knew I liked you before, but I know I really like you now. Standing up for yourself is big in my book. You're just fine and have no reason to apologize."
The remainder of the drive back to Ben and Connie's was spent rehashing the event and what everyone thought. When they got home, Carrie and Sam picked little Emily up and headed home while Ben and Brandon filled Connie in on the evening. Connie was shocked and immediately ran to get Sarah a bag of peas out of the freezer for her hand. After she made sure Sarah kept it on for 15 minutes, she finally allowed Sarah to go shower and get ready for bed.
Once Sarah had gone upstairs, Connie looked at Brandon, "That Jessica is nothing but trouble anymore. I know I've told you I wasn't impressed when you were in high school, but I tolerated because you seemed happy." Brandon nodded and Connie continued, "Now Sarah, she I can handle. We had a long talk the first morning you two were here about her intentions and your future."
"Seriously mom?!" Brandon interrupted
"Shush, we just had a talk woman to woman about how you two have different lives, but what she said satisfied me, and seeing you two together just reinforces that. I hope we are going to be seeing more of her."
"Well I'm glad you approve, I think you will be seeing more of her."
Ben smiled, "That's good to hear, I like her too, just don't piss her off."
They all three laughed and Brandon said goodnight heading upstairs. He walked into his room, finding Sarah combing her wet hair staring at a picture tucked into the corner of the mirror. She turned and smiled, "Homecoming King?"
Brandon smiled back, walking up behind her and wrapping his arms around her, "Nah, Prom King. Steven the cop was the homecoming king."
Sarah nodded, "I'm really sorry about all this. I know you didn't want to go but I pushed it."
Brandon turned her around so they faced each other, "Shhhh, don't apologize, it was kinda hot. Maybe she got the point I've been trying to drive home for the last 3 years. How's your hand?"
Sarah reached up and kissed him, "I love you. It's fine, the peas helped."
Brandon smiled, " I love you too, I love how that sounds."
Sarah smiled, "Me too. I'm going to get into bed, see you in a few."
Brandon grabbed a shower and when he came back to the bedroom, he once again found Sarah in bed sound asleep with Cooper curled up, head on her stomach. "Really Coop? Move your ass." After the dog moved, Brandon got into bed, turned the light off and drifted off to sleep.
Ch. 16-Saturday
Saturday morning dawned clear and cold with another couple inches of snow having fallen. Brandon woke up to find Sarah already awake and out of bed. He went to the bathroom glancing out the window, seeing the new snow. He headed downstairs where he found his parents sitting at the table eating breakfast with Sarah.
"I didn't think there was anymore snow in the forecast."
Ben looked up from his paper, "Lake effect squalls, looks like another 5 or so. I measured 8 total when I let Cooper out."
Brandon nodded, pouring himself a cup of coffee then kissing Sarah on top of the head. He sat down, grabbing sausage and scrambled eggs and piling them on his plate.
Connie said, "Sarah cooked breakfast this morning. Your dad found her and Cooper digging through the freezer."
"It's the least I can do, you all have been so wonderful to me, and especially after last night."
"Nonsense, it's been our pleasure having you. What plans do you kids have today?" Connie replied.
Brandon chewed some sausage, took a drink of his coffee then said, "I dunno, I didn't really have anything planned. Anything you want to do or see?"
Sarah shook her head, "I can be happy curled up by the wood stove reading."
Brandon thought for a moment before turning to Ben, "You gotten the snowmobile ready for this winter?"
"Matter of fact I drained the old gas, put new gas in it, and changed the oil about a week ago. Just need hooked to the battery tender for a bit."
Brandon turned to Sarah, "Wanna go for a ride?"
Sarah smiled, but looked a little concerned, "That sounds like fun, but I don't think I have enough clothes."
Brandon finished his breakfast, and Connie chimed in, "Nonsense, I'm sure we have something that will work for you."
Sarah perked up, "Then sure, let's go."
Connie stood, "Come on, Let's go see what we can find, I'm sure there's something that will fit you in the basement."
Brandon set about clearing the table as Ben headed towards the garage. Brandon went upstairs and changed into longjohns, jeans and heavier clothes then headed to the garage where his dad was. He found his dad pushing the snowmobile they bought when Brandon was a junior towards the main door. Brandon found a battery tender, hooking it up while his dad wiped the seat down and dusted the helmets off.
Looking down at the tender, Ben said, "That battery is better than I thought, it's already at 85."
Brandon nodded, "The old CCC road down to Keating Hotel in good shape?"
Ben thought for a moment, "Wasn't terrible when I was down it in the fall for turkey, should be just fine with all this snow. Probably a little bit more up where that right-a-way comes across."
"Sounds perfect, I think we will go up and over that way, drop down to Keating for lunch and then come back. Nice hour and a half run over and back, hour for lunch, should be a good day."
"Sounds good, probably should take a thermos of hot chocolate for Sarah, she seems to like that shit."
Brandon laughed, "That she does. Lets get back inside and make that and I'll finished getting dressed."
As they walked back towards the house Ben laughed and said, "I can only imagine what your mother found for her in the basement."
When they got inside Connie and Sarah were nowhere to be found, so Brandon ran upstairs, grabbed a hoody before coming back down and pulling on his old carhartt bibs. Ben handed him a thermos for Sarah. Just as he finished zipping the legs, he heard, "Well, how do I look."
Brandon looked up and saw Sarah standing in front of Connie wearing a pair of old brown Berne bibs that had been Carrie's and holding what appeared to be an old blaze orange and camo hunting jacket.
Brandon laughed, looking herup and down," Well red carpet ready you are not, but snowmobiling, you're about as pretty as they come."
Sarah smiled, struck a pose with her hand on her hip and said, "What, you don't think this would work for the ACM's in March."
Connie sighed, "You'd be the most covered up there for sure!"
Brandon chuckled as he heard the sled fire up from outside. "Alrighty, let's go."
Sarah pulled on her coat and then a pair of mittens that had been scrounged up, Brandon pulled on his jacket and gloves and they headed out the door. Once they reached the sled, Brandon handed Sarah a helmet, helped her fasten it, then pulled his own on. He climbed onto the sled, instructed Sarah to climb on behind him.
He turned to her, "There are hand holds on either side of the seat, or you can hold onto me."
Sarah grinned, "I'll hold onto the handles for now."
Brandon nodded and Ben and Connie both told them to be careful, Brandon kicked the sled into gear, and down the road they headed.
They rode down the road, then turned onto the old CCC road that ran from Roulette over to the town of Keating Summit. After about 45 minutes of riding they reached the crest of the mountain and came to the powerline right away that Ben and Brandon had talked about. Brandon pulled the sled over, shut it off and took his helmet of.
"How about a little break?"
Sarah pulled her helmet off, shook her hair out and said, "Sure!"
Brand opened up the zippered bag on the front of the sled, pulled out the thermos and poured Sarah a mug of hot cocoa.
She took, smelling the the aroma while smiling and said, "Yummmm, thank you so much for this."
Brandon smiled back, "No problem, you've taken to the stuff, it's the least I can do for having you out here doing this."
"It's fun, I'm not cold; I'm with you, and the scenery has been beautiful." She leaned forward kissing him softly of the lips, "Thanks for bringing me out here."
"It's my pleasure."
They sat in silence for a bit, Sarah enjoying her hot cocoa and Brandon drinking a bottle of water. It was Sarah who broke the silence, "So, the last week has been nice. What are we going to do about Christmas?"
Brandon sat quietly for a few minutes, then finally said, "I dunno. Weather is a concern for me, and it's a huge holiday for both of our families. I've never spent Christmas anywhere but my parent's."
Sarah nodded, "Yeah me either."
Silence fell back over them. Sarah finally said, "We could do individual Christmas with our family, then do New Years together?"
Brandon smiled, "That could work for this year, then figure it out later."
"Later? Like the future?"
Brandon smiled, "We've said I love you, so I'm thinking there will be a next year."
Sarah leaned forward on the sled, hugging Brandon, "I like how that sounds."
Brandon hugged her back, "Do you want to come to NJ for New Years, or do you want to meet somewhere?"
"You ever been to Nashville?"
"Nope, was going to go there for a buddy's bachelor party, but Covid ruined that."
"I have an idea. Why don't we meet in Pidgeon Forge a couple days after Christmas, just you and I, then we can drive over to Nashville spend New Years there, I know some people." This caused both of them to laugh. As they stymied their laughter, Sarah continued, "Then we can both leave out of Nashville."
Brandon thought for a minute, and got a concerned look on his face. Sarah's grin turned to a frown and she said, "What is it?"
"Sarah, that all sounds great, but I don't think I can afford it. 2 rounds of airfare, 2 different hotels or whatever plus spending money is a lot, I just don't have it."
Sarah reached over and placed her hands over Brandon's, "You have done so much already, two round trip flights..."
Brandon interrupted, "Only one was for you technically."
"Stop and listen. Two flights, a rental car to come see me for the final show. Dinner and other things, you have done more than enough and spent plenty of money on me already. Let me handle New Years or at least the bulk of it. You can get the rental car, or your flights, but let me handle the majority of it."
Brandon climbed off the sled and paced a bit, Sarah following him with her eyes, "Brandon talk to me."
He stopped, turning to face her, "Sarah I can't ask you to do that, I'm not one to take handouts. I'm a little old school that I think I should pay for things when it comes to us and I can't do that! I can't give you the things you deserve, I can't treat you to things you deserve all cause I'm a fucking broke teacher!"
For the first time ever, Sarah was seeing Brandon raising his voice. She could see it wasn't in anger at her, his face showed that he was upset because he truly believed what he was saying. She stood up from the sled, walked over to where Brandon was standing and stopped in front of Brandon.
She put her hands on his shoulders, "Brandon stop!"
"Sarah, how can I stop? Everything I have said is true and we both know it!"
Finally raising her voice, "Brandon shut up!"
Brandon looked back at her stunned. She continued, "Brandon I knew what I got when we started seeing each other. I have been under no illusions of you being able to give me anything and everything in the world and guess what I don't give a shit! I want to be with you and I have that. I do love you and if this goes how I hope it does, we will have to figure this shit out, but we can because we will be a team!"
"Sarah, I just..."
Sarah reached up, grabbed the back of his head and pulled him into a kiss. She forced her tongue into his mouth until he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her back. After he did, she pulled back and smiled, "I had to shut you up somehow because you don't listen for shit. Brandon, I want to be with you. You're my broke ass teacher and if I couldn't sing, I'd be a broke ass librarian and we'd be broke together. That's what matters that we are together. "
"Are you sure?"
With an exasperated sigh, Sarah said, "Damn you're hard headed, yes I'm sure."
Brandon nodded and pulled her close. While holding her he said, "Did we just have our first fight?"
With her head against his chest, "I think so." She pulled back and looked at him, "I know we were going to do lunch, but can we just go back to your parent's and cuddle? I just wanna read and be close with you."
Brandon leaned down, kissing her softly and smiled, "That sounds fine with me."
They climbed back on the sled, Sarah wrapped her arms around Brandon and they headed back the way they had come.
Ch. 17-Sunday
Brandon and Sarah woke up around 7 and packed their things. They headed downstairs where Ben and Connie were waiting for them. Brandon dropped their bags by the door and followed Sarah into the kitchen.
Connie looked up from the paper and smiled, "Good morning. What time is the flight?"
"I leave Newark at 2, which puts me back to Biloxi at 4ish. My dad is picking me up."
Ben nodded, "So now that the tour is over, what do you do?"
Looking at her phone's calendar, "Well the next week or so is pretty empty. I'm going to just relax and spend time with family and friends. I have to be in Nashville the second week of December to look at some new material and do some vocals, then it's back home for Christmas. Brandon and I are going to spend New Years together, the ACM's are in March and then my spring is pretty empty until late April when we do rehearsals for next summer's tour."
Connie replied, "Well sounds like you're going to be busy. Brandon when does your season start this year?"
"Ummmm, pitchers and catchers can start throwing March 8th, teams go the 11th, and opening day is the 1st of April."
Ben nodded again, "So you guys will have to figure out when you can come back and visit." Looking at Brandon, "You still planning on coming up middle of April for fishing season?"
"Assuming weather is good, I've got the weekend blocked off with no games scheduled. We are scheduled to go to Myrtle for that tournament the week after so I'll have to go home Sunday. We're scheduled to leave Tuesday, play Wednesday through Saturday and come home Sunday."
Brandon continued, "Okay, as much as we don't want to leave, we gotta hit the road."
Connie frowned a bit before saying, "I know, this always sucks. Sarah darling, come back anytime. It has been wonderful having you here."
Sarah walked over and hugged Connie, thanking her for allowing her to come before moving onto Ben, hugging him also. They all walked to the door, Brandon hugging his parents and saying goodbye. They climbed into Brandon's truck and headed down the drive.
As they made it to the main road and began to head east, Sarah looked at Brandon and smiled, "Thank you for bringing me, I enjoyed it."
Brandon laughed, "Fight and all?"
Sarah turned pink, "Well besides that."
Brandon laughed again, placed his hand on her leg, "I'm kidding, I'm glad you came. I'm sorry about yesterday, I didn't mean to get so upset."
"It's okay, I know you weren't mad at me, and I understand where you're coming from. Look at it this way, you can be my trophy boyfriend."
Brandon laughed, "I dunno about that! Can I ask you something though?"
"Sure!"
"If your schedule allows it, will you come to Myrtle Beach with us? The room is covered by the boosters and we play 1 or 2 games a day, then it's relaxing time. Could be a nice break before you start touring."
Sarah started looking through her phone, checking dates, and looking at a couple of other things. She said, "Let me double check some things with Morgan, but I think that it will work. I wouldn't be a distraction?"
"Nah, there's never any press or anything, just parents and organizers, the occasional collegecoach. Might have to threaten the guys to not stare or be weird, but that's not bad, they'll be too busy chasing girls on the boardwalk and the beach."
"Then unless I'm missing something, I'm in."
***
They made the rest of the drive without any issues and about 12:30, they pulled into the drop off area of Newark international. Brandon parked then truck and walked Sarah to the security check point. Once again she donned an oversized hoody, a toboggan and had purposefully not put any make up on.
As she got ready to enter the security line, they hugged, Brandon looking down at her, "So we will see each other again in about a month?"
Sarah smiled, "Yes. Find us somewhere to stay in Pidgeon Forge. I'd like a hot tub and mountain view's, then send into me. I'll handle the hotel at in Nashville and then we can figure out airlines in a few days."
Brandon been down kissing her, "I love you."
"I love you too. Can't you just come with me?"
Brandon laughed, "I would love too, but I've got to teach still."
Sarah put on her pouty face, "But I'll be there."
Brandon laughed again, "Okay, Okay, this isn't fair! You gotta go."
Sarah laughed and pulled him back in for another hug and a passionate kiss. She let go and said, "Bye baby."
"Bye."
Sarah turned and as she started towards the TSA pre check, Brandon reached out and pinched her ass, causing her to laugh and whip around glaring at him. Causing him to smile and blow her a kiss.
Sarah cleared security and made it to her gate where she only had to wait for about 20 minutes before first class passengers started boarding. As she settled into her seat her mind flashed with one thought, "Well back to the real world."
Once Sarah cleared security, Brandon made his way back to his truck, and headed back towards his apartment. Once he got unloaded and unpacked it was almost 3. He ran to the grocery store and sat down to write his lesson plans and waited for a Sarah's text to tell him she had landed.
That evening just like always, they chatted via Zoom for about an hour and as Brandon climbed into his head, he texted Sarah, "The bed feels empty, I don't like it, I love you."
Sarah responded, "We will be together soon, I love you too."
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Ch. 1-Tuesday, December 28th
Brandon pulled into his parking space at his apartment as the winter sun began to set. He grabbed his duffel out of the backseat and ran up the steps to his door; he had to hurry and get laundry finished so he could repack. His flight from Newark to Knoxville left shortly after 8am the next morning, meaning after 1 layover in Charlotte, he would be in Knoxville around 12:15. That worked out perfectly, because Sarah had somehow found a flight for her that would leave New Orleans at 7:45, fly to Charlotte, then they would be on the same plane for the short 1 hour flight to Knoxville.
Once they arrived in Knoxville, they would pick up the rental that Brandon had reserved, stop at a grocery store to get things for a few days, then make the one hour drive to the cabin that Brandon had reserved for them in Pigeon Forge. After their argument at Brandon's parents over Thanksgiving, Brandon had given in and allowed Sarah to pay for the majority of the trip. She had handled all of the flights and was handling the hotel in Nashville. Brandon had stood firm that she let him pay for the cabin in Pigeon Forge as her Christmas present.
Sarah gave him two criteria for the cabin, a hot tub and views of mountains. Both of those were easy to come by, but due to the growth of the area in the prior 10-15 years, finding one that didn't have people right on top of them was a bit more of a challenge. He was able to find one after a lot of digging, and one that would let them in after 2, instead of the usual 4. Since they would only be there 2 nights, they didn't need anything super fancy, that apparently was coming for Nashville. Sarah had booked them in at the Opryland Hotel in one of the king rooms that overlooked the main atrium.
As Brandon sorted out the rest of his clothes for the trip, he turned his attention to Sarah's other Christmas present. He opened the box that he had recently got from his friend's dad who was a jeweler in Washington, DC. In it was a single 1 karat diamond pendant on a very dainty silver chain. It didn't look like much, but it had set Brandon back about $800, which was much less than the $1,500 it was appraised at, it was good to know people. He closed the box, and carefully packed it in his empty water bottle for protection and went to switch the laundry. He would have to go shopping for something to wear for New Year's Eve, but he figured he could find something while they were in Nashville and then send it back, thus saving him taking an extra bag. As he wrapped up packing, he hopped in the shower, talked with Sarah on the phone for a bit, and then headed off to bed so he could make it to the airport by 6:45-7am.
***
As Brandon was getting things rounded up, Sarah was doing the same thing. The issue on her end was that she couldn't decide what to take. The part of the trip to Pigeon Forge was easy, she just needed lounge clothes because they had decided they were just going to stay in and relax. The three days in Nashville was where she was having issues. When she had been in the city at the beginning of the month to track some vocals, she had picked out her New Years dress which was supposed to be waiting at the hotel. She hoped Brandon would like it, she wanted to impress him, which was a feeling that she had never dealt with in adulthood. High school was one thing, but she constantly found herself putting things back in her closet, pulling other things out, looking online at shops that had handled wardrobe for the tour, and then starting the whole process over again.
She finally settled on her clothes for the trip, packing them all before fishing the little pink Victoria Secrets bag out of the back of her closet. She had found a red nightie that she was convinced Brandon would love, folding it up and placing it at the bottom of her suitcase so Brandon wouldn't see until she wanted him too. She grinned at the thought of how surprised he would be.
The final thing that went into her bag was the card that held Brandon's Christmas present. She felt bad, he had told her not to get him anything, that the trip was enough, but she knew he had gotten her something, so she was determined to get him something. The issue was she had no clue what to get him and considering she still hadn't seen his apartment in person, she settled on a gift card to Dicks/Golf Galaxy. She was unsure at first how much to put on it, but one day over the phone, she overheard him talking to a friend of his while they were at a golf simulator. Brandon was complaining about how his clubs were due to be replaced, but he had other things he was spending money on. So, figuring she was the other thing he was spending money on, she had gone online and found out golf clubs were expensive, so taking a risk that he wouldn't kill her, she put $500 on the card and hoped that would get him started on his new clubs.
As she zipped her suitcase shut, she called Brandon, made sure they were on the same page for the next day then headed off to the shower. As she shaved her legs, she had to laugh; in the past, she never would have shaved her legs everyday for a guy, but for Brandon, feeling his hands move up her smooth legs sent shivers through her body even now as she simply thought about it. She climbed into bed and fell asleep, knowing that the next night she would be curled up in bed with Brandon.
Ch. 2- Wednesday
Sarah awoke at 4:30 with a groan, even if she was getting to see Brandon, 4:30 was way too damn early. She got out of bed, got herself together in the bathroom, then headed downstairs to grab a quick bite to eat. As she came down the steps, she could smell the coffee pot on, meaning her dad was up already too. As she entered the kitchen, Jim was sitting at the table looking over a magazine. Sarah poured a cup of coffee and a bowl of cereal then sat down saying, "Morning Daddy."
Jim smiled back, "Good morning sweetie, all packed?"
"I think so."
Jim nodded and turned back to his magazine while Sarah ate her breakfast. As she drank the milk from her bowl, Jim heard her sigh. "You okay?"
Sarah didn't respond right away, then said, "Yes, I'm just tired. Didn't sleep much, I think I'm too excited. The internet is one thing, but I just miss Brandon that's all."
Jim nodded, "Well you two have a week together now, you're going to see him in February for Valentine's Day. We assume he is replacing your mother and I for the ACMs in Vegas this year?"
"Is that alright?"
"Of course darling, you know I hate getting all gussied up."
They both laughed and Jim continued, "Are you still planning on meeting him in South Carolina in April?"
"Yeah, there's a tournament his team is playing in there."
"Alright so you'll see each other once a month for at least 3-4 days between now and your tour starting. It seems like you all have figured out what works for you."
"I guess but I feel like I'm missing out on a lot of things that normal couples get to do. Like go get dinner cause we don't want to cook, real movie nights curled up on the couch, things like that."
Jim thought for a moment, "Have you told him you're moving to Nashville full time in May?"
"No, it's a surprise for this weekend. Instead of a three hour flight, it's just about two so that should help."
"That's all well and good, but is that something you want to do long term?"
"Well it's better than what we are dealing with now. We've only been seeing each other for 3 months, it's too soon to be thinking about marriage."
Jim laughed, "Hold up there, I like the guy, but not that much yet."
Sarah laughed as she put her things in the sink and said, "Alright, we better get going."
The ride down to New Orleans was a little over an hour and a half, Sarah kissed her dad on the cheek goodbye, cleared security and made her gate with about 45 minutes to spare. When they called first class, Sarah stood up and walked towards the attendant, scanned her ticket on her phone and then made her way down the gangway. As she said hello to the pilot then settled into her seat. She decided to grab a nap on the flight to Knoxville, put her headphones on as the flight attendant handed her a bottle of water, then began to doze off as the stewardess started her safety speech.
***
Brandon's alarm went off at 6, he checked his phone to make sure his flight was still on time. He then checked a text from Sarah that had come in about five minutes prior, "Daddy just dropped me off at the airport, heading towards security now."
Brandon typed back, "Awesome! I'm heading to the airport in about 20 minutes. Just going to grab something to eat there." He hopped out of bed, showered, grabbed his phone and watch chargers, along with his kindle, threw them in his backpack and he headed out to his truck. He made the short 35 minute drive to the airport, pulled into the long term lot like normal, and grabbed the shuttle to the terminal.
He checked his main bag and then headed to security. He emptied his laptop and other things required and stepped into the body scanner, after getting the all clear, he stepped forward where a TSA agent motioned for him. He walked over where his backpack was spread out on a table. Brandon pulled his shoes on and said, "Is there a problem?"
"Sir, we need you to empty the rest of your bag."
Brandon emptied out a bag of snacks, his empty water bottle and a few other things. The TSA agent began looking through things, finally opening up the water bottle, and sliding Sarah's necklace out.
"Sir what is this?"
"My girlfriend's Christmas present, it's a necklace. Open it and you'll see."
The agent opened the box and shook his head, "Ooo eee, that is fancy."
He closed the box, slipped it back into the water bottle, before sending Brandon on his way.
As Brandon neared his gate, his phone vibrated; when he opened it, he was greeted with a selfie of Sarah on the plane with the text, "Just boarded!!! See you in a few hours!"
Brandon smiled and typed back, "Just getting to my gate, see you soon."
Brandon had enough time to grab a Coke and a candy bar before making his way to the waiting area. About 20 minutes later, first class had been called, which thanks to Sarah, Brandon was enjoying for the first time. Brandon boarded, found his seat, and settled in for the 2 hour flight to Charlotte.
***
Sarah's flight touched down first, when the pilot gave the all clear announcement, she texted Brandon letting him know that she was on the ground, but as they taxied, the message flashed undeliverable, so she figured he was still in the air or just landing. Her flight had a great time, instead of the 2 hour and 20 minute flight as planned, they had made it in about 2 hours. As the plane taxied to the gate, Sarah packed her headphones and pillow in preparation for deplaning.
10 minutes after Sarah had landed, Brandon's plane touched down and he turned his phone back on, being greeted by a text telling him that Sarah was on the ground, then another saying she was off the plane and heading towards the next gate. She had come into Concourse B and their departing flight was leaving out of Concourse E. As they taxied, Brandon's pilot came back on welcoming them to Charlotte, updating them on the weather and announcing that they were coming into Concourse C.
Brandon pulled up the terminal map and texted Sarah, "We are coming into Concourse C, so I don't have quite as long of a walk."
Sarah texted back, "Alright, I just got done in the bathroom, I'm going to grab something to drink, what do you want?"
"Grab me a bottle of water and 12 oz Red Bull."
"Red Bull? I'm the one that's been up since 4am, what's your excuse lol."
"I'm an old man, we've talked about this lol. Someone has to drive, and you like to sleep in the car."
As Brandon's flight pulled into the gate, his phone vibrated with another text, "Just got to the gate, they are already boarding. Gate E5. I told them you were coming but they sent me on."
The flight attendant opened the door, so Brandon sent back a thumbs up emoji, stood up and was the first one off the plane. He hustled up the jetway and emerging in the terminal, he quickly got his bearings and began to head towards Concourse E. Checking his watch he saw he had 10 minutes to spare, so he ran into a bathroom, then headed towards his gate. Just as he entered the concourse, over the loudspeaker he heard, "Brandon Baker to gate E5, your flight is in final boarding."
Rather than walk, he took off at a light jog and finally reached the gate; he became aware that there was no one but the attendant there. He pulled his boarding pass up on his phone and approached the counter. The attendant smiled, "Mr. Baker?"
"Yes ma'am. Sorry for the wait, my flight had to wait to taxi."
She pointed toward the scanner, Brandon turned his phone, the scanner turned green and with a fast "Thanks," he walked down the jet way. As he walked onto the plane, he could see Sarah in the 3rd row back, sitting by the window, looking down, as he walked towards her, he felt his phone vibrate, ignoring it, he walked to the row and said in his best fake, fangirl voice, "Oh my god, are you Sarah Bixby, the singer?!"
Sarah looked up, ready to deal with the fan, but instead of a fan, it was Brandon with a goofy smile on his face. She burst out laughing, standing up and hugging him. She pulled away enough to kiss him. They kissed for a moment before being interrupted by the flight attendant, asking them to take their seats. Brandon apologized, stowed his backpack in the overhead compartment and sat down beside Sarah.
"I was afraid you weren't going to make it."
"Yeah, I used the bathroom, and then had to jog the last little bit, they announced the flight was in final boarding and I was the last one."
Sarah laughed, "Well that's fun, normally it's people making announcements for me."
As the plane began to pull away from the gate, Brandon smiled, "Well it's all good now. We will be in Knoxville in an hour, and will be to the cabin an hour or so after we leave there."
Brandon's hand had come to rest on Sarah's leg, and she had lifted the armrest, allowing her to lean against him and rest her head on his shoulder. As the pilot taxied and began its takeoff, Sarah began to pester Brandon, "So are you going to tell me about the cabin? It's not fair to keep it a secret from me."
Brandon chuckled, "No, you'll see it when we get there. It fits your criteria, mountains, hot tub looking at those mountains, private and simple. I think you'll love it."
"Well you picked it, so I'm sure I will. It'll be nice to just relax, I listened to you and didn't bring anything for this part of the trip other than comfy clothes. We can sleep in, watch tv, and just be with each other."
Brandon squeezed Sarah's leg and settled in as the plane reached its cruising altitude, "It'll be absolutely perfect."
Ch. 3
The flight from Charlotte to Knoxville was only about an hour and it seemed as soon as they hit cruising altitude, they were starting their descent. They touched down in Knoxville and made their way off the plane, and after a quick stop at the restroom, they made their way to the rental counter. Brandon had reserved an SUV since the manager of the cabin said that 4WD or AWD was recommended at all times of the year due to the steepness of the road into the cabin.
After filling out the paperwork so they could both drive, they made their way out to the parking garage and found their Toyota 4Runner, threw their things in the back and headed towards Pigeon Forge. As they neared their cabin, they found a grocery store to stop at and pick up supplies for the next two nights. As they walked into the store, Brandon looked at Sarah, "Did you make a list?"
"No, I thought you did?"
Brandon laughed, "Well, I guess we are winging it. We need coffee, Coke, bourbon, what else?"
"Awww, we really are a couple, we can't decide on groceries. I want bacon and eggs and pancakes for breakfast!"
"Okay, what about lunch and dinner?"
"How about we just get things to make sandwiches for lunch since we don't know if we are going hiking or anything."
"That makes sense, how about steak tonight for dinner since we have a grill, and tacos tomorrow night since they are quick?"
Closing her eyes Sarah said, "Yummmm, that sounds perfect."
They picked up everything they needed, and then some, they were both like kids in a candy shop, grabbing random things off the shelves as they made their way to the cashier. They piled everything on the belt and as the cashier rang them up, she looked up to ask them how they were and Brandon saw the recognition in her eyes. The cashier smiled and looked at Brandon, then back to Sarah before saying, "I don't want to be rude, but are you Sarah Bixby?"
Sarah smiled and moved some hair out of her face and said, "Yes, I am."
The cashier squealed loud enough to cause Brandon to take a step back in surprise. She then said, "OH MY GOD!! I love you and your music!!!!"
Sarah smiled, "Well thank you, that means a lot. What's your name?"
"My name? You want to know my name? It's Beth."
"Well hello Beth, it's nice to meet you."
The cashier finished ringing up their groceries, mumbling to herself that she couldn't believe Sarah Bixby was standing in front of her. As Brandon was paying, Sarah looked at the cashier, seeing her fumbling with her phone, said, "Would you like a picture?"
"Really? It would mean so much, but I don't want to be rude?"
Sarah smiled back, "It is no big deal, we can have my boyfriend take it."
Brandon finished putting bags in the cart and Sarah moved around him, handing him Beth's phone and putting her arm around the cashier and smiling as Brandon snapped a couple of pictures. He asked Beth, "Double check to make sure they're good."
Beth flipped through and told him they were great. Sarah smiled at her and thanked her for supporting the music and they made their way out to the parking lot. When they reached the SUV, Brandon laughed, "Well, that was fun."
Sarah laughed as she helped load their groceries in, "Yeah, it's still weird being noticed randomly in public, especially when on vacation like this. That was pretty tame compared to sometimes."
They laughed and climbed into the 4Runner, Brandon plugged the address into his phone and they made their way to the cabin. As they made their way up the mountain, Brandon understood why the vehicle recommendation was made. The road was steep, like he was used to back home, and it was packed gravel which caused the 4Runner to slide a few times in the corners. They finally saw the post with the house number on it, they pulled down the driveway to be greeted by a 1 story log cabin set in a small opening in the trees. Without the leaves on the trees, you could just make out the other cabins on either side of them, but they were definitely secluded.
Sarah exclaimed, "It's so cute!!"
She hopped out of the car and ran to the front door, as had been arranged, the key had been left under the mat, she found it, unlocked the door, and ran inside while Brandon started to grab things out of the car. When he walked into the cabin, it looked just like the pictures on the website; there was a small kitchen and table right when you walked in the door. The kitchen shared the room with the living area that held a couch and two chairs along with the tv and a fireplace. Off to the right, through a door, was the bedroom which had a king size bed and a jacuzzi tub along with a standard bathroom. As Brandon dropped their bags on the bed he walked back into the living room and looked out on the deck where he could see Sarah leaning against the railing. He walked through the doors, coming up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her against him. "Like it?"



"It is absolutely perfect!! There's two rocking chairs, and the hot tub, and the bed is comfy, and these views!"
Brandon kissed the top of her head and smiled, "I'm glad you like it. I think it checks all your boxes."
Sarah turned around, wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him passionately, "It's perfect." Brandon kissed her back, pushing her up against the rail while allowing his hands to slide down to her ass. As he deepened their kiss, Sarah reciprocated, but as Brandon gave her ass a squeeze, she giggled and pushed away, "Hold your horse Mister, we've got other things to unload!"
Brandon groaned and let her wiggle out from between him and the rail as she made her way towards the door, wiggling her hips as she moved. Brandon turned and leaned against the rail, watching her walk away and as she got to the door, she looked over her shoulder, smiled and said, "Are you going to help or not?"
Once again Brandon let out a groan and followed her.
Ch. 4
Over the next few hours, they finished unpacking the car, got things sorted out in the kitchen and got unpacked. Even though they were only going to be there for two nights, Brandon found Sarah putting things from her suitcase in the dresser in the bedroom. When she saw him giving her a funny look she said, "What?"
"We're only going to be here two nights, just figured you'd keep things in your suitcase"
"Something I found when we did multiple days in places was that by putting stuff away, I felt more at home. Living out of my suitcase got old real fast."
"Oh that makes sense. Did you leave any room for me?"
Sarah laughed, looked at the dresser then back to Brandon, "I suppose there is some room left for you. Just don't go looking at my unmentionables."
Brandon laughed and approached her, wrapped his arms around her and kissed her. Pulling away he said, "Your unmentionables look better on you or on the floor, not in a dresser drawer."
Sarah grinned and kissed him back, then said, "Well I'm glad you think that, wait until you see my granny panties."
Brandon laughed and stepped back to finish unpacking, once he was done he told Sarah he was going to go out and start dinner.
It was unseasonably warm, in the high 50s or low 60s so while Brandon worked the grill with baked potatoes and then the steaks they had bought, Sarah poured herself a glass of wine, donned a pair of blue jeans and a yellow and blue flannel shirt before joining Brandon on the porch. She walked up and set a glass of bourbon on the grill shelf and smiled before sitting in one of the rocking chairs and taking a deep breath, "Clean mountain air smells so good."
Brandon turned and smiled, "Thanks for the drink. While you look hot right now, I thought we were just being bums?"
Sarah laughed, "You're wearing jeans and a hoody, not exactly bum clothes."
"This is what I flew in, don't you worry though, I've got a pair of old sweats in there that will knock your socks off."
Sarah took a drink of her wine, and wiggled her feet, "No socks so you'll have to try something else."
Brandon laughed, throwing the towel he had draped over his shoulder at her. As he turned his focus back to the grill, they both just enjoyed the view. The silence was finally broken when Sarah said, "Brandon I need to tell you something."
Setting the tongs down he was using to turn potatoes, Brandon turned to Sarah, and then moved to the rocking chair beside her, "Is everything okay?"
Sarah smiled, "Yes everything is fine. But you need to know that I'm moving."
"You're moving?"
"Yeah, with the demands of a new album, and with business and everything, I need to be closer to it all. I'm moving to Nashville full time in May."
Brandon sat quietly for a few minutes, "Okay, that's definitely big."
"This is the next logical thing for me. We will be closer to each other, even if it's only an hour flight time." Brandon just nodded his head as he processed everything. "Daddy is flying up after the holiday and we are going to look at houses. I already have an agent who has sent me some listings."
Once again Brandon just nodded, Sarah looked at him, "Would you say something please?"
Taking a sip of his drink, "Well you're right this is definitely big. I'm happy for you and you're right, this does make the most sense. If you're buying a house, where does that leave us?"
"For us, it just means we are closer to each other. Instead of three hours flight and an hour drive, we have two hour flights and 30 minute drives. You said that you're not permanently tied to where you live, maybe..."
"Maybe what?"
"Maybe you can move to Nashville with me?"
Brandon sat quietly before standing up and going back to the grill to turn the steaks and potatoes. After he shut the grill, he just stood there, looking out over the distant mountains sipping his drink. Every time he thought he had something to say, he would open his mouth and just stop. The awkward pause lasted three or four minutes before Sarah once again spoke.
"Brandon talk to me. We can forget the you moving thing, but you have to understand, you have to know I'm doing what's best for me."
He turned and faced her, "Of course I understand and of course I support you. This is just a lot to take in. Can I ask you a question?"
"Of course."
"Where do I fit in?"
"What do you mean?"
"Where do I fit into all of this? Like, do you see a future for us, like we get married, you keep singing and being a star and I keep teaching? Short of Jess and a girl I dated right after I got my job, I've never had this conversation with anyone. I've never lived with anyone other than my roommate freshman year."
Sarah set her wine glass down, stood, and approached Brandon, "Brandon, I see a future for us. Don't freak but, I feel like a little girl again when I think about you. Planning a wedding, spending holidays with each other's families, creating our own memories, I want to be with you. Unless I suddenly can't sing, that's exactly what I see for us, I would never ask you to give up teaching or coaching, I know the passion you have for it."
Brandon tried to speak, "You realize how nuts this is, we've known each other truly for 3 months."
"Would you shut up and listen to me? I know this is all so fast, but Brandon I've told you things that I've never told other guys, we have talked literally every night since we've met for the last three months. We've done the families, and other than meeting your friends, we've hit every milestone I think. Short of living together, I dunno what else there is. If you're willing, I want you to move to Nashville with me this summer."
Brandon stood silently and looked into her blue eyes, she smiled softly at him and as always, he just melted. With a thousand thoughts running through his head, he once again followed his emotions and not his brain when he said, "I love you, as long as I can find a teaching job, I will move in with you. One other condition though, you let me pay the utilities or something with the house you buy?"
Sarah leaned up, kissed him and said, "Deal."
Ch. 5
After they had eaten dinner and cleaned up their mess, they curled up on the couch and watched a little bit of random TV. As the second episode of Fixer Upper ended, Sarah said, "This is nice, we are doing real couple things."
Brandon smiled, "Yes we are, definitely something I can get used to."
Sarah smiled back then diverted her gaze to the porch, "You know, there is a great two person hot tub that is calling my name, care to join?"
Brandon smiled, "That sounds good to me."
Sarah untangled herself from Brandon's arms and stood, "Go ahead and get changed, I'll pour us another drink."
"You sure? I can do that, I know a bikini takes longer to get into."
"Yes I'm sure, now get!"
Brandon went into the bedroom, dug through the drawer and pulled out his black and blue O'Neill board shorts, slipped them on, grabbed two towels out of the bathroom and headed back into the living room. Sarah was just putting the cap back on the bottle of bourbon when he came into the kitchen.
"Perfect timing, take these out with you."
Brandon took his drink and Sarah's wine glass, "Gotcha, I've got towels for us."
Sarah smiled, "Thanks babe." She kissed him quickly before heading into the bedroom and pulling the door shut behind her.
As she entered the room, she unbuttoned her flannel, removing it, then her bra. She then shimmied out of her jeans and panties before stepping forward to the dresser. She had brought a new blue and white Roxy bikini that she bought earlier in the year, but as she pulled it out she noticed the red Victoria Secret nightie that she had brought also. She thought to herself, "Let's face it, neither of us will be wearing clothes very long in the hot tub, I could just skip getting my bathing suit wet." She glanced into the bathroom and as promised, there were two robes hanging on hooks near the shower.
Sarah pulled the nightie on, reaching in and adjusting her breasts the best she could, the lace top didn't provide much support, and the sheer lace didn't do much to hide her hardening nipples. Luckily she held enough of a tan still that while you could see them pushing through, actually seeing them was a challenge, especially in the darkness. She ran into the bathroom, noticing how wet she already was after using the toilet. She slipped one of the robes on and tied it around the waist before heading to the porch.
As she walked onto the porch, Brandon had found a small lantern and had lit it, sitting on the table that they had set drinks on earlier, he also had what Sarah assumed was the Sirius channel Prime Country playing on his phone, considering it's what tended to play in his truck. As she went to shut the door, Brandon said, "Go ahead and shut off the lights." Sarah reached back inside, and hit both switches, killing the lights in the cabin. The lantern gave off an orange/yellow glow, and Brandon reached over and hit a button on the hot tub that turned on a yellow light under the water.
As Sarah walked towards the hot tub, Brandon smiled and seeing the robe said, "Are you afraid of being cold?"
Sarah grinned, "No, but I wanted to surprise you and you seeing me come from the bedroom out here would ruin it."
"What, did you get a new bikini?"
"Oh I did, but that's not what the surprise is."
Brandon looked at her quizzingly; Sarah reached down, untied the belt and opened the robe enough that Brandon could see the red silky material of her nightie. Sarah shrugged her shoulders and allowed the robe to slip off her shoulders and pool at her feet. She did a slight twirl so Brandon could see the whole outfit before She walked toward the hot tub and climbed up the small set of steps. Rather than sliding in, she slipped her legs in, sat on the edge, crossed her legs and smiled.
Brandon sat dumbfounded by what he was seeing. First Sarah shows up not in a bikini, but what could be described as lingerie. The red material hugging her every curve, he was pretty sure the lace covering her tits was transparent, but all he could see were her nipples pushing against the tight fabric. As she sat down and then crossed her legs, the slip rode up, exposing more and more of her smooth thighs. Sarah smiled at him, and like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, uncrossed her legs, allowing him a faint glimpse of her crotch, before recrossing her legs.
She looked at him and said, "You like?"
"I love it. I don't think it is designed to get wet though."
Sarah stood up, "Well that's good because it's not going to get wet." As the last words escaped her lips, she grabbed the bottom hem of the slip and in one fluid motion she had slipped it off her body dropping it on the floor beside the robe. "Better?"
Brandon stood and started to approach the edge where Sarah was standing, but she held out her hand to stop him, "I'm going to slide into the hot tub and enjoy the hot water, you're overdressed, fix that."
Brandon smiled, "Bossy Bossy."
As Sarah slipped past him and settled into the water, Brandon moved towards the steps, stood on the seat, untied his board shorts, sat on the edge of the tub and pulled the shorts off, and threw them on the porch floor by the door. As he stood back up, Sarah smiled, "Are you just going to stand there or are you getting back in?"
Brandon slipped back into the water and as soon as he got seated, Sarah moved from her seat, straddling Brandon, taking his face in her hands and kissing him passionately. Brandon wrapped his arms around her and gripped her ass as he kissed her back. They kissed for a minute and Brandon began to push his pelvis up into her, Sarah ground her pelvis against his hard cock. They finally pulled away to catch their breath, it was Brandon who spoke first, "Hi."
"Hi to you too." Sarah rested her forehead against Brandon's, looked into his eyes and added, "I love you."
"I love you too, now where were we?"
"I think right here." Sarah said as she leaned back in kissing Brandon again as she started grinding against him. They continued to kiss for another moment before Brandon began to kiss down her cheek to her collarbone, causing her to moan. With a firm hold on her ass, Brandon pulled Sarah closer to him, which allowed her breasts to break the surface. Taking advantage of this, he shifted from her collarbone to her breasts. As he did, he moved his left hand from her ass, lifted her breast up higher and sucked her nipple into his mouth.
This motion caused Sarah to moan louder and grind her pelvis against Brandon's harder. He sucked and nibbled On her nipple as she moaned. Brandon let her nipple from his mouth and said, "Sit on the edge of the tub."
Sarah took a deep breath, "Huh."
"Sit on the edge of the tub, I want to eat your beautiful pussy."
"Oh."
Sarah moved to the edge of the tub and spread her legs. No sooner than she braced herself, Brandon's head was between her legs and he eagerly began to kiss her outer lips. All Sarah was able to get out was an "Oh." Her eyes opened wide as Brandon's kisses were replaced by his tongue. He began to lick her pussy lips up and down before taking his hand and spread her lips, exposing the wet inner lips. For the next five minutes, Brandon alternated between long firm licks and sucking gently on Sarah's clit. While Brandon ate her pussy, Sarah's moans began to get more consistent. When Brandon stopped licking, and focused on her clit, while slipping a finger inside her, her moans became even louder. The combination of him sucking her clit, and fingering her sent her over the edge after another minute. As her orgasm washed over her, she grabbed Brandon's head, shoving it into her pussy, Brandon felt her pussy contract around his finger and the juices seeped out of her pussy, which Brandon eagerly lapped up.
As her orgasm subsided, Brandon finished cleaning her up, she pulled his head away for her pussy and as he smiled, she caught her breath and said, "Bend me over this hot tub and fuck me. Now!" Before Brandon could say anything, Sarah had stood up, climbed out of the hot tub and rested her forearms on the tub and was looking him in the eye. While he was admiring the view of her tits hanging under her, Sarah said, "Fuck. Me. Now."
Brandon shook his head and said, "Yes ma'am." He climbed out of the hot tub and stepped behind Sarah, slid his cock up and down her slit before easing the head of his cock inside of her.
As he slipped inside of her and his pelvis met her ass, Sarah groaned, "Oh god yes."
Brandon slid his cock out of her and then pushed back into her. Holding onto her hips Brandon continued to use slow and deep thrusts. Each time their bodies made contact, Sarah moaned and Brandon groaned. Brandon kept up the slow and steady pace for a minute or two. Sarah was moaning but she turned her head to him and said, "Pull my hair."
Brandon nodded, took his right hand off her hip and grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair and pulled it gently towards him. As he did Sarah, arched her back and moaned. Seeing Sarah in such a vulnerable position and giving herself to him,
Brandon began to pick up his pace, plunging his cock in and out of her, harder and faster with each thrust. He moved his hand from her hip to her shoulder and with each thrust, pulled Sarah back against him. These actions caused Sarah to moan, "Fuck, yes" over and over and with one more thrust, Sarah went rigid and Brandon felt her pussy to contract and release over and over as she came.
As her orgasm subsided, Brandon kept thrusting, he felt his own orgasm building and with another thrust, he buried his cock all the way into her and erupted 3 or 4 full ropes deep into Sarah's pussy. Sarah felt Brandon's hot cum wash against her pussy walls, they both groaned as they came down from their orgasms; Brandon leaned over and kissed Sarah between her shoulders and lightly caressed her skin.
Brandon felt himself softening and Sarah looked over her shoulder, smiled at him and said, "Do you want to continue this inside?"
Brandon shook his head and said, "That sounds good."
"Then shut the hot tub, grab our things and I'll meet you in the bedroom."
With that, Sarah stood up straight, causing Brandon's cock to slip from her pussy. She turned and walked by him, pausing briefly to kiss his cheek and fondle his cock and balls. She felt her wetness and probably a little of his on her hands as she walked back into the house. As she made her way across the living room and into the bedroom, she could feel Brandon's cum seeping out of her pussy. She clenched her pelvic muscles, slid onto the bed with her back against the headboard, and pulled her legs to her chest in an attempt to keep Brandon's cum deep inside her.
Ever since the first time he came inside her, Sarah found that she loved the feeling of his cum inside her, it was a little piece of him she got to keep longer. Tonight, she wanted Brandon to fill her with another load and then fall asleep in his arms. They were making a major commitment in agreeing to move in together. Luckily, she didn't have to wait, not because about 30 seconds after she had climbed into bed, Brandon was coming into the bedroom, dropping their things on the floor.
Brandon smiled, "God you're beautiful."
"Thank you, now are you going to let me repay you for eating me out so wonderfully?"
Brandon nodded as he climbed into bed. Sarah smiled and said, "Swap me spots." Brandon sat down, leaning his back against the headboard as Sarah crawled towards the middle of the bed between his legs.
Brandon glanced at Sarah's naked beauty as she sat on her heels before him before glancing down at his semi-flacid penis, "Ummmm, I'm not 19 anymore, I'm not sure if I can get hard again so fast."
Sarah smiled mischievously, "I like a challenge." Sarah scooted back a little more and bent at the waist, slowly taking Brandon's cock into her hands, gently stroking it and getting a slight reaction and sigh from Brandon, Sarah propped herself up on her elbows and placed Brandon's cock in her mouth. She took his cock all the way into her mouth until her nose touched Brandon's pelvis, making sure to get it plenty wet with her saliva.
Satisfied that it was sufficiently wet, she slid her mouth back up until just the head of his cock was left in her mouth. She began to suck on the head, swirling her tongue around it, and flicking the tip on the underside. It was that "trick" that caused Brandon to jerk, and then let out a slight moan. Hearing Brandon react caused a small smile to break out on Sarah's face; she resumed what she was doing on the head of his cock, and slipped one hand up to the shaft, gently stroking it as she sucked.
She kept this routine up for about a minute and when she let his cock slip from her mouth, he had regained his full hardness. Brandon looked down at her, "Wow, that was amazing. I wasn't sure I could get hard again."



"I told you I liked a challenge, but I'm not done yet." Sarah bent back down and once again took as much of his cock into her mouth as she could. As she began to work him in and out of her mouth, she used the hand that had been on his shaft to cup and roll his balls gently in her hand. Brandon began to moan each time Sarah took as much of his 7.5 inches that she could. She kept up this motion for a few moments when she felt Brandon's hand running through her hair. She let his cock slip from her mouth for a moment to say, "Don't push too hard."
Brandon nodded, "Okay." As Sarah took his cock back into her mouth and began to increase speed and feel the gentle pressure of Brandon's hand, tried to open her mouth and throat as much as possible as she got to the bottom of his shaft. To his credit and to her mental appreciation, he never pressed her head down, and she was enjoying him using her instead of the normal, romantic and dare she say, "vanilla" sex that had dominated their relationship so far. The enthusiastic blowjob lasted for another couple of minutes before instead of the pressure on her head, Sarah felt Brandon's hands in her hair as he pulled her mouth from his coke.
"Okay you gotta stop, I NEED to be inside you again."
"You were inside of me..."
"Not what I'm meaning, lay down."
Sarah sat up as Brandon moved off the head board, they met in the middle of the bed where Brandon kissed Sarah passionately before playfully pushing Sarah to the position he had been in, turned and faced her, slipped between her legs and plunged his cock into her pussy. The combination of her own wetness and Brandon's cum from earlier in the evening allowed no resistance. As their pelvises met Sarah moaned and Brandon groaned.
They stayed still for a moment, and Brandon began to thrust in and out slowly. At first he started with short, shallow thrusts, but as Sarah moaned more, he began to withdraw further, before pushing all the way into her. These motions caused her to moan louder and longer, relishing the fullness that she felt every time Brandon was all the way inside her. After a minute or two, Brandon dropped from his hands to where their bodies were pressed against each other. He kissed Sarah passionately while resuming his short thrusts, this time though he was all the way inside her, only pulling out a couple inches before pushing back inside Sarah.
They had kissed for about 30 seconds when Sarah moaned and pulled away saying, "I need you to fuck me harder Brandon, please fuck me."
Brandon raised up and looked at Sarah, all she did was nod and pulled her legs up to where they were bent against her. Brandon supported himself with his hands and Sarah grabbed her knees with her hands, stabilizing herself. As Brandon began to make long, full thrusts, Sarah began to moan loud. He kept thrusting, pumping harder and faster with each thrust. As his pace increased, so did Sarah's volume, with a final thrust, Brandon buried his cock as deep as he could and his orgasm erupted, dumping the second load of the night into Sarah's pussy.
As Brandon's cock pulsed, the warmth and splashing of his cum deep inside her sent Sarah over the edge. Her toes curled as her pussy began to contract and she let out an "Oh god!!" As her pussy contracted, it milked every last bit of cum out of Brandon's cock. As their orgasms ended, Brandon collapsed and rolled off to his side of the bed, his cock slipping out of Sarah with a slight "pop." They laid side by side with no sounds other than their breathing for 2 or 3 minutes.
Finally, Sarah rolled over, draping her leg over Brandon's and rested her head on his chest. She spoke first, "Thank you for that, that is what I needed."
Brandon stroked her hair then kissed the top of her head, "My pleasure. Your wild side is fun to see."
Sarah laughed, "Well it was my pleasure too. Now we can go back to the lovey, romantic stuff." She sat up pulling the sheets and blankets over them.
"Are you not going to the bathroom?"
"Maybe later. I just want you to hold me, and feel all of us together."
"Okay, want me to turn the light off?"
"Yes please."
Brandon reached over, turned off the light and closed his eyes while Sarah breathed softly on his chest. They lay like that for a few minutes and before Brandon knew it, he heard a soft snore come from Sarah; he laughed softly to himself, closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep himself.
Ch 6- Thursday
Sarah woke first, glancing at the clock she could see that it was already 9:45. She thought, "Man, I don't ever sleep that long." She sat up gently, seeing Brandon laying on his back still asleep. She gently got out of bed so as not to wake him, found her underwear from the night before, slipped them on along with Brandon's t-shirt, used the bathroom, and slipped out into the kitchen.
She found the coffee they had bought and started the coffee pot, then moved to the fridge pulling out the bacon and finding a cast iron skillet. Setting everything on the counter, she began to prepare breakfast and with the bacon starting to fry, she found Brandon's phone, clicking on the Sirius XM app and clicking on Y2Kountry, began to sing along to the music. After about five minutes of singing and dancing around the kitchen, the bacon needed to be stirred and five minutes later she started to pull bacon out and place it on a plate. She figured she could wake Brandon up once the eggs were about done.
Brandon woke up around 10 to the smell of bacon, he climbed out of bed, used the bathroom, slipped his boxers on and a pair of gym shorts on, found a t-shirt in the drawer and wandered out to the kitchen. He found Sarah dancing around as she scooped the bacon from the pan onto the plate. He had to laugh which caught her attention and she turned to face him with a smile on her face.
"What's the big idea sneaking up on me?"
He approached her, "I'm not sorry, this is definitely something I could get used to." He grabbed her around her waist, pulling her close and kissing her before saying "Good morning beautiful."
Sarah smiled, "Good morning handsome. Now let me go so I can finish breakfast."
Brandon laughed, letting her go; Sarah returning to the stove and Brandon pouring himself a cup of coffee before sitting down at the table to scroll through the news and social media on his phone. Another 5 minutes elapsed and Sarah was setting a plate of bacon and eggs in front of Brandon. She walked back to the stove, prepped herself a plate then joined him at the table.
As they ate their breakfast, Sarah said, "So what do you want to do today?"
Between bites of food, Brandon replied, "Well we could just lay around here and do nothing, or we could find a hike?"
Sarah thought for a moment, "Let's go for a hike or two. There are supposed to be lots of waterfalls!"
"Sounds good to me. We'll pack a lunch and take that with us so we aren't rushed to get back here?"
They finished their breakfast and Brandon cleared the table, putting the dishes in the dishwasher and then scrubbed the cast iron skillet before putting it away. As he was finishing up, Sarah came out of the bedroom ready for their hike. Brandon turned around and was stuck by how simply beautiful she was. She had on a pair of hiking boots, a pair of gray hiking pants that while fitted weren't overly tight and was wearing a pink Under Armour v-neck t-shirt. "How In the hell do you make even hiking clothes look beautiful and sexy?"
Sarah laughed, "What, these old things?" As they both laughed, she continued, "I may have gone to REI to get some things for the trip. Did you know running sports bras are not a good idea for hiking? Cause neither did?"
"I did not, I 'm a dumb guy though, what's the difference?"
"Well according to the guy at REI who enjoyed telling me about them WAY TOO much, the strap placement is more important so I got a new one just for this trip."
"Damn, did you get a whole new wardrobe because the only thing I bought, well will buy, is something for New Years once we get to Nashville."
Sarah laughed, "I wanted to impress you."
Brandon kissed her, "You don't impress me, you amaze me."
As he headed into the bedroom to get dressed, Sarah called out, "Suck up!"
Brandon laughed, "You didn't complain last night!"
***
They started off their hikes with a half hour drive through Gatlinburg to Laurel Falls. Following the directions on his phone, they easily made it to the parking area and started their hike. It was a short one, only two and a half miles round trip, making it a good warm up. In reality, it wasn't much of a hike because the path was paved, but with a little bit of an incline, it definitely got the blood pumping. As they returned to the car, Sarah pulled up the directions to the next trail.
She said, "It says that the next trailhead is about 25 minutes from here, then the other one is at the same place, just a different direction."
"Sounds good, we can do the first one, then eat lunch, do the second one and then head back to the cabin?"
"Works for me!"
They made the drive to the Grotto Falls trailhead and made the mile and half hike to the small cascade. As they did, they were welcomed to an empty area and the waterfall. They took turns taking pictures of each other, then set Brandon's phone up on a rock and stepped behind the falls together. As they posed, Brandon put his arm around her waist, Sarah turned into him, kissing him on the cheek as he hit the camera button on his watch.
Sarah ran out and double checked the pictures as "Instagram ready"," as she put it. She had decided that she could start posting pictures of them on her official social media. She had posted the one of them at the beach from November the night before, and then posted the current one while Brandon dug out their lunch. They sat on a large rock beside the falls, enjoying their lunch and talking about what Sarah was looking for in a house. She talked about how she wanted some land and privacy, 4 or 5 bedrooms for family and friends to visit, a nice kitchen because of her love of cooking, and plenty of bathrooms for the bedrooms.
She looked at him, "What do you want in a house?"
"All of that is fine that you described. I've looked at some houses online, but committing to one was just a lot, so I never got past the looking. I know I want land to play on like mom and dad have, but outside of that, I don't need much." Sarah nodded and Brandon thought for a minute, "At the risk of sounding mushy and cliche, waking up next to you, coming home to you, seeing you dance through the kitchen like this morning, all of that will make any place just fine."
"Awwwww!"
Brandon laughed, "I'm serious Sarah. The feelings I have for you make me think that what we have is special. Sure moving in together is scary, as is moving for me, but when I sat and thought about it last night before you rudely interrupted and seduced me, It's an easy decision for me to make."
Sarah slapped Brandon's chest, "Hey, I didn't see you complaining!"
"Oh don't worry, I am not. Maybe a hot tub should get added to the list of wants too."
"I like that idea too. Let's get packed up and get back so we can check out that last waterfall!"
***
The last waterfall of the day was a short 3 mile out and back meaning it only took about an hour and a half to make the hike out and back. When they got back to the car, Brandon turned his watch off and said, "Just under 10 miles, not a bad day hiking."
Sarah took a drink of water, "Not at all! I'm ready to get my boots off though, ready to head back?"
"It's about an hour back, look in the back seat, I brought you something."
Sarah looked at Brandon quizzingly, but opened the back door, on the floor boards she found her favorite Birks sandals and a white box. She reached down and opened the box, revealing the necklace that Brandon had bought her. She gasped and laid it on the seat, covering her mouth and looking at Brandon who was smiling back at her.
"Brandon! You shouldn't have!"
"I know, but I wanted to. Do you like it?"
Sarah picked the necklace up out of the box, holding it in front of her, examining the delicate chain and then the diamond pendant in the middle. "Like it? I love it. It's too much though, you really shouldn't have."
Brandon moved behind her, "It's not too much, it's simple and beautiful, just like you. May I?"
Sarah simply nodded her head, Brandon took the necklace, undid the tiny clasp, slipped the necklace around her neck before clasping it again. Sarah removed her phone from her pocket and using the camera examined herself with it on. "It is stunning, thank you so much." She turned and kissed him, pulling away, "I love you."
"I love you too, now change your boots and hand me my flip flops, they are in there somewhere."
Ch. 7
They made the hour drive back to the cabin, ready to enjoy their last evening before heading to Nashville in the morning for New Years. They got inside the cabin and as they pulled stuff out for dinner, Sarah said, "You cooked last night, why don't you go take a shower and I'll cook.
"Are you sure? You cooked breakfast."
"Yes I'm sure, now go!"
Brandon laughed, headed into the bedroom, found his clothes and hopped in the shower. As soon as she heard the water and Brandon's music turn on, she ran into the bedroom, digging in her bag until she found Brandon's card, and carried it back out and set it on his plate as she returned to stirring the chunked steak that would make up their dinner.
About 15 minutes later Brandon came out of the bedroom, finding Sarah in the kitchen, cutting up the ingredients for fresh salsa. After wrapping his arms around her waist, "Why don't you go ahead and grab a shower too while I finish up?"
"Alright. There is an onion, jalapeños, fresh lime, and cilantro in the fridge, the beef should be about done too."
Sarah headed off to the bedroom while Brandon went to work on the salsa. After she showered, she returned to the bedroom wearing a towel and started to dig through the drawer for something to wear. She decided to pull her bikini on, then slipped a pair of sweats and a tank top on. As she toweled her hair off a little more, she exited the bedroom to find Brandon looking at the card she had laid on his plate.
He turned to look at her, "Sarah, what the hell is this?"
She smiled, "Merry Christmas."
"This is way too much, I can't accept this."
"Stop that nonsense right now. I can only imagine what that necklace cost, and I don't care if you did get it through your buddy's dad. I'm sure it was much more than that gift card."
"That's not the point though, you're paying for the majority of this trip, you didn't have to do this."
She walked to him, "I know I didn't, but I wanted to. Now, if the new clubs don't help your game, I don't want to hear anymore complaints. Now let's eat dinner."
Sarah sat down as Brandon began to carry food over to the table. They filled their plates and ate dinner as Brandon asked Sarah about their New Year's Eve plans, "So what are we doing tomorrow night?"
"Well, the record company has rented out the entire Wild Horse Saloon. Party starts at 9 and goes until 2. They handled a car service for you and I, Morgan and her date, and Amanda and Josh to get us to and from the hotel."
"Saloon? You told me I needed at least a jacket without a tie."
Sarah laughed, "It's one of the biggest bars/restaurants in Nashville, so they provide the food and drinks, and then the record company sets the dress code. Open bar until midnight, then cash after that. So yes, you have to look fancy, my dress is going to be waiting at the hotel."
"Oh, okay. I do need to go shopping once we get into town, I didn't want to pay for a second bag."
"That's fine, we can swing into State and Liberty on our way into town. They have a good stock and that's where Daddy went to get his last tux that he wore to the CMAs last year. Don't worry, it's affordable."
"Sounds good to me."
Sarah got up and cleared the table, "If we plan on stopping there, we probably need to leave here at 9."
Brandon stood and began to load the dishwasher, "That'll work, check out is by 10."
Once the dishwasher was loaded, Sarah looked at Brandon, "Go change then join me in the hot tub."
Brandon frowned, "Change? What about last night?"
Sarah laughed, "Listen here, as good as sex sounds, I'm too freaking tired for that. So put your swim trunks on, pour us both drinks, and join me in the hot tub."
"Okay, okay."
Brandon headed towards the bedroom and Sarah walked outside, savoring the cool mountain air. She stripped off her sweat pants and tank top, exposing her blue and white Roxy bikini. After folding her pants and top, she opened the cover, climbed up the small steps, slipped into the warm water, sighing as she settled into one of the loungers and turning on the jets to soothe her aching muscles.
About 5 minutes later, Brandon emerged with two towels, a glass of wine and a scotch glass. He handed Sarah her wine, set his own drink on the filter housing of the hot tub, set the towels on the chair with her clothes and joined her in the hot tub. As he eased into the water, he groaned and said, "Okay, you're right, this is perfect."
Sarah laughed, "I told you."
They sat in silence for a few moments, but as he took a drink, Brandon broke the silence, "Do you want a foot rub?"
"I would love one."
Sarah slipped her legs into Brandon's hand, and he began to work her heels and arches, working his hand up her legs, rubbing her calves, kneading the muscles and working any knot or tight spot out of the muscles. As Brandon worked, Sarah groaned each time Brandon would hit a tight spot and he could see her relax as his hands worked on her muscles, compounded by the hot water, he was afraid Sarah was going to fall asleep.
Brandon stopped massaging her feet and legs, "I better stop or you're going to fall asleep."
Sarah opened her eyes and smiled, "I love you, that was wonderful. You keep that stuff up, moving in together is going to be the best decision I ever make."
Brandon laughed, "I knew you just loved me for my body!"
"Hey now, that's just a nice perk. May I return the favor?"
"Well my feet are ticklish, so how about my back?"
"I'd be happy too, sit in front of me."
Sarah sat up from her lounge chair and Brandon moved to where he could sit between her legs. As he moved he couldn't help but stare as Sarah's nipples pushed through her bikini top. "Cold babe?"
Sarah splashed him with water, "Do you want a back rub or not?"
Brandon laughed and settled down on the floor of the hot tub. She began to massage his shoulders and back, working his neck and even sliding her hands into his hair massaging his scalp. Brandon, like Sarah before him, sighed and groaned as she found tight spots and worked them out. As she finished up, Brandon moved to the lounger beside her, taking her hand into his.
He looked over and smiled, "I love you Sarah."
"I love you too."
They sat there for another few minutes, occasionally talking about random things, but otherwise just enjoying each other's company. As the clock on the wall rang 9, Sarah said, "I'm exhausted, I'm going to head to bed."
"Okay, I'm going to stay out here for a little bit longer, then I'll be in."
Sarah climbed out of the hot tub and headed inside, leaving Brandon to his own thoughts. As he sipped his drink his inner monologue began, "Was he really ready to uproot everything he had and move? What would happen if things with Sarah didn't work out? What if something happened to his parents? He'd now be a 12 hour drive or a 3 hour flight then 3 hour drive away."
All of these thoughts weighed heavily on him, but he thought to himself, "Why was he being so negative? He had a wonderful relationship with Sarah. They had dealt with a few issues together, they had now traveled together on their own and come out stronger. They would be fine."



Brandon finished his drink, shut up the hot tub and walked back in the cabin. As he toweled off, he shut off the lights in the living room, and made his way into the bedroom. Since the lights were on, he figured Sarah was awake reading, but instead he found her curled up sound asleep.
Brandon went into the bathroom, took off his swim trunks, draping them over the tub beside Sarah's bikini, pulled on his boxers from earlier and made his way to the bed. As he shut off the light and climbed in, Sarah rolled over and mumbled "Good night." Brandon draped his arm across her stomach, pulling her close to him and drifted off to sleep.
Ch. 8-Friday (New Years Eve)
Brandon woke before Sarah, and climbing out of bed, used the bathroom, pulled on a pair of jeans and a button up before making his way to start making pancakes and coffee. As he finished everything up, he returned to the bedroom to wake Sarah up. Instead, he found her out of bed, wearing her bra, a tank top and her panties. She was bent over, facing away from the door as she slid a pair of leggings up her legs. The panties were a smooth green that showed the bottom of her gorgeous ass, but would avoid panty lines in her leggings.
Just as Sarah pulled the leggings over her ass, Brandon wrapped his arms around her waist, raising her up against him and began kissing her neck. Sarah could feel Brandon's hard cock pushing against her ass and without thinking, she began to grind her ass against his cock. Brandon's hands wandered from her waist to her chest; he began to cup her tits, while sucking on the nape of her neck. Sarah let out a groan, but quickly pulled away from his grasp.
"No, no, no mister, you don't get any of this until tonight."
"Come on!"
Sarah laughed, "Nope, I want you to see me in my dress, and then have to be patient all night."
"You're a mean human."
Sarah laughed again before kissing him. As she pulled away, she smiled, "I promise it'll be worth it."
With those words, she walked past him, leaving him with a hard on that was uncomfortably pressing against his jeans. Brandon sighed and followed her to the kitchen.
***
After eating and cleaning up the cabin per the checkout instructions, they climbed into the 4Runner, drove to the rental office where Brandon dropped off the key, then made the 4 hour drive to Nashville. They got into town around 1 and after a quick bite to eat at Yee Haw Brewing, they made their way over to State and Liberty.
As they walked into the store, a man approached and introduced himself as Kodi, offered them each a drink and then asked Brandon what he was looking for.
"Well, we have a New Years party tonight that is formal attire. I'm not from the area so I just want to get something here and will send it back home."
Kodi nodded, "Alright that I can work with." Looking over towards Sarah, "Ms Bixby, I'm sorry to be forward, but I recognized you." Sarah smiled as he continued, "Would you like Mr. Brown to compliment your dress, match, or whatever he wants?"
"No worries Kodi, no need to match, but the compliment would be nice if that's okay with Brandon."
Brandon nodded and Kodi asked, "What color is the dress?"
"It is royal blue and floor length."
Kodi thought for a moment, "I think we will go with a black suit and a royal blue shirt. Or at least start there. Pant size and jacket size?"
"Ummm, 36x34 in jeans, 36x32 in dress pants and a 44 long jacket."
As Kodi went off to grab the first of many suits, Brandon looked at Sarah, "This is a level of service I'm not used to. Normally it's just Men's Warehouse, buy what's on the rack and have small alterations made."
Sarah laughed as she sipped her mimosa, "Oh honey, this is normal in the star world."
Before Brandon could respond, Kodi had re-emerged with a pile of pants, "Dressing room is right there, go try these on, keep the ones that are most comfortable."
Brandon entered the dressing room trying on 8 different pairs on, settling on two that he thought were most comfortable. He exited wearing each, getting feedback on which one Sarah and Kodi thought were best. Once the pants were settled, Kodi handed Brandon 4 different jackets to try on, all fitting slightly different.
Out of his element, Brandon stepped out of the dressing room asking for Sarah and Kodi's help, "Ummmm they all fit, but they felt different, which one?" Sarah stood up and she and Kodi looked at each coat, Sarah providing her input while Kodi pulled on different parts of the jackets until they agreed on the one that was best.
Next came shirts; Kodi brought Brandon a plain white t-shirt and then sent him back in the dressing room with 3 different blue shirts. All were stretchy and soft, but after trying the first one, Brandon stepped into the main room, "I think this is the one."
Sarah looked up from her phone, "Oh yes, that is definitely the one, fitted, but not Hulk tight."
Kodi agreed with Sarah, then added, "Okay, let's see the whole thing."
Brandon stepped back into the dressing room, grabbing the jacket,pulling it on and stepping out into the main store. Sarah whistled at him as he looked at himself in the mirror. Sarah then started laughing, "Those socks won't cut it."
Brandon looked down at his Under Armor athletic socks and blushed, "Yeah they kinda ruin the look."
A moment later Kodi appeared with a pair of black dress socks with a white cuff, "These will fix that."
Brandon looked at himself in the mirror again, then over at Sarah, seeing her smile, and said, "Alright, I'll take it. Where can I get a pair of shoes around here?"
As Kodi took the clothes from Brandon out of the dressing room, he said, "I'd head down to French's, they should be able to hook you up."
As they approached the cash register, Kodi had already rang everything up. Brandon pulled his wallet out, "Well what's the damage?"
"$674"
"Damn! I think my last suit was $350..."
Sarah chimed in, "Yes, but this one fits far better and is better quality."
"You're right, you take American Express right?"
After paying and walking down the street to get Brandon a pair of shoes, they eventually made it back to the car around 430. As they climbed in Sarah said, "Okay, let's get to the hotel, I could use a nap before we grab dinner and head to the party."
Brandon agreed, searched for the hotel on his phone and they made the 20 minute drive to the Opryland Hotel. As they pulled into the complex, they followed the signs to the hotel registration area. They pulled the car up and immediately were met by a bellhop who directed them towards the registration desk. As they entered the lobby, Brandon was astonished by grandeur and what he could see as he looked through the lobby at what he knew from looking at the map was the Cascades atrium.
Sarah walked up to the desk, gave her name and got them checked in. Brandon gave his information for the room also so they could get room service or whatever. Everything was billed to the room and you settled at the end. As they finished the check-in process, the attendant gave them their room keys and explained that they were in the Delta Wing on the Atrium as Sarah had requested.
Before they left, Sarah asked, "I was supposed to have a dress delivered here."
The attendant looked at her screen, "Yes Ms Bixby, it was delivered yesterday, I will have it brought up to your room within the hour."
Sarah thanked her and they walked back to the car, they dropped their keys at the valet, grabbed Brandon's backpack and made their way to the room. They walked through the Cascades Atrium where they were welcomed by lush greenery and a couple of small restaurants. As they followed signs towards the Delta atrium, they moved through a small hallway and gift shop before emerging into what seemed like a huge open air town, but one that was enclosed in the hotel. Brandon stopped in the middle of the walkway in awe of what he was seeing.
Sarah stopped about five steps later realizing that he wasn't beside her. She turned and smiled, "It's really something isn't it?"
"Uh huh, this is nuts."
Sarah laughed again, "Come on, wait until you see it from our room."
They moved through the rest of the atrium, following signs until they reached a door that said "Elevator D3." They walked back into the main hotel, boarded the elevator, riding to the 5th floor. They exited the elevator, turned right and made their way to room D5076. Sarah used her key card, the lock flashed green and she pushed the door open.
As they walked in, there was a bathroom to their right; your standard double sink, a toilet and then a tile shower that was the focus point. It had a glass door, a regular shower head and a rainfall shower head. Instead of just a place to stand, the shower had that, along with a stone bench that Sarah and Brandon could both easily fit on.
They walked out of the bathroom into the main room which was dominated by a king size bed and then a pair of French doors on the other side of the bed. On the bed, their bags were already waiting on them. They each picked up a bottle of water that was on the dresser and walked towards the French doors. They opened the doors, stepping onto a small balcony which held two black wrought iron chairs and a small table. The balcony was on the top floor and allowed them to look out over the entire atrium. Brandon once again was just astonished by what was before him. Along with the small looking town, there was also a river that had a small boat on it that snaked through the atrium, tons of greenery, and live trees that were 35-40ft tall.
As they admired the view, there was a faint knock at the door. Sarah walked back into the room, opened the door to a bellhop standing there, holding a white garment back. Sarah took the bag, tipped the bellhop and shut the door. She placed the bag in the closet and then said, "Okay now that that is here, let's take a nap, we can order room service and have it delivered around 730?"
"That sounds good to me." They figured out what they wanted from room service, a steak for Brandon and salmon for Sarah. After ordering, Sarah pulled off the sweatshirt she had on over her tank top and climbed into bed. Brandon dug through his suitcase for a pair of gym shorts, putting them on and climbing into bed with Sarah. He set an alarm for 715, then asked, "When is everyone else getting in?"
Sarah snuggled against him as he pulled her and shut his eyes. She responded, "Amanda and Josh are already here and Morgan and Jake are supposed to be in around 530."
Based on social media and texts, Brandon knew that Jake was a guy Morgan had started seeing seriously right as the tour ended and as he drifted off to sleep, he thought how good it would be to see everyone, and how he hoped Jake was a good guy for Morgan.
Ch. 9
The alarm went off and Brandon stirred to shut it off. As he did, Sarah rolled over with a groan, then sat up and stretched. She looked over at him and smiled, "Why don't you shower first, and then once we eat, I can shower and start getting ready."
"That sounds good, what time is the car picking us up?"
"We are meeting everyone downstairs at 930, the car is supposed to be here then."
Brandon nodded and headed towards the bathroom to shower. After a quick shave and shower, he emerged just as Sarah was shutting the door after the waiter had dropped off their dinner. They found their respective plates, then headed out to their balcony to eat. They talked and watched all of the people mingling in the atrium below them and began to notice the outfits begin to shift from casual to more formal as people began to head out towards the numerous bars and parties that were being held downtown.
Sarah looked at her watch, noticing that it was 815 and said, "Well time for me to get ready, no peeking until we are ready to leave."
Brandon laughed, picking at the veggies Sarah had left on her plate, "Whatever you say darling."
She stood, smacking his arm, then leaning down to kiss him said, "Oh you're going to love it."
Sarah headed into the room, grabbed the garment bag from earlier and locked herself in the bathroom. Brandon finished up dinner, carried their plates to the hallway and sat down to watch some TV while he waited on Sarah to get ready. While waiting, Brandon picked his laptop out of his bag and began searching the Tennessee Department of Education website for licensure information.
He figured out that NJ and Tennessee shared a reciprocity agreement so he would only have to pay for the application fee, no stupid license exams like some states. He went ahead and created the account that was required and started filling in the information required. As he got the information filled in and submitted, he was happy to see that it was less than his NJ license had originally cost. As he finished paying for his license transfer and his transcripts from Rutgers, he thought, "Wow, I'm really going to do this." He chuckled to himself as he thought, "Asked me 6 months ago, I would have laughed at the thought of moving."
He shut his laptop and could hear Sarah singing along to her phone to some Shania Twain; noticing that it was 840, he approached the closet, pulling out the garment bag holding the new suit. He stripped down, pulled a pair of black dress socks on, then proceeded to put the pants and dress shirt on, he pulled the shoes and belt out of the box and put them off. He had just finished tying his shoes when he heard a knock at the door.
As he stood up, he heard Sarah yell from the bathroom, "That's Amanda and Josh!"
Brandon opened the door and Sarah was right, Amanda and her boyfriend Josh were standing in the hallway. "Damn Amanda, you look great!" Amanda was wearing a knee length, black sequin dress that had a small slit up the right side, with one strap going over her left shoulder. She hugged him, he gave her a light kiss on the cheek and stepped aside so they could both enter.
Josh shook his hand and entered behind Amanda. He was about Brandon's height, but lanky, he ran marathons and was a good guy that Brandon had gotten along with the one time they had met. He wore a blue suit with a white shirt and matching blue tie. He looked Brandon up and down, "Damn, you teachers clean up pretty good."
Brandon laughed, taking the opportunity to make a small dig at Josh's father who had been a hedge fund manager who did very well for himself. He did not approve of Josh going into non-profit management. "Not all of us have daddy's money to play with."
Josh laughed and walked towards the balcony, "Well when your father is a greedy prick, you use his money for nice clothes and helping others."
They all three laughed, and Amanda chimed in, "Where's Sarah? She wanted help finishing getting ready."
Brandon pointed her towards the bathroom. As Amanda moved towards the bathroom, Brandon grabbed two beers from the fridge and joined Josh on the balcony where they caught up, talking about the latest project Josh's group was working on and then shifted to Brandon's teaching and coaching.
As they finished their beers about 15 minutes later, they heard the door open to the bathroom and turned to see Amanda walking out. They walked back into the room, and Amanda smiled at Brandon, "You're in for a treat tonight!"
Brandon smiled, but before he could say anything, Sarah emerged from around the corner. When Brandon saw her, all he managed to choke out was "Wow."
Sarah stood before Brandon with a very minimal amount of make-up on like usual, and she had left her hair in its naturally wavy state. Her dress was the true show stopper; it was a sequin material like Amanda's, but was a royal blue as she had told the tailor at the suit store. The gown hugged her figure and reached to the floor, there was a slit that ran to her mid-thigh, exposing her tan, smooth legs, and the sparkly silver heels that adorned her feet. The dress had a deep v-neck that while showing ample cleavage, fully covered her breasts. The top culminated in two string-like ribbons that when Sarah spun crossed in her back tying with a small knot at her waist. The dress cut low, exposing her bare, tanned back. To finish the outfit, she wore the necklace that Brandon had bought her.
Sarah giggled at Brandon's speechlessness, "Do you like it?"
Brandon could only nod, and it was Josh who spoke up first, "If he won't say it cause he's too dumbstruck, I will; Sarah you look stunning."
Brandon snapped out of his stupor as everyone began to laugh. He finally said, "You look beautiful baby."
Sarah smiled, walking up to Brandon and slipping her arms around his neck. "Thanks, you look pretty sexy yourself."
As they shared a brief kiss, they were interrupted by Amanda, "Okay love birds, let's go, it's 930 and Morgan and Jake are downstairs and the car is here."
Brandon let go of Sarah, grabbed his jacket and they all left the room, got on the elevator and proceeded to the portico for their wing where the car was waiting for them. As they walked off the elevator, Amanda and Sarah squealed when they caught sight of Morgan, running off the elevator and hugging her, then taking in her outfit as Brandon and Josh followed them off.
Morgan was wearing a long sleeve green velvet like dress that appeared to be almost a turtle neck. What it covered above her waist, it lacked below. The dress was form fitting like Sarah's and Amanda's, but it only fell to her mid thigh, and she complimented it with a pair of golden stiletto heels. Brandon walked up and hugged her, "Hey kid, how's it going? You look nice."
Morgan hugged him back, then stepped back, looked at his outfit then turned to Sarah, "Girl, I tried for years to get him to buy something this nice, and you managed to do it in three months, impressive."
They all laughed and Brandon looked over Morgan's shoulder, seeing the man he recognized as Jake standing out of the way in a gray three piece suit, sans tie. He stepped around the girls and extended his hand with a smile, "Hey man, I'm Brandon, you must be Jake."
"That's me, nice to meet you."
Taken aback a bit by the coolness in his voice, but chalking it up to being the "odd man out," Brandon continued, "Nice to meet you too, Morgan's told me a lot about you."
"Yeah, she's talked about you a good bit too, you're the one she went to college with right?"
"Yep, all four years at Rutgers, met in rocks for jocks or Geology 101 and been friends ever since."
Jake thought for a moment before finally saying, "Oh okay, you're that Brandon."
Once again taken aback by the coolness in his voice, Brandon went to respond, but before he could the rest of the group joined them and Morgan began introductions. As they finished up, Brandon noticed a marked difference by the way Jake interacted with him as compared to Josh.
He shook the thought from his head as Sarah wrapped her arm around his waist and said, "Alright everyone, the car is out front, let's PARTAY!"
The whole group laughed at the exaggeration of the word "party," but made their way outside to a waiting limo. They all climbed in and the driver pulled away heading towards downtown Nashville.
Ch. 10
The ride downtown took about 30 minutes due to the traffic, 10 of those were spent at the stop light trying to cross Broadway to make the half block to the WildHorse Saloon. Finally, they pulled into the queue of limos, and waited their turn to pull up in front. The driver lowered the partition and said, "What time would you all like picked up?"
They all looked at each other, and finally Amanda said, "How about we say 130, is that good for all of you?"
They all nodded in agreement as one of the ushers on the sidewalk opened their door. While it wasn't a "red carpet" affair, there was a red carpet that led from the street to the door of the bar, and on either side of the carpet photographers and people from the street were stopped to see the different people who would be coming into the venue. Jake climbed out first before offering his hand back to Morgan, allowing her to slip out of the car. They smiled for a couple of photographers, said hello to the doorman who checked their names off.



Just as they entered the door, Amanda and Josh climbed out next, smiling for the cameras just as Morgan and Jake had. Because she was the star, Josh stepped aside so there were plenty of pictures of just her. She moved over towards the rope line, talking to fans who yelled her name asking for autographs.
Sarah looked at Brandon, smiled and said, "Well let's do this, it'll be good practice for the ACMs in March!" Brandon laughed and started to scoot towards the door, with Sarah sliding down behind him. Just as he went to step out, Sarah grabbed his hand, smiled, and winked before saying, "By the way, there's nothing under this dress except me."
Brandon's eyes shot open further than ever before, he swore he even felt the blood shift directions from his brain to his cock. His reaction caused Sarah to laugh and say, "Calm down, I did promise you I would make tonight worth it."
Brandon shook his head, climbing out of the limo and smiling as the flashbulbs all around him went off. He reached back in, feeling Sarah grab his hand, he helped her out of the car. As he did, he couldn't help but try to sneak a peek up Sarah's dress, but even as discreet as he tried to be, he couldn't see, but Sarah caught him. As she stood up, she put her arm around him and posed smiling for the cameras they were facing.
She leaned up and gave him a kiss on the cheek and whispered, "I saw that look, don't worry, no one's gonna see anything but you later tonight."
Brandon laughed and as their limo pulled away, they joined Amanda and Josh for a couple of photos, then Brandon and Josh stepped to the side so that the girls could get all the attention.
Brandon looked at Josh, "You've done this longer than I have, you ever get used to it?"
Josh laughed, "Well I grew up with it, then got away from it, but after meeting Amanda, I was thrust back into it." As he gestured towards Sarah and Amanda smiling for the cameras, he continued, "They're the beautiful ones that everyone that everyone is here to see, we are just the background that makes other guys jealous. You just always have to remember, especially with Sarah since she's so down to earth, there is part of her you have to share, but the majority of her is only for you."
Brandon laughed, "So what you're telling me is that, I have to get used to it?"
Josh smiled, "If you're going to stay with her, then yeah, you have to get used to it."
As Sarah and Amanda smiled and turned away from the rope line, Sarah smiled at Brandon, he smiled back and then said to Josh, "Well, considering we are moving in together, assuming I find a job down here, I'd say I have to get used to it."
Josh turned and smiled, slapping Brandon on the back, "My man! That's awesome to hear. If you can't find a job, I could use someone at the firm that focuses on education if you want out of the classroom."
"I'll think about that, thanks."
Amanda approached, "What are you two handsome fellows talking about?"
Brandon smiled, "Just the two most beautiful women here and what I'm going to do when I move to Nashville this summer."
Amanda smiled, looking at Sarah, "You convinced him?!"
"Yes, now let's get inside."
***
Over the next two hours, Brandon was the doting boyfriend as Sarah made her rounds, talking to people who worked at the studios she had recorded in, introducing him to various other artists and people who worked for the record company. It was all surreal to Brandon, he was getting to meet artists that he had loved since he was a kid, and artists he listened to today. For the most part they were down to earth people who took an interest in him and his career. Of course there were stand off artists, but he realized most of the people were like Sarah, down to earth good people, but ones who everyone knew.
As 1130 neared, the DJ on stage announced the time and Sarah looked at Brandon, "Please grab us some drinks then meet me back at our table."
Brandon nodded, heading off to the bar closest to their table, grabbing Sarah a glass of wine and a bourbon and coke for him. As he made his way back to the table, he saw the table was empty other than the ladies clutches and Jake playing on his phone. He set their drinks down and said with a laugh, "How'd you get stuck on babysitting duty?"
Jake looked up from his phone, "Not babysitting, I've been to these types of things a lot, so no novelty anymore."
As Jake turned back to his phone, Brandon nodded and then said, "Maybe I'm off base here, but do you have a problem with me?"
Jake chuckled, smirked, then looked up from his phone, "Whatever gave you that clue? What guy doesn't want to have his girlfriend's best friend be some athletic guy that she talks to 3 or 4 times a week?"
Brandon laughed, "You have got to be kidding me?"
Jake stood up, "No I'm not kidding, I don't like how close you two are and I would appreciate it if you'd back off. It can't make Sarah comfortable either."
Before Brandon could say anything, Jake had walked off towards the bar. Brandon sat back in shock of what had just been said. His thoughts were quickly interrupted by Sarah, Amanda, and Josh joining him at the table.
Sarah took a drink of her wine, then a drink from a glass of water that was also in front of her. Roasting her hand on his knee she smiled, "Thanks for the drink and being here tonight."
Brandon smiled back, pushing the conversation with Jake out of his mind, "No problem. It's free food and drink, my sexy girlfriend and good music. What more could I want for New Years?"
Sarah kissed him but pulled away quickly as the stage band started playing the opening chords of Luke Combs' "When it rains it pours." Sarah and Amanda both squealed standing up quickly and Amanda said, "I LOVE THIS SONG!"
Sarah grabbed his hand, "Me too!!! Let's dance."
Over the next 20 minutes, Brandon and Sarah danced with Amanda and Josh, eventually being joined by Morgan and Jake as the clock ticked closer to midnight. As the last song of the year wrapped up, the DJ on stage announced that it was 11:59. They watched the clock tick closer to midnight until 11:50.50 hit and the entire crowd started counting down. "10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4."
Brandon turned to Sarah and as the crowd reached zero, he pulled her against him, cradled the back of her head in his hand and bent down to kiss her. As the cheers rang out around them, their world stopped as they kissed. As they opened their eyes and looked at each other, they both smiled and started to giggle a bit. Finally Brandon said, "Happy New Year baby."
"Happy New Year to you too."
She reached up, kissing him again and as the cheers and noise died down, they were interrupted by the opening chords of "Celebrate Good Times" began to blast over the speakers. They separated and began moving and dancing to the beat with their friends.
This continued for the next hour, but as they reached closer to 130, the music shifted to more dance club and hip-hop and the dancing did too. Brandon was transported back to his college days in the bars around Rutgers but instead of random girls, his hands were on the hips of Sarah and once or twice even Amanda and Morgan as they all laughed and bounced around in their little group.
As they continued to dance and celebrate the New Year, Sarah became much more "touchy feely," she was making sure she was pressed against him and if his hands strayed from her for more than 30 seconds, she was reaching for them and placing them back on her hips or stomach. Being a half foot taller than Sarah, even in her heels he was enjoying the pressure her ass was putting on his crotch, that coupled with the view he had over her shoulder down the top of her dress, Brandon couldn't help begin to get hard.
Without realizing it, 130 snuck up on them and soon, Josh and Amanda were getting their attention, "Come on guys, the limo is here."
Brandon pulled Sarah from the dance floor, and as they made their way out Sarah said, "Hold on, I need to pee!"
Josh laughed, "That actually isn't a bad idea."
After they had all used the bathroom, they made their way out to the curb where they found Morgan and Jake waiting beside the car. Morgan smiled, but Jake said, "About time you all got here, I'm ready to go."
Morgan clearly thought he was kidding because she gave him a slight nudge, "Oh baby stop, it's no big deal."
Jake shook his head before climbing into the car with Morgan following him. Josh looked back at Brandon, "What's his problem?"
"Dude's been a dick all night."
Josh nodded as he helped Amanda into the car and Brandon did the same for Sarah and before they climbed in Brandon added, "He's apparently jealous of mine and Morgan's friendship, told me I needed to "back off.""
"Are we in high school again now?"
Brandon nodded but before he could respond, Amanda stuck her head out, "Let's go boys, I want to lose these shoes." Brandon and Josh laughed before climbing into the car.
The ride to the hotel once again took about 30 minutes due to traffic. During the ride back, Brandon sat back sipping a bottle of water while Sarah, Amanda, Morgan and occasionally Jake chimed in about who was with who and what people wore. Brandon couldn't help but laugh thinking about how it was actually a lot like high school in the sense of who's, who. The drama wasn't there necessarily but more of a people watching entertainment.
As they made it back to the Delta Portico, Josh asked, "So are we getting breakfast tomorrow morning at Cascades before everyone heads out?"
Sarah said, "Well Brandon doesn't leave until Sunday, so we are going to do the touristy thing with a tour of the Ryman in the afternoon."
Jake then said, "I think we are going to try and leave around 9, so I dunno if breakfast works for us."
Morgan looked at him confused, "Oh come one, we can leave at 10 and get breakfast with them at 9."
Jake looked annoyed but said, "Okay, if you say so."
They pulled back into the hotel and all climbed out, bidding everyone a good night with a handshake or a hug as they all made their way to their respective wings and rooms.
Ch. 11
Brandon and Sarah made their way to the elevator closest to the room, Brandon pressed the up arrow and almost immediately the elevator dinged and the doors slid open. Sarah walked onto the empty elevator with Brandon following her. Brandon reached down, hitting the button for the fifth floor. As the doors shut, Brandon turned back to Sarah, giving her a smile that she returned. As the elevator began to move, Sarah lifted her left arm and gave Brandon the "come here" motion with her finger; he walked towards her as she backed up against the wall.
Brandon pressed himself against Sarah, and her against the wall, kissing her passionately. She reciprocated and slipped her arm between them, cupping his growing bulge in her hand as he groaned into their kiss. Brandon moved his hand up to her bare thigh, finding the slit in her dress and sliding his hand inside, just as he reached the bottom curve of her ass, the elevator let out a ding, signaling they were at their floor. Brandon groaned as Sarah released her hand and he pulled his hand from her dress. Sarah giggled and wiped her smudged lipstick with her and smoothed out her dress as the door opened.
Brandon looked at her, "Room now!"
"Yes sir."
They reached the door with Sarah in front of Brandon. Brandon was fumbling with his wallet looking for the room when Sarah turned with her back to the door, pressing herself to him; she nuzzled his neck, palming his bulge again and whispering in his ear, "Is everything okay baby, you seem flustered?"
Brandon whispered back loudly, "I can't get the damn key out and I really want to fuck you."
She softly replied, "Then hurry up so you can have your way with me."
Sarah continued to breathe softly in Brandon's ear, sending chills down his whole body as she continued to rub his cock through his pants. Finally, Brandon found the key, held it to the lock and with a beep and a flash of green, the lock opened, Sarah reached behind her, opened the door, and pulled Brandon into their room. Brandon shut the door behind them, flipped the latch on the door and when he turned back to Sarah, she was no longer in the entryway, but had made her way into the room.
Brandon followed her and as she reached the foot of the bed, she stopped and turned, "Baby, can you help me with my dress?"
"I'd rather just rip it off you."
"Please don't do that."
Brandon approached Sarah, and rather than reaching for the tie or zipper in the small of her back, he steered her to the bed, slid his hand along her bare thigh, pushing her dress as high as he could, then pushed her down on the edge of the bed. He shed his jacket, throwing it on the office chair, and knelt brown in front of Sarah. As he did he heard from above him, "What are you doing, that's not going to get me out of this."
Ignoring her, Brandon spread her legs and scooted between them until he was staring directly at her shaved pussy. As he brought his fingers up, spreading her lips, Sarah sighed, "Okay, this works for now."
Just by touching her lips, Brandon's fingers were soaked, he took a deep breath taking in Sarah's musky aroma before saying, "I think someone is as turned on as I am."
"Well I've felt your cock pushing into my ass for the last hour and a half, how could I not..."
Before Sarah could finish her statement though, Brandon had pressed his nose to her clit, and his tongue to the rest of her. Sarah let out a long, loud groan as he began to lick her pussy from ass to clit. Over the next 5 minutes, As Sarah moaned, Brandon licked her pussy, thrusting his tongue as deep into her as he could. The constant pressure of his tongue and the roughness of his beard against her bare thighs was causing Sarah to move around trying to get Brandon to hit the right spot. All of a sudden though Brandon stopped.
Sarah opened her eyes wide and exasperatedly said, "Why the fuck did you stop?!"
Brandon grinned, "So I could do this." He slipped his index and middle finger into Sarah causing her to let out a long moan. As his fingers applied steady pressure to the roof of her vagina, Brandon moved his mouth to her clit, sucking it in and flicking it with his tongue.
The dual stimulation caused Sarah to begin moaning even louder, and in her last bit of lucidity, she grabbed one of the throw pillows and shoved it into her mouth to muffle the moans. Hearing Sarah's reaction, Brandon began to stroke a bit firmer and flick her clit a little bit more and within another 15 seconds, Sarah's body went rigid, her legs clamped around his head and her pussy walls began to contract around his fingers. As Sarah's orgasm rocked her, Brandon kept up with his tongue and fingers, giving Sarah a solid 25 second orgasm.
As she came down from her orgasm, she sat up, and with what could be described as a disheveled, depraved look she said, "Holy Fuck! That is the best orgasm I've ever had." Brandon looked up and smiled and before he could say anything, Sarah continued, "Sit your ass on the bed right now, I need your cock in my mouth."
Sarah stood immediately, pulled her dress down and shoved Brandon onto the bed. She hurriedly undid his belt, unbuttoned the pants, and pulled them and his boxers down around his ankles. As soon as his pants were on the floor, Sarah dropped to her knees and began to stroke his cock before taking it into her mouth.
Brandon groaned as Sarah sucked on the head of his cock and flicked the underside with her tongue. She did this for a few moments and then raised up a bit so she could make eye contact, then with a slight grin, she opened her mouth and took Brandon's cock as deep into her throat as she could.
As she got to the bottom, Brandon let out an "Oh god."
Sarah relaxed her mouth and started to slide back up his shaft. She continued to suck on the head but now using her hand, lubed with her saliva, she worked his shaft and his head at the same time. With the stimulation, Brandon inadvertently thrust his hips up, catching her by surprise.
Sarah allowed his cock to slip from her mouth for a moment, "Please be gentle if you're going to do that."
With a concerned look on his face, Brandon said, "I'm sorry, it was a reflex." He tried to sit up, but Sarah put her hand on his stomach, pushing him back down.
"I didn't say you couldn't do it, just don't jam it in."
Brandon nodded and Sarah took his cock back into his mouth, working her lips midway down the shaft, before moving back up, then down again. Each time she would get to the bottom, Brandon's hips thrust up causing her to take his cock just a little bit deeper. After a minute or two of this, she placed her fingertips on his taint and applied pressure while fondling his balls with the palm of her hand.
Everything from her in the dress and knowing she wore nothing underneath, the dancing, him eating her out, and now the blowjob combined was simply too much for Brandon. He felt his balls begin to tighten and he had enough time to groan, "Sarah I'm gonna cum."
She simply sped up and took as much of his cock into her mouth as she could and with slightly more pressure with her fingertips, Brandon erupted into her mouth. Sarah felt the warm, salty cum hit the back of her throat, causing her gag reflex to fire, but ignoring it, she released Brandon's cock a little bit as the next 4 shots reached the back of her throat. As the last bit seeped out, Sarah swallowed and then gently licked Brandon's cock clean.
Sarah released his cook from her mouth, wiped her mouth with her hand and raised up smiling at Brandon. "Feel better?"
As he caught his breath, Brandon shook his head and choked out, "Yes."
Ch. 12
Sarah stood up and smoothed her dress, "I think I'm better now than the last time I did that in a formal dress after prom."
Brandon laughed, "I know it's better than when I got my first one and lost my virginity after junior prom."
"Well I'd say so, I'm far prettier than her."
Brandon sat up on the bed, pulling Sarah on to his lap and kissing her gently on the lips. They sat kissing for a few moments, but as the sequins of Sarah's dress began to dig into his thighs, Brandon began to squirm a bit. Sarah stopped kissing him, "Are you okay?"
"Your dress is sharp and digging into my legs."
Sarah hurriedly got up, "Oh no, I'm sorry."
Brandon laughed and rubbed his legs for a moment, "It's fine. Now that the edge is off, still want some help with that dress?"
"Of course, but why don't we go ahead and shower too."
"That sounds good to me." Brandon finished undressing as Sarah made her way into the bathroom.
As he draped his shirt and pants over the chair with his jacket, he heard the shower come on, then Sarah call out, "Are you coming?"
He walked into the bathroom, seeing Sarah struggling to reach the tie that held the top of her dress up. "Here, let me." As she turned away from him, he undid the double knot in the strings on her back, then helped loosen it so she could slide the strings off her shoulder. Next, Brandon found the small clasp and zipper and slowly pulled the zipper down, exposing the dimples of her back and the top of her ass.
As the zipper reached its stop, Sarah turned around, smiled at Brandon and with a shimmy of her shoulders and her hips, the dress slipped from her frame and pooled at her feet. She kissed him softly, "I'm going to hang this up, go ahead and get in." Sarah exited the bathroom and Brandon went ahead and climbed into the shower, adjusting the water temperature to something they both would like.
Brandon washed his face and stood under the rainfall shower head, soaking in the warm water and steam. He had washed his body and started on his hair when his hands were grabbed and replaced with some that were much softer and smaller. "Let me." For the next couple minutes Sarah massaged Brandon's head as she washed his hair. "All done!" she exclaimed as she removed her hands for his hair and he stepped back under the rainfall head and washed the soap from his hair and body.



As Brandon finished rinsing his hair and when he turned, Sarah was working on her own body with her back to him, Brandon pulled her close and said, "Let me repay you." Brandon spent the next couple minutes focusing on Sarah's torso and back, taking special care to soap and massage her breasts. As he did so, they both could feel his cock becoming hard again, pressing into Sarah's ass and lower back.
Sarah spun in his arms so she was facing him, "It seems like someone is ready for round two, is that the case?"
Brandon kissed her and grabbed her ass, then said, "I think so. Something about a hot, soapy woman in a shower does that to me."
"Well good, sit down and stick that hard cock inside me."
Brandon took a couple steps back until his legs hit the stone bench, he sat down noticing how his cock was sticking straight up. Sarah stepped under the water, making sure all the soap was off her, then flipping a lever she turned off the rainfall head and she quickly adjusted the main shower head down some.
She bent over giving Brandon a full view of her ass with her pussy poking through as she adjusted the water temperature. She looked over her shoulder at him, "I don't wanna drown or get cold while I'm riding your cock." Brandon simply nodded as Sarah turned and walked towards him. After two short steps, Sarah was directly in front of him, Brandon reached out, grabbed her ass and pulled her to him. He began to kiss and nibble on her stomach and could just barely reach the bottom of her breasts.
Sarah groaned but pulled away, "Nope, none of that. You, inside me, now." She turned around, pushing his knees together and then straddling his legs with her own, she backed up and with the guidance of his hands on her hips and hers on his cock, she slowly lowered herself onto his cock.
As her ass met his lap, they both sighed; Brandon relishing the heat of Sarah's wet pussy enveloping his cock, and Sarah savoring the fullness and the slight stretch of Brandon's cock inside of her. Brandon began to plant light kisses across her back while stroking her sides then, moving his hands around to her breasts, cupping them and occasionally pinching her nipples.
Sarah began to slowly shift her hips back and forth grinding her ass against Brandon's lap as he continued to fondle her breasts. This motion went on for a couple of minutes, Brandon groaned as she increased her pressure and pace. After another minute or so, Sarah turned and smiled at Brandon, "I know this feels good for you, but I need a little more."
Brandon nodded as Sarah stood up, she separated his legs, then backed up between them, then taking his cock I her hands, slid it back inside of her. She settled onto his lap again, but rather than grind against him. She brought her own legs together then said, "I'm going to need some help with stability and guidance with depth." Brandon placed his hands on her hips, she bent forward slightly and began to rise up off his cock. When Brandon could just make out the bottom of the head of his cock, he put a slight bit of pressure on her hips, pulling her back down onto him.
She sighed, "Yes, just like that."
Sarah began to slide up and down Brandon's cock, causing them both to begin letting out moans. With her legs together, her pussy was the tightest Brandon had ever felt; each time she got back to the bottom, he was pretty sure she was clenching her muscles because that's when they both let out the longest moans. Sarah began to pick up her pace, sliding his cock in and out of her faster and faster as her moans became louder. Just as her legs began to burn, she felt her orgasm building.
Brandon began to thrust up into her slightly, causing her to glare over her shoulder, "STOP!" He quit moving and Sarah returned to her pace and within another thirty seconds she slammed down onto his cock and let out a deep, gruntal moan as her pussy clenched Brandon's cock and her whole body shook with orgasm. Her orgasm subsided and she relaxed, leaning back against Brandon's chest.
As he softly caressed her stomach and breasts, He said, "I think you just used me as your living dildo."
Sarah laughed, "Maybe. I was hitting all the right spots on my own and when you started thrusting, it messed it up."
Brandon laughed too, "Story of my life, screwing things up."
Sarah sat up and lifted herself off his cock. She turned around allowing the warm water to hit her back. With her hands on his knees, she leaned forward and said, "Since I used you, why don't you use me?"
Brandon gently pushed Sarah back so that he could stand up, he then pulled her close, kissing her then whispering in her ear, "Turn around and put your foot on the seat." Sarah simply nodded and did what she was told. She lifted her left foot up, putting it on the seat allowing Brandon the access he desired.
Brandon admired her before his eyes settled on her ass and pussy. He could see her engorged lips, slightly open, almost appearing to be beckoning for his cock. He slid up behind her and rubbed his cock along her slit for a moment, then with a hand guiding his cock, and the other on her hip, Brandon slid his cock into her with a long, firm thrust.
Sarah let out a long moan as her pussy was suddenly full, she slightly pushed back against Brandon. Both of his hands were on her hips now; he leaned forward and whispered, "Stop. Bend over and put your hands on the wall, then I'm going to use you like you asked."
Sarah leaned forward, putting her hands flat against the wall and as soon as she did, Brandon gave her ass a light slap, causing her to moan again. Taking this as the sign she was ready, Brandon began to thrust firmly into Sarah, causing her to moan. He established a steady pace that was causing Sarah to moan steadily and himself to moan slightly each time he bottomed out inside of her. He kept this pace up for about a minute when Sarah looked over her shoulder, "Don't worry about me, I can take it, just fuck me hard."
"Are you sure?"
"I'm positive." Sarah then bent at the waist, and putting her yoga to use, put her hand on the back of the seat rather than the wall. Brandon returned to thrusting, feeling his cock reaching deeper into Sarah than ever before. After three thrusts, Sarah groaned, "Yessssss. You've never been this deep. Fuck me baby."
Brandon began to thrust into Sarah hard and fast, as his pelvis met her ass, he pulled her against him with his hands. As she moaned and even began to scream a bit, he just kept fucking her harder. He was able to keep this pace up for about 30 seconds before he felt his balls tighten and with a long grunt, he bottomed his clock out while lifting up on Sarah a bit and unloaded his cock deep inside of her.
As Sarah felt Brandon's cock hit her cervix, she next felt the warm rush of his cum splashing inside of her. This warmth and pressure sent her over the edge and her own orgasm rolled through her. Her legs began to get weak as her vagina contracted around Brandon's cock, milking every last bit of cum out of it and deep inside her.
As both of their orgasms subsided, Brandon slipped from her, she turned and the both settled onto the floor of the shower in a tangled heap. They sat there, cuddling and softly stroking each other's skin as the warm water hit them. Brandon finally spoke, "I love you."
Sarah looked up at him and smiled, "I love you too. I have to say though, that was the most intense sex I've ever had."
"Me too. I didn't hurt you did I?"
"No, but you were deep and hitting parts that have never been hit, then your cum hitting that deep too, wow."
Brandon laughed and kissed the top of her head, "You know it's probably like 3am right?"
"Oh probably, want to dry off and head to bed?"
He laughed, "Yeah, probably should do that if we are going to do breakfast in the morning."
They both stood up, a little wobbly for sure. As they stood up Sarah exclaimed, "Oh my god!"
Worried, Brandon looked at her, "What?"
Sarah pointed to the floor underneath her, a large glob of white was beginning to break down and rinse toward the drain, "That's your cum, it just came out of me when I stood up!! There's So much!"
Brandon laughed, "What can I say, you bring out the most in me; in more ways than one."
Sarah playfully slapped him, "Okay mister, get out and I'll see you in bed."
Ch. 13- Saturday
Brandon's alarm went off at 845 and with a groan, he rolled over and shut it off. When he opened his eyes, he noticed Sarah sitting on the balcony in a pair of leggings and tank top. "Why are you awake already?"
She turned and smiled, "I woke up at 8 and had to pee. I tried to go back to sleep but after 15 minutes decided I'd just get up so as not to wake you."
"Oh, give me a few minutes, then we can go to breakfast." He climbed out of bed and as he made his way to the bathroom, he heard Sarah whistle at his nakedness. He grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, slipped them on and headed to the bathroom to brush his teeth. When he emerged, Sarah was standing back in the room, waiting on him to head to breakfast.
They left the room and Brandon noticed Sarah was walking a little odd, "Are you okay?"
They boarded the elevator and as the door shut, Sarah grinned, "Well as good as last night was, I think we should save the deep stuff for special occasions. I'm a little sore."
"Oh shit, I'm sor..."
Sarah wrapped her arms around his neck, "Don't apologize, I enjoyed every moment of it and I asked for it. Just got caught up in the moment."
Brandon kissed her softly, "Okay, if you're sure."
The elevator dinged as they reached the ground floor, "I'm sure, now let's go, I'm starving."
They made their way through the atrium, and into the Cascades atrium. Like the one their room overlooked, the Cascade atrium was filled with greenery and walkways through the inside forest. Where it differed was the size; their atrium included a seemingly small town whereas the Cascades atrium just had a small bar and then the Cascades restaurant where they were eating.
They walked up to the hostess and gave their names and room number. They also explained they were meeting the other two couples and the hostess smiled and asked them to follow her. They walked through the other tables and found Amanda, Josh, Morgan and Jake sitting in a simulated cave. They joined them at the table and gave their drink order. Seeing as everyone else already had their food, Brandon and Sarah made their way over to the buffet and filled their plates.
When they arrived back at the table, the discussion turned back to Brandon's plans to move to Nashville with Sarah in the summer.
"So have you started looking at jobs yet?" Morgan asked.
"I have, I did the paperwork to transfer my NJ teaching license to TN, so that'll be approved in a month or so I figure. I've looked at a few schools in the area and nothing is posted yet, but that's not uncommon."
Amanda then asked, "Are you wanting to stick with high school?"
"Ideally yes. I'm teaching some dual credit stuff now, so I could probably look at a community college or something similar if needed. Josh did say that his group is looking at getting into education awards, so that's also an option if I want to go that route. Pay can't be worse right?"
They all laughed, Josh spoke up, "Wait, who said anything about pay? We are a non-profit, you have to work from the goodness of your heart."
This statement caused them all to laugh again. Morgan spoke up again, "So I guess the next big question is, are you going to find an apartment, crash with me until you decide or what?"
Brandon glanced in Jake's direction seeing the suggestion of him staying with Morgan made him uncomfortable. Before he could speak, Jake spoke, "I doubt he'll need to stay with you Morgan. That'd be weird for everyone."
Sarah, Morgan and Amanda all looked at him, it was Morgan who spoke, "How would that be weird? I have an extra room and we are friends and have been for almost 10 years at this point."
Jake looked at Morgan, "Of course it'd be weird Morgan, you and I are dating, Brandon and Sarah are together, it's a little weird to me having a roommate of a different gender. Would you be okay if I had a female roommate?"
Slightly annoyed Morgan said, "If she was one of your closest friends from high school or college, I don't see why it would be an issue."
"Just not something I'd be okay with."
A hush fell over the group, no one really sure what to say. Eventually though Sarah spoke, "It's not a big deal, I'm looking at houses with my dad starting Monday, and Brandon is just going to move in with me."
Morgan looked at them and smiled, "Awwww, that's so cute. Well that's good enough for me. You will be much closer and we can see each other more often. We can double and triple date!"
Brandon heard Jake scoff from across the table; something at that point just clicked for him and he looked Jake dead in the eye, "Dude, just give it up."
Sarah looked at him quickly, "Brandon, what are you doing?"
"Jake has been a complete ass to me since we met last night, then he told me how he wasn't comfortable with how close Morgan and I are and how it probably made you uncomfortable too. He also told me I needed to back off."
Morgan looked at Jake, "Is that true?"
Jake shrugged his shoulders, "Yeah it's true because I'm not comfortable with you two being so close. Men and women can't just be friends, especially when both are young."
Morgan looked on in shock, but finally said, "You have to be kidding me? Brandon is with Sarah and I'm pretty sure he loves her. They are moving in together and there are NO feelings between he and I! Are you so insecure and jealous that you want me to give up one of my oldest friends?"
Morgan's voice had begun to elevate and Jake looked at her, "You need to quiet down, Now! People are going to hear you."
Before anyone could speak, Josh looked at him, "Dude, calm down, there's no need to talk to her that way."
Jake looked him, "Fuck you rich boy, mind your own business."
All the women gasped and Josh stood up and said, "You need to leave, before I make you leave."
Jake looked at all of them, threw his napkin on the table and laughed, "You all think you're so cute, Morgan let's go."
Brandon stood up, "She's not going anywhere. Go get your stuff and leave. I saw one guy treat her like shit, and while I didn't do anything then, this time it won't be the case."
Seeing Brandon and Josh staring at him, Jake stood up and walked around the table, looked at Morgan and said, "Last chance Morgan, me or them?"
Morgan began to sob and choked out, "Just leave Jake."
"You're losing the best thing that ever happened to you. I could have given you anything you wanted. Now you just have your job."
As Sarah consoled Morgan as she sobbed, Amanda stood next to Josh, "No, she has her friends too, now like the guys said, you need to leave."
Jake scoffed at them and walked out of the restaurant.
As they all sat down, Morgan tried to apologize, but was shushed with a collective "No." It took about 5 minutes for Amanda and Sarah to calm Morgan down, once they did, they finished the remainder of their meal making small talk. As they wrapped up they discussed the remainder of the day.
"I'm sorry for causing a ruckus and ruining the last part of the trip." Morgan said with a bit of dejection.
Brandon rubbed her arm, "Stop trying to apologize, it should be him apologizing."
Sarah looked at Brandon, "I know that we had plans for this afternoon, but I think she should be with someone today?"
Amanda nodded, "I agree, can you two find something to entertain yourself with?"
Brandon and Josh looked at each other and nodded. The girls smiled and Morgan spoke, "Thanks guys, girl time will be nice. All of you come over for dinner tonight though?"
Brandon smiled, "That sounds nice."
Josh slapped Brandon on the back, "I know it's break for you, but I need to run over to the mind looking over some stuff for this new education initiative?"
"Sucking me in already, I see how it is."
The whole group laughed and set a time to meet at Morgan's around 730 for dinner, then headed their separate ways.
Ch. 14
After running to the room to change into something more appropriate for public view, Brandon spent the next few hours looking over things with Josh. One of the biggest things they were trying to achieve was getting technology into schools and the hands of students in lower income areas that had often been left behind or forgotten about. Brandon had to admit, the stuff Josh's group was wanting to do seemed feasible.
"So, you're wanting to start local and then branch out into other areas?" Brandon said.
Josh replied, "Well sort of. Nashville and the surrounding area has a lot of money flowing into education, so we don't really have much focus or need here. What we are thinking about is establishing grants that teachers, schools, or districts could apply for, then once chosen, we could help them implement those grants and the products that they purchase."
Brandon thought for a minute, "So, assuming I say bye to the classroom and come work for you, what is my role?"
"Well, if you came to work for us, I would like for you to head up the education side of things. Sarah says you helped integrate Apple Products in your current district?"
"Yeah, 3 years ago we went completely 1:1 with technology. Apple and my district took the entire 15 member team to California to learn about how to use iPads and Macbooks in the classroom. We came back and developed a plan for the elementaries and the middle schools to get iPads and the high schools got Macbook Airs. On top of that teachers at all levels got both pieces to help facilitate."
"See, that is the type of stuff we want to do. What experience do you have with grants?"
"Absolutely none. We used state technology money to lease the products from Apple."
"Lease them? Your district didn't buy them?"
"No, Apple has a lease program with their products. We paid around $250k a year and they replace every product with newer ones every 3 years. This is the last year we have our first batch."
"Hmmmm, that isn't something I knew. Do any of the other companies do that type of thing?"
"I think Google does something similar, but they allow you or the students to purchase them at the end of the lease, at least that's what I've heard."
"See, this is why I want you to come work for me."
Brandon laughed, "It does sound like something I would enjoy, I could travel and help schools integrate technology. I would lose teaching, but maybe I could find something at a community college."
"So are you in?"
Brandon thought for a moment, "Josh I hate to be this guy, but what are we talking about for benefits and pay?"
"What are you making now?"
"Little over $75K because of my Masters degree and extra grad hours. 70/30 split on health, dental and eye insurance."
Josh thought for a few minutes then replied, "I'll be honest, we can't pay you that salary, we can probably do $65K but we do cover all insurance completely. So it would probably balance out? Obviously the travel you would do is covered too. We do have a standard retirement plan of 50% match on the dollar for your contributions, but if you wanted to go with a Roth or something similar, we can make that work. HR and Finance handles all of that, I'm just the idea man. "
Brandon thought for a moment, "Well, as long as Sarah finds a house, I'm in."
Josh laughed and smiled, "That's awesome man, you'll fit in great around here and you can take us to a whole new level!!" They shook hands and Josh continued, "Okay, enough about work and business, let's head down to Luke Bryan's place, it has plenty of TVs and good food so we can watch some bowl games."
"Sounds good to me!"



***
While Brandon and Josh talked business and enjoyed college football, Sarah and Morgan were engaging in a little retail therapy and a visit to Morgan's preferred spa for massages, manicures, and pedicures. After all three had seemingly bought new wardrobes, they all piled back into Sarah and Brandon's rental and headed towards Morgan's apartment.
Once they arrived, Morgan threw her purchases on the bed and let out a sigh, "Well I supposed, I should get Jake's stuff rounded up and ready to give back. I can't believe he was such an insecure ass about Brandon!"
Amanda shook her head, "I know! You two have been friends for over 10 years right?"
"Just about. There was the one time we went out in college and we did kiss, but we looked at each other and laughed and said "nope!""
All three girls laughed and began to round up things that belonged to Jake, throwing them in a box for him to come pick up later. As they wrapped up Sarah headed to the kitchen to start pouring the wine they bought. Morgan and Amanda made it back into the kitchen and Morgan asked, "Sarah, you okay? You've been awfully quiet since we got back."
"Yeah, I guess, just thinking."
Amanda looked at her, "About whaaaat?"
"I just worry that maybe Jake was onto something? Can guys and girls really just be friends like you two?"
Morgan's mouth dropped, "Whoa, hold up right there. Are you worried that something is going to happen between Brandon and I?"
"No, it's not that. I don't think so at least. I just worry that until he moves here, he could find someone better than me. Someone that shares his passions, someone that is there in person when I'm in his phone or on a computer screen."
Amanda shook her head, "I thought we were done with insecure Sarah? That boy adores you and isn't going to end up anywhere."
"Amanda's right Sarah, I saw Brandon around a lot of girls in college and he went out with a lot of girls. But NEVER did he look at them like he looks at you. The way he won't shut up about you is annoyingly cute. He is devoted to you Sarah, not me, not some rando chick you created in your head." Morgan added.
Amanda laughed, "Plus, he'd be the dumbest man alive to cheat on or give you up."
"Exactly, he knows I would chop his balls off. Brandon loves you Sarah, he's not going anywhere except to you, and those damn golf courses and baseball fields."
The last statement caused all three girls to laugh. Sarah shook her head and said, "Okay, if you say so."
Amanda spoke quickly, "We do say so, now turn that frown upside down, and let's get dinner started."
***
About 7:15 Brandon and Josh arrived at Morgan's and walked in to find the girls wrapping up chicken cordon bleu with asparagus and a salad. Josh greeted Amanda with a hug and Brandon found Sarah finishing up the vegetables for the salad. He walked up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and kissing the top of her head, "Hey beautiful."
Sarah, set the knife down, turned, and kissed Brandon passionately and said, "Morgan can you finish this up?"
Morgan looked at her slightly confused, but said, "Sure."
Sarah let go of Brandon, took his hand and said, "Come, we need to talk."
Brandon followed her into what he assumed was the spare bedroom, Sarah shut the door and turned to him, "Do you love me?"
A bit taken aback, he said, "Of course I love you, what kind of question is that?"
Sarah hung her head a bit and didn't say anything; Brandon walked towards her and picked her head up, noticing a tear beginning to run down her cheek, he softly said, "Hey, what's with the tears, what's going on?"
Sarah sniffled, "It's stupid, nevermind."
"It's not stupid if you're going to cry."
After a heavy pause, she finally unloaded, "You're not moving here for sure yet, what if you meet someone back home that you can talk to and is there in person? What happens if you don't find a job here and decide you don't want to move? What if you wake up one morning and decide all the bullshit with my life isn't worth dealing with?" As she finished speaking, the tears began to increase and she began to sob softly.
Brandon immediately wrapped his arms around her, "Shhhh, it's okay. Calm down baby." He gently stroked her back until her sobs quieted. She pulled her head from his shoulder and wiped her eyes.
Brandon smiled at her, "I'm not going anywhere. I love you and everything that comes with you. As far as I can tell, there is no one else but you. I've done the online dating thing, and never clicked with anyone like I clicked with you."
"But what if you can't find a job here, I can't ask you to leave a position you love."
"Shhhh, You're not going to have to ask me to leave my job because I'm going to do it willingly."
"You've found a job already? How's that possible?"
"I'm sick of the BS from administration and people above me. Josh offered me a job leading up their ventures into educational technology. I accepted."
Sarah squealed, throwing her arms around him and kissing him. "So it's official, you're moving here?"
"Yep, as long as you find a house. It'll be a slight pay decrease, but I think it'll balance out with insurance and helping with a house payment and utilities will be cheaper too."
"Oh my god, we are moving in together!"
Brandon laughed, but before he could say anything, there was a knock at the door and Amanda said, "I hope everything is okay in there, but dinner is ready."
Sarah yelled out, "Coming!"
She moved to walk past him, but grabbed her arm, "What was all of this about?"
"Hearing Jake at breakfast made me think that you are such a great guy and could have anyone you wanted."
"Okay, he's an ass and I want to beat his ass, but I don't want anyone, I want you, and I've got that."
"Okay," Sarah said softly, still not sounding the surest.
Brandon softly kissed her lips, "Seriously, you're my dream girl, I'm not going to fuck this up."
Sarah giggled and pulled him into the dining room where they found everyone else sitting.
***
The rest of the evening was spent eating, talking about Brandon moving, the ladies upcoming tour, amongst other things. Around 10:30, Amanda and Sarh both started yawning and Josh said, "Well looks like it's time to break this party up."
All three girls pouted a bit, but ultimately agreed.
Amanda, Sarah and Morgan began to sort out details for some media appearances over the next month and some other things related to the tour run up. Josh pulled Brandon aside, "I'm going to handle taking Jake's things back and getting Morgan's things. You need to know he and his family have money and may try to ruffle some feathers, but I doubt it'll be too much."
Brandon shook his head, "Anything in particular?"
"Not really, he may just not handle being told no well, spoiled brat mentality, just keep an eye and ear out for anything that looks weird."
Brandon laughed, "Dude, I'm a teacher dating half of the hottest duet in country music right now, everything is weird."
Josh laughed too, "That's true, but I figure you know what I mean."
Their conversation was interrupted by Sarah and Amanda, Sarah said, "What are we talking about boys?"
Brandon smiled, pulled her close by the waist and said, "Nothing, just finalizing where Josh can send stuff too."
They all said their goodbyes, Brandon and Amanda making their way back to their rental and then back to the hotel.
***
As they entered the room, Sarah began to strip her clothes off until she was wearing her panties and a tank top without her bra. She climbed into bed and Brandon stripped down to his boxers. As he climbed into bed with her, she rolled over and looked at him smiling, "I know you proabbly want to have sex, but I spent from today, can you hold me."
"Of course baby, you wore me out last night. Just ignore little Brandon poking you, he has a mind of his own."
Sarah giggled, "There is nothing little about him, but I understand."
As she turned off the light, she spooned up against Brandon, giggling as Brandon's cock pushed against her ass but slowly drifted off to sleep.
As Sarah began to snore gently, BRandon tried to sleep, but kept thinking about what Josh had said about Jake, and wondered to himself, "What could he possibly do?" When Brandon last looked at the clock, it was midnight, and he finally drifted off to sleep.
Ch. 15-Sunday
The alarm on Brandon's phone went off at 8:30 as planned, but instead of the groan of annoyance, Brandon was startled awake and let out a groan of pleasure. As he opened his eyes quickly, he felt a warm, wet sensation on his cock. He glanced down and while he was still covered with a sheet, there was a noticeable bulge. He pulled the sheet back to find Sarah sucking his cock rather feverishly.
She looked up, made eye contact and smiled with his cock in her mouth then went back to sliding her lips up and down his spit covered cock. Brandon let out another loud groan and Sarah let his cock slip from her mouth and smiled, "I woke up about 20 minutes before the alarm and showered, I thought I'd wake you up by riding you, but I started my period, so sorry a blow job will have to do."
"Well good to know you're not pregnant, and period sex doesn't bother me."
"Well that's good to know, but you'll have to settle blowing your load down my throat, is that okay?"
"More than okay."
"Okay, now before I go back to what I was doing, shirt on or off?"
"Off of course."
Sarah sat up and tossed her shirt to the side, which wasn't doing much anyway seeing as one of her breasts had slipped free. Before the shirt was on the floor, she had bent down and taken his hard cock back into her mouth. For the next five minutes, Sarah sucked, licked and slurped every inch of Brandon's cock, but it was when she fondled his balls with her hands, did Brandon start to thrust up gently into her mouth. Sarah allowed his cock to once again slip from her mouth and said, "If I lay on my side, will you fuck my face?"
"You're being very submissive this weekend."
"I know, I like being submissive to you in bed."
They swapped spots and Brandon removed his boxers, and slipped his cock back into Sarah's waiting mouth. For the next two minutes, Brandon thrust his cock in and out of Sarah's mouth while she moaned around it. Very quickly though he felt his orgasm building and he warned Sarah. Rather than pulling his cock out a bit, she grabbed his ass and pulled him closer, sending him over the edge as he blew his load.
Sarah could feel the warm cum hitting the back of her throat, causing her to gag a bit as she tried to swallow. Brandon quit thrusting and she began to suck in earnest to get all of his cum out. As Brandon began to soften in her mouth, she let his cock slip from her mouth and Brandon eased back on the bed.
"Wow, if that's how I get woken up, moving in together is going to be something else."
Sarah laughed and sat up kissing him on the cheek, "Maybe if you're lucky. Now go shower, we have to leave for the airport in 20 minutes."
"Don't remind me."
Brandon showered and exited the bathroom to find Sarah now in a pair of jeans and a faded t-shirt. Both of their bags were packed and their garment bags were packed, laying on the bed.
Sarah asked, "Do you want me to keep this here or do you want me to send it to your apartment?"
"Just go ahead and keep it here, my basic suits will work for anything I need in Jersey."
"Alrighty, ready to go? The hotel staff will move my stuff to the room Daddy and I are sharing while he's here."
"Oh okay, when does he get in?"
"This evening around 8."
"Well give him my best, and tell him I want to get down there this summer for some of that bass fishing he was telling me about."
Sarah laughed, "I will. We have a break in mid July from touring so we can go visit then."
***
The drive to the airport was quiet like normal, neither one of them wanting to say much considering they wouldn't be seeing each other for 6 weeks when Sarah was going to visit New Jersey to spend Valentine's Day with Brandon. They pulled into the cell phone lot and looked at each other. It was Brandon who spoke first, "So you're going to fly in on Friday the 10th, and leave early Monday the 13th?
"That's when my tickets are for. We can set plans as we get closer. You're in school so we can just do low key, I don't want or need anything fancy."
"Okay, well..."
"Yeah, I always hate this part."
Brandon leaned over, kissing Sarah softly on the lips,"I need to go."
Sarah kissed him again, "I know..."
This back and forth went on for another minute or two when finally Sarah pushed him away, "Okay, go!"
Brandon laughed, climbed out of the rented 4Runner which Sarah was going to return for a smaller car and made his way to check in doors. He cleared security no problem and made it to his gate with about an hour left to spare. He pulled out his kindle, settling into a book about the best CIA operative the US had ever had.
Sarah on the other hand pulled out of the lot and made her way back to the hotel. She pulled out her laptop and skimmed over emails, finding one with the schedule of house listing the agent had sent her for Monday and Tuesday. She pulled out a legal pad and began to look over the notes she had made of what Brandon wanted, noting what houses had what he wanted and which one didn't.
She thought to herself, "Damn, this is a huge step," but as she reclined on the bed and flipped the tv on, she knew it was a step they were ready for.
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I've been experiencing a bit of writer's block surrounding "A Trip in the Fall" and the direction in which to take it. With that being said, this is another true story about my girlfriend Abi and I. I hope you enjoy it and as always I appreciate ratings and feedback.
***
Over the July 4th weekend, a woman Abi knew from her high school days got married, and she had asked Abi to be a bridesmaid. Abi readily accepted, but seeing as how she had only ever mentioned her in passing, I was a little confused. If you haven't read any of my other stories about Abi, a quick refresh: Abi grew up in an extremely religious home and it wasn't until 3 years ago she "escaped." She works for a former FWB of mine which is how we met. We've been together for a little over a year, and it wasn't until this past Thanksgiving that her family and her started to reconcile, so meeting someone from her past was a bit surprising to me. She explained that while she was good friends with the girl throughout school, her parents really hadn't shown much interest in her because the girl wasn't devout enough according to her parents, so she only kept in contact through social media in secret until she moved out of her parents'.
Jen (The Bride to Be) asked Abi to be her bridesmaid last October so the proceeding 8 months were filled with wedding events from dress fittings, to wedding party get-togethers and your other typical wedding events. I finally got to meet Jen in late May when she and her fiancé had the entire wedding party and their significant others over for a BBQ. Everyone seemed nice and what I would consider normal, which was nice, so any apprehension I had about going to a wedding where I knew only Abi was abated.
The wedding was being held at a small resort on one of the lakes in our state which provided everything to the wedding party. There was even a nice golf course on site that myself and a couple of the other significant others took advantage of on the morning of the wedding.
*Wedding Weekend-Friday*
Abi and I arrived on Friday evening after a 2 hour drive and did the whole rehearsal, then dinner thing. Being that it was more casual, I wore a pair of golf shorts, a polo and boat shoes, but as always, it was Abi who "stole the show." She emerged from the bathroom before we headed down wearing a navy blue dress that fell to her mid-thigh, sleeveless, with white, lace like circular trim that ran up the center. When she entered the room and sat down on the bed to put her shoes on, all I could say was, "Wow."
Looking up and smiling as she clasped her shoes, "Pick your mouth off the floor, and keep your hands to yourself tonight mister."
"What if I don't want to?"
"Then you will have to play golf with morning wood."
"NO FAIR!"
Abi laughed and stood, then ushered me out of the room and down to the room where the rehearsal was taking place. The rehearsal took about an hour, and I sat in the back talking with the other guys whose wives/gfs were in the wedding. After the rehearsal we all headed to one of the restaurants onsite for dinner. I was once again seated with Abi and out of habit rested my hand on her knee/thigh. She shot me a quick glare and I removed it subtly. I gave her an odd look and she picked up her phone and began texting. I felt my phone buzz in my pocket, when I looked at it, I was greeted with "I'm not wearing panties and I can't have you getting me wet and it show on this dress!"
"Well what'd you do that for?"
"I forgot to pack a thong and I can't have panty lines. We were rushed getting out after work!"
I smirked and texted back, "Well whose fault is that, certainly not mine?"
I put my phone away and placed my hand back on her leg, only moving it once dinner came so I could eat. The entire time, I could feel Abi shifting a bit under my touch and when I would smile at her she'd glare and then smile back.
Over the next few hours, we had dinner and dessert, then drinks and overall enjoyed ourselves. As the clock struck 10, the head waiter announced that it was the last call on the tab that the groom's family had. We each got one more drink, and then excused ourselves to head back to our room, Abi confirming when hair and makeup was scheduled for, and me confirming that I had an 8:15 tee time with a couple of the other guys. We exited the restaurant and made our way to the elevators. Entering it, we found ourselves alone for the ride to the 8th floor. As the doors shut, Abi turned to me and glared, "That was so not cool!"
I laughed, "I always keep my hand on your leg, and you were the one who forgot to bring the right underwear and had to go without. That's a you problem."
Abi glared back and for a split second I thought I maybe had screwed up, but she got her devilish grin and replied, "You're right, I am the one who screwed up, what are you gonna do about it?"
As the elevator dinged and the doors opened, I responded, "I'll show you. Room. Now."
I followed Abi out of the elevator and gave her a swat on the ass, causing her to squeal. We hurriedly entered the room, and no sooner than the door was shut and latched, Abi turned to me, threw her clutch on the dresser, and said, "Don't leave me wondering."
I pulled my polo over my head then said, "Dress, shoes, off."
Abi nodded her head and simply said, "Yes sir." Hearing her being submissive was a huge turn on for me; we have dabbled a bit in domination but neither one of us was super into it. Anymore it's just simple me telling her what to do to change things up on occasion.
She reached behind her back, pulled the zipper of her dress as I unbuttoned my shorts and pushed them and my boxers to the floor, allowing my cock to spring free. As I stepped out of my shorts, I looked to see Abi's dress falling to the floor. We stood there, me naked and Abi in a simple, white shelf bra that barely covered her nipples, but gave her very nice cleavage.
"That's a new bra."
"I bought it just for this trip, thought you'd like it. Other than a sports bra, it's the only one I brought, I can't wear a bra with my bridesmaid's dress."
"Well, that's good to know for tomorrow night...". I let my sentence trail off causing Abi to bite her lip. I took a step towards her, causing her to step out of her dress and bump into the bed, causing her to sit down.
"You said you were turned on by me simply touching your thigh, spread your legs and show me how turned on and wet you are."
"Yes sir." Abi spread her legs showing me her bare pussy. She has recently switched from getting waxed to starting the laser hair removal process. She's currently 2 treatments in with 2 to go and her pussy and legs are the smoothest I have ever felt. With just her legs spread, I could see her wetness glistening in the faint light of the room's lamp.
"That's not enough proof to me, show me how wet you are."
Abi nodded and reached her hand between her legs and stroked her middle finger up between her lips and when she neared her clit, removing it and allowing a trail of wetness to snake from her slit to her finger. "I'm this wet."
"Still not good enough, show me the inside too." Abi bit her lip and stayed still for a moment, I took a step towards her so that my cock was only inches from her mouth, and sternly said, "Now."
Her hand immediately returned to her pussy and instead of just putting one finger inside, she shoved her two middle fingers all the way inside, causing her to moan in pleasure.
I allowed myself to smile, "That's a good girl, now show me."
She slowly slid her fingers out and held them up for me to see. Her fingers were absolutely covered in her own wetness. I bent down, took her fingers into my mouth and sucked them clean, "Yum, you always taste so good."
Abi grinned, "You still haven't told me what you were gonna do about me "messing up" by not wearing panties to dinner.
I grinned back, "Here is what I'm thinking. Tonight, I'm going to fuck your face, then I'm going to fuck you and fill you with cum." Abi let out a sigh as I continued, "Then I'm going to fuck you in the morning before I play golf, filling you once again. Hopefully golf will be done before you have to get ready, so I can fuck you again, then you can rest during the wedding."
All Abi could say was "Wow." I noticed that her hand had slipped back down between her legs and was slowly touching herself.
I grinned again, "That's my girl. Maybe at the reception, I fuck you again, so you have to feel my cum on and in you all evening. Abi groaned again, although I think it was a combination of my dirty talk and her now fingering herself. "Finally, we will come back to the room and we are going to take advantage of the balcony overlooking the lake while I fuck you once again."
Through short breaths Abi squeaked out, "Fuck yes, you're going to fill me with so much cum, thank god for my IUD. I'll make sure I wear panties all weekend so I can hold it all in."
"That's what I like to hear, are you ready for part one?"
"YES!! I thought you'd never ask."
Abi removed her hand from her pussy, opened her mouth and grabbing my ass, pulled my cock into her waiting mouth. While we do like rough sex sometimes, I would never want to hurt Abi so I allowed her to slowly get comfortable with my cock in her mouth and she eagerly coated it with spit before removing it from her mouth, looking up at me and saying, "Fuck my face please."
I simply nodded and slowly began to rock my hips back and forth, shoving my cock in and out of her mouth. With each thrust I went a little bit deeper until I felt Abi shift her head a bit and her nose was suddenly touching my pelvis as my cock slipped into her throat. She gagged slightly as I let out a groan and began to pull my cock back. As I got it about halfway out I could feel her tongue on the underside of my head, flicking it which caused me to groan again.
Abi allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth and with her devilish grin said, "Is that all you got? I thought you were going to use me?"
She put my cock back into her mouth and I immediately grabbed the back of her head and began to thrust in and out of her mouth. After two thrusts Abi groaned in pleasure, we kept this up for a minute or two before I felt my balls begin to tingle. I let go of her head and removed my cock from her mouth, "I don't want to fill your mouth with cum, I want to fill your pussy."
As she caught her breath Abi said, "Then do it big boy, stop talking about it."
Laughing at her attempt to heckle me, I reached around and unsnapped her bra allowing it to slip down her arms, where I removed it and tossed it to the floor with the rest of our clothes. She stood up in front of me and took my cock into her hands and lightly began to stoke it, causing me to groan again. She reached up on her tip toes and whispered in my ear, "Are you going to fuck me or not?"
Realizing she was toying with me by acting in control, I smacked her ass, causing her to squeal before saying, "Lay down on the bed and spread your legs."
She sat on the edge of the bed, and scooted backwards before adding, "That's more like it."
I climbed onto the bed and moved in between her legs where I could see her wet pussy spread and waiting for me. I reached out, grabbing her hips, pulled her quickly towards me so she was lying flat on her back. She let out a squeal to which I countered, "I want you deep and I want to see your tits move as I fuck you." Abi has always been a bit self-conscious about her smaller breasts (Average B-Cup), but I love them and make sure I throw comments in about how sexy they look as often as I can.
I lined my cock up and slowly moved it up and down her slit to not only get it wet, but also to tease her a bit more. After I had rubbed her clit a couple of times, Abi looked at me with a look of pure lust and said, "Would you put that thing in me already!?"
As much as I loved teasing her, hearing her beg for my cock is still one of the sexiest things ever. I paused and began to slide my cock into her inch by inch. As our pelvises met, we both let out a sigh, me savoring the feeling of her pussy gripping my cock and as Abi put it one time I asked, her savoring the feeling of me filling her pussy completely.
I slowly began to thrust, both of us enjoying the feeling of being one. I slowly worked up to the pace that I knew would make Abi cum, but would also allow me to last longest. I thrusted for a minute or so when between moans, Abi opened her eyes and said, "Can I touch myself?"
"Of course you can."
Abi reached down and began to rub her clit in a circular motion causing her to moan even more as I continued to thrust. As her moans became louder, I reached forward, grabbing her hips and began to pull her up and against me each time our pelvises met. I was able to do this three or four times before Abi let out a groan and gripped my thighs with her hands and began to orgasm. As her whole body shook with pleasure, I did my best to continue thrusting but with all the Kegels, lifting, running, tennis, and yoga that she does, she gripped my cock like a vice as her orgasm washed over her.
As she calmed down and took deep breaths, she looked up at me, "Thank you for the release, I've been needing that all night."
I leaned down and kissed her, "It was my pleasure baby."
She giggled, "I dunno about that, seems it was me getting all the pleasure."
I started to thrust again slowly but Abi stopped me, "Jack, I want you deep, but I want see you as you cum. Can we try me holding my legs back?" Over the last year that we have been together, Abi and I have tried many different positions and she likes it very deep. The only issue is that I'm slightly above average and she's so small that I have caused her pain in her cervix before.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm so turned on right now from tonight and the dirty talk about this weekend, I think I can do it."
I slid my cock out of her pussy and she immediately pulled her knees to her chest and held her legs apart with her hands. I reached behind her and grabbed one of the pillows and placed it under her ass. I lined back up and as I slid in told her, "Tell me if this is too much." Abi simply nodded and as my cock was swallowed by her pussy, we both let out a moan in unison.
I looked down at my beautiful girlfriend who was basically folded in half for me, and she said the words any man wants to hear, "Fuck me stupid Jack." I raised myself up onto my forearms and began to thrust into her. Not the slow shallow thrusts of before, but the hard, full, deep thrusts that Abi was craving. Each time I bottomed out we both let out a groan and after another five thrusts Abi said, "Harder, please harder, I can feel it in my stomach, I want to feel it everywhere."
Taking this as my cue that she was okay, I began to thrust hard into her before pulling my cock almost out and then plunging it back in. I was only able to keep this up for a minute or so when I felt my balls and groin begin to tingle. I slowed down for a moment to try and make it last longer, but when I did Abi's eyes shot open, "Don't you dare slow down, fill my cunt up!" Hearing her talk so crudely was something I enjoyed even if it only happened on rare occasions.
I resumed my pace and with Abi moaning "Yes, Yes, Yes" over and over, within 15 or 20 seconds I plunged my cock into her and erupted against her cervix. As the first jet of cum filled her, Abi's eyes shot open, and she began to cum herself. As my orgasm subsided with the 4th and final cum shot, my arms gave out and I collapsed onto Abi.
As her orgasm subsided, she stretched her legs back out and we both lay there catching our breath. As my cock finally began to soften, I rolled off her and we lay side by side for a couple of minutes in post-coital bliss.
It was Abi who spoke first, "Wow, you've never been that deep, it felt like you were impaling me, but it never hurt."
I turned my head to face her, "Are you sure?"
"Oh baby I am more than sure." She propped herself up on her elbow and smiled, "Please stick your cock back in my mouth so I clean you up before we go to sleep."
I scooted up to a sitting position and Abi leaned over and took my now soft cock into her mouth, cleaning both of our juices off. With a few slurps she let go and looked at me, "All clean. What time do I need to be awake for round two?"
I laughed, "Listen to you! The tee time is at 8:15, so I need to be downstairs at 8 to check in, I'll probably set an alarm for 7:15 or so."
"That's perfect, if I'm not awake, you better wake me up. I want another load in me before you leave."
With that, she rolled over and placed her head on my chest, draped a leg over me and said, "I love you Jack."
I kissed her hair, "I love you too Abi." We lay there cuddling and I could feel a bit of my cum leaking onto my leg, but that just made me smile as we both drifted off to sleep.
*Saturday*
I woke up Saturday morning to my alarm at 7:15 as planned; what I didn't plan on was Abi already being awake. As I rolled over and reached to turn my phone off, she was leaning against the wall outside of the bathroom in a pair of gray panties with her hair in a towel.
"Good morning sleepy head, I've showered and am ready for the day."
"Well good morning to you too."
"Why don't you use the bathroom, and then I'll take care of that." She said as she gestured to my morning wood that was making a pretty prominent tent under the sheet.
I hopped out of bed and walked towards her, kissing her passionately and giving her ass a firm squeeze before making my way to the bathroom. After a considerable effort to piss, I washed my hands and wiped my cock down with a washcloth. I emerged to find Abi sitting at the desk, typing on her laptop.
I walked up behind her, kissing and nibbling on her neck while cupping her breasts. She let out a sigh and shut her laptop, "That feels wonderful and all, but you need to lay on the bed."
I stepped away from the chair as she stood up and made my way to the bed. I sat down and pulled her into my lap, "Is this better?"
"Much better." We kissed and groped each other for the next few minutes until Abi looked at the clock seeing 7:35. "You can't be late and while foreplay is good, we don't have any more time for that." She stood up and peeled her underwear off and looking at them said, "Damn, they are already wet. Oh well, they'll stay that way today." She shrugged her shoulders, dropping them on the floor and said, "My hairs wet and I don't want it to go crazy, and I don't want you tired for golf, how about I do the work this morning?"
"That sounds good to me..." As I finished my sentence, Abi once again straddled me, placed her knees on either side of me on the bed, she guided my cock into her wet pussy. She settled onto it and we kissed as she began to grind herself against me. While I wasn't supposed to be doing anything, I did make sure to push up into her as much as possible to match her grinding.
We kept this up for a couple of minutes before she stopped kissing me and sat up straight, "Suck on my tits."
"Gladly." I took my hands off of her hips, moving them to her ass and began to squeeze as I took her left nipple into my mouth. As she continued to grind on me, I nibbled on her nipple then switched to take the other on in my mouth. Her grinding began to get harder and faster and with a toss of her head back, she let out a moan and began to cum. As her orgasm subsided, I let her nipple go and began to kiss her softly.
She pulled away, "Wow, thank you for that. Scoot back and lay down."
Abi put her feet back on the floor and lifted herself off my cock; I scooted back as she had instructed as she crawled up the bed after me. Rather than face me in cowgirl like I expected, she turned around, straddled me then once again used her hand to guide my clock into her. As she settled down with a sigh, she looked over her shoulder, "Damn I'm wet. Enjoy the view baby."



"God you're sexy."
Abi bent forward and began to rise up on my cock befor sliding back down and repeating this motion. It was clear that while it was pleasuring her, Abi was concerned about my pleasure. I reached forward and gave her ass a slap before grabbing her hips and guiding her motions. Abi groaned, "Yes baby, touch me."
She continued to slide up and down my cock, increasing the amount that she was sliding out each time until it was just the head inside her before sliding back down. This kept up for another few minutes before I felt myself beginning to cum. "Abi, I'm gonna cum, don't stop." She continued riding my cock and when my first spurt of cum hit her, she bottomed out on my cock, sat up straight and began to gently fondle my balls, causing me to moan as my orgasm continued, then began to die down.
As the last of my cum emptied out, Abi rolled off my cock onto her side, clamped her legs together then rolled over to face me. "All better?"
"Much better, I feel much more relaxed."
"Well good, now be a dear and hand me my underwear."
I sat up and moved to the foot of the bed and reached over and grabbing her panties. She wasn't kidding, the crotch of them was darker because of the wetness. I handed them to her and rolled onto her back, raised her legs and quickly slid them on. "Now it's all contained, until it soaks my panties."
"That's what I want to hear."
She giggled, "It seems silly, but I love the thought of your cum sitting inside me all day."
"This may sound weird, but can you feel it?"
"Oh yeah. It keeps me turned on, plus I can feel it move around a little, but then as it inevitably slides out, my underwear catches it and it's just slippery and feels good on my clit and my lips.
I leaned over and kissed her, then I stood up and started looking through my suitcase for my golf clothes. I turned back to see Abi still laying on the bed, but now flipping through her phone. Her eyes got big all of a sudden, "Oh shit, I didn't clean you up, get over here."
I walked back over to her and like the night before, she took my now soft cock into her mouth and sucked our mixed juices off, smiled and said, "All better, now you can get dressed."
I began to get dressed as Abi resumed playing on her phone, "So what time do you have to be there for hair and makeup and such?"
"Ummm, we are having brunch at 11, then hair and make-up at 1:30, pictures at 3, then the wedding is at 4:30."
"Hmmm, okay. I figure we will be done playing golf around 12:30-1, I'll hurry back here for our appointment."
Abi giggled, and then stood up and approached me, "I'm counting on it." She kissed me passionately and then added, "Have fun, I'll be counting on you getting back here."
With that she shoved me out the door and I headed towards the elevator and the proshop to check in for my tee time.
*Saturday Afternoon*
My round of golf went well; good cigars, good whiskey, and a great course. The other guys in the foursome were all super chill. We talked about a ton of things, the guy in my cart, Mike's wife was the matron of honor, so talking to him more and hearing about Jen was nice. After we made the turn and got the required hotdog, played #10, and then we started up the 11th hole which ran behind the hotel block. I was just lining up my second shot when my watch vibrated. I stepped back and looked at it, "You look sexy playing."
I glanced down towards the hotel and realized the pool was right there and the bride's side of the bridal party were all lying on lounge chairs sipping what looked like mimosas, laughing and waving at us. I got the other guys' attention and they all came over and waved. Mike goes, "Damn that's a hell of a sight there."
Wayne and Joe, the other two guys with us whistled and we each pointed out our significant others. It took me a few moments to figure out which one was Abi because she wasn't wearing her usual bikini; instead she was wearing a black halter neck one piece that appeared to be cut pretty deep. She topped the outfit off with a large sun hat and her standard Ray Ban sunglasses I bought her. I reached into the cart and grabbed my rangefinder to get a better look. The bathing suit was a v-neck with a zipper that started just below her tits and stopped right around her belly button. While it was zipped up, the thought of the ease of it coming off definitely got my brain churning. When I pointed out Abi to the other guys, Joe looked at me, "Damn dude, I've never seen a one piece bathing suit look that good. Good for you."
I got a little more ribbing from the guys and addressed my ball again and hit a great shot to the green. I heard Wayne say, "He's got ice in his veins and doesn't get distracted even by hot women in bathing suits."
I laughed and gestured towards the pool, "When you know you have that waiting for me, you hit good shots so you get home faster."
The entire group laughed and with a last wave we all headed towards the green and other balls. I climbed into the cart and text Abi back, "That's a hell of a bathing suit, not normally a fan of 1 piece on you, but that one could change my mind."
I received a kiss emoji back followed by, "Thought you'd like it. Too bad you won't get to take it off me."
I shook my head and responded, "With that, I'm putting my phone on do not disturb so you can't distract me any more. See you in a little bit."
The rest of the round went well and I finished with a steady 84. As we walked off the 18th green, I glanced at my watch and noticed that it was 12:55. I tipped the attendant who wiped my clubs down, then pulled them from the cart and walked them towards Abi's car rather than take them back to the room. After telling the guys I might catch them in the bar after I ran back up to the room, I walked briskly up to the elevator and rode to the 8th floor.
When I exited the elevator and made my way towards the room. As I fished the key card out I noticed it was 10 after 1, so I was worried that maybe Abi had assumed I wasn't going to make it and had headed down to get her hair and make-up done. When I keyed into the room, I could see the TV on, meaning that she was still here.
I didn't know what to expect honestly, but as always, Abi didn't disappoint. She was reclined on the bed, resting against the headboard. Her hair was up in a ponytail, She was wearing a pair of my old gym shorts with the waist rolled up, making them much more feminine, and to top it all off, a light pink dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up and the front buttons completely undone, exposing her midriff and the space between her breasts.
She looked up and smiled, "I wondered if you were going to make it back."
"Sorry, we got distracted on 11, and then held up on the last three holes."
She set her phone down, "Oh well that's interesting, isn't 11 the one that goes by the pool?"
"That's the one, there were some hotties in bathing suits waving. I was particularly attracted to one in a black one piece."
"Oh really, well when we get home, maybe I'll wear one out on the boat."
I walked over to the bed and began to slide my hand up her smooth leg, allowing it to drift under the shorts and graze her panty covered crotch. "I think I'd like that, but right now, this outfit is hot."
She let out a sigh, "Well I'm glad, this is what I'm wearing to get ready, won't mess up my hair or my make-up."
"Well that makes sense...how much time do we have for me to take advantage of this outfit."
Looking down at her watch, "About 15 minutes and I need to be walking out that door."
"Perfect, scoot over here."
Abi scooted over to the edge of the bed, draping her legs over the side. I reached up, grabbed the waist of her shorts and underwear, pulling them down to her ankles and spreading her legs. "I have a confession to make. I got in the pool to cool off, so some of your cum got washed away."
"That's okay, I'll give you a refill soon enough." This caused Abi to giggle as I moved between her thighs and began to lightly kiss her smooth lips. As I covered her in kisses, she started to sigh and give off little moans. I moved my hand up, spreading her lips and replaced my lips with my tongue. I slowly licked her push from bottom to top, making sure to suck her clit gently into my mouth before repeating the process. I got through the pattern five or six times, each religion causing Abi to moan a little bit more.
As her pussy became wetter and wetter, I continued to lap up her juices and then centered my tongue on the entrance to her vagina and pushed it in gently causing Abi to squeeze my head with legs. I withdrew my tongue and backed out from between her legs to see she had pulled the dress shirt open and was cupping her own breasts and pinching her nipples. I smiled, "That's hot as hell, but we only have about 5 minutes, get on all fours."
Abi sat up, flipped over and rose up onto all fours and then looked over her shoulder at me and grinned, "You know I love this position."
"I do too. Especially when we are crunched for time, we both get what we want." As I finished my sentence, I pressed the head of my cock against her slit and slid in slowly. Abi moaned and I began to thrust. After developing a rhythm, I grabbed her hips for leverage and balance, this caused her to moan more as I pulled her against me with each thrust. Abi was moaning and white knuckling the bed sheets as i continued to thrust. Within a minute of this, Abi began to cum, I could feel her pussy contracting and releasing around my cock as her orgasm flowed through her.
I slowed down a bit as her orgasm subsided but once she was done shaking, I picked the pace back up. I glanced at the clock and realized we only had about 5 minutes until Abi had to be heading downstairs. I stopped thrusting and said, "Umm you may have drained me this morning, I dunno if I will cum before you have to leave."
Without a word, Abi pushed back into me and dropped her head and torso to the bed, sticking her ass up in the air and against me. The sensation changed a bit and I began thrusting again. I groaned, "This feels more intense."
Abi turned her head to the side and did one of the hottest things she has ever done in our relationship; she started talking like a complete slut. As I thrusted, I heard her saying, "That's it, fuck my pussy. You're filling me up so much. I'm addicted to your cock and cum baby." Those are just the things I remember, but through her moans, she kept that up for at least two minutes and it did the trick; about the time she said, "Give me your cum," I felt my orgasm begin and I slammed my cock into her, causing her to yelp and bit and I held her against me as I came.
As I finished cumming, I exhaled as Abi returned to her hands and knees. I felt her contracting her pussy around my cock, causing us both to shudder, she smiled, "I would never leave you with blue balls, I'd be a terrible girlfriend if I did that. Now hand me my underwear so I can get downstairs."
I slid out her and bent down, almost falling over from how hard I had cum and handed her her panties and the shorts. Through some careful maneuvering she managed to get onto her back at the edge of the bed, pulling them up and buttoning the dress shirt once she stood. She kissed me before heading towards the door.
"Take a shower and grab a nap, remember the wedding starts at 4:30."
I stood there like an idiot, pantsless and in a polo shirt, still catching my breath. I finally managed, "Okay, see you then." Abi giggled and then grabbed her makeup bag and headed out the door.
I headed towards the bathroom, shaved and then showered and figured I could sleep until 3:30 before getting ready and heading down to the wedding. As I finished a bottle of water and climbed into bed, I received a text from Abi, "I think it was me who fucked you stupid this time."
I simply responded with "lol," lay my phone down and fell asleep.
*Saturday evening/night*
I woke when my alarm when off at 3:30, got changed into my blue suit for the wedding and headed out around 4. The ceremony was taking place on the other side of the resort where there was an unobstructed and secluded view of the lake. It was about a 10 minute walk from our room, and while they offered a shuttle, I enjoyed the walk in the cooler than usual afternoon air.
I got to the site and sat towards the middle of the bride's side, around 4:25 the groom and the groomsmen arrived and right at 4:30 the precession entered and the bridesmaids began moving down the aisle. The bridesmaid were given the option of 5 or 6 different dresses to choose from, and Abi had been adamant that I not see hers until the wedding. They all were a peach color and floor length, some were looser, some had lower necklines, but when Abi emerged in the archway, I understood why she wanted me to wait; I have commented on styles I like on her and the dress encompassed a lot of those features.
Her dress was tight through the waist, but then flowed from there with a slit in the front that ran to mid thigh.. There was a small strip of fabric around her neck in a halter style that supported the neck and the back, and exposed the subtle curvature of her breasts. The back was chiffon/mesh that had a bow in the small of her back; the No bra comment from earlier in the weekend made sense as she made eye contact with me, grinned and walked by; the back was basically non existent, and what material that was there, was see through. I smiled and gave a subtle "golf clap," this caused her to smile and wink at me as she passed.
The wedding was beautiful and short. After Jen and Brad were pronounced man and wife, everyone processed out and moved to a small grove of trees where they formed a receiving line. I made my way through the receiving line, and paused to hug Abi, "You are stunning."
"Awwww, thanks babe!"
I leaned in to kiss her cheek and whispered, "That dress looks great on you, but it is going to look better around your waist, or on the floor."
She laughed, "You're evil, but I thought the same thing when I saw it as an option."
I smiled," I'm so glad we think the same way. Here's your phone."
She pulled me back in, kissed me on the cheek and added, "Thanks, now get going you're holding up the line."
I laughed and stepped back and asked "Red or white?"
She smiled, "Red please!"
I made my way through the remaining receiving line and then made the five minute walk to the ballrooms that had been reserved for the reception. I grabbed a Makers and Coke and proceeded to find my table. Rather than a singular head table, Jen and Brad had 3 tables for the bridal party and their significant others. I found mine and Abi's seats at the second table with Mike, his wife Beth, and Joe and his fiancé, Allie. Mike and Joe were already seated, so I joined them. They hassled me about not joining them at the bar after golf. I explained that I got held up when I returned to the room with some work stuff for the following year.
Mike saw through my excuse, "Bullshit dude, we all saw what Abi looked like in that bathing suit, you got hung up with her. Not that I blame you."
This elicited laughter from all of us, Joe adding in, "That dress worked for her, that's for sure."
I smiled, "You're not wrong, but I have to add, Allie and Beth also looked beautiful."
Mike nodded, "Yeah, that's the most revealing dress she's worn in a LONG time, I hope that bodes well for me tonight, especially since we are kid-less."
Joe laughed and gestured about the size of Beth's breasts in her dress. Beth's dress had small straps over her shoulders and larger pieces of fabric off the shoulder. It was complimented by a v-neck with a small piece of mesh providing a bit of modesty. Mike grinned, "You're not kidding, the push up bra she bought to wear with that thing is the sexiest thing I've ever seen her in."
I slapped him on the back, "Atta boy, I think you'll be just fine tonight. Joe, Allie's may have stolen the show, that dress and her were one piece." Allie is very thin with a runner's physique, very small bust but an ass to die for. Her dress was form fitting the entire way through, accentuating her small bust, but drawing the most attention to her ass.
Joe smiled, "Why do you think I picked that one when it came down to the one she wore, versus the one that Abi actually wore."
I laughed, "Well that's good, I wasn't allowed to see Abi's before she walked down the aisle."
Our conversation continued about the dresses and other random things. About an hour, two drinks and appetizers later, my phone vibrated with a text from Abi. "We are wrapping up pictures, please have that wine ready, I'm dying of thirst." I told Joe and Mike what Abi said and all made our way to the bar to get the preferred drinks.
No sooner than we had sat down, the DJ began to announce the wedding party. Like every wedding anymore, there were fancy and funny dances as they all entered. As the bride and groom entered, Abi, Allie and Beth joined us at the table. After short greetings, we all settled in to watch the first dance, then made our way to the buffet for dinner.
Over the next few hours we enjoyed ourselves thoroughly. We ate more, had plenty to drink and danced, as the clock got near 10:30, Abi and I were on the dance floor during a slow dance. I held her tight against me, enjoying the feeling of her body, the smell of her hair, and partially steadying her after what I think was her 6th or 7th glass of wine. "This has been a great night and a great weekend."
She lifted her head from my shoulder and smiled, "It has been, thank you for coming with me."
"Of course. Thanks for bringing me. It's a beautiful place, the company has been wonderful, great sex, great golf. I dunno what else a guy could ask for."
Abi leaned up and kissed me softly on the lips, she slipped her tongue into my mouth, deepening the kiss and causing my cock to stiffen inside my pants. We were interrupted by the DJ, "Alright folks, if you'd make your way outside so we can say goodnight to bride and groom." Abi and I broke apart and moved out to the parking lot where everyone else was beginning to assemble.
Someone started handing out sparklers which we lit and held up as Brad and Jen made their way out of the resort to their car. They paused to talk to different people, Jen stopping in front of me, "Thanks for taking care of her Jack, it's great to see her so happy."
I smiled, "It has been my pleasure."
Jen smiled and continued down the line and with a kiss, her and Brad got into the car to our cheers and headed out. People continued to mingle and chat, with some heading back inside to take advantage of the open bar until 11. I turned and smiled at Abi.
She smiled back, "Jack, I think it's time we head to bed, we need to leave early so that we can get Cooper from the boarder."
"Sounds good to me." I took her hand and we walked back to our portion of the hotel. We got into the elevator with a couple of other couples from the wedding and struck up a conversation with them about different things. While Abi talked with them, she pinned me against the wall with her ass which she kept subtly moving while acting like nothing was amiss. The elevator finally dinged, signaling we were on the 8th floor. Letting us off, the other couples wished us a good night and safe travels.
As we made our way to the room, I told Abi, "That was not fair."
She laughed, "Two can play the teasing game. I felt your cock get hard numerous times tonight."
"Well when you're dancing as close to me as you were it is definitely hard to not get hard."
As we approached the door, Abi smiled, "I know, I love knowing that we are so hot for each other. It's something I hope we don't ever lose."
I smiled back, "Not something I'm planning on."
I opened the door, allowing Abi to enter first and I followed her in, shutting the door after putting the "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door.



We both kicked our shoes off and as I grabbed bottles of water for us, Abi opened up the French doors that lead to our balcony and made her way out there. I joined her shortly, handing her the bottle of water, then wrapping my arms around her. We stood there, enjoying the evening and talking about the wedding and things coming up for the remainder of the summer. As we finished our water and as I bent down to start kissing Abi's neck, we both heard the same giggles and voices.
I let go of Abi and moved beside her to see where the noise was coming from. We heard more giggles and exaggerated "shhhhs." I ran into the room and turned the lights off and we were cloaked in darkness, as I returned to the balcony, I could see the lake and the small pier that jutted out from the shore bathed in the faint light of the lamppost on the bank and one at the end of the pier.
As we looked over the balcony, a man in a dress-shirt and tie, carrying a jacket emerged from the shadows, pulling a woman in a peach dress behind him. I whispered, "Holy shit, that's someone from the wedding."
Abi exclaimed, "Whoa, I think that 's Beth."
"You're right, that's Beth and Mike. Looks like he is gonna get lucky tonight!" Abi slapped my arm and giggled as I continued, "What? He was saying how hot she was in her dress and since they were kid less, he was hoping they'd have sex tonight."
Abi shook her head as we watched them move towards the pier. "Well, her tits are phenomenal, and look great in that dress."
"You saw her tits?!"
With a giggle, "Down boy, we just changed in the same room. Her tits are huge though, bigger than Erin's I'd say. That bra she wore, damn I need to find it in my size."
Abi leaned her arms on the rail and I slid back behind her as Beth and Mike reached the end of the dock. We stood there watching them as they had a very animated conversation, just as I was getting ready to comment on them, I saw Mike pulling at his tie and hurriedly unbuttoning his shirt. Beth was visibly giggling and Abi commented, "What are they doing?"
"I think they are going to go for a dip."
As Mike started kicking off his shoes and fumbling with his pants, I saw Beth reach behind her and back, then as her hand moved, I saw the dress loosen and as her hand got to her butt, the dress began to fall off her. "Oh wow," Abi and I both said in unison. We continued to watch as Beth allowed the dress to fall to the dock, her matching white underwear and bra exposed.
I muttered, "Damn."
I heard Abi giggle and felt her lean into me as we continued to watch the scene before us. By now Mike had shed his pants and both of them were standing there in nothing but underwear. Beth gestured at Mike's underwear and he hurridley shoved them down, exposing an erection bathed in lamppost. "Oh wow, that escalated." Abi mumbled.
Beth walked into the light and dropped to her knees in front of him and with a quick look around, she took his cock in her mouth and began to suck him rather earnestly. It was my turn to mumble, "Wow."
We watched quietly for the next few minutes, enjoying the show of Beth and Mike, I began to feel Abi slightly girate against me, and I pushed back in return. Mike leaned his head back in what I was assume was a groan, and just when I didn't think it would get any better, Abi removed her hand from Mike's erection, reached around her back and unsnapped her bra and with a shrug of her shoulders, it fell to the pier allowing her breasts to come into view under the light.
"Oh my god." Abi and I both said in unison and I leaned forward pushing myself firmer against Abi, that and the view before us caused her to take a deep breath in and caused my cock to grow harder by the second.
"You weren't kidding, her tits are amazing."
"You should see them up close. Her areolas are the prettiest shade of pink with firm nipples on top. And they have four kids, and her tits are still perky as hell."
I mumbled, "Holy fuck that's hot." By now my hands were resting on Abi's hips and we were essentially grinding against each other like two teenagers at a dance. We continued to watch for another minute or so as Mike fondled Beth's tits, when we all heard a door shutting. Abi and I looked but couldn't see anything, but it caused Beth to drop Mike's cock from her mouth and hurriedly stand up. He pulled his pants up and threw on his shirt hurriedly, Beth meanwhile reached down pulled her dress up and then turned so Mike could zip it. She shoved her bra into his chest and he threw his jacket over it and they hurriedly made their way into the shadows back the way they came.
Abi straightened up, turned around and leaned against the rail and pulled me against her. "That was kinda hot watching them."
I nodded in agreement and bent down kissing her passionately. We made out, tongues intertwined for probably 30 seconds before my hands wandered to her ass giving it a firm squeeze, causing Abi to moan into our kiss and push her hips and pelvis against mine. There was a small round table and two chairs on our balcony, Abi lifted her leg that was one exposed by the slit in her dress onto the chair and pulled me tighter against her.
I allowed my lips to leave hers and began to kiss and nibble down her jaw or her ear where I sucked and licked, causing Abi to softly moan. I then trailed my kisses from her ear to her neck and began kissing her neck firmly, which like always drove her mad. She tilted her head to allow me better access, moaning a bit louder as I neared her collarbone. She moved her hands from my hips to the rail behind her to steady herself.
As I got to the edge of her dress's neck, I removed my lips and looked in her eyes, but before I could say anything, Abi said, "I need you inside me, right here, right now."
"Okay, let's go inside."
Abi stood up straight, causing me to step back a bit, "No you're not listening, Here, Now." She took her foot off the chair and reached through the slit of her dress and worked her panties to the floor. She bent over and shoved them in my face, "Feel how wet they are, that's your cum from earlier and my wetness from the last 15 minutes."
I took her panties and she was right, the crotch was definitely wet and smelled of her pussy and my cum. "Turn around and I'll undue your dress."
"No, not fooling around with that now, take me like this." Instead of putting her foot back up on the chair as before, she put her foot up on the table and then braced herself against the rail as before. As she did, her dress slid upwards exposing more leg, and with a slight pull with her hand, her pussy was exposed to the cool night air.
"Wow" was all I managed to get out as I fumbled with my belt buckle and pushed my pants and boxers to the ground. With my cock now exposed, I stepped between her legs, pressed my body to hers and guided my cock into her wet folds. As she sighed as I entered her, I shimmied my feet forward a bit which allowed me to enter her fully. I remained still for a few seconds, before I slowly began thrusting.
We were pressed as tight against each other as possible and I had Abi pinned against the rail. While I could thrust, it was maybe an inch or two, but that was enough to cause Abi to moan in my ear as she rested her chin on my shoulder. Due to the shallow thrusts and our two times earlier in the day, I was able to set a steady pace that wasn't going to cause me to go over the top fast. The cool breeze hitting my wet cock when I would pull it out, then the immediate warmth as I thrust back into her was an interesting sensation that I hope to repeat sometime.
The wonderful thing about Abi is that she is VERY orgasmic, especially when there has been build-up through foreplay or apparently in tonight's case, grinding and watching someone else give and receive pleasure. We kept up what we were doing, kissing and humping each other for a couple of minutes. Just as I was beginning to feel the ache in my legs, Abi shifted a bit which allowed her clit to push against my pelvis, and she began to moan more.
Between moans she squeaked out, "Right there, just like that."
I did as I was told and continued my thrusts, Abi began to shake a bit and I pushed against her more and whispered in her ear, "That's my girl, cum for me." I lifted my head back to watch her face and with another thrust, Abi's eyes shot open, and her mouth formed an "O" shape and she let out a much louder moan and began to shake. I pulled her close to steady her as her orgasm washed over her. I could feel her walls contracting and releasing, trying to coax my cum out, but it wasn't nearly time for that yet.
As her orgasm subsided, we stood there as she caught her breath, pressed against me. After what felt like a minute, she looked up and smiled, "Wow, thank you for that."
I smiled back, "You're welcome. Listening to you definitely has its perks."
Abi laughed, "Seeeeee! Can you step back though, the rail is digging into my ass."
"Oh shit, I'm sorry." I allowed my cock to slip from her and stepped back, allowing her to stand up and take her foot off the chair.
"It was fine in the moment, but not now."
We stood silently for a minute or so just looking at each other, Abi basically fully clothed and me in a shirt and tie with my pants around my ankles. Just as I was getting ready to suggest we go back inside, Abi smiled and got her "thinking look" as I call it.
"What are you thinking about?"
"How horny are you?"
"Very, what kind of question is that?"
"Do you think you can cum twice tonight?"
I looked at her with a questioning look, "Given enough time, probably. Not within a half hour like when we hadn't seen each other in two weeks, but within an hour.
"Do you have any cigars left?"
"Yes, but where is this going?"
She stepped towards me and took my rapidly drying cock in her hand then said, "I want to suck your cock in this dress on this balcony until you cum in my mouth, but I want you to smoke a cigar and snap a couple pictures for when we travel apart."
"Like in that porn video we watched that one night."
"Exactly."
"Well, why don't you go get a towel or pillow so your knees don't get torn up and I'll go grab a cigar."
"Perfect."
I pulled my pants up and followed Abi into the room. She went to the bathroom and grabbed a towel, while I dug out my last Cohiba Pantelas that a friend picked up for me in the Bahamas. I turned a lamp on over the bed, bathing the room and balcony in a very faint light. I headed back outside, turned the chair from earlier so Abi wouldn't be pinned against the rail. I sat down, cut the crown of my cigar and just as I finished toasting it, Abi emerged, dropped the towel at my feet and pulled a hair tie off her wrist to put her hair in a ponytail.
She got the towel situated and knelt on it in front of me, "Pants down please." I undid the button, raised my ass and pulled them down to my ankles. In the couple minutes as we got situated, my cock had begun to deflate, but once the cool air hit it, followed by Abi's hot, wet mouth, it immediately returned to full hardness.
Over the next fifteen moments, I enjoyed my cigar and the blowjob that Abi was enthusiastically giving. The cigar had the mild flavor that didn't draw all my focus to it. Abi started her blowjob by getting me hard again and then working the entire shaft at first; when she wasn't taking me all at once, she supplemented it with her hand. As I got to the first ashing of the cigar, Abi took my cock from her mouth and gently stroked it, then said, "You haven't taken any pictures yet."
"Oh I forgot! Between the cigar and you it's easy to do."
I picked up my phone and she took my cock back into her mouth as I snapped a couple of pictures, that were okay. The best though was her looking up at the camera. I set the phone back down to take another draw of the cigar and to run my hand through Abi's hair. Over the next five minutes she began to pay attention to my balls, fondling them while sucking my cock or taking them in her mouth and tickling them with her tongue. As I got to the second ashing point, I was really beginning to feel the pleasure of the blowjob and knew that it wouldn't be long.
I ashed the cigar, took another draw as Abi deep throated me causing me to groan. With her fingers on my taint, she looked at me and increased her pace, causing me to moan more. She did that for about a minute then let my cock slip from her mouth. After catching her breath, she smiled, "I'm gonna make you cum, video it."
I just nodded my head because while we have taken pics of things, we've never filmed anything so this was new. I took one more draw of the cigar, knowing that I was done with it, rested it in the ashtray and picked my phone up as Abi took my cock back in her mouth. As I hit record in the phone, Abi resumed the pace she was at and while she went deep at first, once my cock was thoroughly wet, she used her hand on the base and her mouth on the upper part.
Within about 15 or 20 seconds, I could feel the orgasm boiling in my balls. Abi glanced up at me and camera, smiled and went back to what she was doing. The phone began to shake a bit and the combination of her lips, tongue and hand sent me over the edge. With a groan and a "Cumming." My cock began to spurt into her mouth. Abi immediately pulled her hand away and took more of me into her mouth. As my orgasm subsided, Abi began to softly move her lips up and down my shaft, making sure to clean me off as I began to soften.
Once she was done and let my cock slip from her mouth and sat back on her heels, with a grin and looking dead at the camera, she opened her mouth showing me and the camera the pool of cum on her mouth, then closed and swallowed with a satisfactory, "Yum."
I stopped recording and sat back in my chair as Abi stood off and wiped her knees off. She reached over and picked my cigar up, blew lightly on the cherry for a couple of seconds, rekindling the burn, then turning it around, took a long drag, held it in, then blew it out like a pro.
"Wow, you never have any interest in cigars."
"Well first time for everything, that's pretty tasty, just like you."
She turned the cigar and offered it to me, allowing me to take a drag before putting it back in the ashtray. She straddled my lap and we spent the next couple of minutes making out and groping each other where we could. Finally with a shiver Abi sat up, "How about we go inside, I'm getting chilly."
"That sounds great to me."
She stood up, followed by me and after picking up the towel and me pulling up my pants, we headed back inside, shutting the door behind us. Abi walked into the bathroom, dropping the towel on the floor, then re-emerged a moment later, "A little help with my dress?"
"Of course." I walked over to where she was standing in front of the full length mirror. I looked at the dress for a moment trying to figure out how she got into it.
Sensing my issues, Abi giggled, "The bow gets untied, then there is a zipper tucked under it." I nodded and untied the bow, and like she said, there was a small zipper that ran from the small of her back down about 6 inches. I lowered the zipper, allowing the top of her ass to peek out of the opening that would have been covered by her underwear if they weren't in the pile of discard clothes on the floor.
"When I lift up my arms, lift the dress under my arms so I can get my head and arms out." She lifted her arms and I lifted the dress as she instructed, allowing her to slip free. With her head and arms free, I lowered the dress, allowing it to fall into a puddle at out feet.
"How in the world did you get into that thing?"
"Oh I had help. Bridesmaids help each other out." My mind began to drift to the bridesmaids all practically naked helping each other get dressed. "Get your mind out of the gutter, nothing like that."
We both giggled and Abi continued, "Now, I'm going to get this hung up, you're over dressed, fix that and join me in bed." Abi moved to the closet, hung up her dress then grabbed another bottle of water and crawled into bed. In the meantime, I stripped out of my suit, got it hung up, went into the bathroom, peed, then following Abi grabbed a bottle of water and moved to join her in bed.
As I approached the bed, Abi had turned the TV on and was reclined against the headboard with the sheet pulled up to her waist, "Do you know how beautiful you are right now."
With a grin, she blushed, "Shutup, I am not."
"No you are, look!" I grabbed my phone and snapped a picture of her while she was still grinning, then walked over handing her the phone as I climbed into bed with her.
"I guess you're right, I do look sexy and relaxed. Probably has something to do with the great weekend I've had where I haven't had to think about work or anything stressful." She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, "Thank you for the great weekend."
I smiled back as she began to flip through my phone of the pictures I had taken of the weekend. When she got to the video from earlier, she hit play. For the first time I realized that the audio had picked up her slurps, my moans really well, cause us both to smile as it played. She stopped it before the end and said, "I'm going to send all of this to me so we both have a copy, that'll keep me company when I'm out of town for that conference next week."
"Oh I bet it will." I kissed her on the hair and with a laugh took my phone back from her, laid it on the night stand and then stretched my arm around her, pulling her tight against me.
With a sigh of contentment, Abi leaned against me, through her leg over mine, laid her head on my should and curled up against me. We spent the next 20 minutes just talking and watching tv, nothing sexual about it. That all changed when Abi shifted to get more comfortable and I notice the wet spot on the outside of my leg, and I her knees slide gently towards my balls.
Once she was settled back in, I allowed my hand to slightly carress her side, eventually my finger tips reached the point where her breasts met her rib cage. Abi snuggled closer against me, allowing me the ability to reach more of her breast. We kept this up for a few more minutes, but as time went on her breathing became a bit more labored, sending goosebumps down my skin as her breath hit my neck and ear.
I shifted my free hand to her hip and pulled her onto my lap so we were looking into each other's eyes, "This weekend so far has been all about my pleasure, I want to make you scream and squirt."
She opened her eyes wide and bit her lip, nodding earnestly as I pulled her close against me and moved my hands to her ass, firmly squeezing each cheek and moving my mouth to her neck and collarbone. I pushed my pelvis against hers, causing her to moan. I relaxed my pelvis, pulled her higher onto my torso so her breasts and nipples were at face level.
I began to kiss her breasts, biting them gently and licking them, alternating between each breast, making sure to provide them with equal attention. I finally gave in and took her left nipple into my mouth, causing Abi to let out a long moan. I spent the next 30 seconds nibbling on it and licking it, eliciting more moans from her. I took my mouth from one nipple to the other repeating the same motions as Abi began to grind her pussy against my abdomen.
All the while I was sucking her nipples, I continued rubbing her ass and allowed my fingers to sneak between her firm cheeks, causing her to moan more. Over the past minute, Abi had been cradling my head in her hands, keeping it pressed to her tits; as my hand wandered between her ass, she pulled my head from her tits, looked at me and with nothing but lust in her eyes said, "Please get your finger wet, and put one in my ass!"
With a grin, "Whatever you want baby."
She shifted down a bit and I could feel her wet pussy rubbing my cock, but what it also did was allow me to slip my middle finger along her pussy, eliciting a moan from her, but also wetting it, and with a shimmy of her hips, she brought her nipples back to my mouth. I slipped my fingers back between her ass cheeks and traced her asshole with my finger.



Abi whined, "Please stop teasing me."
Normally I take immense pleasure in teasing her and making her beg, but on that night. I applied pressure to her sphincter and with no effort, it slipped in up to the first knuckle. Abi bent her head back and let out, "Oh fuck yes!"
I began to nibble and suck on her nipple with a bit more enthusiasm and began to work my finger in and out of her ass while moving it around inside. I kept this up for about 30 seconds and through her moans, Abi began to grind against me harder and faster and with another head tossed moan, Abi began to orgasm, even with nothing in her pussy, I could feel the contractions.
As her orgasm subsided, I removed my finger from her ass and eased my pressure on her nipples. As her orgasm subsided, Abi pulled my face away from her chest, "Thank you so much, that was amazing!"
"You're welcome but we aren't done. Let me go wash my hands, then I would really like to eat you out."
"Oh my god, yes!"
Abi climbed off my lap and leaned back against the headboard as I climbed out of bed. I ran into the bathroom and washed my hands well and recognized that my cock was back to full strength. I returned to the bed and found Abi slowly stroking her pussy up and down.
I kissed her then climbed back into the bed, "Okay baby, lay down." Abi scooted her ass down on the bed, resting her head on the pillows as I climbed between her thighs.
I started by kissing from her knees up to her pelvis, but rather than pay her pussy any attention, I kissed above it, then moved down her other. This caused her to let out a heavy sigh of frustration. I smiled to myself and moved back up her leg, this time kissing just above her clit, close enough she could feel the pressure, but not enough to get what she wanted. As I moved back down the other leg, once again I heard her sigh in frustration, and even let out a growl.
I glanced up at her, "Problem?"
"If you don't put your mouth on me, I'm gonna kill you."
I laughed audibly and planted a kiss on the inside of her knee, then immediately moved to her pussy and planted a full French kiss right in the middle. This caused her to moan and sigh "Finally!"
I spent the next couple of minutes licking her entire pussy. Pushing my tongue into her when I could, sucking on her clit, and overall enjoying every bit of her nether regions. Her moans began to increase in frequency and in volume, signaling she was approaching her orgasm. I moved to her clit, sucking it into my mouth, then flicking it with my tongue, sending her over the top. With her legs shaking, Abi let out a long moan and began to cum.
Just as her orgasm subsided, I lifted my head from her pussy and moved to her side, but instead of cuddling, I shoved my two middle fingers into her wet pussy. As I did, her eyes shot open and she let out another long moan. I pressed the ball of my hand against her clit and began to stroke the top of her pussy, aiming for her G-Spot. When I found the right spot and found the rhythm that was getting the most response, lowered my head and sucked her right nipple into my mouth, drawing even more noise.
I kept this up for about 30 seconds and with a very audible scream, Abi screamed. Along with the scream, her pussy began contracting and releasing rapidly against my fingers, then she began to squirt, soaking my hand and the bed underneath her. I took my mouth from her breast, and while pumping my fingers, moved my mouth to her clit. This caused her to scream again and her orgasm seemingly continued and she squirted again, this time all over my hand and face.
I greedily lapped at her lips, trying to get as much of her wettness as I could, causing her to continue moaning, seemingly giving her an orgasm that lasted around a minute. As she began to come down, I slowed my fingers down along with my tongue and suction on her clit. I lifted my head and wiped my face and beard and smiled, "That's what I was going for."
"Holy fuck. That was intense." With a laugh, "Oh god, you're covered in me."
"I love that I can do that to you." Abi reached out and pulled me to her, we kissed passionately for a few seconds until I pulled away, "I'd hate to let that wetness go to waste."
"Me either, you need to do something about it."
I moved back between her legs and slid my hand up her pussy, feeling her wetness; it was almost like someone had dumped a glass of water on her crotch. With a sigh Abi smiled, "Please fuck me Jack."
I slid the head of my cock up and down her slit a couple of times to moisten it, then slowly pushed inside her in one steady thrust. Like always, we stayed still for a moment, savoring that first moment of connectedness. I leaned over Abi, kissing her passionately, then began to slowly move my hips. I thrusted slowly and shallowly, just kissing her for a minute or so before gradually picking up my pace.
I raised up, supporting myself on my hands and began to thrust fuller and deeper into her. With each thrust, Abi let out a moan and I began to speed up my thrusts. Abi's moans began to be replaced with words, things like "Yes," or "Oh god," or "Fuck." Her noises and words spurred me more and I began to push into her harder. With each thrust, I could feel her pussy walls gripping me with each thrust, causing me to accompany her moans with those of my own.
I raised up onto my knees and Abi's hand flew to her clit. As I scooted closer to resume thrusting, Abi began to rub her clit in a tight, circular pattern. Her touching her clit and my thrusts, Abi began to moan louder and I began to take full thrusts and within 7 or 8 thrusts, Abi screamed again and I felt the familiar splash as she squirted, followed by the contractions of her pussy. As her orgasm washed over her, I kept thrusting the best I could, but was slowed down a bit because of her contractions.
As her contractions subsided, I leaned down and kissed her. Abi kissed me back, "Baby you haven't cum yet."
"I know, I've been enjoying making a mess with you."
Abi laughed, "Well, I'm glad you have been doing that, but it's not all about me."
I smiled, "Roll over."
I withdrew my cock from Abi and she flipped her leg over me, rolling to her stomach, "How would you like me?"
"Put this pillow under your waist."
"Oooo the snake position that was in my Cosmo."
Once Abi was situated, I straddled her legs, separating them enough that I could slip my cock into her pussy, then moved her legs back together. Leaning over her, I began to thrust Abi and I both began to groan. Abi was still soaked from her orgasms, but there was significantly more friction and tightness in this position. I began to pull out and thrust back in using full strokes, causing us to groan in unison. I picked up my pace, thrusting in and out fast and hard when I felt my balls begin to tingle. With another two thrusts, I felt my cum begin to spurt inside her.
I groaned, "Oh godddd." I buried my cock inside her as my cock and balls emptied themselves into her pussy. I have had major orgasms in my life, but this one ranked in the top five. I could feel each spurt travel up my cock and into Abi, I felt what I assume to be my prostate contract as my cum emptied. After 6 or 7 spurts, my arms gave out and I collapsed on top of Abi, breathing deeply.
We lay there in silence for a minute or two, and it was Abi who spoke first, "Wow, I think my pussy is gonna overflow."
I laughed, "I think you drained a quart out of me."
Abi started laughing hard enough her body shook, "Well glad I could help after the weekend you've given me. Now get off me, You're squishing me and it's hot."
I pushed myself up, pulling my hips back and removing my cock from her. As I did, she was right, even with her hips elevated, a little bit of my cum began to leak out of her pussy. I flopped over onto my back and Abi scooted over, laying her head on my chest. "I'm going to sleep right here all night, my side of the bed is a little soaked."
I laughed, kissed the top of her head, turned the light off and drifted off to sleep to Abi smiling curled up against me.
*Sunday Morning*
I woke up to Abi curled against me, she was snoring softly, telling me that she was sound asleep. I untangled myself from her and made my way to the bathroom where I showered. I was half expecting Abi to join me but after a 10 minute shower, no Abi, so I got out and dressed in a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt. I walked back into the room and found Abi still curled up asleep. I wrote a note for Abi:
"Baby, I went down to grab breakfast, go ahead and shower, I'll bring you some coffee and something to eat, then we can head out. J-"
I headed downstairs and picked up a paper and got something to eat. About five minutes after I sat down, Mike pulled up the chair across from me, "Hey man, where's Abi?"
"Hey! She was still asleep when I got out of the shower. I think she was worn out from yesterday. Where's Beth at?"
He laughed, "Oh she is in the shower, we slept in the morning."
I took a sip of my coffee, "Good night?"
"Oh for sure. One of the best we've had in a long time. Exactly what we needed."
I laughed and we continued talking for another 10 minutes or so. Just as we were catching up on the previous night's baseball scores, Beth appeared at the table. Just like the night before she looked stunning in a yellow, floral sundress. This one fell to her mid-thigh and was rather deep cut, showing off very nice cleavage, and due to the coolness in the dining room, it was clear she was not wearing a bra because her nipples were subtly pushing against the fabric.
We spoke for a few minutes before Beth and Mike excused themselves and we exchanged numbers to maybe get together later in the summer. I grabbed coffee and a bagel for Abi and headed back up to the room. When I got to the room, Abi was sitting on the bed in a black cotton skirt that fell to mid thigh and a matching black top that just exposed her bellybutton and the piercing that was her first act of rebellion after leaving her parents. She was scrolling through her phone, looked up with a smile, "Morning Baby."
"Hey beautiful." I kissed her and handed her the coffee and bagel before rounding the rest of my stuff up. I filled her in on the conversation with Mike and Beth and we both laughed about how they were obviously in post sex glow/bliss.
Abi yelled in at me, "That post sex glow is something looks great on me."
I threw my toiletries bag in my duffel, "Well after this weekend, that glow should last for a while."
"That's what I'm hoping for, you ready to go."
"Yep, let's go!"
I grabbed our bags while Abi grabbed my suit and her dress and we made our way to the elevator and then the car. I placed all of our things in the car as Abi climbed in, then I walked around to the driver's seat, climbed in, started the car, lowered the top and backed out of the spot and made my way to the exit.
As we made our way down the road away from the resort, Abi smiled over at me, "It's a beautiful morning, why don't we take the scenic route home, we can leave the top down."
"That sounds nice."
Abi reached down between her legs and grabbed a ball hat out of her purse, putting it on to keep her hair in order. She then shifted a bit in her seat and her skirt shifted up a bit from her movements and the wind coming in. I put my hand on her thigh, Abi looked over and smiled, "The scenic route has another perk."
"What's that?"
"Well, we ruined every pair of panties I brought, so maybe we can take advantage of this." She finished her statement by lifting the front hem of her skirt, revealing she was commando.
"You're trying to kill me aren't you?"
"Are you really going to tell me no?"
"Hell no!" I accelerated into a straight stretch and allowed my fingers to slide between her thighs and began to stroke her pussy gently; I knew it was going to be a nice drive home.
I've been experiencing a bit of writer's block surrounding "A Trip in the Fall" and the direction in which to take it. With that being said, this is another true story about my girlfriend Abi and I. I hope you enjoy it and as always I appreciate ratings and feedback.
***
Over the July 4th weekend, a woman Abi knew from her high school days got married, and she had asked Abi to be a bridesmaid. Abi readily accepted, but seeing as how she had only ever mentioned her in passing, I was a little confused. If you haven't read any of my other stories about Abi, a quick refresh: Abi grew up in an extremely religious home and it wasn't until 3 years ago she "escaped." She works for a former FWB of mine which is how we met. We've been together for a little over a year, and it wasn't until this past Thanksgiving that her family and her started to reconcile, so meeting someone from her past was a bit surprising to me. She explained that while she was good friends with the girl throughout school, her parents really hadn't shown much interest in her because the girl wasn't devout enough according to her parents, so she only kept in contact through social media in secret until she moved out of her parents'.
Jen (The Bride to Be) asked Abi to be her bridesmaid last October so the proceeding 8 months were filled with wedding events from dress fittings, to wedding party get-togethers and your other typical wedding events. I finally got to meet Jen in late May when she and her fiancé had the entire wedding party and their significant others over for a BBQ. Everyone seemed nice and what I would consider normal, which was nice, so any apprehension I had about going to a wedding where I knew only Abi was abated.
The wedding was being held at a small resort on one of the lakes in our state which provided everything to the wedding party. There was even a nice golf course on site that myself and a couple of the other significant others took advantage of on the morning of the wedding.
*Wedding Weekend-Friday*
Abi and I arrived on Friday evening after a 2 hour drive and did the whole rehearsal, then dinner thing. Being that it was more casual, I wore a pair of golf shorts, a polo and boat shoes, but as always, it was Abi who "stole the show." She emerged from the bathroom before we headed down wearing a navy blue dress that fell to her mid-thigh, sleeveless, with white, lace like circular trim that ran up the center. When she entered the room and sat down on the bed to put her shoes on, all I could say was, "Wow."
Looking up and smiling as she clasped her shoes, "Pick your mouth off the floor, and keep your hands to yourself tonight mister."
"What if I don't want to?"
"Then you will have to play golf with morning wood."
"NO FAIR!"
Abi laughed and stood, then ushered me out of the room and down to the room where the rehearsal was taking place. The rehearsal took about an hour, and I sat in the back talking with the other guys whose wives/gfs were in the wedding. After the rehearsal we all headed to one of the restaurants onsite for dinner. I was once again seated with Abi and out of habit rested my hand on her knee/thigh. She shot me a quick glare and I removed it subtly. I gave her an odd look and she picked up her phone and began texting. I felt my phone buzz in my pocket, when I looked at it, I was greeted with "I'm not wearing panties and I can't have you getting me wet and it show on this dress!"
"Well what'd you do that for?"
"I forgot to pack a thong and I can't have panty lines. We were rushed getting out after work!"
I smirked and texted back, "Well whose fault is that, certainly not mine?"
I put my phone away and placed my hand back on her leg, only moving it once dinner came so I could eat. The entire time, I could feel Abi shifting a bit under my touch and when I would smile at her she'd glare and then smile back.
Over the next few hours, we had dinner and dessert, then drinks and overall enjoyed ourselves. As the clock struck 10, the head waiter announced that it was the last call on the tab that the groom's family had. We each got one more drink, and then excused ourselves to head back to our room, Abi confirming when hair and makeup was scheduled for, and me confirming that I had an 8:15 tee time with a couple of the other guys. We exited the restaurant and made our way to the elevators. Entering it, we found ourselves alone for the ride to the 8th floor. As the doors shut, Abi turned to me and glared, "That was so not cool!"
I laughed, "I always keep my hand on your leg, and you were the one who forgot to bring the right underwear and had to go without. That's a you problem."
Abi glared back and for a split second I thought I maybe had screwed up, but she got her devilish grin and replied, "You're right, I am the one who screwed up, what are you gonna do about it?"
As the elevator dinged and the doors opened, I responded, "I'll show you. Room. Now."
I followed Abi out of the elevator and gave her a swat on the ass, causing her to squeal. We hurriedly entered the room, and no sooner than the door was shut and latched, Abi turned to me, threw her clutch on the dresser, and said, "Don't leave me wondering."
I pulled my polo over my head then said, "Dress, shoes, off."
Abi nodded her head and simply said, "Yes sir." Hearing her being submissive was a huge turn on for me; we have dabbled a bit in domination but neither one of us was super into it. Anymore it's just simple me telling her what to do to change things up on occasion.
She reached behind her back, pulled the zipper of her dress as I unbuttoned my shorts and pushed them and my boxers to the floor, allowing my cock to spring free. As I stepped out of my shorts, I looked to see Abi's dress falling to the floor. We stood there, me naked and Abi in a simple, white shelf bra that barely covered her nipples, but gave her very nice cleavage.
"That's a new bra."
"I bought it just for this trip, thought you'd like it. Other than a sports bra, it's the only one I brought, I can't wear a bra with my bridesmaid's dress."
"Well, that's good to know for tomorrow night...". I let my sentence trail off causing Abi to bite her lip. I took a step towards her, causing her to step out of her dress and bump into the bed, causing her to sit down.
"You said you were turned on by me simply touching your thigh, spread your legs and show me how turned on and wet you are."
"Yes sir." Abi spread her legs showing me her bare pussy. She has recently switched from getting waxed to starting the laser hair removal process. She's currently 2 treatments in with 2 to go and her pussy and legs are the smoothest I have ever felt. With just her legs spread, I could see her wetness glistening in the faint light of the room's lamp.
"That's not enough proof to me, show me how wet you are."
Abi nodded and reached her hand between her legs and stroked her middle finger up between her lips and when she neared her clit, removing it and allowing a trail of wetness to snake from her slit to her finger. "I'm this wet."
"Still not good enough, show me the inside too." Abi bit her lip and stayed still for a moment, I took a step towards her so that my cock was only inches from her mouth, and sternly said, "Now."
Her hand immediately returned to her pussy and instead of just putting one finger inside, she shoved her two middle fingers all the way inside, causing her to moan in pleasure.
I allowed myself to smile, "That's a good girl, now show me."
She slowly slid her fingers out and held them up for me to see. Her fingers were absolutely covered in her own wetness. I bent down, took her fingers into my mouth and sucked them clean, "Yum, you always taste so good."
Abi grinned, "You still haven't told me what you were gonna do about me "messing up" by not wearing panties to dinner.
I grinned back, "Here is what I'm thinking. Tonight, I'm going to fuck your face, then I'm going to fuck you and fill you with cum." Abi let out a sigh as I continued, "Then I'm going to fuck you in the morning before I play golf, filling you once again. Hopefully golf will be done before you have to get ready, so I can fuck you again, then you can rest during the wedding."



All Abi could say was "Wow." I noticed that her hand had slipped back down between her legs and was slowly touching herself.
I grinned again, "That's my girl. Maybe at the reception, I fuck you again, so you have to feel my cum on and in you all evening. Abi groaned again, although I think it was a combination of my dirty talk and her now fingering herself. "Finally, we will come back to the room and we are going to take advantage of the balcony overlooking the lake while I fuck you once again."
Through short breaths Abi squeaked out, "Fuck yes, you're going to fill me with so much cum, thank god for my IUD. I'll make sure I wear panties all weekend so I can hold it all in."
"That's what I like to hear, are you ready for part one?"
"YES!! I thought you'd never ask."
Abi removed her hand from her pussy, opened her mouth and grabbing my ass, pulled my cock into her waiting mouth. While we do like rough sex sometimes, I would never want to hurt Abi so I allowed her to slowly get comfortable with my cock in her mouth and she eagerly coated it with spit before removing it from her mouth, looking up at me and saying, "Fuck my face please."
I simply nodded and slowly began to rock my hips back and forth, shoving my cock in and out of her mouth. With each thrust I went a little bit deeper until I felt Abi shift her head a bit and her nose was suddenly touching my pelvis as my cock slipped into her throat. She gagged slightly as I let out a groan and began to pull my cock back. As I got it about halfway out I could feel her tongue on the underside of my head, flicking it which caused me to groan again.
Abi allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth and with her devilish grin said, "Is that all you got? I thought you were going to use me?"
She put my cock back into her mouth and I immediately grabbed the back of her head and began to thrust in and out of her mouth. After two thrusts Abi groaned in pleasure, we kept this up for a minute or two before I felt my balls begin to tingle. I let go of her head and removed my cock from her mouth, "I don't want to fill your mouth with cum, I want to fill your pussy."
As she caught her breath Abi said, "Then do it big boy, stop talking about it."
Laughing at her attempt to heckle me, I reached around and unsnapped her bra allowing it to slip down her arms, where I removed it and tossed it to the floor with the rest of our clothes. She stood up in front of me and took my cock into her hands and lightly began to stoke it, causing me to groan again. She reached up on her tip toes and whispered in my ear, "Are you going to fuck me or not?"
Realizing she was toying with me by acting in control, I smacked her ass, causing her to squeal before saying, "Lay down on the bed and spread your legs."
She sat on the edge of the bed, and scooted backwards before adding, "That's more like it."
I climbed onto the bed and moved in between her legs where I could see her wet pussy spread and waiting for me. I reached out, grabbing her hips, pulled her quickly towards me so she was lying flat on her back. She let out a squeal to which I countered, "I want you deep and I want to see your tits move as I fuck you." Abi has always been a bit self-conscious about her smaller breasts (Average B-Cup), but I love them and make sure I throw comments in about how sexy they look as often as I can.
I lined my cock up and slowly moved it up and down her slit to not only get it wet, but also to tease her a bit more. After I had rubbed her clit a couple of times, Abi looked at me with a look of pure lust and said, "Would you put that thing in me already!?"
As much as I loved teasing her, hearing her beg for my cock is still one of the sexiest things ever. I paused and began to slide my cock into her inch by inch. As our pelvises met, we both let out a sigh, me savoring the feeling of her pussy gripping my cock and as Abi put it one time I asked, her savoring the feeling of me filling her pussy completely.
I slowly began to thrust, both of us enjoying the feeling of being one. I slowly worked up to the pace that I knew would make Abi cum, but would also allow me to last longest. I thrusted for a minute or so when between moans, Abi opened her eyes and said, "Can I touch myself?"
"Of course you can."
Abi reached down and began to rub her clit in a circular motion causing her to moan even more as I continued to thrust. As her moans became louder, I reached forward, grabbing her hips and began to pull her up and against me each time our pelvises met. I was able to do this three or four times before Abi let out a groan and gripped my thighs with her hands and began to orgasm. As her whole body shook with pleasure, I did my best to continue thrusting but with all the Kegels, lifting, running, tennis, and yoga that she does, she gripped my cock like a vice as her orgasm washed over her.
As she calmed down and took deep breaths, she looked up at me, "Thank you for the release, I've been needing that all night."
I leaned down and kissed her, "It was my pleasure baby."
She giggled, "I dunno about that, seems it was me getting all the pleasure."
I started to thrust again slowly but Abi stopped me, "Jack, I want you deep, but I want see you as you cum. Can we try me holding my legs back?" Over the last year that we have been together, Abi and I have tried many different positions and she likes it very deep. The only issue is that I'm slightly above average and she's so small that I have caused her pain in her cervix before.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm so turned on right now from tonight and the dirty talk about this weekend, I think I can do it."
I slid my cock out of her pussy and she immediately pulled her knees to her chest and held her legs apart with her hands. I reached behind her and grabbed one of the pillows and placed it under her ass. I lined back up and as I slid in told her, "Tell me if this is too much." Abi simply nodded and as my cock was swallowed by her pussy, we both let out a moan in unison.
I looked down at my beautiful girlfriend who was basically folded in half for me, and she said the words any man wants to hear, "Fuck me stupid Jack." I raised myself up onto my forearms and began to thrust into her. Not the slow shallow thrusts of before, but the hard, full, deep thrusts that Abi was craving. Each time I bottomed out we both let out a groan and after another five thrusts Abi said, "Harder, please harder, I can feel it in my stomach, I want to feel it everywhere."
Taking this as my cue that she was okay, I began to thrust hard into her before pulling my cock almost out and then plunging it back in. I was only able to keep this up for a minute or so when I felt my balls and groin begin to tingle. I slowed down for a moment to try and make it last longer, but when I did Abi's eyes shot open, "Don't you dare slow down, fill my cunt up!" Hearing her talk so crudely was something I enjoyed even if it only happened on rare occasions.
I resumed my pace and with Abi moaning "Yes, Yes, Yes" over and over, within 15 or 20 seconds I plunged my cock into her and erupted against her cervix. As the first jet of cum filled her, Abi's eyes shot open, and she began to cum herself. As my orgasm subsided with the 4th and final cum shot, my arms gave out and I collapsed onto Abi.
As her orgasm subsided, she stretched her legs back out and we both lay there catching our breath. As my cock finally began to soften, I rolled off her and we lay side by side for a couple of minutes in post-coital bliss.
It was Abi who spoke first, "Wow, you've never been that deep, it felt like you were impaling me, but it never hurt."
I turned my head to face her, "Are you sure?"
"Oh baby I am more than sure." She propped herself up on her elbow and smiled, "Please stick your cock back in my mouth so I clean you up before we go to sleep."
I scooted up to a sitting position and Abi leaned over and took my now soft cock into her mouth, cleaning both of our juices off. With a few slurps she let go and looked at me, "All clean. What time do I need to be awake for round two?"
I laughed, "Listen to you! The tee time is at 8:15, so I need to be downstairs at 8 to check in, I'll probably set an alarm for 7:15 or so."
"That's perfect, if I'm not awake, you better wake me up. I want another load in me before you leave."
With that, she rolled over and placed her head on my chest, draped a leg over me and said, "I love you Jack."
I kissed her hair, "I love you too Abi." We lay there cuddling and I could feel a bit of my cum leaking onto my leg, but that just made me smile as we both drifted off to sleep.
*Saturday*
I woke up Saturday morning to my alarm at 7:15 as planned; what I didn't plan on was Abi already being awake. As I rolled over and reached to turn my phone off, she was leaning against the wall outside of the bathroom in a pair of gray panties with her hair in a towel.
"Good morning sleepy head, I've showered and am ready for the day."
"Well good morning to you too."
"Why don't you use the bathroom, and then I'll take care of that." She said as she gestured to my morning wood that was making a pretty prominent tent under the sheet.
I hopped out of bed and walked towards her, kissing her passionately and giving her ass a firm squeeze before making my way to the bathroom. After a considerable effort to piss, I washed my hands and wiped my cock down with a washcloth. I emerged to find Abi sitting at the desk, typing on her laptop.
I walked up behind her, kissing and nibbling on her neck while cupping her breasts. She let out a sigh and shut her laptop, "That feels wonderful and all, but you need to lay on the bed."
I stepped away from the chair as she stood up and made my way to the bed. I sat down and pulled her into my lap, "Is this better?"
"Much better." We kissed and groped each other for the next few minutes until Abi looked at the clock seeing 7:35. "You can't be late and while foreplay is good, we don't have any more time for that." She stood up and peeled her underwear off and looking at them said, "Damn, they are already wet. Oh well, they'll stay that way today." She shrugged her shoulders, dropping them on the floor and said, "My hairs wet and I don't want it to go crazy, and I don't want you tired for golf, how about I do the work this morning?"
"That sounds good to me..." As I finished my sentence, Abi once again straddled me, placed her knees on either side of me on the bed, she guided my cock into her wet pussy. She settled onto it and we kissed as she began to grind herself against me. While I wasn't supposed to be doing anything, I did make sure to push up into her as much as possible to match her grinding.
We kept this up for a couple of minutes before she stopped kissing me and sat up straight, "Suck on my tits."
"Gladly." I took my hands off of her hips, moving them to her ass and began to squeeze as I took her left nipple into my mouth. As she continued to grind on me, I nibbled on her nipple then switched to take the other on in my mouth. Her grinding began to get harder and faster and with a toss of her head back, she let out a moan and began to cum. As her orgasm subsided, I let her nipple go and began to kiss her softly.
She pulled away, "Wow, thank you for that. Scoot back and lay down."
Abi put her feet back on the floor and lifted herself off my cock; I scooted back as she had instructed as she crawled up the bed after me. Rather than face me in cowgirl like I expected, she turned around, straddled me then once again used her hand to guide my clock into her. As she settled down with a sigh, she looked over her shoulder, "Damn I'm wet. Enjoy the view baby."
"God you're sexy."
Abi bent forward and began to rise up on my cock befor sliding back down and repeating this motion. It was clear that while it was pleasuring her, Abi was concerned about my pleasure. I reached forward and gave her ass a slap before grabbing her hips and guiding her motions. Abi groaned, "Yes baby, touch me."
She continued to slide up and down my cock, increasing the amount that she was sliding out each time until it was just the head inside her before sliding back down. This kept up for another few minutes before I felt myself beginning to cum. "Abi, I'm gonna cum, don't stop." She continued riding my cock and when my first spurt of cum hit her, she bottomed out on my cock, sat up straight and began to gently fondle my balls, causing me to moan as my orgasm continued, then began to die down.
As the last of my cum emptied out, Abi rolled off my cock onto her side, clamped her legs together then rolled over to face me. "All better?"
"Much better, I feel much more relaxed."
"Well good, now be a dear and hand me my underwear."
I sat up and moved to the foot of the bed and reached over and grabbing her panties. She wasn't kidding, the crotch of them was darker because of the wetness. I handed them to her and rolled onto her back, raised her legs and quickly slid them on. "Now it's all contained, until it soaks my panties."
"That's what I want to hear."
She giggled, "It seems silly, but I love the thought of your cum sitting inside me all day."
"This may sound weird, but can you feel it?"
"Oh yeah. It keeps me turned on, plus I can feel it move around a little, but then as it inevitably slides out, my underwear catches it and it's just slippery and feels good on my clit and my lips.
I leaned over and kissed her, then I stood up and started looking through my suitcase for my golf clothes. I turned back to see Abi still laying on the bed, but now flipping through her phone. Her eyes got big all of a sudden, "Oh shit, I didn't clean you up, get over here."
I walked back over to her and like the night before, she took my now soft cock into her mouth and sucked our mixed juices off, smiled and said, "All better, now you can get dressed."
I began to get dressed as Abi resumed playing on her phone, "So what time do you have to be there for hair and makeup and such?"
"Ummm, we are having brunch at 11, then hair and make-up at 1:30, pictures at 3, then the wedding is at 4:30."
"Hmmm, okay. I figure we will be done playing golf around 12:30-1, I'll hurry back here for our appointment."
Abi giggled, and then stood up and approached me, "I'm counting on it." She kissed me passionately and then added, "Have fun, I'll be counting on you getting back here."
With that she shoved me out the door and I headed towards the elevator and the proshop to check in for my tee time.
*Saturday Afternoon*
My round of golf went well; good cigars, good whiskey, and a great course. The other guys in the foursome were all super chill. We talked about a ton of things, the guy in my cart, Mike's wife was the matron of honor, so talking to him more and hearing about Jen was nice. After we made the turn and got the required hotdog, played #10, and then we started up the 11th hole which ran behind the hotel block. I was just lining up my second shot when my watch vibrated. I stepped back and looked at it, "You look sexy playing."
I glanced down towards the hotel and realized the pool was right there and the bride's side of the bridal party were all lying on lounge chairs sipping what looked like mimosas, laughing and waving at us. I got the other guys' attention and they all came over and waved. Mike goes, "Damn that's a hell of a sight there."
Wayne and Joe, the other two guys with us whistled and we each pointed out our significant others. It took me a few moments to figure out which one was Abi because she wasn't wearing her usual bikini; instead she was wearing a black halter neck one piece that appeared to be cut pretty deep. She topped the outfit off with a large sun hat and her standard Ray Ban sunglasses I bought her. I reached into the cart and grabbed my rangefinder to get a better look. The bathing suit was a v-neck with a zipper that started just below her tits and stopped right around her belly button. While it was zipped up, the thought of the ease of it coming off definitely got my brain churning. When I pointed out Abi to the other guys, Joe looked at me, "Damn dude, I've never seen a one piece bathing suit look that good. Good for you."
I got a little more ribbing from the guys and addressed my ball again and hit a great shot to the green. I heard Wayne say, "He's got ice in his veins and doesn't get distracted even by hot women in bathing suits."
I laughed and gestured towards the pool, "When you know you have that waiting for me, you hit good shots so you get home faster."
The entire group laughed and with a last wave we all headed towards the green and other balls. I climbed into the cart and text Abi back, "That's a hell of a bathing suit, not normally a fan of 1 piece on you, but that one could change my mind."
I received a kiss emoji back followed by, "Thought you'd like it. Too bad you won't get to take it off me."
I shook my head and responded, "With that, I'm putting my phone on do not disturb so you can't distract me any more. See you in a little bit."
The rest of the round went well and I finished with a steady 84. As we walked off the 18th green, I glanced at my watch and noticed that it was 12:55. I tipped the attendant who wiped my clubs down, then pulled them from the cart and walked them towards Abi's car rather than take them back to the room. After telling the guys I might catch them in the bar after I ran back up to the room, I walked briskly up to the elevator and rode to the 8th floor.
When I exited the elevator and made my way towards the room. As I fished the key card out I noticed it was 10 after 1, so I was worried that maybe Abi had assumed I wasn't going to make it and had headed down to get her hair and make-up done. When I keyed into the room, I could see the TV on, meaning that she was still here.
I didn't know what to expect honestly, but as always, Abi didn't disappoint. She was reclined on the bed, resting against the headboard. Her hair was up in a ponytail, She was wearing a pair of my old gym shorts with the waist rolled up, making them much more feminine, and to top it all off, a light pink dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up and the front buttons completely undone, exposing her midriff and the space between her breasts.
She looked up and smiled, "I wondered if you were going to make it back."
"Sorry, we got distracted on 11, and then held up on the last three holes."
She set her phone down, "Oh well that's interesting, isn't 11 the one that goes by the pool?"
"That's the one, there were some hotties in bathing suits waving. I was particularly attracted to one in a black one piece."
"Oh really, well when we get home, maybe I'll wear one out on the boat."
I walked over to the bed and began to slide my hand up her smooth leg, allowing it to drift under the shorts and graze her panty covered crotch. "I think I'd like that, but right now, this outfit is hot."
She let out a sigh, "Well I'm glad, this is what I'm wearing to get ready, won't mess up my hair or my make-up."
"Well that makes sense...how much time do we have for me to take advantage of this outfit."
Looking down at her watch, "About 15 minutes and I need to be walking out that door."
"Perfect, scoot over here."
Abi scooted over to the edge of the bed, draping her legs over the side. I reached up, grabbed the waist of her shorts and underwear, pulling them down to her ankles and spreading her legs. "I have a confession to make. I got in the pool to cool off, so some of your cum got washed away."
"That's okay, I'll give you a refill soon enough." This caused Abi to giggle as I moved between her thighs and began to lightly kiss her smooth lips. As I covered her in kisses, she started to sigh and give off little moans. I moved my hand up, spreading her lips and replaced my lips with my tongue. I slowly licked her push from bottom to top, making sure to suck her clit gently into my mouth before repeating the process. I got through the pattern five or six times, each religion causing Abi to moan a little bit more.



As her pussy became wetter and wetter, I continued to lap up her juices and then centered my tongue on the entrance to her vagina and pushed it in gently causing Abi to squeeze my head with legs. I withdrew my tongue and backed out from between her legs to see she had pulled the dress shirt open and was cupping her own breasts and pinching her nipples. I smiled, "That's hot as hell, but we only have about 5 minutes, get on all fours."
Abi sat up, flipped over and rose up onto all fours and then looked over her shoulder at me and grinned, "You know I love this position."
"I do too. Especially when we are crunched for time, we both get what we want." As I finished my sentence, I pressed the head of my cock against her slit and slid in slowly. Abi moaned and I began to thrust. After developing a rhythm, I grabbed her hips for leverage and balance, this caused her to moan more as I pulled her against me with each thrust. Abi was moaning and white knuckling the bed sheets as i continued to thrust. Within a minute of this, Abi began to cum, I could feel her pussy contracting and releasing around my cock as her orgasm flowed through her.
I slowed down a bit as her orgasm subsided but once she was done shaking, I picked the pace back up. I glanced at the clock and realized we only had about 5 minutes until Abi had to be heading downstairs. I stopped thrusting and said, "Umm you may have drained me this morning, I dunno if I will cum before you have to leave."
Without a word, Abi pushed back into me and dropped her head and torso to the bed, sticking her ass up in the air and against me. The sensation changed a bit and I began thrusting again. I groaned, "This feels more intense."
Abi turned her head to the side and did one of the hottest things she has ever done in our relationship; she started talking like a complete slut. As I thrusted, I heard her saying, "That's it, fuck my pussy. You're filling me up so much. I'm addicted to your cock and cum baby." Those are just the things I remember, but through her moans, she kept that up for at least two minutes and it did the trick; about the time she said, "Give me your cum," I felt my orgasm begin and I slammed my cock into her, causing her to yelp and bit and I held her against me as I came.
As I finished cumming, I exhaled as Abi returned to her hands and knees. I felt her contracting her pussy around my cock, causing us both to shudder, she smiled, "I would never leave you with blue balls, I'd be a terrible girlfriend if I did that. Now hand me my underwear so I can get downstairs."
I slid out her and bent down, almost falling over from how hard I had cum and handed her her panties and the shorts. Through some careful maneuvering she managed to get onto her back at the edge of the bed, pulling them up and buttoning the dress shirt once she stood. She kissed me before heading towards the door.
"Take a shower and grab a nap, remember the wedding starts at 4:30."
I stood there like an idiot, pantsless and in a polo shirt, still catching my breath. I finally managed, "Okay, see you then." Abi giggled and then grabbed her makeup bag and headed out the door.
I headed towards the bathroom, shaved and then showered and figured I could sleep until 3:30 before getting ready and heading down to the wedding. As I finished a bottle of water and climbed into bed, I received a text from Abi, "I think it was me who fucked you stupid this time."
I simply responded with "lol," lay my phone down and fell asleep.
*Saturday evening/night*
I woke when my alarm when off at 3:30, got changed into my blue suit for the wedding and headed out around 4. The ceremony was taking place on the other side of the resort where there was an unobstructed and secluded view of the lake. It was about a 10 minute walk from our room, and while they offered a shuttle, I enjoyed the walk in the cooler than usual afternoon air.
I got to the site and sat towards the middle of the bride's side, around 4:25 the groom and the groomsmen arrived and right at 4:30 the precession entered and the bridesmaids began moving down the aisle. The bridesmaid were given the option of 5 or 6 different dresses to choose from, and Abi had been adamant that I not see hers until the wedding. They all were a peach color and floor length, some were looser, some had lower necklines, but when Abi emerged in the archway, I understood why she wanted me to wait; I have commented on styles I like on her and the dress encompassed a lot of those features.
Her dress was tight through the waist, but then flowed from there with a slit in the front that ran to mid thigh.. There was a small strip of fabric around her neck in a halter style that supported the neck and the back, and exposed the subtle curvature of her breasts. The back was chiffon/mesh that had a bow in the small of her back; the No bra comment from earlier in the weekend made sense as she made eye contact with me, grinned and walked by; the back was basically non existent, and what material that was there, was see through. I smiled and gave a subtle "golf clap," this caused her to smile and wink at me as she passed.
The wedding was beautiful and short. After Jen and Brad were pronounced man and wife, everyone processed out and moved to a small grove of trees where they formed a receiving line. I made my way through the receiving line, and paused to hug Abi, "You are stunning."
"Awwww, thanks babe!"
I leaned in to kiss her cheek and whispered, "That dress looks great on you, but it is going to look better around your waist, or on the floor."
She laughed, "You're evil, but I thought the same thing when I saw it as an option."
I smiled," I'm so glad we think the same way. Here's your phone."
She pulled me back in, kissed me on the cheek and added, "Thanks, now get going you're holding up the line."
I laughed and stepped back and asked "Red or white?"
She smiled, "Red please!"
I made my way through the remaining receiving line and then made the five minute walk to the ballrooms that had been reserved for the reception. I grabbed a Makers and Coke and proceeded to find my table. Rather than a singular head table, Jen and Brad had 3 tables for the bridal party and their significant others. I found mine and Abi's seats at the second table with Mike, his wife Beth, and Joe and his fiancé, Allie. Mike and Joe were already seated, so I joined them. They hassled me about not joining them at the bar after golf. I explained that I got held up when I returned to the room with some work stuff for the following year.
Mike saw through my excuse, "Bullshit dude, we all saw what Abi looked like in that bathing suit, you got hung up with her. Not that I blame you."
This elicited laughter from all of us, Joe adding in, "That dress worked for her, that's for sure."
I smiled, "You're not wrong, but I have to add, Allie and Beth also looked beautiful."
Mike nodded, "Yeah, that's the most revealing dress she's worn in a LONG time, I hope that bodes well for me tonight, especially since we are kid-less."
Joe laughed and gestured about the size of Beth's breasts in her dress. Beth's dress had small straps over her shoulders and larger pieces of fabric off the shoulder. It was complimented by a v-neck with a small piece of mesh providing a bit of modesty. Mike grinned, "You're not kidding, the push up bra she bought to wear with that thing is the sexiest thing I've ever seen her in."
I slapped him on the back, "Atta boy, I think you'll be just fine tonight. Joe, Allie's may have stolen the show, that dress and her were one piece." Allie is very thin with a runner's physique, very small bust but an ass to die for. Her dress was form fitting the entire way through, accentuating her small bust, but drawing the most attention to her ass.
Joe smiled, "Why do you think I picked that one when it came down to the one she wore, versus the one that Abi actually wore."
I laughed, "Well that's good, I wasn't allowed to see Abi's before she walked down the aisle."
Our conversation continued about the dresses and other random things. About an hour, two drinks and appetizers later, my phone vibrated with a text from Abi. "We are wrapping up pictures, please have that wine ready, I'm dying of thirst." I told Joe and Mike what Abi said and all made our way to the bar to get the preferred drinks.
No sooner than we had sat down, the DJ began to announce the wedding party. Like every wedding anymore, there were fancy and funny dances as they all entered. As the bride and groom entered, Abi, Allie and Beth joined us at the table. After short greetings, we all settled in to watch the first dance, then made our way to the buffet for dinner.
Over the next few hours we enjoyed ourselves thoroughly. We ate more, had plenty to drink and danced, as the clock got near 10:30, Abi and I were on the dance floor during a slow dance. I held her tight against me, enjoying the feeling of her body, the smell of her hair, and partially steadying her after what I think was her 6th or 7th glass of wine. "This has been a great night and a great weekend."
She lifted her head from my shoulder and smiled, "It has been, thank you for coming with me."
"Of course. Thanks for bringing me. It's a beautiful place, the company has been wonderful, great sex, great golf. I dunno what else a guy could ask for."
Abi leaned up and kissed me softly on the lips, she slipped her tongue into my mouth, deepening the kiss and causing my cock to stiffen inside my pants. We were interrupted by the DJ, "Alright folks, if you'd make your way outside so we can say goodnight to bride and groom." Abi and I broke apart and moved out to the parking lot where everyone else was beginning to assemble.
Someone started handing out sparklers which we lit and held up as Brad and Jen made their way out of the resort to their car. They paused to talk to different people, Jen stopping in front of me, "Thanks for taking care of her Jack, it's great to see her so happy."
I smiled, "It has been my pleasure."
Jen smiled and continued down the line and with a kiss, her and Brad got into the car to our cheers and headed out. People continued to mingle and chat, with some heading back inside to take advantage of the open bar until 11. I turned and smiled at Abi.
She smiled back, "Jack, I think it's time we head to bed, we need to leave early so that we can get Cooper from the boarder."
"Sounds good to me." I took her hand and we walked back to our portion of the hotel. We got into the elevator with a couple of other couples from the wedding and struck up a conversation with them about different things. While Abi talked with them, she pinned me against the wall with her ass which she kept subtly moving while acting like nothing was amiss. The elevator finally dinged, signaling we were on the 8th floor. Letting us off, the other couples wished us a good night and safe travels.
As we made our way to the room, I told Abi, "That was not fair."
She laughed, "Two can play the teasing game. I felt your cock get hard numerous times tonight."
"Well when you're dancing as close to me as you were it is definitely hard to not get hard."
As we approached the door, Abi smiled, "I know, I love knowing that we are so hot for each other. It's something I hope we don't ever lose."
I smiled back, "Not something I'm planning on."
I opened the door, allowing Abi to enter first and I followed her in, shutting the door after putting the "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door.
We both kicked our shoes off and as I grabbed bottles of water for us, Abi opened up the French doors that lead to our balcony and made her way out there. I joined her shortly, handing her the bottle of water, then wrapping my arms around her. We stood there, enjoying the evening and talking about the wedding and things coming up for the remainder of the summer. As we finished our water and as I bent down to start kissing Abi's neck, we both heard the same giggles and voices.
I let go of Abi and moved beside her to see where the noise was coming from. We heard more giggles and exaggerated "shhhhs." I ran into the room and turned the lights off and we were cloaked in darkness, as I returned to the balcony, I could see the lake and the small pier that jutted out from the shore bathed in the faint light of the lamppost on the bank and one at the end of the pier.
As we looked over the balcony, a man in a dress-shirt and tie, carrying a jacket emerged from the shadows, pulling a woman in a peach dress behind him. I whispered, "Holy shit, that's someone from the wedding."
Abi exclaimed, "Whoa, I think that 's Beth."
"You're right, that's Beth and Mike. Looks like he is gonna get lucky tonight!" Abi slapped my arm and giggled as I continued, "What? He was saying how hot she was in her dress and since they were kid less, he was hoping they'd have sex tonight."
Abi shook her head as we watched them move towards the pier. "Well, her tits are phenomenal, and look great in that dress."
"You saw her tits?!"
With a giggle, "Down boy, we just changed in the same room. Her tits are huge though, bigger than Erin's I'd say. That bra she wore, damn I need to find it in my size."
Abi leaned her arms on the rail and I slid back behind her as Beth and Mike reached the end of the dock. We stood there watching them as they had a very animated conversation, just as I was getting ready to comment on them, I saw Mike pulling at his tie and hurriedly unbuttoning his shirt. Beth was visibly giggling and Abi commented, "What are they doing?"
"I think they are going to go for a dip."
As Mike started kicking off his shoes and fumbling with his pants, I saw Beth reach behind her and back, then as her hand moved, I saw the dress loosen and as her hand got to her butt, the dress began to fall off her. "Oh wow," Abi and I both said in unison. We continued to watch as Beth allowed the dress to fall to the dock, her matching white underwear and bra exposed.
I muttered, "Damn."
I heard Abi giggle and felt her lean into me as we continued to watch the scene before us. By now Mike had shed his pants and both of them were standing there in nothing but underwear. Beth gestured at Mike's underwear and he hurridley shoved them down, exposing an erection bathed in lamppost. "Oh wow, that escalated." Abi mumbled.
Beth walked into the light and dropped to her knees in front of him and with a quick look around, she took his cock in her mouth and began to suck him rather earnestly. It was my turn to mumble, "Wow."
We watched quietly for the next few minutes, enjoying the show of Beth and Mike, I began to feel Abi slightly girate against me, and I pushed back in return. Mike leaned his head back in what I was assume was a groan, and just when I didn't think it would get any better, Abi removed her hand from Mike's erection, reached around her back and unsnapped her bra and with a shrug of her shoulders, it fell to the pier allowing her breasts to come into view under the light.
"Oh my god." Abi and I both said in unison and I leaned forward pushing myself firmer against Abi, that and the view before us caused her to take a deep breath in and caused my cock to grow harder by the second.
"You weren't kidding, her tits are amazing."
"You should see them up close. Her areolas are the prettiest shade of pink with firm nipples on top. And they have four kids, and her tits are still perky as hell."
I mumbled, "Holy fuck that's hot." By now my hands were resting on Abi's hips and we were essentially grinding against each other like two teenagers at a dance. We continued to watch for another minute or so as Mike fondled Beth's tits, when we all heard a door shutting. Abi and I looked but couldn't see anything, but it caused Beth to drop Mike's cock from her mouth and hurriedly stand up. He pulled his pants up and threw on his shirt hurriedly, Beth meanwhile reached down pulled her dress up and then turned so Mike could zip it. She shoved her bra into his chest and he threw his jacket over it and they hurriedly made their way into the shadows back the way they came.
Abi straightened up, turned around and leaned against the rail and pulled me against her. "That was kinda hot watching them."
I nodded in agreement and bent down kissing her passionately. We made out, tongues intertwined for probably 30 seconds before my hands wandered to her ass giving it a firm squeeze, causing Abi to moan into our kiss and push her hips and pelvis against mine. There was a small round table and two chairs on our balcony, Abi lifted her leg that was one exposed by the slit in her dress onto the chair and pulled me tighter against her.
I allowed my lips to leave hers and began to kiss and nibble down her jaw or her ear where I sucked and licked, causing Abi to softly moan. I then trailed my kisses from her ear to her neck and began kissing her neck firmly, which like always drove her mad. She tilted her head to allow me better access, moaning a bit louder as I neared her collarbone. She moved her hands from my hips to the rail behind her to steady herself.
As I got to the edge of her dress's neck, I removed my lips and looked in her eyes, but before I could say anything, Abi said, "I need you inside me, right here, right now."
"Okay, let's go inside."
Abi stood up straight, causing me to step back a bit, "No you're not listening, Here, Now." She took her foot off the chair and reached through the slit of her dress and worked her panties to the floor. She bent over and shoved them in my face, "Feel how wet they are, that's your cum from earlier and my wetness from the last 15 minutes."
I took her panties and she was right, the crotch was definitely wet and smelled of her pussy and my cum. "Turn around and I'll undue your dress."
"No, not fooling around with that now, take me like this." Instead of putting her foot back up on the chair as before, she put her foot up on the table and then braced herself against the rail as before. As she did, her dress slid upwards exposing more leg, and with a slight pull with her hand, her pussy was exposed to the cool night air.
"Wow" was all I managed to get out as I fumbled with my belt buckle and pushed my pants and boxers to the ground. With my cock now exposed, I stepped between her legs, pressed my body to hers and guided my cock into her wet folds. As she sighed as I entered her, I shimmied my feet forward a bit which allowed me to enter her fully. I remained still for a few seconds, before I slowly began thrusting.
We were pressed as tight against each other as possible and I had Abi pinned against the rail. While I could thrust, it was maybe an inch or two, but that was enough to cause Abi to moan in my ear as she rested her chin on my shoulder. Due to the shallow thrusts and our two times earlier in the day, I was able to set a steady pace that wasn't going to cause me to go over the top fast. The cool breeze hitting my wet cock when I would pull it out, then the immediate warmth as I thrust back into her was an interesting sensation that I hope to repeat sometime.
The wonderful thing about Abi is that she is VERY orgasmic, especially when there has been build-up through foreplay or apparently in tonight's case, grinding and watching someone else give and receive pleasure. We kept up what we were doing, kissing and humping each other for a couple of minutes. Just as I was beginning to feel the ache in my legs, Abi shifted a bit which allowed her clit to push against my pelvis, and she began to moan more.
Between moans she squeaked out, "Right there, just like that."
I did as I was told and continued my thrusts, Abi began to shake a bit and I pushed against her more and whispered in her ear, "That's my girl, cum for me." I lifted my head back to watch her face and with another thrust, Abi's eyes shot open, and her mouth formed an "O" shape and she let out a much louder moan and began to shake. I pulled her close to steady her as her orgasm washed over her. I could feel her walls contracting and releasing, trying to coax my cum out, but it wasn't nearly time for that yet.



As her orgasm subsided, we stood there as she caught her breath, pressed against me. After what felt like a minute, she looked up and smiled, "Wow, thank you for that."
I smiled back, "You're welcome. Listening to you definitely has its perks."
Abi laughed, "Seeeeee! Can you step back though, the rail is digging into my ass."
"Oh shit, I'm sorry." I allowed my cock to slip from her and stepped back, allowing her to stand up and take her foot off the chair.
"It was fine in the moment, but not now."
We stood silently for a minute or so just looking at each other, Abi basically fully clothed and me in a shirt and tie with my pants around my ankles. Just as I was getting ready to suggest we go back inside, Abi smiled and got her "thinking look" as I call it.
"What are you thinking about?"
"How horny are you?"
"Very, what kind of question is that?"
"Do you think you can cum twice tonight?"
I looked at her with a questioning look, "Given enough time, probably. Not within a half hour like when we hadn't seen each other in two weeks, but within an hour.
"Do you have any cigars left?"
"Yes, but where is this going?"
She stepped towards me and took my rapidly drying cock in her hand then said, "I want to suck your cock in this dress on this balcony until you cum in my mouth, but I want you to smoke a cigar and snap a couple pictures for when we travel apart."
"Like in that porn video we watched that one night."
"Exactly."
"Well, why don't you go get a towel or pillow so your knees don't get torn up and I'll go grab a cigar."
"Perfect."
I pulled my pants up and followed Abi into the room. She went to the bathroom and grabbed a towel, while I dug out my last Cohiba Pantelas that a friend picked up for me in the Bahamas. I turned a lamp on over the bed, bathing the room and balcony in a very faint light. I headed back outside, turned the chair from earlier so Abi wouldn't be pinned against the rail. I sat down, cut the crown of my cigar and just as I finished toasting it, Abi emerged, dropped the towel at my feet and pulled a hair tie off her wrist to put her hair in a ponytail.
She got the towel situated and knelt on it in front of me, "Pants down please." I undid the button, raised my ass and pulled them down to my ankles. In the couple minutes as we got situated, my cock had begun to deflate, but once the cool air hit it, followed by Abi's hot, wet mouth, it immediately returned to full hardness.
Over the next fifteen moments, I enjoyed my cigar and the blowjob that Abi was enthusiastically giving. The cigar had the mild flavor that didn't draw all my focus to it. Abi started her blowjob by getting me hard again and then working the entire shaft at first; when she wasn't taking me all at once, she supplemented it with her hand. As I got to the first ashing of the cigar, Abi took my cock from her mouth and gently stroked it, then said, "You haven't taken any pictures yet."
"Oh I forgot! Between the cigar and you it's easy to do."
I picked up my phone and she took my cock back into her mouth as I snapped a couple of pictures, that were okay. The best though was her looking up at the camera. I set the phone back down to take another draw of the cigar and to run my hand through Abi's hair. Over the next five minutes she began to pay attention to my balls, fondling them while sucking my cock or taking them in her mouth and tickling them with her tongue. As I got to the second ashing point, I was really beginning to feel the pleasure of the blowjob and knew that it wouldn't be long.
I ashed the cigar, took another draw as Abi deep throated me causing me to groan. With her fingers on my taint, she looked at me and increased her pace, causing me to moan more. She did that for about a minute then let my cock slip from her mouth. After catching her breath, she smiled, "I'm gonna make you cum, video it."
I just nodded my head because while we have taken pics of things, we've never filmed anything so this was new. I took one more draw of the cigar, knowing that I was done with it, rested it in the ashtray and picked my phone up as Abi took my cock back in her mouth. As I hit record in the phone, Abi resumed the pace she was at and while she went deep at first, once my cock was thoroughly wet, she used her hand on the base and her mouth on the upper part.
Within about 15 or 20 seconds, I could feel the orgasm boiling in my balls. Abi glanced up at me and camera, smiled and went back to what she was doing. The phone began to shake a bit and the combination of her lips, tongue and hand sent me over the edge. With a groan and a "Cumming." My cock began to spurt into her mouth. Abi immediately pulled her hand away and took more of me into her mouth. As my orgasm subsided, Abi began to softly move her lips up and down my shaft, making sure to clean me off as I began to soften.
Once she was done and let my cock slip from her mouth and sat back on her heels, with a grin and looking dead at the camera, she opened her mouth showing me and the camera the pool of cum on her mouth, then closed and swallowed with a satisfactory, "Yum."
I stopped recording and sat back in my chair as Abi stood off and wiped her knees off. She reached over and picked my cigar up, blew lightly on the cherry for a couple of seconds, rekindling the burn, then turning it around, took a long drag, held it in, then blew it out like a pro.
"Wow, you never have any interest in cigars."
"Well first time for everything, that's pretty tasty, just like you."
She turned the cigar and offered it to me, allowing me to take a drag before putting it back in the ashtray. She straddled my lap and we spent the next couple of minutes making out and groping each other where we could. Finally with a shiver Abi sat up, "How about we go inside, I'm getting chilly."
"That sounds great to me."
She stood up, followed by me and after picking up the towel and me pulling up my pants, we headed back inside, shutting the door behind us. Abi walked into the bathroom, dropping the towel on the floor, then re-emerged a moment later, "A little help with my dress?"
"Of course." I walked over to where she was standing in front of the full length mirror. I looked at the dress for a moment trying to figure out how she got into it.
Sensing my issues, Abi giggled, "The bow gets untied, then there is a zipper tucked under it." I nodded and untied the bow, and like she said, there was a small zipper that ran from the small of her back down about 6 inches. I lowered the zipper, allowing the top of her ass to peek out of the opening that would have been covered by her underwear if they weren't in the pile of discard clothes on the floor.
"When I lift up my arms, lift the dress under my arms so I can get my head and arms out." She lifted her arms and I lifted the dress as she instructed, allowing her to slip free. With her head and arms free, I lowered the dress, allowing it to fall into a puddle at out feet.
"How in the world did you get into that thing?"
"Oh I had help. Bridesmaids help each other out." My mind began to drift to the bridesmaids all practically naked helping each other get dressed. "Get your mind out of the gutter, nothing like that."
We both giggled and Abi continued, "Now, I'm going to get this hung up, you're over dressed, fix that and join me in bed." Abi moved to the closet, hung up her dress then grabbed another bottle of water and crawled into bed. In the meantime, I stripped out of my suit, got it hung up, went into the bathroom, peed, then following Abi grabbed a bottle of water and moved to join her in bed.
As I approached the bed, Abi had turned the TV on and was reclined against the headboard with the sheet pulled up to her waist, "Do you know how beautiful you are right now."
With a grin, she blushed, "Shutup, I am not."
"No you are, look!" I grabbed my phone and snapped a picture of her while she was still grinning, then walked over handing her the phone as I climbed into bed with her.
"I guess you're right, I do look sexy and relaxed. Probably has something to do with the great weekend I've had where I haven't had to think about work or anything stressful." She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, "Thank you for the great weekend."
I smiled back as she began to flip through my phone of the pictures I had taken of the weekend. When she got to the video from earlier, she hit play. For the first time I realized that the audio had picked up her slurps, my moans really well, cause us both to smile as it played. She stopped it before the end and said, "I'm going to send all of this to me so we both have a copy, that'll keep me company when I'm out of town for that conference next week."
"Oh I bet it will." I kissed her on the hair and with a laugh took my phone back from her, laid it on the night stand and then stretched my arm around her, pulling her tight against me.
With a sigh of contentment, Abi leaned against me, through her leg over mine, laid her head on my should and curled up against me. We spent the next 20 minutes just talking and watching tv, nothing sexual about it. That all changed when Abi shifted to get more comfortable and I notice the wet spot on the outside of my leg, and I her knees slide gently towards my balls.
Once she was settled back in, I allowed my hand to slightly carress her side, eventually my finger tips reached the point where her breasts met her rib cage. Abi snuggled closer against me, allowing me the ability to reach more of her breast. We kept this up for a few more minutes, but as time went on her breathing became a bit more labored, sending goosebumps down my skin as her breath hit my neck and ear.
I shifted my free hand to her hip and pulled her onto my lap so we were looking into each other's eyes, "This weekend so far has been all about my pleasure, I want to make you scream and squirt."
She opened her eyes wide and bit her lip, nodding earnestly as I pulled her close against me and moved my hands to her ass, firmly squeezing each cheek and moving my mouth to her neck and collarbone. I pushed my pelvis against hers, causing her to moan. I relaxed my pelvis, pulled her higher onto my torso so her breasts and nipples were at face level.
I began to kiss her breasts, biting them gently and licking them, alternating between each breast, making sure to provide them with equal attention. I finally gave in and took her left nipple into my mouth, causing Abi to let out a long moan. I spent the next 30 seconds nibbling on it and licking it, eliciting more moans from her. I took my mouth from one nipple to the other repeating the same motions as Abi began to grind her pussy against my abdomen.
All the while I was sucking her nipples, I continued rubbing her ass and allowed my fingers to sneak between her firm cheeks, causing her to moan more. Over the past minute, Abi had been cradling my head in her hands, keeping it pressed to her tits; as my hand wandered between her ass, she pulled my head from her tits, looked at me and with nothing but lust in her eyes said, "Please get your finger wet, and put one in my ass!"
With a grin, "Whatever you want baby."
She shifted down a bit and I could feel her wet pussy rubbing my cock, but what it also did was allow me to slip my middle finger along her pussy, eliciting a moan from her, but also wetting it, and with a shimmy of her hips, she brought her nipples back to my mouth. I slipped my fingers back between her ass cheeks and traced her asshole with my finger.
Abi whined, "Please stop teasing me."
Normally I take immense pleasure in teasing her and making her beg, but on that night. I applied pressure to her sphincter and with no effort, it slipped in up to the first knuckle. Abi bent her head back and let out, "Oh fuck yes!"
I began to nibble and suck on her nipple with a bit more enthusiasm and began to work my finger in and out of her ass while moving it around inside. I kept this up for about 30 seconds and through her moans, Abi began to grind against me harder and faster and with another head tossed moan, Abi began to orgasm, even with nothing in her pussy, I could feel the contractions.
As her orgasm subsided, I removed my finger from her ass and eased my pressure on her nipples. As her orgasm subsided, Abi pulled my face away from her chest, "Thank you so much, that was amazing!"
"You're welcome but we aren't done. Let me go wash my hands, then I would really like to eat you out."
"Oh my god, yes!"
Abi climbed off my lap and leaned back against the headboard as I climbed out of bed. I ran into the bathroom and washed my hands well and recognized that my cock was back to full strength. I returned to the bed and found Abi slowly stroking her pussy up and down.
I kissed her then climbed back into the bed, "Okay baby, lay down." Abi scooted her ass down on the bed, resting her head on the pillows as I climbed between her thighs.
I started by kissing from her knees up to her pelvis, but rather than pay her pussy any attention, I kissed above it, then moved down her other. This caused her to let out a heavy sigh of frustration. I smiled to myself and moved back up her leg, this time kissing just above her clit, close enough she could feel the pressure, but not enough to get what she wanted. As I moved back down the other leg, once again I heard her sigh in frustration, and even let out a growl.
I glanced up at her, "Problem?"
"If you don't put your mouth on me, I'm gonna kill you."
I laughed audibly and planted a kiss on the inside of her knee, then immediately moved to her pussy and planted a full French kiss right in the middle. This caused her to moan and sigh "Finally!"
I spent the next couple of minutes licking her entire pussy. Pushing my tongue into her when I could, sucking on her clit, and overall enjoying every bit of her nether regions. Her moans began to increase in frequency and in volume, signaling she was approaching her orgasm. I moved to her clit, sucking it into my mouth, then flicking it with my tongue, sending her over the top. With her legs shaking, Abi let out a long moan and began to cum.
Just as her orgasm subsided, I lifted my head from her pussy and moved to her side, but instead of cuddling, I shoved my two middle fingers into her wet pussy. As I did, her eyes shot open and she let out another long moan. I pressed the ball of my hand against her clit and began to stroke the top of her pussy, aiming for her G-Spot. When I found the right spot and found the rhythm that was getting the most response, lowered my head and sucked her right nipple into my mouth, drawing even more noise.
I kept this up for about 30 seconds and with a very audible scream, Abi screamed. Along with the scream, her pussy began contracting and releasing rapidly against my fingers, then she began to squirt, soaking my hand and the bed underneath her. I took my mouth from her breast, and while pumping my fingers, moved my mouth to her clit. This caused her to scream again and her orgasm seemingly continued and she squirted again, this time all over my hand and face.
I greedily lapped at her lips, trying to get as much of her wettness as I could, causing her to continue moaning, seemingly giving her an orgasm that lasted around a minute. As she began to come down, I slowed my fingers down along with my tongue and suction on her clit. I lifted my head and wiped my face and beard and smiled, "That's what I was going for."
"Holy fuck. That was intense." With a laugh, "Oh god, you're covered in me."
"I love that I can do that to you." Abi reached out and pulled me to her, we kissed passionately for a few seconds until I pulled away, "I'd hate to let that wetness go to waste."
"Me either, you need to do something about it."
I moved back between her legs and slid my hand up her pussy, feeling her wetness; it was almost like someone had dumped a glass of water on her crotch. With a sigh Abi smiled, "Please fuck me Jack."
I slid the head of my cock up and down her slit a couple of times to moisten it, then slowly pushed inside her in one steady thrust. Like always, we stayed still for a moment, savoring that first moment of connectedness. I leaned over Abi, kissing her passionately, then began to slowly move my hips. I thrusted slowly and shallowly, just kissing her for a minute or so before gradually picking up my pace.
I raised up, supporting myself on my hands and began to thrust fuller and deeper into her. With each thrust, Abi let out a moan and I began to speed up my thrusts. Abi's moans began to be replaced with words, things like "Yes," or "Oh god," or "Fuck." Her noises and words spurred me more and I began to push into her harder. With each thrust, I could feel her pussy walls gripping me with each thrust, causing me to accompany her moans with those of my own.
I raised up onto my knees and Abi's hand flew to her clit. As I scooted closer to resume thrusting, Abi began to rub her clit in a tight, circular pattern. Her touching her clit and my thrusts, Abi began to moan louder and I began to take full thrusts and within 7 or 8 thrusts, Abi screamed again and I felt the familiar splash as she squirted, followed by the contractions of her pussy. As her orgasm washed over her, I kept thrusting the best I could, but was slowed down a bit because of her contractions.
As her contractions subsided, I leaned down and kissed her. Abi kissed me back, "Baby you haven't cum yet."
"I know, I've been enjoying making a mess with you."
Abi laughed, "Well, I'm glad you have been doing that, but it's not all about me."
I smiled, "Roll over."
I withdrew my cock from Abi and she flipped her leg over me, rolling to her stomach, "How would you like me?"
"Put this pillow under your waist."
"Oooo the snake position that was in my Cosmo."
Once Abi was situated, I straddled her legs, separating them enough that I could slip my cock into her pussy, then moved her legs back together. Leaning over her, I began to thrust Abi and I both began to groan. Abi was still soaked from her orgasms, but there was significantly more friction and tightness in this position. I began to pull out and thrust back in using full strokes, causing us to groan in unison. I picked up my pace, thrusting in and out fast and hard when I felt my balls begin to tingle. With another two thrusts, I felt my cum begin to spurt inside her.
I groaned, "Oh godddd." I buried my cock inside her as my cock and balls emptied themselves into her pussy. I have had major orgasms in my life, but this one ranked in the top five. I could feel each spurt travel up my cock and into Abi, I felt what I assume to be my prostate contract as my cum emptied. After 6 or 7 spurts, my arms gave out and I collapsed on top of Abi, breathing deeply.
We lay there in silence for a minute or two, and it was Abi who spoke first, "Wow, I think my pussy is gonna overflow."
I laughed, "I think you drained a quart out of me."
Abi started laughing hard enough her body shook, "Well glad I could help after the weekend you've given me. Now get off me, You're squishing me and it's hot."
I pushed myself up, pulling my hips back and removing my cock from her. As I did, she was right, even with her hips elevated, a little bit of my cum began to leak out of her pussy. I flopped over onto my back and Abi scooted over, laying her head on my chest. "I'm going to sleep right here all night, my side of the bed is a little soaked."
I laughed, kissed the top of her head, turned the light off and drifted off to sleep to Abi smiling curled up against me.
*Sunday Morning*
I woke up to Abi curled against me, she was snoring softly, telling me that she was sound asleep. I untangled myself from her and made my way to the bathroom where I showered. I was half expecting Abi to join me but after a 10 minute shower, no Abi, so I got out and dressed in a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt. I walked back into the room and found Abi still curled up asleep. I wrote a note for Abi:



"Baby, I went down to grab breakfast, go ahead and shower, I'll bring you some coffee and something to eat, then we can head out. J-"
I headed downstairs and picked up a paper and got something to eat. About five minutes after I sat down, Mike pulled up the chair across from me, "Hey man, where's Abi?"
"Hey! She was still asleep when I got out of the shower. I think she was worn out from yesterday. Where's Beth at?"
He laughed, "Oh she is in the shower, we slept in the morning."
I took a sip of my coffee, "Good night?"
"Oh for sure. One of the best we've had in a long time. Exactly what we needed."
I laughed and we continued talking for another 10 minutes or so. Just as we were catching up on the previous night's baseball scores, Beth appeared at the table. Just like the night before she looked stunning in a yellow, floral sundress. This one fell to her mid-thigh and was rather deep cut, showing off very nice cleavage, and due to the coolness in the dining room, it was clear she was not wearing a bra because her nipples were subtly pushing against the fabric.
We spoke for a few minutes before Beth and Mike excused themselves and we exchanged numbers to maybe get together later in the summer. I grabbed coffee and a bagel for Abi and headed back up to the room. When I got to the room, Abi was sitting on the bed in a black cotton skirt that fell to mid thigh and a matching black top that just exposed her bellybutton and the piercing that was her first act of rebellion after leaving her parents. She was scrolling through her phone, looked up with a smile, "Morning Baby."
"Hey beautiful." I kissed her and handed her the coffee and bagel before rounding the rest of my stuff up. I filled her in on the conversation with Mike and Beth and we both laughed about how they were obviously in post sex glow/bliss.
Abi yelled in at me, "That post sex glow is something looks great on me."
I threw my toiletries bag in my duffel, "Well after this weekend, that glow should last for a while."
"That's what I'm hoping for, you ready to go."
"Yep, let's go!"
I grabbed our bags while Abi grabbed my suit and her dress and we made our way to the elevator and then the car. I placed all of our things in the car as Abi climbed in, then I walked around to the driver's seat, climbed in, started the car, lowered the top and backed out of the spot and made my way to the exit.
As we made our way down the road away from the resort, Abi smiled over at me, "It's a beautiful morning, why don't we take the scenic route home, we can leave the top down."
"That sounds nice."
Abi reached down between her legs and grabbed a ball hat out of her purse, putting it on to keep her hair in order. She then shifted a bit in her seat and her skirt shifted up a bit from her movements and the wind coming in. I put my hand on her thigh, Abi looked over and smiled, "The scenic route has another perk."
"What's that?"
"Well, we ruined every pair of panties I brought, so maybe we can take advantage of this." She finished her statement by lifting the front hem of her skirt, revealing she was commando.
"You're trying to kill me aren't you?"
"Are you really going to tell me no?"
"Hell no!" I accelerated into a straight stretch and allowed my fingers to slide between her thighs and began to stroke her pussy gently; I knew it was going to be a nice drive home.
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*Chapter 1- End of January*
*Brandon-New Jersey*
With the start of the New Year, Sarah and Brandon were both back to their daily lives and swamped with things pulling them in different directions. For Brandon, it was work, baseball, and starting the process of wrapping things up in New Jersey for his move to Nashville once summer started.
With the new semester, he had his normal classes at the high school, but he was teaching only one class at the local college due to the demands of his baseball schedule starting in March. He had broken the news of his departure to his boss Bret, once the paperwork detailing the offer from Josh's company had come.
Bret took it well, he was sad to lose Brandon as the department chair and the AP teacher, but he understood Brandon's reasoning. The tension arose with the central office when Brandon began to inquire about his unused sick and personal time. For the third time in the last week, he was on the phone during lunch asking about what happens to his sick and personal days, "Yes, we have spoken before about my days. I have over a month's worth of days that I will not be using, can I convert them over to retirement or be paid for them?"
"Well Mr. Baker, if you ever were to come back to the state, they would be waiting for you."
"I understand that, but I don't plan on coming back honestly. I'm moving to Tennessee and then who knows, I'm not from the area, so I don't foresee myself coming back. Could I just be paid $50 or something a day? I'd rather not lose those days."
"Well, no, we can't do that."
"So, what if I use them, you'll pay a sub $120 for each of those days?"
"Yes, that is correct."
"You people are crazy, that is the biggest waste of money ever. Can I donate them to people?"
"If they are already out, yes."
"I give up with you people."
With a sigh, Brandon hung up the phone and looked at his buddy Matt, "People at central office are dumb. Looks like I'm going to be taking lots of 3-day weekends when we aren't playing."
Matt laughed, "Sounds like it. I can't believe you're moving though. Who am I supposed to eat lunch with and make fun of idiots with?"
Jokingly, Brandon held Matt's hand, "It'll be okay honey, you'll find a new work husband.
"Get off of me man!" With a laugh Matt pulled his hand away, then continued, "So, how is the house hunt going?"
"It's going. Sarah and her dad looked at a bunch right after New Year's. She generally sends me the listing and I provide my input, then we go from there. Haven't found anything she or I love yet, but we are getting closer. She is looking at one this afternoon that I found online. We are going to FaceTime during the showing so we will see."
"Well, that's good."
"Yeah, the plan is once I give the okay, she is gonna buy. She doesn't want anything too extravagant, so it's just a matter of finding something we both like."
Matt gathered his things, "Well let's head back up, I need to stop by the office on my way to class."
Brandon packed his things up and headed down the hall and texted Sarah, "We still good for the walk through at 4:30?"
As the guys left the office, Brandon's phone vibrated with a text from Sarah, "Yep! The more I look at the pictures online, and based on what the realtor said, I think this may be the one for us."
Brandon smiled and responded, "Well good, seems like it has everything we both want. I still can't believe I'm evening thinking about a house at $750K."
As Brandon walked into his classroom he read Sarah's response, "Well to get what we want, it's what we have to pay apparently."
Brandon responded before putting his phone on the desk, "Well, what you're paying, I'm just the help."
*Sarah- Tennessee*
*Damn him!"
Amanda looked up startled, "What are you talking about?"
"Brandon. We were talking about that house I'm going to look at today out in Madison."
"Right...."
"Well, it's up around 750K and it's obviously making him uncomfortable because he keeps making comments about how he's just the help, or things like that. I keep telling him that we are doing this together."
"Girl, you gotta realize that right now, this is all abstract to him. It's your house and he's just giving input."
"But we are moving in together and it will be our house."
"I know that, but he isn't seeing it that way right now. You're gonna need to give him something or somewhere that is just his. Maybe he gets a man cave that he gets to completely redo with his own time and money."
"Maybe you're right. I know him moving is huge and it is fast, but I want him to feel as if this is his too. We are starting things as a team."
"I know I'm right. There will be growing pains, hell, there are still things that Josh and I have issues with, and we've lived together for nearly a year at this point."
"Okay, Okay. Let's get back to looking through these lyrics."
Chapter 2.
Later that afternoon, Sarah made her way out of downtown, heading to meet her realtor Britney at the house in Madison. Based on the pictures the house was huge, 6 bedrooms, 4.5 baths, an in-law suite/apartment, garage for 5 different vehicles and around 5,500 sq. ft. Based on the floor plan, Sarah figured they could turn one bedroom into an office for Brandon since working from home was an option with Josh's company. She could have a crafting room and office where she could write and do things. There was ample storage in the basement, so Brandon could have a reloading room/man cave like Amanda suggested. At first, she thought all the garage space was excessive but as she thought about it, parking for both of their vehicles, storage for lawn stuff, maybe a boat since they were close to the Cumberland River, and all the space filled up quickly.
Following the directions in her Jeep, Sarah turned off the road and up the driveway to the house. She stopped the SUV and FaceTimed Brandon. After 3 rings he picked up, "Hey Babe!"
"Hey there handsome, how was practice?"
"It was good, guys are coming around and getting more consistent in the cage. Hopefully it will translate to the field in a month or so. How was your day?"
"It was good, looked over some new songs with Amanda that we are going to demo next week. So, I just pulled into the driveway of that house. I'll try to show you everything as I drive up and try to avoid putting the Jeep in the ditch."
Brandon laughed, "Sounds good." Sarah turned the phone, so it was looking out the windshield and she put the Jeep in gear and proceeded up the drive.
She narrated as she headed towards the house, "So the driveway is about a half mile long, it is partially shared with the house further on. Oh wow, the pictures don't do this place justice. I love the orangish tint of the brick. Looks like Brittany is already here."
Brandon made a couple of comments about the size and the front, mainly in agreement with Sarah. Sarah pulled up to the front door and hopped out, "Hey Brittany, I've got Brandon on FaceTime."
With a smile, the realtor welcomed them, "Hey guys!" After everyone greeted each other, Brittany started her spiel, "So the house is just under 6,000 sqft. So, there is plenty of room for people to visit and to entertain like you wanted. It has 6 bedrooms with 4.5 baths, but 2 of those bedrooms and 1.5 of those baths are in the in-law suite. It was built in 1996 and just had a kitchen remodel and a new roof installed."
Sarah nodded her head and Brandon asked some other questions about technical things like the sewer and electric. Over the next half hour, they toured the house but even with all the questions Brandon was asking, Sarah could tell he was impressed with the house. This was a definite perk because she was seeing a lot of potential in the house and after looking at 25 or 30 different ones, this was the best one yet.
As they found themselves back in the main living room, Brandon said, "Hey Brittany, this place was awesome, can you give us a couple minutes to talk?"
"Of course, I'll be in the kitchen."
As the realtor left the room, Sarah asked, "Well what do you think?"
"It is certainly amazing; I can tell you like it."
"I do, it has everything I want, and it checks your boxes too."
"Well, you loving it is what matters. How far is it from downtown?"
"About 20 minutes to the record office and probably 25 to your new office when you go in."
"Well, that sounds like it would work. Did you see anything you didn't like?"
"No. I would like to paint some things, but that's minor stuff. You see anything that concerns you?"
"Nope. It is a newer house, everything looked good. The updates that they did seem to be done well. I would recommend you still get a home inspection just to be sure. If it is clear, or nothing major, then I think you're buying a house."
Sarah let out a squeal, "YAY!!!!!!" Brandon visibly moved the phone away from his face due to the volume. Sarah laughed, "I'm so excited."
With a laugh, Brandon replied, "I can tell. I'm happy for you. This will give you a base. Well, give us a base."
"Are you sure you're okay with this?"
"Yeah, I kinda have to be. It'll take some getting used to, but I think I can handle it. Plus, if you get mad at me, there are plenty of places for me to hide."
"Promise me you're okay with it?"
"Yes, I'm good."
"Okay, I'm not sure I believe you, but I'm going to go talk to Brittany and figure out what happens next. I'll talk to you tonight like normal."
"Hey Sarah"
"Yes?"
"See if they'll take a little less."
"You're a pain, you know that? I love you, bye baby."
"I love you too."
*Chapter 3-Early February*
The next few weeks were a bit of a blur as Brandon continued getting things in order for his move at the end of June once the school year was over. Even though it was four months away, Brandon went ahead and notified his landlady. Most people have a contentious relationship, but Brandon's landlady was an older woman who was always very kind and even made cookies and things around the holidays and gave to him and the other tenants, so Brandon didn't want to leave her in a lurch.
All the while he was getting things organized to move, he was also planning for his baseball season and other things going on. Sarah was coming to visit him for the first time over Valentine's Day weekend, then he was flying to Vegas in March for 2 days for the ACM awards, then baseball season would hit full force. Once April rolled around, he would be busy with baseball, he was scheduled to head to his parents for fishing with his dad, then almost immediately turn around and head to Myrtle Beach for a baseball tournament.
He was sure at some point he would head to Nashville for a weekend in March to see the house and start the moving process. That was something else entirely that he knew they were going to have to discuss. Sarah didn't have much stuff because she had moved out of her college apartment that she shared with a couple of other girls and left all her stuff at her parents when she hit it big. She was currently renting a furnished one-bedroom place in Nashville while waiting to find and then close on the house.
Brandon on the other hand had some furniture and house type things, but his apartment wasn't very big, so other than a bed, dresser, a couch, coffee table, entertainment center, and some other odds and ends, he didn't have much either. His current plan was to borrow his dad's 8x12 enclosed trailer and tow it down with all of his big stuff, the smaller stuff he could haul down in a couple trips, not that he was looking forward to the 14-hour drive that was from New Jersey to Nashville. The issue remained, between the two of them, there was no way they had enough stuff to fill a 5500 sq ft home.
There had been many conversations about it, Sarah usually taking a more relaxed, "We will figure it out approach," whereas Brandon reverted to his planning persona and was beginning to stress about it. He had decided to focus on their bedroom as a place to start. In their normal zoom call, the discussion shifted from their days to the furniture, "My bedroom suit is relatively new, but I only have one dresser."
"That's fine, the closet in the master has shelving so we can make that work."
"How many clothes do you have?"
Sarah laughed, "Well a bunch, but that closet is huge. I only need drawer space for my socks, underwear, bras and things like that. Does your dresser have two sides?"
"Yeah, but it's full."
"Honey. The closest has two sides, we can both put things in there."
"But I don't have that much stuff."
"Once you see it, it'll make sense. You're overthinking this again."
"It's what I do. Okay what about the bed."
"Well, you said your mattress isn't that old, so we can keep it. What size is it."
"It's a queen size."
"Oh, that's perfect. King size beds are fun for other activities, but I think queens are more intimate. Over New Years, I felt like you were so far away at night if I wanted to snuggle."
"I have to agree there."
With a smile, she added, "Plus I'll get to see how comfortable it is in a few days."
The conversation continued over the next half hour, moving from the bedroom to the other rooms and finally wrapping up talking about the kitchen. The house conversation over for the night, the conversation shifted to Sarah's trip to New Jersey that weekend.
"So, what time does your flight get in Friday? "
"Ummmm, I land at 3."
"Are you sure you don't want me to take the afternoon off and cancel batting practice or have one of my assistants run it so I can get you?"
"Absolutely not! I will just text you when I get to your apartment."
"Okay, the door code is 221354. Are you going to rent a car?"
"Nah, I think I will just Uber over. The weather is supposed to be sunny so I can hide behind a hat and sunglasses, plus I'll be dressed like every other woman traveling this time of year, leggings, hoodie, and sneakers."
"It's really not a big deal for me to take the day off."
"Brandon, I've got it. You can take me to the airport Sunday afternoon."
With a laugh, "Alright, alright, I give. Is there anything special you want to do while you're here?"
"It's just a short trip, so spending time with you is all I want to do. If we do something or go anywhere that's fine, but there is no need to plan anything."
"Well, it is Valentine's Day weekend, do you want to do something for that?"
Sarah thought for a moment then responded, "This sounds silly, but is there a Chilis close by?"
Brandon laughed, "Yeah there are a few."
"Then can we go there? When I was a little girl, we'd go to the one in Biloxi for special things and I ate at the one at college all the time and I haven't had it in forever."
"Wow, we are so romantic, sure we can go to Chilis for dinner on Saturday."
"Thank you for entertaining my weirdness. Okay baby, I'm going to head to sleep. I'll see you in 3 more sleeps."
Brandon laughed, "Yeah, I need to turn in too. Goodnight, I love you."
"I love you too."
*Chapter 4-Friday*
Brandon's day had been uneventful to say the least. It was a Friday, so his kids were working on assignments to avoid homework of the weekend and he had the entire day to grade and get caught up, then ahead so he didn't have to think about work while Sarah was visiting. They hadn't seen each other in 6 weeks, and this was only a 48ish hour visit but it was a much-needed visit considering everything that was taking place with the house, the move, and everything else in life.
When Brandon made it to lunch, his phone had a message from Sarah that she had boarded and was on her way. Brandon smiled, causing Matt to ask, "Well is she in the air lover boy?"
Brandon laughed, "Yes, she lands at 3."
"Well good. Are you sure you don't want me to run practice so you can go get her?"
"Nope, I offered that, and she said she didn't want to take my time away from the guys."
"So how is she getting to your place?"
"Taking an Uber and I gave her the code to the front door. She'll get there around 330, I'll be home around 530."
"You know she's gonna go through all your shit, right?"
"Probably, but I don't have blown up dolls like you to hide." Both guys laughed and continued their lunch before returning to their respective classrooms, Brandon waiting for the text from Sarah letting him know she had landed.
***
Sarah waited for the plane to taxi so she could disembark. The flight had run into some weather over Virginia and rather than getting in at 3 as planned, the plane had touched down at 3:30 and she was standing from her seat and making her way into the airport at 3:45. She made her way to the bathroom then started to move towards the exit. She was getting ready to enter Brandon's address into the Uber app when she decided she was going to surprise him. She paused and looked up the address to his school and entered it instead. She got the notice of her driver and made her way to the exit, found the car, and climbed in.
"Good afternoon, we should be at your destination in about 25 minutes."
"Sounds great!"
During the trip, Sarah and her driver Sam made small talk, and if he recognized her, he never let on, which Sarah appreciated, she was hoping for a chill, quiet weekend with Brandon. As they turned into the school, Sam asked, "Are you sure this is the right address?"
Looking up from her phone, "Yep, my boyfriend teaches and coaches here."
"Oh okay, where are we going exactly?"
With a blush, "Well that I don't know, he coaches baseball, so maybe go around towards the baseball field."
Sam drove around the school and by the baseball field was a white, metal building, and outside it was a collection of cars, and parked off to the side, she saw Brandon's truck. "There, the blue Ford truck is his, you can just pull up to it." They pulled up, Sarah thanking him and then climbing out. As the Uber drove away, she looked into the cab, seeing Brandon's backpack in the front seat. She checked the door handle next, finding the back doors unlocked, she deposited her bag on the seat and threw her jacket on top.
Shutting the truck door, she headed towards the building's door which was cracked, allowing the sounds of boys yelling and the pings and cracks of bats hitting balls. Sarah slipped in the door, shutting it behind her. Sarah found herself in a large room with two net batting cages suspended from the ceiling and an open area at the end. In the one closest to her, there was an adult throwing pitches from behind a screen to a player. In the other, a coach was feeding balls into a machine and another player was hitting. The remaining players were down at the end and were fielding balls that Brandon was throwing.
The guys waiting to hit in the closest cage noticed her come in, but seemingly didn't recognize her, the coach though looked up, smiled and with a snort gave a small wave. Sarah smiled at him as he walked out of the cage and stuck out his hand, "I'm going to go out on a limb, judging by the hoodie, based on what Brandon has said, plus TV, you must be Sarah."
Sarah smiled and blushed a bit, "I am, are you the Matt that I hear about?"
Matt laughed, "Anything he has told you is a lie, unless it is good."
Sarah laughed and got ready to respond when she heard Brandon's voice rise above the noise. She turned towards where she had seen Brandon earlier as he began yelling at a player who had allowed a ball past him.
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?! We've been over this so many times! You have to get your glove down and move to the ball, quit stabbing it at!"
The yelling continued for a moment while, Matt shook his head and placed his hands on her shoulders, turned Sarah toward Brandon, "Okay, let's go save that kid. He has a ton of raw talent, but he tends to think he knows it all, so we've been a little harder on him." Sarah and Matt walked past the other cage where all action had stopped as everyone turned their attention to Brandon.



Brandon continued to coach the kid on what to do, and proper technique. One of his players finally recognized Sarah and said, "Ummm, coach? Coach?"
Brandon turned his attention to the player, "What!?"
"Someone is here to see you."
Looking towards the player, Brandon said, "They can come back later!"
This time it was Matt who spoke up, "I don't think you want this one to."
Brandon turned toward his assistant, but immediately his eyes were drawn not to Matt, but instead to the thin blonde in a pair of black leggings, a gray hoodie with his team's logo on the front, and a blue Ole Miss ball hat with her ponytail pulled through the back. Out loud he said, "Sarah?"
She grinned, "Hey, it was my turn to surprise you."
Brandon dropped the bat in his hand and ran up to Sarah, scooping her into his arms, he picked her up and hugged her, then kissed her. This caused his players to let out a chorus of "Oooo's" and laughter. Ignoring them, he sat Sarah back on her feet, "What are you doing here? I thought you were just going to my place?"
"Well, I was going to, but since I got in late, I just thought I'd come here. Is that okay?"
"Of course!" Checking his watch, "We still have about a half hour, you can watch from over there."
"Okay, just ignore me."
Sarah walked toward the old desk by the wall, hearing Brandon and Matt yell to get back to work. Over the next half hour, she watched the players work on hitting and fielding, admiring how Brandon worked with each individual player, being hard on them one minute, but then congratulating and pointing out what they were doing well. As the players were moving between places, many of them stopped to say hello and introduce themselves. She greeted each one with a smile and a "Hello" before they moved on.
As five o'clock neared, Brandon and Matt brought the team together to talk about the schedule for the next week. Sarah heard the door open and began to notice girls filing into the building carrying bat bags to which Sarah assumed was the school's softball team. The girls began to set up the batting cages for their needs, none paying attention to what the baseball team was doing. The baseball team ended their practice with a "Panthers!" cheer and began to pack up and file out of the building.
Sarah hopped off the desk and walked to where Brandon and Matt were talking about a couple of things. Brandon saw her and smiled, "Well, what do ya think?"
"It's interesting seeing you in your own element instead of your family's or my world."
The three of them laughed, Matt chiming in while giving Brandon a shove, "This old man could fit in anywhere."
Brandon blushed, but Sarah put her arm around him, "That's what I said but he insists he is awkward "
Once again, they all three laughed but they were interrupted by a high school girl squeal from the other end of the building. Brandon and Matt stepped around Sarah moving to see what the commotion was all about. They had taken no more than three steps when 4 of the softball plays came running up. "Is it true? Is she really here?!"
Matt responded, "Girls calm down, is who here?"
The girls tried to look around the two guys, "Is Sarah Bixby from the Biloxi Broncos here?!"
Before either guy could say anything, Sarah appeared at Brandon's side, "Hello ladies, how are you?"
The girls let out a squeal causing all three of the adults to wince. All at once, all the girls started talking, talking about how much they loved Sarah's music, her hair, her clothes and everything under the sun. This went on for a minute or so as Sarah just smiled and nodded, answering the occasional question when she could get a word in. Finally, there was a lull in the talking and Sarah spoke up, "Ladies, I'm truly flattered with all you've said. How about we take a couple of pictures, and you can get back to your coach and I can start my relaxing weekend with Coach Baker?"
One of the girls exclaimed, "Oh my god really?"
"Of course, Brandon, would you and Matt take the pictures?"
As the girls gathered around Sarah, Brandon and Matt took the individual phones and took a series of photos. After the pictures were finished the girls giggled and headed back to their coach. Matt shook his head, "Is it always like this?"
Brandon nodded, "It can be, so much for keeping things on the DL."
Sarah frowned, "I'm really sorry for coming here and causing a disruption. I thought since you coached boys, all that would happen would be harmless stuttering or flirting."
Matt smiled gently, "No need to apologize. They are actually here earlier than normal."
"Yeah, for sure, you're my girlfriend and you can show up on occasion just like other coaches and teachers' spouses." Brandon added.
"If you say so. That'll be plastered on Instagram before we are out of this building."
Brandon nodded, "You're probably right, what do you say we get out of here before anyone else loses their shit? Matt, are you good to finish cleaning up?"
"Sure man, Enjoy your weekend. Sarah it was nice meeting you, next time you're in town we will all have to get together and do something."
Sarah smiled and gave Matt a quick hug, "I'd like that a lot, it was nice meeting you too."
Brandon and Sarah walked out to Brandon's truck, he opened the door for her, grabbed his backpack, throwing it in the back seat, then stepped aside for her to climb in. After shutting the door, he got in and started the truck, placing his hand on her knee, "I'm really glad you're here."
Sarah smiled and covered his hand with hers, giving it a slight squeeze, "I'm really glad to be here too. How far is it to your place?"
"About 15 minutes, do you need to stop and grab anything? I've already gotten food and stuff for this weekend."
"Then nope I am good, let's just head to your apartment."
*Chapter 5*
Over the 15-minute drive to Brandon's apartment, they caught up on the house process, Sarah was set to close the week she got back from NJ, and the plan was to take possession 4 weeks later so the current owners would have time to pack and move out. "So, you are moving in is the week after our little jaunt to Vegas?"
Looking through her phone, Sarah responded, "Ummmm, I think that is right. Are you going to be able to make it down?"
"Check my phone and see what I have going on that Friday and the following Monday."
Sarah grabbed Brandon's phone, unlocking it and scrolling through his calendar, "It looks like you have a game that Thursday, but the weekend is free."
"What about that Monday?"
"No game but does say CE Day"
"Okay, that is a continuing ed day, some bullshit training I don't care about, so I can take that off no problem." Brandon thought for a moment then continued, "I could get coverage for the last half of the day Friday, leave at noon and drive to Wytheville, or Johnson City, get a bit of sleep then come the rest of the way Saturday morning. Be there through Sunday and then drive back Monday."
"That'd be a long day Monday...."
"Right, but I'd probably just bring the truck loaded with stuff, no trailer so it wouldn't be as bad."
As they pulled into Brandon's driveway, Sarah gave his hand another squeeze, "If that works for you, that works for me. Is this your place?"
"Yep."
"It's so cute!"
Brandon laughed, "I'm glad you like it, I made sure to clean up."
Sarah smacked his arm and climbed out of the truck, pausing to look around the area. Brandon grabbed his backpack and Sarah's suitcase, "Come on, it's cold, let's go inside." They made their way into a small entryway with stairs to the right heading up. Brandon took her coat, hanging it on a rack mounted to the wall. He gestured past the stairs, "There is a laundry room and a storage room back that way, nothing real exciting."
Sarah nodded, kicked her shoes off beside Brandon's, "So do you just have the next level?"
"Nope, I have both levels, come on and I'll give you the grand tour." They headed up the stairs and as they reached the top, Brandon continued, "It's a bit bigger than the tour bus tour you gave me." Sarah laughed and crested the stairs finding herself in the main living area.
She noticed that the room was well furnished, but the next thing that she noticed was the smell of beef and oregano wafting from the kitchen. "Whatever you're cooking smells amazing."
"I put a roast, potatoes, and carrots in the crock pot this morning. It makes great leftovers for lunch and is great on a cold day like this. We can eat in a bit; I'll finish showing you around."
They walked into the living room where Brandon picked up a remote, clicking on an electric fireplace that was built into the stand his tv was sitting on. "So, the main level is pretty much the living room, dining room and the kitchen. There is a small bathroom here." Brandon said as he opened the door.
They moved from the kitchen back through the dining room where there was a small deck. Sarah looked out the door, "Aww, you have a table and chair set like we had in Nashville."
Brandon laughed, "I figured I should have something out there other than coolers drying."
Sarah laughed and followed Brandon as he walked towards the steps heading to the third level. They reached the top of the steps and came into a hallway; Brandon walked straight ahead, "So this is my office, it was very handy during Covid." Allowing Sarah to look in, she noticed how utilitarian a lot of Brandon's furniture was. He then walked her across the hall, "This is the spare bedroom, and the spare bath is right here in the hallway."
They walked the rest of the way down the hall, past the stairs to another door, "So this must be your bedroom, am I allowed in here? "
Brandon laughed, "Well if you want to sleep in the guest room you can, but I hope you'd sleep with me."
Sarah laughed and leaned up kissing Brandon, "Of course we are sleeping together."
They walked into the room which other than the living room was the biggest by far. The far wall had 4 windows covered with heavy curtains. To the left was a closet and to the right was another closet and Brandon's bed. The bed was made nicely causing Sarah to giggle, "Do you always make your bed?"
Brandon blushed, "No, but I changed the sheets this morning and put a couple of different blankets on it, wanted it all to match for you."
"Well, it looks great, thank you."
Brandon set Sarah's suitcase down, "The bathrooms in there."
Sarah walked by a small counter with a mirror and a stool then opened the door to the bathroom. There was a small pedestal sink and the toilet then a large soaking tub with shower. She exited the bathroom and found Brandon sitting on the bed, "That's a pretty fancy bathroom for a bachelor."
Brandon laughed, "The size and price got me to rent this place, the fancy bathroom is an afterthought."
Sarah joined him on the bed, then lay back with her feet dangling off the end, with a groan Sarah said, "Oh god this feels so good after being in the car and on the plane all day."
Brandon leaned back on the bed, propping himself up on his elbow, he kissed her gently, before pulling away, "The tub does work, it'll be about a half hour before dinner is completely ready, I still need to get the biscuits in the oven. Why don't you take a bath and relax before dinner?"
Sarah reached up and pulled Brandon in for a kiss. They kissed passionately for a few moments and just as Sarah felt Brandon's cock begin to push against her leg, he pulled away, causing her to groan, "Why don't you join me?"
He laughed, "As fun as that would be, if we want to eat at a reasonable time, that can't happen."
Sarah sat up, causing Brandon to do the same, "Fine!"
Brandon laughed, stood up and pulled a towel out of the closet closest to the bathroom; he also picked a Walmart bag off the floor and handed Sarah a bottle, "It was the most expensive stuff they had that I recognized the ingredients and the smell of. If you don't use it, I won't be offended."
She looked down at the bottle, seeing that it was bubble bath, "Awww, thanks baby."
Brandon smiled, "You're welcome, just come on down when you're finished. Should be about 30 minutes until dinner is ready." With another kiss, Brandon was heading out the door and she could hear him walking down the steps.
Sarah walked into the bathroom and after a quick look, figured out how the tub worked, got the water to the right temperature and once there was about an inch of water in the bottom, she dumped a bit of bubble bath in the tub and headed back into the bedroom to get clothes. She opened her suitcase and pulled out another pair of leggings, panties, a sports bra and a ribbed tank top, her toiletries and picked up the towel Brandon had grabbed for her, then made her way back into the bathroom where the bathtub had filled with water over the jets. She stripped her clothes off, used the toilet, then slid into the steaming hot water with a sigh.
She turned the jets on low and lay back, allowing the jets to hit her back and feet as she felt her muscles relax. As she lay with her eyes closed, her inner dialogue began about the next few months, "I can't believe I am buying a house and moving to Nashville. Holy shit, I'm buying a house and moving in with Brandon. This is a huge step. We've never talked about marriage; I think he wants to get married. Calm down girl, you've only been dating for 5 months, don't scare him away. Mrs. Sarah Baker does have a ring to it. Probably would still have to use my maiden name for stage work."
These thoughts and many more continued to flow through her head but were interrupted after a while by Brandon sticking his head in the door, "Hey babe, dinner will be ready in about 10, just wanted to let you know."
Sarah grinned and sat up, so her head was above the edge of the tub, "Thanks for the heads up, I'll go ahead and drain this and shower really quick."
"Sounds good." The next thing she knew Brandon was gone. She hurriedly showered and then dried off. After dressing, she pulled her hair up into a messy bun and walked downstairs.
She found Brandon standing in the kitchen, listening to Bruce Springsteen, and pulling plates and silverware out of the cabinet and drawers. "That smells amazing."
Turning around and smiling, "Well I hope it tastes as good as it smells."
"I'm sure it will, what can I do to help?"
Brandon told Sarah where the cups were, and she began to get drinks ready before they sat down at the small table to eat. They spent the next 20 minutes eating and continuing to catch up, Sarah filling Brandon in on the new music her and Amanda were looking at and Brandon filling Sarah in on work.
As they finished up, Sarah began clearing the table, and when Brandon began to help her, she stopped him, "Nope you cooked, I clean. I can find my way around a kitchen and be all domestic. You go shower and when you're done, we can watch some TV together for real."
Brandon tried to protest but Sarah "shushed" him and pointed upstairs. Brandon laughed, walked upstairs into his bedroom and he found Sarah's clothes folded neatly on top of the dresser. He smiled, he then moved his socks into the same drawer as his underwear and slid Sarah's two stacks of clothes into the now empty drawer.
Brandon grabbed a pair of shorts, boxers and a hoodie from his dresser and closet and climbed into the shower and it was his turn to be left with his thoughts. Things like, "Damn Monday is going to be annoying after it gets out Sarah was here. None of that matters though because this weekend is just about us, we can spend a lazy weekend together before it gets crazy every other visit. Shit, I have to get a tux rented for the ACM awards at the end of March. I wonder what it'll be like living with someone. That house is huge, so it should be easy. What are we going to do about filling it? ". Those thoughts and many more ran through Brandon's head as he showered then dried off, dressed, and headed back downstairs. As he came around the corner of the stairs, he could see Sarah curled up with a book under a blanket around her waist on the chaise portion of his couch.
Bringing a smile to his face he said, "Wow, you look beautiful. A guy could definitely get used to this."
Sarah sat her book down and smiled, "Well thank you, I poured you a glass of bourbon and a glass of wine for myself, why don't you come join me?"
*Chapter 6*
Brandon joined Sarah on the couch, pulled her close and settled in as Sarah picked Fixer Upper on Brandon's Discovery + account, picking up on the episode they had last watched a few days before. Over the next 3 hours, they talked about things in the show, things that they would like to change about the house Sarah had bought. "I wanted to talk to you about that."
"Brandon replied, "Okay?"
"I was thinking, there is that one large room in the basement, why don't you take that as a man cave?"
"I thought I was getting the one bedroom for an office to work in?"
"You are, but I thought you could take the one basement room and do whatever you want with it. I know you don't really think of the house as ours or partly yours, so I thought having you do whatever with one room that is literally studs could help with that."
"Oh..."
"Well, what do you think?"
"I guess that could work."
"You don't seem so sure?"
"I'm just having a hard time wrapping my brain around all of this."
With a concerned look on her face, Sarah replied, "What do you mean?"
Brandon sat quietly for a minute, obviously thinking. Just when Sarah was getting ready to break the awkward silence, Brandon spoke, "This is all just so fast and surreal to me. I love you and I want to and can't wait to move in with you. I can't wait to wake up beside you every morning and start our life together, but at the same time I'm scared shitless."
Placing her hand on his knee, "I love you too, but what are you afraid of?"
"Sarah let's face it, you're a beautiful star and I'm an 8 on a good day. Are you sure you really want me."
"Brandon stop, we've been over this before, I want you. You're more than an 8 and you're the first guy who cares about me for me, not for my fame and fortune."
"But doesn't this all seem crazy to you? We've been together for like 4 months and we are moving in together."
"Yes, it's crazy to me but following my gut, it seems and feels right. Do you feel the same way?"
"Well duh, I wouldn't be doing it either way, but following my gut is not something I'm used to doing."
She leaned in, kissing him, then pulling away, "Yes, but following your gut is what got me in the first place, so it can't be all wrong."
Brandon laughed, reached out, gripping Sarah's hips, and pulling her into his lap, with a quick squeal from her, Brandon kissed her passionately and allowed his tongue to push against her lips. Sarah wrapped her legs around Brandon, parted her lips, allowed his tongue to dance with hers for the next few minutes. As their kissing heated up, Sarah began to feel Brandon's cock beginning to harden through his gym shorts and her leggings, she began to grind her pelvis against Brandon, letting out slight moans as they continued to kiss.
With a squeeze of her ass, Brandon pulled away and rested his forehead against hers, "Are you ready for bed?"
With a sigh Sarah unwrapped her legs from Brandon, "I thought you'd never ask, come on."
Sarah climbed off the couch, finished her wine, then made her way upstairs. Brandon turned off the TV and lamp, then followed Sarah up the stairs. When he crested the stairs and turned towards the bedroom, he found Sarah leaning against the door frame in her tank top and navy-blue panties, how she had shed her leggings and sports bra in the minute it took Brandon to get up the steps he didn't know but wasn't going to ask.
He walked toward her, she smiled slyly, "About time you got here, I thought I might have to start without you."



"I'm glad you didn't." Brandon picked Sarah up, once again her legs wrapping around him as they kissed, and Brandon carried her to the bed. He tossed her onto the bed with a slight bounce, causing her to giggle. Brandon peeled his hoodie and t-shirt off and climbed onto the bed and straddled Sarah's waist with his legs, "Now where were we?"
Sarah slid her hands up Brandon's thighs, under his shorts and boxers until her left hand found Brandon's hard cock that was snaking down his right leg. Brandon groaned as Sarah began to softly stroke his shaft before moving her hand down and paling his balls. Brandon groaned again and moved his hands to Sarah's waist, allowing his hands to push the hem of her shirt up, exposing her midriff. Sarah withdrew her hand and Brandon allowed his hands to move her shirt up further as he bent down until he kissed her again.
They kissed for a few minutes as Brandon pushed his hips and crotch into Sarah's, causing them both to moan into each other's mouths. As Brandon moved to kiss Sarah's neck, she groaned and pushed him off, taken aback, Brandon asked, "Everything okay?"
Sarah sat up, "No everything isn't fine! You have too many clothes on, and I have too many clothes on, fix it." Sarah began pulling her tank top off, throwing it to the floor then as she moved to her panties, she looked at Brandon, "That wasn't a suggestion, clothes off." She then stripped her panties off, throwing them to the floor with her top. Brandon fumbled with his shorts and boxers, struggling to get them down over his hard cock. As he did, Sarah leaned back against the headboard, spread her legs, allowing Brandon a full view of her wet lips.
Sarah got ready to speak, but her sentence was cut off as Brandon slid down between her legs and sucked her clit into his mouth. Brandon sucked on her clit while flicking it with his tongue, causing Sarah to let more steady moans. Brandon let her clit from his mouth and shifted down slightly so he could have access to her whole pussy. Using his fingers, Brandon separated Sarah's soft lips and slipped his tongue into the wet pussy. He proceeded to lick her from top to bottom, occasionally probing his tongue deeper into her, and sucking on her lips before going back to her clit. Brandon kept this up as Sarah began to moan louder and words like, "Yes" or "Oh fuck" began to come out.
Brandon maintained his pattern, sucking, licking, and nibbling on all parts of Sarah's increasingly wet pussy until Sarah's hands grabbed the back of Brandon's head, shoving it against her pussy, and lifting her hips up to apply even more pressure. With a moan and grunt, Sarah began to cum, no squirting, but flooding Brandon's mouth with wetness that he eagerly licked up. As her orgasm subsided, Sarah relaxed her grip on head, allowing him to come up for a breath and a smile. "You seemed a bit pent up babe."
"You think! My fingers and vibrator aren't the same?"
Brandon laughed, "You have a vibrator?"
Sarah leaned up, propping herself up on her elbows, "I didn't until I met you, but our sex is something that I've never felt before, and I can't get enough. I need something to hold me over."
Brandon smiled, "Well I'm glad I'm irresistible." He leaned forward kissing her, allowing his hand to find her breast and nipple, squeezing them softly and pinching her nipple, eliciting another moan from her.
Sarah pulled away, "Brandon, I need you to fuck me tonight. No making love, that can wait until tomorrow. Tonight, I need passionate, carnal sex."
Brandon couldn't help but laugh at Sarah as she tried to talk dirty, something she was terrible at. Even with the silliness, Brandon's cock was standing at attention, and Sarah had begun to stroke it again. Brandon put his hand on Sarah's sternum, gently pushing her off her elbows and onto her back. Raising up and lining the head of his cock up with her wet lips and said, "You're terrible at dirty talk, but I understand." Before Sarah could say anything in response, he guided his cock into her hot, wet pussy in a single thrust.
"Ohhhhhhhhh."
Brandon stayed still with their pelvises touching, adjusting to the warm, glove like feeling of Sarah's pussy enveloping his cock. With a sigh, Brandon said, "Much better."
"So much better."
Brandon began to thrust in and out of Sarah; first short strokes of only a couple inches, but as they established a rhythm, Brandon began to pull more of his cock out of Sarah before shoving it back in. Leaning over Sarah, he bent his head down, taking her left nipple into his mouth, sucking on the nipple, causing Sarah's moans to increase in both volume and frequency. He continued this for about 30 seconds before allowing her nipple to slip from his mouth. Brandon adjusted so that he was hovering Sarah and looking in her eyes. In an almost pleading voice, Sarah said, "Brandon, please fuck me."
"Anything for you." Brandon began to thrust again, this time much harder and faster. These actions caused Sarah to begin moaning again. Brandon allowed his body to come to rest on Sarah's, her hands wrapping around his back, digging her nails into his back as he continued to thrust. This continued for another minute or so when Sarah's hands gripped Brandon harder and she let out a scream. Brandon felt Sarah's pussy begin to contract and release around his cock, causing him to fight to hold back his own orgasm, not wanting to cum yet.
As Sarah's orgasm subsided, Brandon slowed his pace, allowing his approaching orgasm to dissipate. He picked his head up, kissing Sarah gently allowing her to catch her breath, and his feelings of orgasm to disappear. Breaking their kiss, Sarah asked, "Baby did you cum?"
"Not yet, about did when you did."
"Well, we can't have that."
"Oh, I know. You said you wanted fucked. Get on your knees."
Sarah smiled and Brandon pulled his cock out of Sarah's wet pussy and scooted back on the bed, allowing Sarah to sit up and before flipping over, she kissed him, stroked his wet cock once and exclaimed, "Damn I'm wet!"
Brandon laughed, "Yep, and we are going to take advantage of that. Grab the headboard."
Sarah turned around, reaching forward, and grabbing the headboard as Brandon had said. She spread her legs and felt the bed shift a bit as Brandon moved between her legs. She felt Brandon's hands slide up her sides and cup both of her breasts, causing her to let out a sigh. As his right hand left her breasts and felt the pressure on her slit that she craved. The next thought she had was accompanied by a moan as she felt a slight stretch and then a feeling fullness as Brandon's cock filled her fully. As he began to thrust, she felt his hand return to her breast and his lips on her neck.
Brandon cupped her breasts and kissed and nibbled on Sarah's neck, being careful to not leave any marks. With Sarah in the position that she was in, Brandon was able to hit every erogenous zone that Sarah really enjoyed, and they stayed this way for a minute or two causing her to moan and Brandon to grunt.
As enjoyable as this was for Sarah, she finally croaked out, "Brandon, bend me over please." Without a word, Brandon slowed for a moment and removed his hands from her breasts, shifting them to her hips. Sarah let go of the headboard and bent over at her waist, allowing her ass to move up in the air a bit. Once her hands were on the bed, Brandon resumed thrusting and with each one, Sarah felt a wave of pleasure course through her. Brandon kept thrusting in and out of Sarah, she felt his hands on her hips, pulling her against him with each thrust. She heard him moan and felt his cock swell against her walls and then pulse; within a second she felt the familiar warm flood as his cum coated her insides. With the warmth of Brandon flowing into her, Sarah moaned, "Oh god yess!!!!" as her own orgasm wracked her body.
As Sarah's orgasm washed over her and Brandon's subsided, he felt Sarah's pussy contracting, milking his cum for every bit of cum. As her orgasm subsided, Brandon bent over himself, resting his chest on Sarah's ass and back as they both caught their breath. They stayed still for a minute, just catching their breath and enjoying the feel of each other. It was Brandon who spoke first, "I supposed we can't sleep like this. I'll get you a towel."
As he slid out of Sarah, she collapsed onto her side and as Brandon moved off the bed, Sarah grabbed his hand, turning him back to her, "Stay, hold me."
Brandon got a concerned look on his face, "Okay. Everything okay?"
Sarah smiled, "I'm fine, I don't need a towel. I like feeling the cum inside me." Brandon climbed back into bed, pulling the covers down, then slipping underneath them with Sarah. Brandon scooted behind her, slipping his arm under her head, and his other around her waist, pulling her close. As he did, Sarah sighed, "Much better."
Brandon couldn't help but giggle, "That's the second time you've said that tonight, much different times though."
Sarah smiled and wiggled her butt back against Brandon's softening cock, "You're right, but we are still close." Sarah reached up, turning the lamp off, then settling back into Brandon's arms sighing in contentment. Brandon relished holding Sarah in his arms again, the last 6 weeks had been a little stressful, but holding her again, none of that mattered and every doubt he had about moving disappeared. That feeling was affirmed when Sarah said in her sleepy voice, "I can't wait to fall asleep with you every night."
Brandon smiled and responded, "Me either. I love you, Sarah." Brandon's comment was greeted by a noise that vaguely sounded like "I love you too," as Sarah drifted off to sleep. Brandon smiled, closed his eyes, and allowed sleep to take over.
*Chapter 7-Saturday*
Brandon woke the next morning alone in bed to the sound of the bedroom door opening, he sat up to find Sarah trying to sneak back in. Rubbing his eyes, seeing her fully dressed, he said, "What in the world are you doing up and dressed already, it's," looking at his phone, "930?"
Sarah laughed, "Unlike bums like you, I decided to go for a quick run."
It was then Brandon realized she was dressed for a run in her Brooks running shoes, a pair of blue and silver reflective Under Armour leggings, a Nike high neck sweater and an Ole Miss Headband. "I see that, it's February in New Jersey, only crazy people run outside this time of year."
Sarah laughed as she placed her phone on the dresser, "Thanks for putting my clothes away, I dunno how you didn't hear me fumbling to find them when I got up."
"Well, I was dead to the world, someone wore me out last night."
Sarah grinned, "I tried." Brandon scooted back against the headboard and watched as Sarah pulled her headband off, then crossing arms, reached down pulling her sweatshirt over her head, leaving her in her leggings and a matching navy UA sports bra.
"How in the hell do you get sexier and more beautiful no matter what, even when sweaty after working out. When I run or workout, I look like a drowned rat." Brandon scooted towards the end of the bed and reached for Sarah, but she jumped out of reach.
"I'm gross, and you keep your hands to yourself, I'm going to shower, then you can show me around the area."
Brandon laughed, "I thought you said you didn't want to do anything while you were here?"
"I didn't, but then I ran through downtown and there's lots of little shops that I want to check out."
Brandon rolled his eyes and laughed, "Fine, we can grab breakfast while we are out."
Sarah walked into the bathroom and just before she shut the door, peeled off her sports bra, giving Brandon the quickest peak of her breasts, blew him a kiss as he groaned and got out of bed himself.
*Saturday Afternoon*
Over the next 5 or 6 hours, Brandon showed Sarah around the town. They spent most of the day checking out antique shops and the small boutique shops. Basically, Brandon became Sarah's pack mule as she bought different outfits and some knick-knacky things that she wanted to use to decorate the new house. After throwing another 5 bags in the truck, Brandon looked at Sarah, "Are we done, I'm whipped?"
Sarah leaned up and kissed him on the cheek, "Yep, we are done! Thanks for humoring me today!" They climbed into the truck and Sarah leaned over, "I'll make it up to you after dinner."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah."
Sarah laughed, "I promise you'll love it. I've got something casual, but sexy for dinner."
"Oh really? I'll be the judge of that."
Sarah laughed again, "You've never turned me down, and I doubt you'll start now."
Brandon smiled and winked as he put the truck into gear, "Nah, I'll leave the turning down to you."
"Hey!" Sarah said with a gentle shove, "I think I've made it up to you."
"Brandon smiled, "I'm kidding, you never have to make up anything to me."
"Awwww, see this is why I'm dating you. You're sweet and sarcastic and never fail to make me laugh."
"I try. What time would you like to get dinner?"
"Well, you succeed. It's 3 now, it'll take me an hour or so to get ready, why don't we aim to leave around 430. We can make it an early night and just enjoy tonight since I leave tomorrow."
"Yeah, don't remind me of that last part. Since your outfit is a surprise and we are just going to Chilis, what should I wear? "
Sarah covered his hand on her leg with hers, "I know, I don't want to go either, but we will see each other in 3 weeks, then a month after that, then it's the final stretch before you move." Brandon nodded as Sarah continued, "As for your outfit, a pair of blue jeans and a nice button up will work. Maybe ditch the sneakers though."
"Sounds good to me, it'll be nice when we are together more than we are apart."
"That's for sure."
They pulled back into Brandon's apartment and Brandon carried everything Sarah had bought into the storage room on the ground floor. "You go ahead and start getting ready. I'll find some boxes to get this stuff shipped to your place."
"Thanks! Just text me before you come up to get ready, I don't want you seeing me until we leave."
"Gotcha."
Brandon bent over to start moving things from bags to boxes as Sarah walked towards the steps, "Hey Brandon."
Looking over his shoulder, "Yeah."
"Nice ass."
Brandon laughed and shook his head as Sarah made her way to the stairs with the exaggerated hip shake, he had seen on stage before.
——————
Around 4, Brandon texted Sarah, "I'm coming up to change is that fine."
Sarah responded, "Yep, I'm in the bathroom. I set your deodorant and a comb on your dresser, so you don't disturb me."
Brandon laughed and shook his head, making his way upstairs to his bedroom, where just as she said, he found his deodorant on the dress and the bathroom door shut, but he could hear Sarah singing along to the music from her phone.
Brandon stripped off the clothes he was wearing, pulling a clean pair of jeans out of the dresser and slipped them on. Applying some deodorant, he moved to his closet. After moving some things around in his closet, he pulled out a blue, white, and red plaid shirt that while giving the appearance of flannel was much lighter weight and a bit dressier. He topped the look off by finding a pair of blue socks and a pair of brown dress boots that he had had for years. As he finished getting ready, he yelled in at Sarah, "I'm finished and am heading downstairs"
From the bathroom he heard "Okay! I'll be down in a bit."
Brandon headed back downstairs, grabbed a glass of water, and settled on the couch. He turned it on and found some random Family Guy to watch. The mindless humor was what Brandon used to help wind down and he could just relax.
About 430, he heard the creak of the stairs, then the sound of heels clicking on the wooden treads. The first thing he saw was a pair of heeled brown riding boots, then above them, Sarah's lightly tanned legs. As she continued down the steps, the rest of her came into view; she was wearing a tan sweater dress that while fitted was not tight. It fell to just above mid-thigh, was long sleeved with a v-neck, and three buttons up the front holding the front together. Around her waist, she had put a brown belt on, giving her a waist and slightly accentuating her curves. Like always, around her neck was the necklace Brandon had bought her for Christmas. Aside from the outfit, instead of her normal loose curls, Sarah had straightened her hair, and other than pictures it was a first for Brandon.
Brandon stood up and stammered, "You look stunning, wow."
"Thanks, you don't look half bad yourself." As Sarah approached him, Brandon pulled her firmly against him and kissed her firmly, they kissed for a moment before Sarah pushed him away, "Calm down mister, we still need to eat dinner first."
"We can always stay home...."
"No, you promised me chicken crispers, let's go." Sarah squirmed out of Brandon's arms and walked towards the stairs with a groan, Brandon followed her. At the bottom of the steps, she reached for her coat, putting it on, then pulling a matching knit hat with a fuzzy ball on top out, then turned to Brandon, "All ready?"
Still in awe of her beauty, "Yeah, but god I don't deserve to be seen in public with you."
Sarah laughed, gave him a quick peck on the cheek, "Yes you do, now let's go."
It had gotten noticeably colder from when they had come in from shopping around 330. Sarah shivered a bit when she got into the truck, and even though Brandon had started it from inside, Sarah still had goosebumps on her legs as she shut the door and Brandon walked to his side.
With Brandon getting in, Sarah exclaimed, "Why is it so fucking cold?!"
Brandon laughed, "It's winter baby, it's probably going to snow tonight. If you'd wear more clothes, you could handle this."
Laying her southern accent on as thick as possible, "But I'm just a poor southern girl, trying to look good for her man."
Brandon Burst out laughing, "Now I know you're full of it."
Sarah smiled as Brandon put his hand on her thigh at the hem of her dress. "Keep your hand there, it's warm and my tushy is getting warm from the seat warmer."
"Tushy? Are you 5?" Sarah laughed and started to sing along to the radio with each song, pausing for a second as one of her songs came on. "You know, I don't really like this song."
"Really?"
"Yeah, it is the only song on the album Amanda, or I didn't write or have any real input in. The record company wanted one more to fill out the album and this was the one they chose."
"So, neither of you like it, and they released it as a single?"
"Dumb huh. Luckily it was the last one, so we don't have to sing it much, and we rewrote the contract for this upcoming album to where we get final say on the singles."
"Well, that's good." Brandon changed the channel and found a station they both liked. About 5 minutes later, they pulled into the Chilis' parking lot and Sarah started to bounce in her seat. Brandon looked over at her oddly, "You going to make it?"
"YES! I love this place."
"I can tell."
Sarah laughed, "I told you we used to eat here on special occasions, and it was a piece of home when I was at school. Now we always eat at smaller places on tour."
Brandon nodded, "Well hopefully we can enjoy dinner in peace. We came to this one because I don't think any students work here."
"Awww, look at you thinking of everything."
Brandon laughed and opened his door getting out of the truck as Sarah did the same. They walked into the restaurant and gave the waitress Brandon's name and sat down in the corner to wait. As they chatted, Sarah's watch buzzed with a text, looking down at it, she swiped it off the screen. "Everything okay?" Brandon asked.
"I dunno, it was Morgan, she can wait. Tonight, I'm all yours."
"It's fine, you can check a text message, I'm not going to be offended."



"Nope, it can wait." She leaned over and kissed Brandon softly.
As his hand came to rest on her thigh, just above her knee, they were interrupted by the hostess telling them their table was ready. They followed her towards the back of the restaurant. Sarah took her jacket off, handing it to Brandon as she slid into the booth. Brandon tossed her jacket into the booth, shed his own, then slid into the booth himself.
Shortly after sitting, their waitress came and introduced herself taking their orders. The next hour seemed to fly by as they chatted and ate. Brandon spent most of the meal laughing as Sarah savored every bite of her meal, sharing stories with Brandon about the different trips they had made to Biloxi growing up for different things. A couple of times during the meal, Sarah's watch would buzz, she'd glance at it for a moment, then turn her focus back to Brandon.
After Brandon paid the bill, they stood and made their way back towards the entrance when Sarah's watch buzzed again, this time with a call, not a text. Looking at it, she rolled her eyes, "Morgan again."
Brandon laughed, "She's being pretty damn persistent tonight, maybe you should answer."
Sarah rolled her eyes again, "I will when we get outside, I think taking calls in a restaurant is so tacky." Brandon laughed, holding the door open as Sarah pulled her phone from her purse. Finding it, she swiped then placed the phone to her ear, "Morgan, this better be important, Brandon and I are just wrapping up dinner and I have bad things to do to him tonight.
Brandon's eyes got big, eliciting a grin from Sarah. As they neared the truck, Sarah stopped suddenly, "Morgan slow down, say that again."
Brandon looked at Sarah concerned, "Everything okay?"
Sarah just quickly held out her hand with a finger up, and before Brandon could really react, she let out a scream.
*Chapter 8*
"Sarah, what's wrong?!"
"Oh my god, oh my god, I can believe this."
Brandon rushed to Sarah and put his hands on her shoulders, noticing the tears on her face, "Baby, what's wrong?" He tried to take the phone to say something to Morgan, Sarah pulled away and smiled walked towards the truck, leaving Brandon confused.
Sarah continued her conversation with Morgan then hung up the phone. "Get in the truck and I'll explain everything."
Brandon opened Sarah's door, before she climbed in kissing him passionately and then climbing in. Brandon shut her door, then walked around to his side, shutting the door, then starting the truck and finally saying, "What in the world is going on?"
Sarah stopped texting and looked at Brandon, smiled and exclaimed, "We're going to perform with Dolly Parton!!!!!"
"Like the Dolly Parton?"
"Yes silly, the Dolly Parton. They are doing a mashup of her hits at the ACMs to celebrate getting inducted into the Rock n' Roll Hall of Fame and we are going to sing 9 to 5 with her!"
"That's awesome baby!!!!" They hugged across the console of the truck and then shared a brief kiss.
Sarah let go first, "Oh my god, I have to tell my parents!!!" Brandon laughed and put the truck in gear, backing out of the spot as Sarah called her parents. The 20-minute drive back to Brandon's apartment was quiet except for Sarah calling different people and telling them the news.
Brandon couldn't help but smile, he had seen Sarah excited before, but knowing that she was going to be singing with one of her idols brought out an entire new level of happiness and excitement in her. As they finally pulled back into his apartment, Sarah hung up her phone and smiled at him. He smiled back "I'm stoked for you; this will be awesome to see."
"I can't wait!!! People have always said that she is so sweet, and I can't wait to meet her. I got books from her Imagination Library program when I was a kid, and it caused me to love reading, I've always wanted to thank her for that!"
"I did too! You'll have to thank her for me too."
Sarah laughed, "You can thank her yourself; we will do a rehearsal and sound check on Saturday afternoon after you get in. You can come and watch then thank her."
"Really? I wouldn't be intruding?"
"Nope, these types of things are family affairs a lot of times." Brandon smiled and Sarah looked at her phone, turning it off. "Now, enough about this. It's Valentine's Day, I'm with you and we are going to celebrate. How about we head inside...unless you want me right here?"
Brandon laughed, "While that is hot, it's too cold."
Speaking softly and seductively, Sarah reached under her dress and lifted her ass, slipping a dark pink thong down her legs, "Yes, but the truck is warm, and I can just slip my dress up a bit to give you access. A little like this." Sarah shimmied her hips and allowed her dress to ride up.
Brandon could feel his cock hardening but grabbed her dress hem just before he got a glimpse of her pussy, "You're right we could, but you are not quiet, which I love, so this doesn't work."
A sly grin appeared on Sarah's face, "You're right, let's go."
They both hurriedly exited the truck, practically running to the door. Brandon opened it and shoved Sarah inside. Shutting the door behind them, they both shed their coats, Brandon kicked his shoes off and Sarah unzipped her boots, leaving them with Brandon's shoes before turning and moving towards the steps.
Sarah jogged up the steps with Brandon close on her heels, giving her a gentle slap on her ass, causing her to giggle. As they crested the steps, Brandon grabbed Sarah, spinning her around and taking her in his arms, kissing her passionately. They stood at the top of the step making out, allowing their hands to wander over each other's bodies, causing moans to escape between kisses with each touch or squeeze.
Brandon pulled away, moving his lips to her neck and jaw, kissing, and nibbling as he made his way to her ear. Sarah tilted her head back and with a soft moan, allowed Brandon more access. Brandon began to move down her neck to her exposed collarbone, trailing soft but passionate kisses along her skin. Between moans Sarah said, "Couch?"
"Mmhmm," said Brandon with only a slight pause in his kissing.
They moved as one to the couch where Sarah pushed Brandon away, "Sit."
Brandon sat on the couch and watched as Sarah pulled her socks off, then undid the buckle of the belt, dropping it on the floor with her socks. With no belt, the dress was slightly looser, "There, now I can move a little better."
Brandon simply nodded, causing Sarah to grin, step towards him, then placing her legs on either side of him, knelt until she was in his lap. Brandon smiled, "Why hello."
"Hey to you too, now where were we?"
Brandon wrapped his arms around her and resumed his kisses on her jaw, the nibbles on her ear, before moving back to her collarbone and working his way to the exposed skin at the base of her neck. With her on his lap, Brandon could kiss to the edge of her dress held together by the buttons, which he greedily took advantage of. As he neared the button, Sarah groaned and ground herself into Brandon. Teasing her a bit, he worked back up the other side of her neckline before kissing her lips.
After allowing their lips and tongues to play for a moment, Brandon began to fumble with the three large buttons on the dress, causing Sarah to pull away for a moment, "Let me."
Brandon leaned back so he was resting against the couch back and Sarah began to unbutton the buttons of her dress. As she got the second one undone, Brandon could see a bra that matched the panties that were either still in his truck or on the floor downstairs. As the final button was undone, Sarah's toned midriff came into view. With a smile, Sarah pulled on the now open dress, allowing it to slip off her shoulders and with a quick pull of her arms, the dress pooled at her waist. "Better?"
"Almost, lose the bra."
Sarah bit her lip, reached behind her back and unclasped the 2 hooks, then with a shrug of her shoulders allowed her bra to slip to the ends of her arms where she slipped it off and added it to the pile of clothes that was steadily growing on the floor. "Better?"
"Much." Brandon sat up and began to kiss all of the newly exposed skin that he could reach. As he kissed Sarah's chest and breast, he was careful to avoid her nipples. The attention was causing Sarah to moan and grind herself into Brandon. This went on for another minute or so and Sarah began to run her hands along Brandon's chest, trying to get at the buttons of his shirt. Just as she got the first one undone, Brandon sucked her nipple into his mouth, causing her to lose focus on his shirt as she threw her head back and let out a long moan.
"Stop, you're overdressed."
Brandon allowed her nipple to slip from his mouth, "Huh? I'm a bit distracted."
Sarah shoved him back and leaned forward, undoing the buttons on his shirt the rest of the way as his hands roamed over her ass, giving it gentle squeezes. As the last button came undone, she pushed it off his shoulders, exposing his bare chest. It was now Sarah's turn to kiss newly exposed skin, but instead of just kissing what she could reach, she slowly trailed her kisses down his body until she was on her knees in front of him, fumbling with his belt and then button and zipper, before pulling his jeans and boxers down together in one pull. With his pants around his ankles, she scooted back removing them, once again adding to the pile on the floor.
"You treated me last night to great oral, now it's your turn to be treated.
Before Brandon could say anything, Sarah had taken his balls in her hand and began to softly roll them in her hand, while kissing his hard cock. After kissing it for a few moments, she kissed the soft head, opened her lips and took the head into her mouth and began to work the shaft. For the next 5 minutes, Sarah gradually increased her pace as Brandon's moans increased. She made sure to run her tongue along the underside of his cock like she knew he liked. Feeling the cock between her lips not only turned Brandon on but turned her on knowing that she was pleasuring him.
Brandon began to slightly thrust upwards, causing Sarah to slightly grin, knowing that she was getting Brandon so turned on, he was making involuntary motions. With the next thrust of his hips, Sarah opened her mouth and with a slight tilt of her head allowed Brandon's cock to slip deeper into her mouth and throat. As she began to salivate more, Brandon let out a deep moan that was only increased as Sarah gave his balls a slight squeeze and moved her lips back up his now wet cock. As she neared the head again, Sarah glanced up to see Brandon's head tilted back and his eyes half open.
Sarah allowed the cock to slip from her mouth, causing Brandon to look at her as she stood up, "You give great head babe."
She chuckled, "I can do more than just sing with my mouth. Now, let's see what else I can do." She stepped forward, straddled Brandon's legs, hiked her dress up around her waist, and after grasping his soaking cock with her hand, lowered herself onto him. "Oh yes," she let out as she felt Brandon's stretch and fill her completely. As she bottomed out, Brandon sat up, wrapping his arms around her, and kissing her passionately. As they continued to kiss, Sarah began to make subtle movements with her hips, finding the exact right position where his cock was sliding in and out a bit, but where her clit was grinding against his pelvis.
As Sarah continued to grind, Brandon allowed her lips to slip from his and he began to kiss the exposed skin of her neck, chest and eventually made his way to her breasts. He eagerly kissed and nibbled on then, causing Sarah to moan and increase the intensity in which she rode him. This continued for another minute or so, but came to a climatic end for Sarah the moment Brandon took her nipple into his mouth and squeezed her ass. The feeling of his lips and teeth on her sensitive nipples caused Sarah's orgasm to hit her like a train. She slammed herself down on his cock, threw her head back and let out a long moan as her pussy began contracting around Brandon, trying to coax his cum into her. The contractions lasted for at least 15 or 20 seconds as her orgasm washed over her.
As the contractions slowed, Sarah collapsed against Brandon, taking deep breaths and with a slight shiver Sarah said, "Wow, that was amazing."
Brandon kissed her neck, then said, "We aren't finished yet. Let's go upstairs."
As Sarah climbed off Brandon, she shivered again as she was left feeling empty. She staggered back a bit as she regained her equilibrium. Brandon stood up and gathered their pile of clothes and then laughed at Sarah, to which she said with a giggle, "What?"
Brandon smiled back and pointed at her dress, "Your dress stayed on, and It piled around your waist, it's kinda hot."
Sarah blushed a bit, "Well we can fix that, let's go." As she finished her statement, she shimmied her hips and with a little help from her hands, Sarah's dress joined the rest of their clothes on the floor. "Leave those, come on."
Brandon dropped the rest of the clothes and followed Sarah up the stairs and into the bedroom. Sarah jumped onto the bed, sliding up to the headboard, spread her legs and gave Brandon the "Come here" finger motion. He climbed onto the bed, crawled between her legs, lay his cock at her opening and looking into her eyes said, "Yes baby?"
Without saying anything Sarah kissed him and took his cock in her hand, pulling him gently towards her, and with a shift of his hips, sinking his cock into her waiting pussy. With slow, deliberate thrusts, Brandon began to slide in and out of Sarah, causing her to begin moaning again and Brandon to let out signs, then grunts. With slow, long, and deep thrusts Brandon made love to Sarah, dropping his body to where his lips crashed into hers, kissing her passionately.
Sarah welcomed his lips and tongue gladly, nibbling on his bottom lip between moans. She wrapped her arms around him, her nails beginning to dig into his back as his thrusts sped up. Brandon's breathing began to become more labored, as his pace continued, feeling Sarah's wetness envelop him, her nails on his bare back and then her legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper with each thrust. He was able to maintain the movements for another 30 seconds or so when he felt his balls clench and his orgasm started. With a groan he felt his cum surge from his cock and begin filling Sarah.
Sarah relished the feeling of Brandon's thrusts and then moaned herself as she felt the familiar warmth begin to fill her, causing her to orgasm herself. Brandon maintained subtle thrusts as Sarah's pussy contracted around him; together they deposited every bit of Brandon's cum into Sarah's waiting body.
As their orgasms subsided, Brandon lay on Sarah's and they spent the next couple of minutes softly kissing and cuddling, their sweaty bodies sticking to each other. As Brandon's cock began to soften, he rolled off Sarah, but pulled her close to rest her head on his chest. "I love you."
Looking up at him and smiling, then reaching down to pull the blankets up onto them, "I love you too."
They lay in silence for a few moments when Sarah finally spoke, "Holy shit, I'm going to sing with Dolly Parton."
Brandon laughed, "Yes you are, how will it work out?"
"Morgan said we would talk on Monday, but I figured it will involve us singing a verse, her singing a verse then the chorus together."
Brandon nodded, "That makes sense. I need to get a tux rented."
"You don't need to worry about a tie, and you can just get some nice jeans and boots and top it with a dress shirt and a jacket."
"What about cowboy hat?"
Sarah lifted her head and laughed, "Ummmm, I don't think so, just get a haircut."
Feigning insult, "Oh come on, I could look like a young George Strait."
Sarah laughed again and turned the light off "Babe, you're hot, but you're no King George."
Brandon couldn't help but laugh this time, "You're right, but I could try."
Leaving her head on his chest, Sarah smiled, "You're just fine the way you are, goodnight baby."
*Chapter 9-Sunday*
Brandon awoke first, finding that Sarah had rolled over in the night and was now sprawled on the other side of the bed. Brandon chuckled, then climbed out of bed as quietly and softly as he could. Glancing back, he saw that his movement hadn't disturbed Sarah who was breathing softly without moving. He quickly hopped in the shower, put on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt, and exited the bathroom to find Sarah still in the same place. He headed downstairs, turned on the coffee pot, then shifted to the living room where he turned the TV on for some background noise.
Pulling out the cast iron skillet he had since he learned to cook in Boy Scouts, he scooped a glob of bacon grease in and let it melt before dumping in a pound of bacon. As the bacon began to sizzle, Brandon poured himself a cup of coffee and leaned back against the counter, absentmindedly watching the score updates from the previous night's basketball games as he sipped the coffee, his mind began to wander, "Waking up next to Sarah is nice. Spending all this time together is nice. Moving in together is going to be just fine. I wonder if she has thought about marriage."
With the last thought, he choked on his coffee. Coughing and then wiping his mouth, his thoughts flooded back, "Holy shit, that's a new one. She talks about the future all the time; I assume she wants to get married. Maybe that is something we should talk about as we get closer to moving in together. God you're a fucking loon Brandon." His thoughts were interrupted as he heard the creak of the stairs, and he looked over his shoulder to see Sarah's bare legs appearing on the bottom few steps.
He reached into the cabinet and grabbed a mug, pouring Sarah a cup of coffee and dumping a splash of creamer in it as she walked into the kitchen. "Good morning baby."
"Morning to you too," Brandon responded as he turned to hand her the mug. When he got turned around, he about dropped the mug though, standing in front of him was Sarah wearing nothing that he could see but his dress shirt from the night before. She had rolled the sleeves up, the top 3 buttons were undone, and the shirt fell to her mid-thigh all around. He stumbled over his words, but eventually got out, "Wow, you look SO much better in that than I do."
Sarah grinned and took a sip of her coffee then said, "It's kinda cliche, but it looked comfy, and I didn't want to look for anything else to wear."
"Well, you look stunning. Now sit and I'll make the eggs and we can eat."
Brandon filled their plates and carried them over to the small table where Sarah was sitting, reading something on her phone. As Brandon set the plate down, Sarah took a big sniff and hummed, "Yummmm."
Brandon laughed, "You haven't tasted it yet, now dig in."
They spent the next 20 minutes eating breakfast and getting the day squared away. Sarah had to be at the airport at noon for her 1:30 flight, giving them about 4 hours before they had to leave. Once the day was figured out, the conversation shifted to the ACM trip in a few weeks and then onto the house and everything that revolved around the move and Sarah closing. As they finished eating, Sarah stood and picked up their plates heading towards the kitchen.
Brandon tried to stop her, "I can do the dishes, you did them the other night."
"Nope, you cooked, I'll clean."
"Come on, let me do it, you're my guest."
Sarah scoffed, "Guest? We are going to be living together in 4 months, no more of that shit."
Brandon smiled, "How about we do it together? I'll wash, you dry?"
"That I can deal with."
They made their way back into the kitchen where Brandon filled both sinks with water, adding soap to the one, "I have a dishwasher, but with only a couple of plates and stuff, it's easier to do by hand."



Sarah nodded and started to dry, and Brandon slipped plates into the rinse water. They made small talk like you would expect any couple to do, Brandon talking about work and the team while Sarah listened and interjected her thoughts on occasion. As Sarah finished drying the last of the dishes, Brandon wiped the table down then walked back to the kitchen where with a wet hand, he gave Sarah a slap on her ass.
Sarah whipped around, "Hey!"
With a smirk Brandon said, "Don't pretend you don't like it."
"Oh, I do, but when all that I'm wearing is this shirt, the water soaks through fast."
Brandon wiped his hands on his sweats, drying them, and then reached out, pulling Sarah firmly against him, "Is that so?"
"Oh yeah, straight through to the skin..." Sarah allowed her sentence to trail off as she leaned up and into Brandon, kissing him passionately as she felt his hands trace down her back before coming to rest on her ass which he squeezed firmly. That squeeze and the feel of his growing cock against her stomach caused her to moan into their kiss.
As they kissed, Sarah felt herself lifted and with a squeal found herself sitting on the counter beside the sink. They continued kissing as their bodies pressed together, Sarah dropped her hands from Brandon's back to his waist, trying to work her hands inside his sweats. Feeling the pawing, Brandon moved back slightly, allowing Sarah's hands to slip into his pants and grasp his hard cock, and with a groan, Sarah took his cock into hands, beginning to stroke it.
Brandon groaned again, tossing his head back as Sarah stroked his cock, beginning to increase her speed. Brandon pulled Sarah to the edge of the counter, causing her to let go of his cock and smile, "Take me right here."
"Gladly," Brandon replied through ragged breaths.
Sarah pushed the shirt she was wearing up, exposing her naked, glistening pussy, Brandon pulled his own shirt up, Sarah grabbed his cock and guided it into her pussy. Wrapping her legs around him, Sarah pulled him against them until their pelvises met and Brandon's knees hit the cabinet. Brandon let out a groan and rested his head against Sarah's.
"Are you okay?"
Brandon laughed a bit, "Yeah, talk about pleasure and pain, I kneed the cabinet."
Sarah clutched Brandon's head, "Oh baby, I'm so sorry!"
Brandon laughed, "It's fine, totally worth it." He shuffled his feet back and pulled his hips back before pushing back into Sarah. He mumbled, "totally worth it."
He repeated the motion with his hips and over the next minute or so, they adjusted to get the maximum movement and pleasure. Once they established a rhythm, Brandon was able to pull out about 2 inches before thrusting back in. It wasn't much, but the angle was perfect; because of the upward motion, Brandon was able to hit the top of her vagina, giving her G-spot a bit of stimulation. As they continued, Sarah threw her head back moaning, allowing Brandon access to her neck.
Like the night before, as he thrusted, he kissed and nibbled on any exposed skin on her neck and collarbone. Sarah continued to moan and pull Brandon into her with her legs. There movements continued for a few minutes, both moaning and grunting, Sarah letting out the occasional "Fuck," or "Oh god." Brandon began to feel his orgasm approaching and when he tried to slow down, Sarah kept pulling him into her.
With a ragged breath, Brandon said, "I'm close."
Sarah tilted her head up and bit her lip, shaking her head to tell Brandon it was okay. Knowing she hadn't cum yet, Brandon tried to hold off for as long as possible but feeling Sarah's tight pussy gripping his cock and her moaning in his ear sent him over the edge. As he pushed into her, he felt his balls clench and his cock contract as he began to cum. With a groan, Brandon emptied his cum deep inside of Sarah.
Usually, Sarah's orgasm was set off as she felt Brandon's cum splash inside of her, but this time, it just made her hornier. As Brandon leaned against her, Sarah ground her pelvis against him, and while pleasurable, it wasn't quite enough. She could feel him softening inside of her and after another minute or two of him catching his breath, she felt his cock slip from her. With a concerned look, he looked at her, "You didn't cum..."
Sarah smiled, "No but it still felt amazing."
"Okay, but you didn't cum. Was I not doing something right?"
"You did everything right, I just didn't cum. It's kinda a compliment." Brandon suddenly felt self-conscious, a feeling he hadn't felt in a very long time, but before he could speak again, Sarah as if reading his mind almost said, "Don't feel bad. I was almost there, and when you came, I got even hornier, I just needed a bit longer, but I was just too hot for you this morning."
She kissed him and he broke away saying, "Are you sure?"
She grinned and as an idea came to her, she said, "I am positive. I have an idea though. It's a little out of my comfort zone, can I try?" Brandon looked at her quizzingly as she continued, "Grab a chair and sit in front of me."
Brandon nodded and scooted back grabbing a chair from the table and moved it to where he was sitting right in front of Sarah, staring directly at her pussy. Brandon, still confused, said, "Okay, now what?"
Sarah grinned and didn't say a word, but instead lifted her left leg to the counter, exposing herself even more. She turned slightly pink before saying, "I've never done anything like this and never let anyone see me do this..."
"Do what?"
Without a word, Sarah dropped her hand to her pussy, spread her lips and traced her middle up her slit, trailing a mixture of her wetness and Brandon's cum with it. Brandon took a deep breath and watched as Sarah continued to slowly touch her pussy. The soft and gentle movements caused Sarah to softly moan, but without warning, she plunged her finger into her pussy, causing her to take a deep breath and let out a long moan as she pumped her finger a couple times.
Brandon muttered, "Wow." He was always amazed with how beautiful Sarah could look in whatever situation she was in but seeing her pleasure herself was a whole other level of beauty.
Sarah grinned and used her now wet finger to circle her clit, causing her to moan again. She briefly removed her finger from her clit, placing it into her mouth and sucking the mixture of her and Brandon's juices off. Removing her finger, "We taste so good together." Brandon was speechless as Sarah returned her finger to her clit, slowly circling it again. She paused briefly after a couple of circles and said, "I'm going to make myself cum, enjoy baby."
Brandon just nodded and Sarah began to rub her clit, slowly increasing her pace. Within a minute or so, Sarah's leg began to shake, and her moans got more frequent. Brandon could see her pussy become wetter and without thinking, he found himself standing up and closing the gap between him and Sarah. Seeing her pussy quiver with each moan left Brandon almost entranced, allowing him to see Sarah at a whole new level.
Sarah was focused on the tingling beginning to course through her body and with her eyes closed, she didn't realize Brandon getting closer. Her focus was interrupted as she felt a hand touch her soaked pussy. Her eyes shot open and found Brandon standing in front of her with two fingers slipping into her pussy, causing her to let out a long moan. As his fingers got to the last knuckle, Sarah was able to ask, "What are you doing?"
"Can I help? "
"Please." Sarah moved her hands to the buttons of the shirt, unbuttoning them until her breasts were exposed. "Please finger me."
"I'll do whatever you want me to."
Brandon began to work his fingers in and out of Sarah as she went back to rubbing her clit. Her wetness, combined with his cum was a feeling Brandon had never felt before, but all of the feelings of his cum, touch, and her fingers on her clit seemed to really be working for Sarah. Her moans were becoming louder, her leg was shaking a bit, and her ass was beginning to rock on the counter.
Brandon just kept up his pace and motion, watching Sarah's face contorted in pleasure, her neck and then breasts becoming flushed as they heaved with her moans. This went on for about a minute or so, and just as his arm was starting to feel the strain, Sarah's eyes shot open and with a long moan Brandon felt her pussy clamp on his fingers and then begin contracting as her orgasm washed over her. Brandon kept his motion up and looked down just as his hand became flooded with liquid, and the liquid began to mix with his leftover cum that was being forced out by her contractions.
Sarah rode her orgasm, probably the most intense orgasm she had ever felt; as it subsided, she looked at Brand, taking his face in her hands and pulling him violently into a kiss. They kissed for a few seconds before she pulled him away, "God, I love you! That was amazing!"
Brandon smiled, "Thanks for letting me help. I think you squirted a bit."
"What!? I've never done that!" Looking down she could see Brandon's fingers still inside of her, but clearly his hand and forearm were very wet. She covered her mouth with her hands in shock, "I think you're right."
Brandon slowly withdrew his fingers and smiled, "We cleaned one mess up, made another one, want to go shower before we clean this one up?"
Sarah laughed, slid off the counter and said, "That sounds perfect."
*Chapter 10*
After their shower and cleaning up the kitchen, the two lovers spent the rest of the morning lazing on the couch watching mindless TV, both trying to put off the fact that 2pm was getting closer. After lunch, they both faced the inevitable, but it was Sarah who spoke first, "I don't want to leave."
"I don't want you to leave either. I like this place, but having you hear the past few days has made it much warmer and home-like."
"Is this what it's going to be like when we live together?"
"I hope so, everything just feels right with you. I can't wait to move in with you and start the next chapter of mine, well our lives together. I hope I'm not being forward, but Sarah I want to make our house in Nashville a home with you, for however long you'll have me." Realizing what he had just said, and seeing Sarah's silence, Brandon felt his stomach drop
Sarah felt like a lightning bolt had just shot through her. She didn't know what to say and just stood there dumbfounded for a minute. When her brain came back online, the first thought was, "Holy shit, is he going to propose to me?" That one was followed up with, "I guess I have the answer of our future."
Brandon finally broke the silence, "Sarah says something please."
She snapped back to reality and asked, "Are you proposing to me?"
"N Nooo, not today."
Sarah smiled and stepped towards Brandon, wrapping her arms around his neck, "Well know that when you do, don't forget I'm an old-fashioned southern girl, you have to ask daddy first."
Feeling relief wash over him, he leaned in kissing her passionately then just holding her against him, enjoying their last few moments together before heading to the airport. After what seemed like a minute which after looking at the clock turned out to be more like 5, Sarah sighed, "Well, I guess we better get going."
"Yeah...this sucks."
"Yeah, but three weeks from now we will be in Vegas, even if it's just a short trip."
Brandon released Sarah and picked up her suitcase, "Yeah, too short."
Sarah smiled, "I promise, it'll be fun. You're going to love my dresses."
Brandon laughed, "If it is anything like New Years, I'm sure I will."
"Well remember I have to perform, so no commando."
Brandon laughed and swatted her ass as they made their way to the truck, "Well what about the other one?"
Sarah glanced over her shoulder and winked, "You'll just have to wait and see."
Brandon groaned, causing Sarah to laugh, "You're gonna be the death of me."
As he climbed in the truck, she leaned across the console, "Yeah, but it'd be a hell of a way to go."
Brandon laughed, placed his hand on her leg and headed towards the airport.
The drive was quiet, but a comfortable one. They were falling into a comfortable rhythm that was working for the long-distance situation they were in. As they neared the airport, a sign flashed that the short-term lot was closed and drop offs were the only option. Sarah sighed, "Well so much for a real goodbye kiss."
"Stupid construction." Brandon grumbled.
As they pulled up outside the entrance, Brandon's saw a spot on the curb, so he whipped his truck into the space and threw it in park. Sarah grabbed her beanie and sunglasses, while Brandon grabbed her suitcase from the backseat. They met on the curb where Sarah embraced him again, giving him a soft kiss on the lips, "I love you, Brandon."
"I love you too."
They kissed softly again, and Sarah leaned up into Brandon's ear and whispered, "Sarah Baker has a nice ring to it." Brandon coughed and about dropped Sarah who was standing on her tiptoes. Sarah laughed, "Just wanted you to know I'm serious. Now let me go before they call a tow truck."
Brandon smiled and kissed her again, "Text me when you board and land."
Calling over her shoulder, "I always do!"
Brandon smiled and climbed in his truck and thought to himself, "Sarah Baker, I would be Mr. Sarah Baker." He laughed and after watching Sarah walk into the terminal, put the truck in drive and headed to the grocery store to get things for the week.
*Chapter 11-One week later, Nashville*
The intercom buzzed, "Mr. Spencer, the call you requested has come through, would you like it transferred in?"
"Yes, please Jenny." A moment later the phone rang, the man picked it up, "Hello."
"Hello, is this Jake Spencer? I received a call and was asked to call you back."
"Yes, is this Jessica Downey?"
"Yes, what can I do for you Mr. Spencer?"
"Look, I'm going to get straight to the point, how do you know Brandon Baker?"
"Brandon, I dated him all through high school. We broke up when he went to college. How do you know Brandon? Do you work for his bitch girlfriend?"
Jake laughed, "Not in the least, I dated her publicist and personal assistant for a while, and he screwed that up."
"That slut Morgan? He always swore nothing was going on between them, but whenever he came home, he would talk about her a bunch."
"Well, put it this way, I don't think anything went on, but she chose him over me, and that doesn't sit well with me. Is it true there was a little scuffle between you and Ms. Bixby?"
"Yes, she punched me after a football game around Thanksgiving."
"Sarah Bixby punched you?!"
"Yeah, the dumb bitch cold cocked me after I confronted Brandon about his refusal to move back home so he and I could work out our differences."
Jake sat quietly thinking for a moment realizing this Jessica Downey was batshit crazy, but he could work with it, "Ms. Downey, I heard that something had happened, and you just confirmed it which I appreciate."
"Mr. Spencer, why did you call, it couldn't be just because you heard a rumor and wanted to see if it was true?"
Jake laughed, "No No, not like that. I think we could help each other out, Mr. Baker needs to learn his place. Would it be alright if I sent some people to speak with you in person about your relationship with Mr. Baker and what went on at the game?"
"I guess that would be fine, Mr. Spencer, what do you do exactly?"
"I run a company here in Nashville for my father. It works with many of the record labels, and we just want to make sure we are making good decisions."
"Oh, okay."
"Ms. Downey, thank you for returning my call, I have a meeting I must run to, but my secretary Jenny will get some basic details and then we will be in touch. Thank you and I look forward to speaking with you soon, have a great rest of your day."
Jake transferred the call back into his secretary, hung up the phone and jotted down a few notes. As he gathered his things to head to his meeting, he thought to himself, "This may be just what I need to knock that damn band down a peg or two and show that fucking teacher where is place in society really is."
***Thank you all for reading the latest installment! As always, I appreciate comments and feedback. I suffered a bit of writer's block working on this, I had a very rough idea, but the specifics and the dialogue was a bit of a challenge. There will be another few installments, each focusing on specific events, such as the awards in Vegas and the drama at the end of this one, the trip mentioned to the beach in installment 3, and then culminating with Brandon's move to Nashville. Please be patient with the holidays and other things in my life. Thanks again for reading!!"
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*I want to thank everyone who has followed me and who seem to enjoy the stories of my life, especially with my girlfriend Abi and my "Trip in the Fall" series. As I finished the proofing and editing on the latest installment of the" Fall" series, the following true story happened involving Abi and I. She asked me to write it down to share here and for her to read while she is away on business as always comments and feedback on my writing are appreciated. I hope you enjoy and have a happy holiday season! *
According to social media and the media in general, I was the worst significant other ever last Christmas, I bought my girlfriend Abi a Peleton bike. Now in my defense she did ask for it. Since Abi and I met and started dating a little over a year ago, she has taken an interest in exercising. It started out with running and occasionally accompanying me to the gym and doing a little bit of lifting. It has now progressed to lifting and a couple of group classes. She had been going to a cycling class and fell in love with it, but the old guy who taught it broke his hip and the class was canceled. So, after seeing advertisements and such, we decided to get her one and she has started to use it religiously in the mornings before she goes to work. That purchase while making her incredibly happy and making her already sexy body, a toned sexy body which is what led to this story.
The Friday before Christmas, with school having just finished up on Thursdays for the holidays, I slept in. Considering our staff Christmas party was scheduled for later that evening, I figured the extra couple hours of sleep would pay off. I felt Abi get out of bed around 7 and felt my dog Cooper hop in bed around 730 telling me that Abi was done eating breakfast and getting ready for her work out. Around 830, I got out of bed and made my way downstairs. I let Cooper out again and could hear Abi huffing away on her Peleton in our spare room that is a catch-all for stuff and has become her dedicated workout room.
I sat down in our kitchen eating breakfast and about 15 minutes later, I heard the instructor on the Peleton end the workout and a moment later Abi came walking into the kitchen. She was covered in sweat like normal and was wearing a pair of black Peleton shorts that fell to above mid-thigh and a bright pink sports bra. I turned and smiled at her, "Good morning baby, how was your workout?"
She smiled back and gave me a soft peck on the lips, "It was good, I'm a bit tight from leg day yesterday."
I got up and put my bowl in the dishwasher and let Cooper back in as Abi set her water bottle down and filled a coffee mug, "I can stretch you out if you want?"
Abi turned and laughed, "I know what you're stretching out will entail, so no thank you."
I laughed and gave her ass a squeeze, "You didn't complain last night."
She turned and kissed me again, "You're right and I never will. Now, I'm going to go soak in the hot tub, then I will take a massage."
"Ooo, now that could work." I could feel my cock starting to harden in my shorts.
As I started to follow Abi towards our back deck which houses our hot tub, she turned to me, "Nope, you're not invited, I want to relax."
"But..."
Before I could say anything, else Abi cut me off, "No buts about it, I'm gonna enjoy the cool morning and my coffee, you can finish cleaning the kitchen and run the vacuum."
I fake whined, "But it's my first day of break."
Abi stopped and turned to me, crossed her arms and peeled her sports bra off, allowing her perky breasts to subtly drop, then pushed her shorts to the floor, grabbed a towel and said, "Clean the house up then we can relax all weekend." With that she turned, shook her ass slightly and headed out onto our deck to the hot tub. I grunted softly but turned around to do as she had said.
I spent the next 45 minutes cleaning the kitchen up from Abi's baking the night before and ran the vacuum, much to Cooper's anguish. Just as I was wrapping up, Abi walked back into the house, wrapped in a towel. I shut the vacuum off and smiled, "Feel better?"
Abi sighed, "Yes, the warm water definitely loosened some things up."
"Well good, what time do you have to be at work?"
"Erin got back from that conference late last night, so we are opening the office at 11. I told her I'd be in around 10:30."
Looking at the clock, seeing it was 9:30, I said, "Oh, well we have some time."
Picking up on what I was hinting at, Abi grinned, "Calm down there big boy, none of that now, but you can give me a massage before I shower." I grumbled, but as Abi walked towards our bedroom she turned, "Are you coming or not?" She dropped the towel and just as she rounded the corner, I got a glimpse of her naked and taunt ass.
I got a drink of water and followed her upstairs. When I walked into our bedroom, I found Abi laying on her stomach, looking at something on her phone. She turned and smiled at me, laid her phone down and said, "If you could work on my legs, that would be great."
I climbed onto the bed and sat down at her feet, taking one in my hand and began to rub. Working my fingers into the soles and her heels, causing her to groan as tension began to release. After a couple of minutes on her feet, I rose up onto my knees, squirted some hand lotion onto my hands, and started working up her legs. I worked her calves, starting from her Achilles' tendon and working towards her knees. Just like her feet, Abi groaned, but as I neared her knees, she began to shift and parted her legs a bit allowing me access to the inside of her legs.
As I moved between her legs to access her hamstrings, she spread her legs a bit more and while increasing my access to her muscles I was able to see her bare pussy. I worked her hamstrings and rubbed her ass, working on any tightness and knots that I found. Since I started massaging her about 10 minutes before, the only sounds were her groans and sighs as she relaxed, but after squeezing her ass a couple of more times, Abi let out a giggle, "Okay, enough of that. I'm gonna flip over, can you rub my quads before I shower?"
"Of course, babe." Making Abi relax is important to me because I love her but knowing that she would be completely exposed to me was an ulterior motive. Abi flipped over, laying on her back, I could now see every inch of her. Even though it was warm in the house, Abi's tits were topped by rock hard nipples. Sitting Indian style, Abi draped her legs across my knees, and I began to rub her upper legs.
As I got higher and higher, Abi's groans and sighs began to shift to soft moans. I started to work my thumbs along her inner thighs, Abi began to moan a little more obviously, and I began to realize that while the massage was relaxing her, it was also turning her on. I looked up, and could see her eyes closed, and her chest rising and falling as her breathing increased. Deciding to press my luck, I allowed my thumbs to rub along her outer labia, causing her to moan even more and I noticed my thumbs beginning to get moist.
I kept this up for another minute, causing Abi's moans to increase in both frequency and volume. I slid my hands up a bit further and with my left hand, separated her lips and exposed her swollen clit, and with my right thumb, began to gently rub her. With the touch of my thumb, Abi jerked, and her eyes shot open. I just smiled and said, "Problem?"
"Yes, I can do that, please finger me."
I grinned and felt my hand be pushed away from her clit and be replaced by her own. I slipped my hand back down and rotating it, slipped my index and middle finger into Abi's soaked pussy.
As she circled her clit, I thrust my fingers in and out of her. The lead up over the last 15 minutes, combined with my fingers wrapped in her wet, velvety pussy had caused my cock to harden and I thought to myself that maybe once I got Abi off, she would reward me with a quickie or at least a blowjob. Another 30 seconds later, Abi let out a loud moan and her pussy clamped around my fingers as she orgasmed. Even though she stopped rubbing her clit as her orgasm coursed through her, I kept up fingering her, enjoying her chest becoming flushed, her breathing increased and her face control in orgasmic pleasure.
As she came down from her orgasm, I began to shuffle, trying to move up to kiss her, but her legs kept me pinned to the bed. I removed my fingers from her pussy, covered in her creamy fluid, she smiled at me and grabbed my hand. Using it to sit up in bed, she took my fingers and sucked them into her mouth, cleaning her cum off of me. After letting my fingers slip from her mouth, she smiled, "Thank you for that. Okay, it's 10 till 10, I need to shower."
Leaving me sit there, she hopped up and ran into the bathroom, but before shutting the door, she stuck her out, "Don't worry, I'll thank you for taking the edge off later."
I tried to follow her into the bathroom, but found the door locked. I yelled, "Come on Abi, don't leave me hanging."
I heard her laugh, then say, "Don't worry, just trust me."
I groaned and changed into workout clothes and figured there was no point in arguing, so I would go burn some horniness off in the gym. After changing I went downstairs and grabbed a pre workout. About 10 minutes later, Abi came downstairs in a pair of skintight jeans and an equally tight cream-colored sweater. I looked at her, "So not cool. You got off and I'm stuck with a hard on."
She smiled and kissed me on the cheek, "I said to trust me. Now what time is your Christmas party?"
"Party starts at 7, I figured we could leave at about 7:15 or 7:30?"
Abi thought for a minute, "That's perfect. I'll leave the office around 530, get home at 6 and have an hour to get ready."
"Sounds good." Abi had put her coat on, and we hugged like usual. This hug was tight, and she kissed me passionately, allowing her tongue to slip into my mouth. As I deepened the kiss and gave Abi's ass a firm squeeze causing my cock to begin to reharden.
She pushed away, "Okay enough of that, have a good day. I love you and I'll see you tonight."
As she walked out of the house I groaned and got ready to head to the gym to work off some stress.
*****
After the gym, I spent the rest of the day piddling around the house and catching up with some shows on Netflix. I figured Abi would need the bathroom to get ready, so around 5 I headed upstairs to shower for the party. Just as I was coming out of the bathroom, Abi was walking into the bedroom. "Hey baby"
Abi smiled at me, "Hey there handsome, how was your day?"
"It was good, got some stuff done around here, had a good workout. Just a nice first day off."
Abi began to strip and make her way to the bathroom, "That's great, are we still good to leave around 715 or so?"
"Yep, whenever you're ready."
***
About 10 after 7, Abi came downstairs and from behind me I heard, "You ready?"
I turned around and stuttered out, "Yeah."
Once again Abi 's outfit managed to take my breath away. Abi had her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail and light make up that brought out her blue eyes. The dress though was the showstopper though; it was a bright red, long sleeve wrap dress that tied with a bow near her left hip. It was a v-neck that showed ample cleavage, meaning Abi had one of her push-up bras on that turned her mid-B cup into a seemingly C-cup. As my eyes trailed down, her dress was slightly higher in the front, falling to just above her knees, with the back falling just below the back of her knees. The outfit was topped with a pair of black heels and either black stockings or pantyhose.
"Holy shit, you look so hot."
She grinned and did a slight twirl, allowing me to see the back, "What, this little thing?" As she spun, I could see the back was slightly open, exposing a piece of lace. I stood up and wrapped my arms around her, kissing her passionately and allowed my hands to drop to her ass, giving both cheeks a firm squeeze. We stood there kissing for a minute and just as my cock was reaching full strength, Abi pushed away, "Okay enough of that, let's get to the party."
"Are you trying to kill me, woman?!"
Abi laughed and looked over her shoulder, "Nope far from it, I'm just having fun."
As I followed her towards her car, "Your fun keeps leaving me hard."
As I opened her car door, she smiled, palmed my bulge, and said, "Don't worry, it'll be worth your while later, trust me." As she slid into the car, her dress parted slightly allowing me a brief glance of black panties and confirming she was wearing stockings, a first. She grinned again, "Those are new too."
I shook my head with a groan and shut her door before making my way to the driver's side, climbing in and backing out of the driveway, making our way to the party.
******
To put it mildly, my school's staff Christmas party is a mix of funny and weird. My principal has started renting a giant room at a local historic hotel, pays for a shit ton of food and all the tea, water, coffee and soda you can drink, alcohol is on your own if you choose. It's always a chance for people to let loose and have a good time from the grind of the fall semester, which translates to people drinking too much and solid entertainment as long as you're not an uptight person
The other thing that has always made me laugh is the variety of what people choose to wear. You have everything from people wearing gym shorts and a t-shirt to semi formal wear like Abi chose, all the way to some of our older staff wearing full suits, so walking in was entertaining to say the least. As we walked in, we scanned the room and to the front, near the dance floor, my coworkers from my end of the building waved us over. We each grabbed a drink, bourbon and coke for me and a vodka cranberry for Abi, then made our way over to the table.
We sat down and after all the women complimented each other on their dresses and outfits, we all settled in to catch up. We were sitting with Kat (former FWB) and her husband, Shelby, another English teacher and her husband, Julie, our choir director and her husband, and finally Jesse, our one gym teacher and his wife. After about 20 minutes and another round of drinks, my boss announced that the buffet was open, so everyone made their way there. After filling our plates and settling back in at the table, we spent the next hour eating, drinking and talking.
At one point, Abi and Kat got up and headed to the restroom. To say this made me a tad nervous may be an understatement. Abi knows of my history with Kat, but they have never interacted with each other besides small talk and passing hellos when we see each other in public. About 10 minutes later, they came back laughing like two old friends, much to my relief. Abi sets another drink in front of me and kisses my cheek.
I smiled, "Everything good?"
"Everything is great! Oh my god I love this song!"
I repelled slightly as Abi got excited, but the next thing I know, Abi is pulling the other women from the table up and they made their way to the dance floor. For the next 5 songs, the dance floor was full and once again, the entertainment was solid, the most surprising Erin, our new and very conservative art teacher was out on the dance floor dancing and shaking her ass a bit.
Eventually our principal, who was playing DJ, slowed the songs down and announced, "Alright everyone, got a request for a slower song, so let's keep it prom appropriate." This comment elicited laughs because there is nothing "appropriate" at prom dancing, but nonetheless, people began to fill the floor and Abi made eye contact with me, giving me the "Come hither" finger motion. I took a swig of my drink and joined her on the floor.
I took her into my arms and smiled, "I'm impressed, you're quite the hit out on the dance floor."
She laughed, "I'm just here to have fun and everyone else is too."
We swayed to the music, I pulled Abi firmly against me and said, "You appear to be right, even some of our more reserved teachers were out here."
Abi laughed again, "I know! Did you see the girl in the black skirt and white sweater? She was definitely shaking what her momma gave her!"
I laughed loud enough that others could hear, "Funny you say that she's our new art teacher and very religious. That's a side of her no one has seen." We giggled and danced quietly some more while chatting about other things we had seen. As the song began to wind down, I said, "Well no matter what others are doing, I still get to go home with you tonight and that means I win. Cause you look sexy tonight."
Abi l laughed and kissed me on the cheek, "That you do, now I need another drink and a visit to the little girls room."
We both walked to the bar, ordered our drinks, Abi took a quick drink of hers, handed it to me and headed into the hallway towards the bathroom. I made my way back to the table and sat down, catching up with Julie's husband Troy, who I've helped do some things around their house with. About five minutes after sitting down, my phone buzzed with a text, "These bathrooms are very private..." just as I finished reading the text, a picture came in that was clearly being taken in a full-length mirror. It showed Abi from the waist down, but it showed her posing a bit and while holding her dress up, the lace top of her stockings was exposed.
With the teasing from earlier, I felt my cock begin to stiffen; I texted back, "That's a very nice picture, bathroom looks nice too..."
Immediately she texted back, "Each stall is like a small dressing room." Her text was accompanied by a panoramic photo, and she was right. There was a toilet, a vanity with a sink, the mirror in the previous picture was taken and even a small table.
I texted back, "Wow that is fancy. Things are heating up out here, the YMCA is starting and apparently the ChaCha slide is next. Jeff said it's dance time!" I admit I am dense at times, and this is one of them.
Abi responded immediately, "Sounds like the bathroom will be empty for some time..."
Finally, I realized what she was hinting at, so I texted back "Gotcha." I excused myself, made my way out to the hallway as everyone else was moving to the dance floor. I made my way to the bathrooms and found the door to the lady's room, glanced around to make sure no one was around, opened the door and slipped into the bathroom.
This bathroom wasn't like any I've been in, you made your way down a short hall, turned right and came into a bigger room with a line of sinks. There were four other doors across the room that didn't quite reach the floor or ceiling. I loudly whispered, "Abi? Abi?"
From the door farthest from the entrance, I saw a hand appear from the door. I made my way and as I got to it, the door swung open and Abi stood there smiling, "I thought you'd never come, get in here." She grabbed me and pulled me into the stall, kissing me as I fumbled to pull the door shut behind me and latch it.
As I got the door latched, we stepped further into the stall as one unit. I wrapped one hand around waist, pulling her firmly against me and grinding my pelvis into hers, my other hand tangled itself into her hair, allowing our tongues to begin to wrestle. We kept moving until Abi backed into the vanity she had talked about in her texts. We pulled away from each other's lips for a minute and I said, "You weren't kidding, it is roomy in here."
Abi caught her breath and began to fumble with my pants, as she got the belt undone and moved to the button and zipper, she said, "Yes, now I need you." and pushed my pants and boxers to the floor.
"Here?"
"Yes, here. I've felt your cock pushed against me dancing, and since this morning, I've been craving your cock."
"Ummmm okay." Before I could say anything else, Abi reached under her dress and slid a pair of black thong panties down her legs, dropping them on the vanity top. As I stepped towards her, I expected her to turn around and bend over, but instead she stayed facing me and moved to sit on the vanity.



As she did, she spread her legs and hiked her dress up while allowing it to open, exposing herself to me. With her dress open and up, and her legs spread, I could now see her bare pussy, framed by her long legs, which as I suspected were covered to her mid-thigh with a pair of stockings. I ran my hands from her knees to the top of the stockings, giving the lace trim a soft flick. She reached out grabbing my cock and pulling me to her and said, "It's a matching set, you'll get to see the rest later. Now fuck me."
Considering she had teased me that morning, I held back for a moment and just grinned. After a glare from her, I softly allowed the head of my cock to rest gently against her wet lips and leaned close, whispering, "You're such a little slut, wearing stockings and begging to be fucked in a bathroom at a party."
Abi whimpered, "You're right, I'm your slut, now take me."
I slid into her wet folds in a slow single thrust until our pelvises met. I groaned as her tightness surrounded and gripped me and Abi let out a moan into my neck. "Brace yourself." Her hands left my back and moved to her sides, gripping the sink and I began to slowly slide out of her, then firmly began to thrust back into her.
We easily found a rhythm and I increased my pace slightly, causing her to begin to let out soft moans. This vanity, unlike the one at her parents', was the perfect height and I could stand flat footed as I thrusted. We kept this up with me letting out the occasionally grunt but Abi's moans were becoming louder and were interrupted by her favorite, "Oh fucking god." I smiled and continued to thrust into her, for another 30 seconds or more, knowing that she was drawing closer and closer to an orgasm.
Abi let out a long moan that was her loudest yet, I stopped thrusting and her eyes shot open, "Why'd you stop?"
"You have to be fucking quiet!"
"You know I can't be quiet."
Glancing down I saw her panties and had an idea, "Fine, I'll make you be quiet." I grabbed her panties, balled them up and shoved them between her lips. Understandably there was a look of shock on her face, but that was quickly replaced with her eyes rolling back in her head as I resumed my thrusting.
Even with her panties shoved in her mouth, Abi was still letting out muffled moans, but within 30 seconds, her eyes shot open, and she let out a long moan as felt her pussy begin to contract around my cock. I kept thrusting to the best of my ability as she gripped me; as her orgasm wound down, I slowed my thrusts down and she spit her panties out so she could catch her breath.
As Abi caught her breath, she pushed me back slightly, allowing my cock to slip from her pussy. She climbed off the vanity and reached down for her panties. Thinking that she was going to turn around and I could finish that way, I stepped back another step, so she'd have room. Instead of bending over and hiking her dress up, she began to slide her panties back under the dress.
"Wait, what are you doing?"
"We have a party to get back to, I am feeling much more relaxed."
"You? What about me?! This is the second boner I've had today with no release!"
Abi just grinned and in her innocent voice, "I know, but we've been in here long enough. We simply don't have time for you to cum."
I stood there looking at her speechless for the first time in our relationship. She straightened her dress, reapplied her lipstick as I stood there like an idiot with my pants around my ankles and a soaking wet hard on sticking straight out. As she slipped her lipstick back into her clutch, she smiled again, "I'll go out first and when the coast is clear, I'll text you and you can leave." I was too horny and pissed at this point to do anything but nod which seemed to make Abi even happier.
I pulled my pants up and began to put myself together, feeling like I was in Junior High again and having to hide a boner. Just as Abi left, she kissed my cheek and said, "I promise you; I'll make it up to you at home. Cooper went to Bryce's tonight." I just sighed and nodded as she left.
About 30 seconds later my phone buzzed, with "All Clear."
I hurriedly moved out of the bathroom and back into the hallway, breathing a sigh of relief that no one was in the hallway, but even Abi was nowhere to be found. As I made my way back into the ballroom, I could see her back on the dancefloor with her wine in her hand, just having a grand ole time, no one being the wiser nor her letting on that less than 2 minutes prior she had just had an orgasm and been fucked in the bathroom. I shook my head, ordered a refill of my Knob and Coke and made my way back to our table, happy that my hard-on had settled down, leaving me to hope for no blue balls.
Over the next hour, Abi continued to enjoy herself on the dance floor while I talked with coworkers and friends. Finally, around 11:15, my principal made the announcement that the bar was closing at 11:30 and we were done at midnight. With that, Abi made her way back to the table, and kissed my cheek, "You about ready to head home?"
Doing my best to be nonchalant I smiled, "Whenever you are babe."
"Alrighty, let's go, my feet are killing me." Abi grinned, and picked up her coat, I stood, did the same, we said our goodbyes and headed for the door.
We made our way to the parking lot, and once we reached her car, I opened the door and this time, she made a very exaggerated move of sitting down and then slowly slipping one leg into the car, then the other, once again giving me a full shot of her panties. I huffed, "You are such a little tease."
She grinned, "Maybe, but what I really am is your slut." I shook my head and shut the door, before moving around the car and getting in the driver's seat. I started the car and Abi looked over, "Keep your hands to yourself, but don't take your time getting home."
I shook my head, put the car in gear and headed towards home. We luckily hit every light green, or at least "pink" and made it home in just under 10 minutes instead of the usual 15.
******
After pulling into the garage, we both hurried out of the car with me tailing Abi. She reached the door into the house first; she spun around and grinned, "Give me 2 minutes then come in. I'll be in the living room."
"Damn it! You have been teasing me all fucking day! I have half an urge to bend you over and take you right here."
With a giggle, Abi replied, "While that does sound fun, another time." and with that, she walked into the house and shut the door.
I spent the next couple of minutes pacing around my truck, then around Abi's car, feeling my cock get harder and harder with every passing moment. I finally looked at my watch and seeing my two minutes were up, I hurriedly walked to the door, shutting it behind me and making my way towards the living room. I came through the kitchen, kicked my shoes off and as I rounded the corner, I could see Abi had the lights turned on and our gas logs turned on. As I came into the room fully, I found Abi sitting on our coffee table smiling.
She had untied her dress and allowed it to simply drape around her shoulders. With her dress open, I now got a full view of what she had been hinting at all evening. I knew about the heels, the black thigh high stockings and the small black lace thong, but for a bra she was wearing a black bra with smooth cups that just as I expected was pushing her tits up, and as I got closer, I could clearly make out the front clasp between the cups. "Stand up."
"Yes sir."
"Lose the dress." Abi nodded while biting her lower lip, and with a shrug of her shoulders allowed her dress to fall to the floor. "Turn around."
Abi again did what she was told without a word and slowly turned around allowing me to see the back of her outfit. The thong slid between her toned ass cheeks with the waistband sitting high on her hips, elongating her long legs even more. The bra had two pieces of matching lace cut up her toned shoulders and connected to straps at the back of her neck before they continued down to the cups.
"Very nice."
"Do you approve?"
I walked up behind her and firmly cupped her ass with one hand and snaked the other around to the front before sliding it down the front of her panties and sliding a finger around her slit to find her wet. Abi let out a slight moan and I waited for a second, then answered her, "Yes I do, it's a shame that most of it is going to end up on the floor when I fuck you."
"Most of it?"
"Oh yes, after you suck my cock, the stockings and heels are staying on." I gave her ass another squeeze and slipped a finger down her slit until I found her tight opening and slid my finger into her. As Abi let out another moan, I continued, taking the upper hand in the teasing, "You're awfully wet, why is that?"
"You know why."
I began to slowly work my finger in and out of her pussy, "I have no clue what you're talking about. Why are you so wet Abi?"
Abi let out another series of moans, but was finally able to force out, "I've been wet since you fucked me in the bathroom." My cock was sandwiched between us, and I shifted back slightly, and Abi immediately shifted her right arm behind her, pawing at my cock. I stifled a groan, but Abi forced out another sentence between moans, "I'm such a little slut for your cock, I can't wait for you to fuck me with it."
I removed my finger from Abi's pussy and panties and said, "Then show me."
Abi immediately turned around and dropped to her knees, "Shirt off." I peeled my shirt off as she unbuckled my pants pulling them down along with my boxers. My cock bounced free and before it could hit her in the chin, Abi had grabbed it and began slowly stroking it, causing me to groan again. As My pants reached my ankles, Abi spoke again, "Step out." I stepped out of my pants, and she pushed them to the side, then said, "Lift." I lifted a foot, and she pulled my sock off. "Other one." I repeated the same with the other foot, leaving me completely naked in our living room.
Abi looked up at me with big doe eyes, grinned, opened her mouth and took the head of my cock into her mouth. While I groaned, she spent the next 15 or 30 seconds getting the head nice and wet before slowly starting to her way down the shaft. Within a minute or so, she had the entire shaft wet and was starting to suck my cock in earnest. As her wet lips slid up and down my cock, she used her hand to cup my balls, gently rolling them in her hands, causing me to let out moans and grunts.
After a minute or so, I was able to get out, "Take your bra off."
Abi hummed around my dick, causing me to moan again, but doing as she was told, I saw her hands move up between her tits, unsnap her bra, and slip it from her shoulders, depositing it on the floor with the growing pile of clothes. As soon as she had dropped it, her one hand returned to my balls and the other to the base of my cock as she moved her lips to the head of my cock and resumed her blowjob. Looking down at her on her knees, with my cock in her mouth, is always one of the hottest things to me when we have sex, and that night was no different. I moved one hand to her now exposed breast, cupping it and tweaking her nipple, causing her to let out a moan. The vibration of her moan on my cock caused me to moan with her.
In a moment of lucidity, I was able to stop her before I came, "Stop!"
Abi allowed my cock to slip from her mouth, but she kept softly jacking me off, "Problem?"
"Yes, you've teased me all day and I'd like to at least like to fuck you a little bit."
Abi giggled, "Well I'd like that too." As she stood up and walked around to the side of our couch, she added, "I'll just have to clean your cock off to taste."
I let out a groan of frustration, "Panties off and bend over the arm."
Abi grinned, turned her back to me, and slid her panties down her legs. Her legs were spread just enough that as her panties appeared from her ass and slipped down her legs, I got a peak of her puckered asshole and her wet pussy. I walked up behind her and kicked her feet apart a bit, so she was more stable, considering she still had her heels on.
I softly stroked her ass, causing her to sigh, then quickly removed my hand and gave her ass a firm smack. Abi let out a squeal, and I gently rubbed her ass where I had just smacked her. As I gently stroked her ass, I moved against her, allowing my cock to rest against her lips. This caused Abi to begin to push against me, but with my other hand, I smacked her other ass cheek, causing her to squeal again. Abi turned around and glared, "I know I've teased you, but you don't have to spank me."
I laughed, "After what you did to me, I should do more. You are two orgasms up on me today."
Abi grinned, "Three actually, I used the jets in the hot tub after my workout."
I feigned a shocked face then smiled, "Well I'll just have to get one back then." I took my hand from her right ass cheek, grasped my cock and rubbed the tip on her slit, getting it wet, and just Abi let out a slight moan, I pushed my head between her lips and sank into her.
We both let out a moan as our pelvises met. We stood still for a moment, letting Abi get used to the intrusion. I'm not huge by any means, but I'm only the second cock that has ever been inside her and considering she is small in stature, I have always allowed her to "tell me" When she is ready for me to thrust. She began to subtly gyrate her hips; I took that as my sign to begin thrusting. With my hands on her hips for stability I began to make long, full thrusts, pulling out until just the head was inside her, before sliding back in until my pelvis met her ass.
We maintained a steady pace for a minute or so; Abi was moaning continuously; her breathing was beginning to become a bit more ragged. I picked up my pace just a bit, and moved my right hand from her ass, slid it up her back to her blonde hair, tangled my hand in it and pulled gently. Abi let out another moan, lifted her head and shoved her ass back into me. I kept up the slightly faster pace while keeping a hold of her hair as she continued to moan for another 30 seconds or so. Abi suddenly went quiet, but with another thrust she moan, "Oh fuck!" and I felt her pussy begin to contract around my cock. As her orgasm sent shivers through her body, I slowed my thrusts slightly so I could still thrust but not be forced out by her contractions.
As her orgasm subsided, I let her hair slip from my grasp and maintained the slightly slower pace. As she regained her composure, she looked at me over her shoulder and half grinned, "Wow, that was something else."
"I'm glad you liked it."
Before she could respond, I roughly shoved down between her shoulders, bending her in half over the arm of our couch. I moved both hands back to her hips and began to thrust harder and faster. Abi simply began to moan more which were accompanied by my own grunts as I shoved my cock deep into her with each thrust. As hard as I was thrusting, the couch began to move a slight bit; Abi spread her legs a bit wider, giving her more stability, but also spreading her ass a bit more, exposing her asshole to me.
As I have mentioned in other stories, we tried anal one time, and while Abi didn't like it, she does enjoy the occasional finger around her asshole and in it. As I glanced down at my cock sliding in and out of her, her milky juices were building at the base of it; I moved my left hand down, coated my thumb in her juices, and moved it back to her ass. I gently circled her asshole, causing her to let out a louder moan. I maintained my pace and firmly pushed my thumb against her asshole and with very little resistance, it slipped in up to the first knuckle, causing her to moan again and buck against me.
I would love to tell you I lasted another 5 or 10 minutes, but that wasn't in the cards that night. I thrusted maybe 10 or 15 times when I felt my orgasm begin to build inside of me. I removed my finger from her ass, grabbed her hips and shoved my cock into her as far as I could. With a loud, "Fuck!" my cock began to pulse, dumping a full day's worth of buildup deep into Abi's cunt.
As my orgasm began to slow down, Abi's began to moan and shake as her own orgasm began to wash over her. For the next 30 seconds, my orgasm wound down and hers peaked and began to wind down too. As we both began to relax, the room was filled with nothing but deep breaths.
Abi was the first to speak, "Holy fuck, that was intense."
I simply managed a "Uh huh." We stayed silent for another minute or so until I felt my cock begin to soften and slowly backed up, slipping out of her. It must have been the angle in which she was bent, but when I slipped out of her, no cum oozed out, I commented "Huh, that might be the first time my load hasn't oozed out."
Still bent over, Abi said, "Well my cervix is below my ass, and all your cum is against or inside that." I nodded my head and Abi continued, "Carry me to bed, and I'll get you cleaned up."
I stepped back towards her, she moved her legs together and I scooped her into my arms, and as she giggled, I carried her to bed and set her down on her side. I stood beside her and as I straightened up, she reached out and took my semi-hard cock in her hand and raised up, taking it into her mouth and cleaning both of our juices off. With 4 or 5 bobs of her head, nothing was left on my cock but her saliva.
I climbed into bed with her and draped my hand across her stomach and with a sigh said, "Please don't ever tease me like that again."
"Why it seems to have worked out for both of us."
"Yes, but normally we have sex two or three times in a day, that was just once."
"Well, I'm tired now, but we can always catch up tomorrow and Sunday."
"Well, what if I want round two?"
"Well get some sleep and if the urge still strikes you in a few hours, wake me up and I'll make it up to you."
I sat up and looked at her, "How in the fuck did I get so lucky."
Abi leaned up, kissed me and said, "Like I told you, I'm your little slut who is addicted to your cock and cum. Good night baby, I love you."
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"John, I really don't want to go."
"Ben, you're the lead teacher in the history department."
"Right, lead teacher, not an admin."
"You're going to this conference. It's two days and we are getting a lot of pressure from the county to implement this program next year and your name came up in discussions. Leave next Wednesday, conference runs Thursday and Friday, and come back Saturday."
"Why in the hell did my name come up?"
"I guess the Super was pretty impressed with those sessions you ran in the fall at the PD Day."
Ben Samuals rolled his eyes, "You mean the sessions that you begged me to do so they'd get off your back?"
Jon Hines nodded his head and replied, "Yes, those, and I need you to bail me out again, so they'll shut up again."
With a sigh and head shake, "Fine, but who else is going?"
"You and the new art teacher Emily Wen. Ron Johnson was going to go but he backed out."
Jon shrugged his shoulders, "We had three spots to fill, and Emily was more than willing, and then that left me convincing you."
"Are we taking a district car?"
"Well, that's a problem...I was wondering if you could drive you and Emily?"
"What! Why me? Why not a district car?"
Seeing Ben get angrier, Jon signaled with his hands for Ben to calm down, "All the county cars are being used for other things, and with Ron backing out, they aren't willing to spring for a rental for just two people. That just leaves you and Emily, she is new to the area and doesn't know it."
"I don't even know her. I've only helped her a bit with technology when she first got here and then passing hellos in the hall or mailroom."
"Well, you'll have a three-hour drive to get to know her."
With a heavy sigh, Ben said, "You know you owe me big time?"
"You're right I do; I'll have Brittany make you some cookies."
"Damn right. I assume the county will at least pay for gas?"
"Yep, and your meals minus alcohol like usual. Just save your receipts and use GoogleMaps for mileage."
Ben turned to leave Jon's office, but turned before leaving, "If she's as weird as she seems, I'm never doing another favor for you again."
"Noted."
Brandon exited the office and headed towards the art wing on the opposite end of the building, hoping that Ms. Emily Wen was still in her classroom even though it was Friday at the end of the day.
****
Emily Wen found herself still in her classroom at 4 on a Friday afternoon; she thought to herself, "This is absolutely pathetic, I'm 25 years old, I shouldn't be at work painting when I could be home with the cat or out with friends."
She had to scoff at the last part; the truth being that Emily didn't have many friends in the area. She had moved with her then fiancé when he got a job at the local Dow plant. She had made a few friends through him and was friendly with her coworkers. All her friends dried up when she came home from work one day sick and found her fiancé, Stephen in bed with his coworker Michelle, someone that Emily had seen as a friend.
Luckily her name was on the apartment's lease, so once she kicked them both out, wrapped in nothing but sheets, she began to throw all his things on the curb. What she found later though as she began to call people to hang out, they were all still loyal to Stephen because of work. Falling into a funk, Emily withdrew into herself and work, and even after seeing a therapist, she was having a hard time putting herself back "out there."
She had taken time to work out and join a gym. One of the things that Stephen had commented on, was that once they got engaged, he had made subtle comments about how she'd look in a wedding dress. At the time, she didn't think a lot about it, but she did go on a strict diet after she found a dress she liked. After she kicked his ass out, she realized that she was very thin, you could see her ribs if she were to have been in a bathing suit, weighing in at only 110 pounds on her 5 '9 frame. One of the things the therapist and her had worked on was developing healthy body image, hence the gym. Now she was a much healthier 145 lbs. She was still thin and fit, but she had a little extra "meat" around her butt and hips, something that she had grown to accept.
People were always a bit surprised by her because while she had an Asian last name, she wasn't Asian, far from it. With fiery red hair and green eyes, she could have come straight from Ireland. Her last name came from the fact that she had been adopted by a wonderful man and woman when she was just a few months old after her drug addict mother skipped out of the hospital on her.
She was trying to take a more active role in the happenings at school and be involved with her coworkers, hell the school had 125 teachers, there had to be someone she clicked with. She still found herself being hesitant to get close to anyone or allow them to get close to her for what was likely a subconscious fear of being abandoned like her so-called friends from the relationship with Stephen. Things were getting better, and when her principal John emailed about a conference that was out of town, Emily jumped on it for a chance to get to know coworkers better, to benefit the school, and more honestly, get a break from her lonely apartment.
She was snapped out of her thoughts by her classroom phone ringing. She walked over and saw "J. Ray" on the caller ID, answering it, "Hello Mr. Ray."
"Oh, good I wasn't sure if you'd still be here."
"Yep, just wrapping up an example for the kids for Monday."
"Great! So, I just talked to Ben Samuals about the conference, and he is in. I also asked about driving since he knows the area, and all the district cars are spoken for, and he agreed."
"Oh, okay. So, he's going to be driving all three of us?"
"Actually, it'll just be the two of you. Ron had to back out due to an event with his wife's family."
"Oh..."
"Is that a problem?"
"No, no problem, I just don't know Ben that well."
"He's a nice guy and between us, one of the best teachers we have, just don't let him know I said that."
Emily chuckled, "Don't worry, it can be our little secret."
John laughed and then added, "I figure he will stop by either today before he leaves or Monday morning to discuss logistics."
Just as Emily was about to respond, there was a knock at her door and she looked up, seeing Mr. Ben Samuals standing in the doorway, "Mr. Ray, he just knocked on my door."
"Perfect, then I'll let you two get things figured out. Remember to keep your receipts for everything so you can be reimbursed."
"I will and thank you for the opportunity."
"You're welcome, enjoy your weekend."
"You too, buh bye."
Emily hung up the phone and smiled at Ben, "Come on in, Mr. Ray said you were going to drive?"
Ben smirked, "I suppose, how did he rope you into this shindig?"
"I actually volunteered, I think it will be good for the school and will especially help my 9th graders out with transitioning to high school from the middle schools."
Ben nodded his head slightly, "Alright then. Our hotel reservations are good Wednesday night through Saturday. I figure it is about three and a half hours to Albany assuming there is no snow heading across I-90. So, if we leave here at 330ish that puts us there around 7 or 8 depending on stops."
Emily nodded, "That makes sense to me."
"Does your fiancé need your car, or do you just want to leave it here and we can leave right after school."
Emily looked down and didn't say anything. Noticing the change in expression, Ben looked at her, then at her hand and noticed the ring she wore at the beginning of the year was gone. The room was filled with an awkward silence and Ben didn't know what to say. Luckily, with a deep breath Emily looked up and with a half-smile said, "We aren't together anymore."
"Oh shit, I'm sorry I didn't know."
"It's okay, really. We can just leave from here, leaving my car in the back lot is fine by me. Maybe someone will steal it and I can get a new one."
Ben laughed, "Well that's one way to look at it." Just then Ben's watch vibrated and looking down, he saw a text from a friend about happy hour. He swiped it away and stood from the chair he had found a seat in. "I don't want to be rude, but I'm supposed to meet some friends for happy hour, and they have started without me apparently.
Emily smiled, "Well that sounds like fun, I won't keep you."
Ben started towards the door but turned before leaving, "Emily, I'm sorry again for bringing up the fiancé, I truly didn't know."
Emily smiled, "It's really fine, I'm working through it and am truly better off."
Ben smiled, "I don't know how you pack, but I have a truck, so there is no need to pack light."
Emily smiled, "Will do. Have a nice weekend, Ben."
"You too!"
*****
The weekend and Monday and Tuesday went by without anything of note and Wednesday went off without a hitch for both Ben and Emily. When the last bell rang at 3:15, Ben erased his boards, made sure he had the papers he planned to work on while at the conference, packed his laptop and headed to Emily's classroom.
At the same time, Emily was running around her room chaotically. Her 8th period had left supplies everywhere and she needed to get them cleaned up for the sub that was covering her classes Thursday and Friday, plus she knew Ben wanted to leave right at 3:30. Right at 3:30, she was throwing the last of the paint brushes in the back sink when she heard a knock at the door, "Emily?"
Sticking her head out of the storage closet she yelled, "Back here!" Ben walked into her classroom and found Emily soaking a handful of paint brushes in an empty peanut butter jar. She smiled at him, "I'm sorry I'm a bit behind, my 8th is a bit rambunctious."
Ben laughed, "I think that is everyone's 8th."
Emily finished cleaning up what she was doing and reached behind her, untying the apron she was wearing, hung it on a hook and said, "All done. I just have to get my bags out of my car, and we are good to leave."
"Sounds good to me. I have to say, I don't know how you do it?"
"Do what?"
"Teach in heels all day. I quit wearing dress shoes a couple years ago and now just wear sneakers."
Looking down at her outfit, Emily found herself blushing a bit. She had chosen a simple cotton dress with leggings and sweater today because of the 3-and-a-half-hour car ride ahead of them and a pair a black wedges. "Well when you're only 5'2 and you teach high schoolers, you need every advantage you can get."
Ben laughed, "I can understand that I guess, being 6'2, I don't have that issue. You do look nice and make it work."
He smiled at her, causing Emily to blush a bit more, "Well thank you, I try to look cute and comfortable, and sometimes that is tough. Ready to go?"
"Yep! Let's get this show on the road."
Emily chuckled and grabbed her jacket and her school bag, following Ben out of the room and locking up. They made their way to the staff parking lot and Emily pointed to her little Honda Civic, "That's me over there."
Brandon pointed out his truck, "That's me over there, I'll bring it over." Emily looked across the parking lot to see a dark red GMC pickup running. She nodded and went to her car, popping the trunk as Ben jogged towards his truck.
After pulling a duffle bag and a small rolling suitcase out, Emily shut the trunk and said to herself, "Maybe I did pack too much."
Her thoughts were interrupted by the beep of a horn, and she looked up seeing Ben's truck parked in front of her car. He came round the front and grabbed her bags, "Pack enough?"
She looked down, feeling a bit self-conscious, "I didn't know what to expect, I've never been to something like this."
Ben laughed, causing her to smile and feel a bit better, "It's no big deal, I'm just messing with you. Let me get those for you."
He grabbed both her bags, opened the back door, and set her bags on the rear seat as she walked towards the truck. As she got to the door, she realized this was the tallest truck she had ever had to get into. "Ummm, got a step stool?"
Once again Ben laughed, "No, open the door and the running board will fold down." Emily did as he instructed, and the step did fold down in front of her. She turned to see Ben chuckle, "Ma lady, I wouldn't make you jump."
She shook her head and climbed in, shutting the door behind her.
Ben walked around the back of the truck, kicking the ice off the mud flaps, and thought to himself, "She doesn't have much of a sense of humor, this could be a long drive. He reached the driver's door, kicked the slush from his shoes, and climbed in the truck.
****
Surprisingly, the ride over the next few hours wasn't too bad, they didn't have any weather to deal with, which was a bit of a surprise given that it was February in upstate New York. Better yet, Ben found out that while Emily was shy, she did have a sense of humor.
It emerged about 20 minutes into the trip when Ben changed lanes quickly to get out from behind a semi and Emily muttered, "Such a nice truck, but no turn signals?"
Brandon looked at her, causing her to blush again, but the blush was soon overcome by a smile as Ben began to laugh.
As they neared their hotel, they had gotten to know each other a little bit better. Emily opened up a little more about the end of her engagement, Ben adding in his own struggles with dating since he broke up with his long-time college girlfriend a couple of years prior. "Sounds like we both have issues with the dating front."
Ben laughed, "Yeah, but there's no excuse for me, there's more women in the Rochester region than men by a wide margin."
Emily smiled, "Well at the risk of being inappropriate, I don't see how you have any issues. You're a nice guy who seems to have his life together and is independent."
Ben smiled, "Thanks and not that it means much, but your ex is a moron."
With a smile, Emily thanked Ben and turned her eyes back to the road as they pulled up in front of the Renaissance Albany Hotel about 15 minutes later.
They pulled up in front of the entryway and a doorman walked out to greet them. "Welcome to the Renaissance Albany, are you staying?"
Ben spoke, "Yes, we are here for the education conference being hosted next door."
"Wonderful sir, if you and the lady would like to go in, I'll get your things to your room, what is the name?"
Emily spoke up quickly, "Umm we are not together, my last name is Wen and his is Samuals, there should be two rooms."
"My apologies ma'am. I'll make sure the bags are deposited in the correct rooms."
Ben nodded and shut the vehicle off and grabbed his backpack before handing the key to the valet. Emily climbed out, grabbing her purse, and following Ben into the hotel.
As they reached the check-in line, Ben turned to Emily, "Am I that horrid?"
"What are you talking about?"
Ben laughed, "You were VERY adamant for that doorman to know there were two separate rooms."
"Well, there are, I just don't want stuff to end up in the wrong place."
"Sure, sure." Ben said as he approached the check in desk.
Over the next 10 minutes, they were able to get checked in and were told that there were welcome packages and conference info in their rooms. Ben was still talking with the clerk as Emily wrapped up checking in and getting all the pertinent information. Emily was just getting into the elevator when she heard Ben call out, "Hold that!"
Emily quickly stuck her foot in the door, causing them to open again and Ben to slip through. "Thanks for that."
"You're welcome. What floor are you on?"
"6, Room 609. How about you?"
"6 too, ummmm." Emily paused to pull out the key card with the room number on in it, "Oh! We are right next to each other, room 611."
"Hope you don't snore. Once we drop our things off, I was gonna walk over to the meeting hall to see where things were, maybe grab a drink at the bar if you're interested?"
Emily giggled and thought for a moment, "Thanks, but I think I'm going to catch up on some grading and just relax tonight."
As the elevator dinged, signaling the arrival to their floor, Ben replied, "You sure, there is plenty of time for grading during the conference."
Emily laughed as Ben followed her out of the elevator and down the hall, "I'm actually interested in what this conference is about."
"I know, I know." They arrived at their respective doors, Ben smiled as Emily bent down to fish her room key out of her purse and opened her door, "Then I guess I'll see you at breakfast. The clerk said it starts at 6, but with the conference starting at 8:30, I was planning on heading down about 7."
"That sounds about perfect, knock before you go."
"Will do. Enjoy your night, Emily. Oh, before I go, my phone number is (585)236-1542."
"Oh, that would be helpful to have. Mine is (360)347-1658. Enjoy your walk, Ben."
*****
Emily walked into her room and dropped her bag in amazement. Her room was overlooking the convention center and was adorned with a huge king size bed, a built-in desk and huge lounge chair. "Wow."
She looked and saw her suitcase and duffel bag sitting beside the dresser. She walked in and picked up the bottle of water on the table, taking a long drink. Feeling the urge to use the bathroom, she turned and found the bathroom and was once amazed. The bathroom had a stand-up shower that could fit 2 people easily, 2 plush robes hung from hooks by the toilet, and the sink and counter were big enough for all her stuff at home times 3. "Staying on the district's dime does have its perks I suppose."
After peeing, Emily headed back out into the main room and began to unpack. She moved all her toiletries into the bathroom, and then got her work set up on the desk. Seeing that it was nearing 8, she decided to go ahead and shower before settling in to work for an hour or so.
She grabbed her pajamas and headed into the bathroom. She turned the water on, allowing the shower and the bathroom itself to steam up. She slipped her dress over her head, then removed her leggings, leaving her in just her bra and underwear. As she looked in the slowly fogging mirror, she thought to herself, "Wow, all the work is starting to pay off." She smiled at the positive thought that while still uncommon, was becoming more frequent.
One of the things that she had begun to do after the engagement had been called off was to allow herself to buy cuter and sexier bras and underwear. While she and Stephen had sex a few times a week, she had always steered toward utilitarian undergarments rather than the cute and sexy things. Now instead of white's, tans, and black, her collection now consisted of reds, greens, pinks and todays, a personal favorite of hers, a matching blue set. It was a simple set, nothing extravagant, but how the bra cupped her 34DD breasts and contrasted her pale complexion and her freckles and how the hip hugger panties held her firm butt, she thought to herself, "Ben is right, Stephen is stupid, I'm hot."
She chuckled to herself as she unclasped the bra and shimmied the panties down her legs before stepping into the shower. As the hot water cascading over her, she let out a soft groan as the stress of the day released from her. After allowing the water to completely coat her, she began to wash her hair, and her mind began to wander to the ride over and the conference over the next few days. As she massaged her thick hair, she sighed, realizing this was the first time she had gotten away in the 6 months since the breakup. As she switched to washing her body as the conditioner set, she used the soft washcloth and her own shower gel to scrub her body. As the scent of coconut filled the air, she paid particular attention to her breasts, causing her to let out a slight groan.
Going from sex 3-4 times a week to a complete dry spell had been a particular shock to her system once she had gotten through the anger part of the breakup. After a month or so trying to ignore it, she couldn't anymore and at the insistence of her older sister, she ordered a small vibrator that helped take the edge off. At first, she couldn't believe she had stooped to that level, but considering she wasn't about to go whoring herself out, the vibrator and then her fingers had become a necessity.



For this trip, she didn't bring it because she figured she could go a couple of nights, but as the hot water washed over her and she softly rubbed her breasts, she felt that familiar tingle begin to stir in her loins. She thought to herself, "I should have brought the vibrator, but I couldn't risk it turning on in my bag! What would Ben have thought, hearing the buzzing?!"
Ben. Her brain flashed to him standing there, throwing her bags into the truck with ease, and his pants framed his legs and ass so well. As her fingers circled her clit and she moaned, she paused suddenly, "Snap out of it Em! He's your coworker, you can't be thinking this way." The proverbial devil appeared on the other shoulder, "It's fine girl, he is hot, he'll never know you flicked your bean thinking of him."
The conversation between the angel voice and the devil voice went back and forth in her head for another few seconds, but like a lot of the time, the devil won out. As she allowed the soap to wash from her, she continued to rub her clit gently, feeling the tingle and the wetness inside of her grow more and more. One thing Emily had learned about herself was that while Stephen could make her cum, she could make herself cum harder, so she repositioned the shower head and slid to the floor of the shower, allowing the stream of water to hit her clit as she spread her legs.
With the slight tuft of hair guiding her fingers, she allowed two fingers to slip into her wet pussy, causing her to let out a long moan. As thoughts of Ben flooded her, pictures she had seen when creeping on him on Instagram, thoughts of how he would look naked hovering over her, having his way with her body, Emily's hand began to speed up. It wasn't long before her legs began to shake, her moans began to become more constant and with a final thrust with her fingers in and up, her orgasm washed over her.
As she sat there allowing the after effect of her orgasm to hit her, she suddenly felt very self-conscious, knowing that in less than 12 hours she would be seeing Ben. "It's fine, he won't ever know what happened." she thought to herself. As she stood up carefully on shaky legs, she decided to wear a dress to the conference tomorrow, wanting to impress people and show that while she was an art teacher, she was serious, but also wanting to look good for Ben.
She reached for her razor and started to shave her legs, getting to just above her knee, she thought about stopping, but then for some reason decided to finish up. With everything washed, shaved and her breathing returned to normal, she turned the water off, grabbed a towel and began to dry off.
She combed her hair, slipped on a pair of pink boy shorts, and pulled her red pajama pants on, along with a matching red tank top before exiting the bathroom and picking up some drawings off the table and settling onto the bed to grade. Very quickly though, she realized how tired she was and as her mind shifted back to her orgasm at the thought of Ben, she drifted off to sleep.
*****
At 6am, Ben was startled awake by his phone signaling time to wake up. He reached over, turning it off and stretched. "I really should go down to the fitness center and run for a bit." he thought to himself, but then decided against it. He sat up, flipping the TV on, then found Sportscenter while scrolling through his phone. After checking all the standard social media sites and the news, he saw that it was nearing 6:20 and he still needed to shower before meeting Emily for breakfast at 7.
He climbed out of bed and made his way to the shower, where after doing his usual constitutionals, he shaved, then climbed into the shower, allowing the warm water cascade over his body. For 32, Ben was still in very good shape, he stood a bit over 6 feet tall and was a solid 195 pounds due to his running and lifting routine. He had been devoted to fitness when he was younger and stayed that way through his relationship with his last girlfriend, because she expected it of him. Once they broke up earlier in the prior school year, he didn't "slip" per se, but rather allowed himself to enjoy food and drink a little more, and if he was asked, he would say that he still looked damn good.
As he showered, he ran through the day's schedule, registration started at 8 and sessions started at 830. Sessions broke for lunch at noon, reconvened at 1, and ran until 430. After that, they had the rest of the evening to do as they pleased. He and Emily would be in all the sessions together since they were there for just the high school, not the entire district side of things.
Suddenly, the thought of Emily the day before popped into his head, mainly when they got to their rooms the night before. As he had asked her if she wanted to join him for drinks and exploring, she had bent over slightly to set her bags down before unlocking her door. It was then that Ben's monkey brain had taken over and he noticed her figure for the first time. Emily' dress was fitted, but not tight, giving her a very feminine, hourglass figure. She had talked about working out, so he knew she was active, but he had actually noticed her body for the first time. She appeared to have very full breasts, but what really caught his eye the night before was her ass. As she bent slightly to get her key card, her ass had formed into the stereotypical heart shape, and he had felt himself smile briefly before she had turned to tell him she was just going to read and grade.
Ben snapped out of his trance as he felt his cock stir. He quickly shook the thoughts from his head and hurriedly finished up his shower. As he climbed out, he internally scolded himself, "Get your shit together man, she's your coworker, and you have to spend the next two days with her constantly." He finished drying himself and moved to the closet where he had hung his clothes up, pulling out a pair of khaki slacks and a golf shirt, topping it off with a fleece pullover and slipping on a pair of sneakers to complete the look.
After grabbing his wallet, phone, and keys, he picked up backpack and headed out the door to wait for Emily; except, when he opened the door, he found Emily standing there waiting for him. "Oh hey!"
"Good morning, I was just about to knock."
Looking at his watch, he saw that it was 7 on the dot, "Punctual, aren't you?"
Emily smiled, "I don't like being late, you look handsome today."
Ben noticed her blush as if she regretted saying it, he smiled, "Thanks, tried to be comfortable and professional. You look very nice yourself, that dress is a different style than I've seen before."
Emily looked down and smiled, "It's almost a sweatshirt material, so it's warm and cozy. Feel the sleeve."
Ben reached and rubbed the sleeve between his fingers, confirming what Emily had said, but really taking the time to look at her completely. Once again, the dress was slightly fitted, but not tight. It was dark green and was a turtleneck style, but the neck was loose. From the neck there was a zipper that ran towards her left armpit that must have allowed it to come on and off. It had long sleeves and fell right at her knee and he noticed that she had no leggings on today, showing off her toned, pale legs. She finished the look with a pair of black flats and had her red hair in a loose braid draped over her right shoulder.
Ben smiled, "You're right, it is soft. I don't think I could pull it off with my legs like you do."
Emily blushed again, not used to the compliments. Looking up quickly with a smile though, "Look, the best part, it has pockets."
Ben couldn't help but laugh and smile at her excitement as she put her hands in the large pocket, situated at her waist. "That's awesome."
"I know, let's go eat, I'm hungry and I want to get registered early."
*****
Breakfast, registration, and the morning sessions were pretty uneventful. Emily was eating it all up, taking detailed and diligent notes on what the speaker was talking about, Ben was pretty sure she had half a legal pad filled up by the time they adjourned for lunch. He had taken some notes on the handouts that had been provided, but nothing to the extent of Emily. As they were told sessions would resume at one, he began to gather his things and said to Emily, "When I was wandering around last evening, I saw a bistro on the other side of the hotel, wanna grab lunch there?"
"Sure, that sounds nice."
They both headed out of the Capital Center, passed the hotel towards the bistro Ben had seen the night before. Just as they crossed the street a gust of wind blew, causing the back of Emily's dress to flutter and even though she smoothed it quickly, Ben had caught a glimpse of her upper thigh, and his thoughts drifted back to his thoughts from the early morning.
He quickly snapped himself out of it as they approached the bistro and walked down the short steps to the front door. They entered and found the counter with a couple bar stools and then a few tables. Seeing an empty one, Ben dropped his stuff, "Go ahead and get in line, I'm going to use the bathroom, then I'll be out."
Emily nodded her head, picked up a menu and began to scan the options. Ben joined her within a few moments and looking over her shoulder read over the menu. Feeling a tingle through her body and a slight breath, she turned, surprised by his presence, letting out a slight squeak. Then without thinking, hit him with the menu in the chest, "Don't do that!" Almost as soon as it had happened, she quickly covered her mount, "Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry!
All Ben could do was laugh. "You're fine, I'm sorry for sneaking up on you."
"I can't believe I hit you, that's like workplace assault!"
Ben continued laughing and putting his hands on her shoulders, "Emily, No it's not. I surprised you and you reacted, plus you don't turn your friends in for assault."
"Friends?"
"Okay, maybe acquaintances, but maybe friends one day. You're not crazy from what I can tell, we have things in common, and we are stuck with each other for another 48 hours or so." Ben chuckled again as he saw her relax.
"Okay, I am still sorry..."
"Apology accepted, now go ahead and order, I'm starving."
They ate their lunch in relative comfort, making small talk about things in general, but spending the majority of time talking about the conference. Emily quickly discovered that while Ben seemed aloof and a bit annoyed during the conference, he was really taking things in and was already thinking of implementation at their school.
"In theory, what he is saying should work, but it's a rosy picture and I'm not sure he realizes that not every kid operates like an elementary school student, which is what I think is his focus or target."
Taking a bite of her sandwich, chewing, then sitting it down, Emily asked, "How so?"
Finishing his sandwich, he said, "The issue I'm seeing is involving the technology and the kid's attention. I dunno how it is in art, but I constantly have to make sure when using the tech, making sure they are doing what they are supposed to do. I mainly lecture, so I'm constantly moving around the room, but in high school you can't just tell kids to do something and expect them to go "okay.""
Emily nodded her head, "Yeah, they need some sort of explanation and incentive."
"If we really are going to go to one to one like John is saying we are, I think we need to recommend Apple Products. How familiar are you with them?"
Emily laughed, "I'm an art teacher, it is almost like a requirement that I am an Apple fan girl."
Ben chuckled, "Well okay, their classroom management software is pretty cool. Allows you to take over the kid's iPads, lock them, send them stuff, things like that."
"Oh! That would definitely be handy. What do you think about the topic for tomorrow on Learning Management Systems?"
Ben laughed "Getting ahead of yourself already? We aren't even done with the technology portion?" Emily looked down at her lap. Ben suddenly realized he may have gone too far. He didn't want to stifle her enthusiasm, which he had to admit could be contagious. Instinctively he reached across the table and gently pushed up on her chin, so they made eye contact.
Feeling his hand on her chin, Emily felt a chill slip through her body, she allowed him to lift her head and when she looked at him, she found him smiling softly. "Emily, I'm sorry if that was rude. You have a lot of good ideas from the notepad that I saw, and I shouldn't allow my cynicism to squash your enthusiasm."
Emily smiled, "Thanks, I just want to be an asset to the school and to be taken seriously."
Looking confused, Ben asked, "Why wouldn't you be an asset to the school, let alone not be taken seriously?"
"I'm just an art teacher and a young one at that, people don't pay attention to us."
"Well, I'm paying attention."
Emily scoffed, "Yes, but you're the first core teacher to pay attention to my ideas."
"Well, you need to be more vocal, your ideas are solid. I have a bit of pull, and people listen to me at school, I'll make sure they start listening to you.
With a blush Emily simply nodded her head. She then looked at her phone and saw that it was nearing 12:45, "We had better get back. I'll use the bathroom then we can leave."
"Sounds good."
****
The afternoon session was much the same, discussion about technology use in the classroom, how to avoid some of the issues that attendees like Ben brought up. As they neared 2:45 and the scheduled break, Ben had noticed that Emily had been fidgeting in her chair a little more. Just as the presenter said to come back at 3:00, he leaned over, "Are you okay?"
"I'll be fine, just a little chilly. Walking around during break will help." With that, Emily got up and headed towards the bathroom. After she used the bathroom and was washing her hands, she noticed that her hands were a bit purple, so running warm water on them, she got them back to a healthy shade of pink. She commented to the lady beside her, "Is it cold in there or is it just me."
The other lady remarked, "Yeah, it's definitely chilly. I'm glad a I brought a sweater and wore pants."
Emily scoffed, "Smart, I didn't think that far ahead."
Emily returned to the main conference room and found Ben still away from the table, but draped over her chair was the pullover he had been wearing during the day. She picked it up confused, noticed how big it was then draped it back over his chair.
Just as she sat down, she heard from behind her, "I put that there for you."
She turned around to see Ben standing with a bottle of Coke and a cup of coffee. "What do you mean?"
"I got you coffee to help warm up, and I figured you could use my sweater."
Taking the cup of coffee with a smile, "Thanks but it would be huge on me."
"Then drape it over your legs like a blanket."
Noticing that his blue and purple polo was rather fitted, she noticed his nipples slightly poking through the fabric, "Won't you get cold?"
"I snowboard and fish when the steelheads run out of the lake in the fall, I'll be fine for a couple hours."
"If you say so." Emily sat back down and after crossing her legs, draped Ben's sweater over her legs, allowing it to cover from her dress him to her ankles. She began to feel a bit of feeling return to her feet and toes. After taking a drink of her coffee, she set the cup down and turned to Ben. She smiled and put her hand on his arm, feeling a subtle chill run through her body and said, "Thank you, it is definitely helping."
Ben felt a similar chill but didn't let on, replied, "You're welcome. While you look great, maybe wear pants tomorrow."
Emily blushed, "Thanks, and I was thinking the same thing."
The rest of the afternoon went off without any other issues. Emily was definitely more comfortable, and she found herself stealing glances at what appeared to be a toned chest, and more erotically, Ben's nipples continuing to push through the fabric.
When the presenter wrapped up at 4:45, he apologized for running late and filled everyone in on the agenda for the next day. As they packed their things, Emily's thoughts were interrupted again by Ben's voice. "So, are you going to be a buzzkill and stay in tonight or will you have dinner with me?"
Looking at him shocked, "Are you asking me out."
"Ummm, umm, I just thought we could have dinner together. Couple guys were talking about a place called The Hollow that is about a 10-minute walk."
Emily laughed and touched Ben's arm again, enjoying for the first time him uncomfortable, "Of course we can have dinner. I wouldn't mind laying down for a few, is that okay?"
"How about I make reservations for 7?"
"That's perfect, I'll meet you in the hallway then."
Ben laughed, "Sounds good, are you good to walk back, I want to ask a couple of the presenters a question."
"Of course, but you better be careful, people will think you care."
Ben laughed and walked away, turning back to smile at her as he did.
*****
Emily's alarm went off at 6:15, jarring her awake from her power nap. As she climbed out of bed, her mind immediately drifted to the evening ahead, "Is tonight a date? Does Ben think it's a date? Do I want it to be a date? Oh god, what am I going to wear?"
After using the bathroom, she looked at herself in the mirror, she stood wearing her pajamas and began to wrack her brain of the outfits that she brought. Considering she was at a professional conference, all that she had brought was professional clothes, a pair of leggings and a crew neck, the pajamas she was wearing and a pair of jeans she planned to wear home on Saturday. She let out a groan as she knew nothing she had was "date worthy" even if this wasn't, she found herself wanting to look nice for Ben.
She walked back into the main room and saw her dress from the day draped over the chair. Remembering Ben's comments from the morning, she thought to herself, "I'll just wear that. I look great in it, Ben said I looked great, and then it's no big deal if I'm reading too much into this."
She took the dress into the bathroom, draping it over the shower door and pulling her straightener out of her toiletries pouch. After straightening her hair, she fixed her make-up, then stripped her pajamas off and slid the dress back over her head. After smoothing it over her breasts, stomach and then ass, she thought to herself, "I do look hot." She smiled, but her confidence was soon checked when another thought entered her head, "What if Ben just wants in my pants? Are there any policies against co-workers having relations?" Just before she went down the rabbit hole of issues, she heard a knock at her door.
She yelled out, "Just a minute!" She ran back into the main room, grabbing her purse and jacket. She took a deep breath and then approached the door, she opened it to find Ben standing in the same slacks from before, but instead of a polo, he had put on a royal blue button-up. She smiled at him, "Hey Ben."
He smiled, then giggled, "Um Emily." She saw him point towards her shoulder and glancing down realized she hadn't zipped the neck of her dress.
She immediately turned red and exclaimed "Oh god!!"
She turned around, realizing Ben had now seen the lacy strap of her bra, something she would never consider appropriate. She hurriedly zipped the dress and slowly turned around, still red as could be. Before she could say anything, Ben smiled and touched her arm, "Hey don't worry about it, I'm early."
Looking at her watch, she saw that it was 6:57. She took a deep breath and tried to meet his gaze, and once again noticed his smile. She finally said, "You look nice."
"Thanks, are you ready to go? We have reservations at 7:20."
"Sure, let's go." Emily pulled her jacket on and shut the door behind her.
As they walked down the hall, Ben spoke, "Don't worry, I'm not into Amish porn, shoulders and ankles don't do it for me."



Emily couldn't help but laugh and gave Ben a gentle shove as they neared the elevators.
As they stepped in, Emily thought to herself, "Well this is off to a GREAT start."
***
For the first time in months, Emily found herself out to dinner with a guy and was thoroughly enjoying herself. Ben explained to the waiter that they needed three checks, one for each of their meals and then one for any alcohol. Emily protested at first, but Ben cut her off, "I'm not going to be rude, but I did ask you to dinner, at least let me buy your drink."
Emily reluctantly agreed, ordering a glass of Massey Dacta Sauvignon Blanc while Ben ordered a Pipeworks Blood of the Unicorn. As the waiter stepped away, she couldn't help but giggle then say, "That is a heck of a name for a beer."
Ben laughed, "That's what caught my attention! The description sounded good, so I had to try it."
After the waiter returned with their drinks, they ordered an appetizer and their entrees. While they shared an appetizer of spinach artichoke dip, they discussed some of the things the conference had talked about. The conversation flowed from work to small talk, to their lives back in Rochester and things in general.
After a second glass of wine for Emily, she switched to water but had begun to open up more about what had happened between her and Stephen. Ben sat silently listening to the entire situation, gaining a better understanding than just the short mention of it on the ride over. As she finished, Ben noticed a slight tear form and reached over touching her arm, "I know it is probably out of line, and I'm biased, but he is an idiot. You're smart, passionate, and beautiful, he lost out, not you."
Emily smiled and looked down at her arm, draped in Ben's large hand, before wiping her eye gently, "Thanks, it means a lot." They sat there smiling at each other, but the moment was soon interrupted by the waiter.
The waiter set Emily's Ahi Tuna first, followed by Ben's pulled chicken. As he walked away, Emily just looked down and said, "Wow, I don't think I've ever eaten anything so pretty."
Ben laughed, "Working for the district and eating on their dime does have its perks."
The next 15 minutes was spent in relative silence with small amounts of small talk as they both enjoyed their dinner. Emily finished first and leaned back in her chair, letting out a sigh, "Wow, that was amazing."
Ben chuckled and finished up his dinner, "I have to agree." They continued to make small talk until the waiter returned and asked if they would like dessert.
Ben looked at Emily and she smiled, "No I think we are good."
The waiter soon returned with their checks, Ben paid for their drinks, even as Emily continued to protest. Finally relenting, Ben did tell her how much they were, so she could leave a tip for them on her card. As they stood, Ben handed her jacket, and helped her put it on.
Emily smiled and thanked him then as they walked out, she suddenly stopped and took a risk, "It's only 8:45, how would you feel about stopping for a drink in the hotel bar?"
Ben smiled, and said, "Sounds like a plan to me."
Emily smiled and led the way back to the hotel, noticing Ben step to the street side of the sidewalk as they made the 10-minute walk back to the hotel. They arrived back at the hotel and made their way to the bar where they found two empty seats towards the end. The bartender came up to them and asked, "What will you be having tonight?"
Emily looked over the menu then said, "I'll have the harvest martini, I've always wanted to try one."
"For you sir?"
"I'll take a Buffalo Trace, neat."
The bartender walked away, and Emily turned to Ben, "What did you just order?"
"It's a type of bourbon."
"What does neat mean?"
With a chuckle, Ben said, "You really don't get out much. It just means straight, no ice, mixer, or anything."
"Oh, I didn't really drink in college except white claws, just recently found out I like wine and other fruity things. I don't know anything about bourbon."
"Well, it is nothing like a White Claw or a fruity drink. It is a manly drink."
Emily giggled and turned her attention back to the bar as the bartender came and handed them their drinks and said, "Sorry folks, this is the last round, we stop serving at 9, I'll get the check whenever you're finished."
They both thanked him and took a sip of their drinks. Ben reached over and grabbed the check before Emily could, causing her to let out a "Hey! I invited you this go around."
Ben laughed, "I don't care, I was raised to never let a beautiful woman pay for her own drink."
Emily blushed too hard to respond but did finally slip out a smile and a "Thank you."
They spent the next 5 minutes talking about things from work and Ben filled her in on all the goofy staff gossip.
After one fit of laughter, she doubled over and finally said, "How do you know all of this?"
Ben took another sip of his bourbon, then replied, "I talk to a lot of people, my kids talk A LOT, and being on leadership, it is pretty easy to sort out the slackers and the morons."
Suddenly feeling self-consciousness, Emily said, "And what about me?"
Not sure how to respond, Ben took a moment before saying, "Well we don't share any kids, so I don't hear from them, but from what I've heard, you're well-liked by the kids and staff."
"Really?"
"Yes, really. Look at me." Emily looked Ben in the eyes, where he continued, "You're smart and a great teacher with a lot of good ideas, you just need to start expressing them and getting them implemented. You need to believe in yourself."
"Thank you, it's just so hard at...". Emily's sentence was cut off as someone stepped beside her at the bar.
"Good evening Em."
Hearing the voice, she suddenly felt a knot in the pit of her stomach; turning on her barstool away from Ben, she was confronted with her ex-fiancé Stephen standing beside her, with his arm around Michelle, the woman she had caught him in bed with.
Feeling every emotion since the fall return, Emily was left speechless. Stephen filled the silence as he paid his tab, "Good to see you, you look, healthier than last time I saw you; good for you. How have you been?"
"Hello Stephen, Michelle."
Ben noticed the woman smirk a bit and stuck out his hand and interjected, "I'm Ben Samuals, I work with Emily, what can we do for you folks."
The man cautiously took Ben's hand, "Stephen Taylor, you work with Emily?"
Emily cut in, "Yes Stephen, he's one of our history teachers, we are here for a conference."
The woman Emily had called Michelle spoke up, "Looks a little cozy for two work colleagues."
Stephen smirked then added, "Yeah, but glad to see you're putting yourself out there."
Once again before Ben could speak up Emily stood up, fighting back tears, and said, "You two would know all about that wouldn't you." Before anyone could respond Emily took off running out of the bar, leaving Ben, Stephen and Michelle standing in silence.
As others looked on, Ben took a step around Emily's now empty barstool and realized he towered over Stephen by a good 5 or 6 inches. He pulled out his wallet and tossed two $20's on top of the tab; he then took a step closer to Stephen and said so only the three of them could hear, "I know exactly who you are, and it's now confirmed that you are as big of a prick as Emily described. No decent human let alone a man would come up to an ex or former friend like this in a public place, especially when you knew it would make her uncomfortable and upset her."
Michelle's mouth fell open in shock and Stephen said, "How dare you talk to us that way."
Turning around and grabbing both his and Emily's coats, Ben sneered, "I'll talk to you however I feel like because to me, you're nothing but dog shit on the bottom of my shoe. Now I suggest you pay your bill and leave."
Before either of them could say anything, Ben waved at the bartender, pointing at his check, and proceeded towards the elevator.
****
When Ben reached the elevator, he found it was already going up, meaning Emily was on it. He pressed the up button and waited, wondering to himself what he could say or how he could make Emily feel better.
As he exited the elevator, he made his way down the hall until he was standing outside of her door. He knocked a couple of times then waited. Not getting a response, he knocked again a little bit harder and called out "Emily, it's Ben. I have your jacket."
He knocked again and this time, he heard some movement and then the door slowly opened. It opened enough for him to see Emily standing there, makeup slightly smeared and puffy eyed from crying. She reached out taking her jacket and mumbling "Thanks." before trying to shut the door.
Ben hurriedly stuck his foot into the door to stop it from closing, "I'm not even going to bother asking if you're okay because I can see you're not. Do you want to talk about it?"
Emily hurriedly shook her head no, never looking at Ben's face.
"Would you like some company, I won't say a word, I just don't like the thought of you being alone, especially since I'm right next door."
Emily stood still for a moment, then without saying a word, turned around and walked back into the room. Ben followed her slowly, wanting to give her space. Just as he could see the bed, Emily stopped, turned to him, and just collapsed against him crying. Not sure of what else to do, he allowed his arms to drape around her shoulders in a hug, which seemed to cause her to cry harder.
He began to let go of her and she looked up at him and whined, "Please don't let go."
For the next five minutes, Emily cried herself out into Ben's shirt as he softly stroked her back, doing his best to comfort her. He couldn't help to notice how good she fit in his arms, or how good her hair smelled. As she began to calm down, she lifted her head and thanked him. As she wiped her eyes, she saw the huge wet spot that had formed on his shirt from her tears. "Oh god, I'm so sorry! I've ruined your shirt."
Ben smiled slightly, "Shhhh, it's okay. They are just tears; it'll wash."
"No, it's not, I shouldn't have done that." She reached for tissues and hurriedly began wiping at the wet spot. Ben grabbed her hands, pulling them away.
"Stop, it is no big deal. If it bothers you so much, why don't I go over to my room and change then come back over?"
With a sniffle, Emily shook her head, "I don't want to bother you anymore."
"You're not bothering me at all, I have nothing else to do, plus I was enjoying our drink."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure, I'll go over, change, and we can watch TV or just keep talking."
"Okay, I'll change too, no sense in wrinkling my dress anymore."
"Okay, I'll be back in 10."
10 minutes later, Ben was back at Emily's door in a pair of gym shorts he had been sleeping in and a hoodie. He had also run downstairs and bought a Coke and a cranberry juice along with 2 airplane bottles of bourbon and 2 bottles of vodka. He knocked on Emily's door, then noticed the safety latch was flipped and he heard "Come on in."
He opened the door shutting it behind himself and found Emily sitting on her bed, flipping through the TV. She still had her hair in a ponytail, but she had lost the dress and was wearing a pair of black leggings and a maroon crew neck sweatshirt with "Potsdam Bears" across the front. He smiled at her, "I brought drinks."
Looking up, Emily smiled, "You didn't have to do that."
"Well, I kinda did, we didn't get to finish our drink downstairs."
"Well thank you."
Ben grabbed some ice from the bucket, poured himself a drink, then asked, "You want to mix your own drink?"
"Just go ahead, it's only an airplane bottle.
Ben mixed Emily's drink, dumping the vodka over ice before finishing with the cranberry juice. He stirred it with a coffee straw he found and walked over to the bed, handing the drink to Emily before taking a seat in the chair across the room.
They sat quietly for a few minutes, sipping their drinks, Ben watching Emily, trying to figure out what to say, but Emily spoke first, "I'm really sorry about tonight. I have no clue what they were doing here, let alone why they would insist on coming up to me."
Brandon took another sip of his drink, then replied, "Cause they're selfish, horrible people. They came up to you because they knew it would upset you, especially commenting on your appearance and then the remark about us being cozy."
"Yeah, I guess you're right."
Seeing the doubt on her face, Ben walked over and stood beside the bed, "Emily, he's an idiot and you're better off."
Emily smiled, "Thanks. And thank you for being so persistent about not being alone tonight. I probably would have just sat and sobbed, but at least now I have someone to talk to. Can you make me another drink?"
"You're welcome and sure." Ben poured them both another drink, handed her hers, then sat back down in the chair.
Over the next half hour, they mindlessly watched random tv shows as Emily flipped, trying to find something that interested her. She finally found Big Bang Theory playing on TBS and set the remote down and said, "This will work, mindless humor."
Ben nodded and leaned forward so he could watch the show too. As they got through the second commercial, Emily noticed Ben fighting more and more, she giggled, "You okay over there."
Ben nodded, "Yeah, I just can't see really well."
Emily laughed, "I showered last night so I don't smell, and I promise I won't bite. I'll scoot over." She shifted to one side of the bed and smiled at him.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, get your ass over here." Ben laughed, hearing Emily curse for the first time was endearing. He moved to the other side of the bed, settled in, and turned his attention back to the show. They both sat quietly, laughing at the antics of the characters, and occasionally commenting about things in the show.
As the episode ended, Emily said, "I need to use the restroom, you got one more episode in you?"
"Sure, it's only 10:30."
Emily disappeared into the bathroom, and Ben set his alarm for 6:30 the next morning. Emily re-emerged and grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, then settled back onto the bed, this time seemingly closer to Ben, to the point where their hips and shoulders touched.
Ben shifted a bit, trying to give her some space and apologizing, "Sorry, I must have shifted too much when laughing."
"You're fine, feeling this close to someone is nice. Our hug earlier was the first real physical contact I've had in a long time."
"Oh...". Before Ben could say anything else, the intro commercial had ended, and the episode began. They sat enjoying the show, but by the end, Ben noticed that Emily's laughter had decreased and noticed her leaning against him, breathing softly as she slept.
He tried the shift but as soon as he did, he felt her stir a bit and mumble, "No." He figured she would wake up eventually since they were upright. After about fifteen minutes and part way through another episode, Ben felt his eyes becoming heavier, staying closed a bit longer each time, before he unintentionally closed them and this time they didn't reopen as he fell asleep.
****
Ben was startled awake at 6:30 as his alarm went off. He reached over to shut it off, but found his movements restricted. He immediately noticed that he wasn't in his room and Emily's head was on his chest and leg draped over his, with his arm holding her close. As his morning brain fog cleared, he thought to himself, "What the hell am I doing in here? Oh shit, we must have both fallen asleep."
As Emily began to stir, he finally got his alarm shut off, but Emily groaned, causing him to freeze his efforts of getting his arm back and sliding out from under her. As his mind ran a 100mph about what he should say or even could say, Emily picked her head up, "Ben?"
He cautiously said, "Ummm, morning."
"Why are you in my bed? Oh my god! Why are you in my bed!? She hurriedly sat up untangling herself from him.
"Calm down. I think we fell asleep."
But why was laying on top of you?!"
"You kept dozing off, and when I tried to move you groaned and didn't seem happy. So, I guess I fell asleep too."
Getting off the bed, Emily began to pace while saying, "Oh my god," over and over again, leaving Ben in silence, not sure what to say or do. He eventually stood up and approached Emily. Before he could say anything, Emily looked up, "You need to leave now."
"What?"
"Get out Ben, what are people going to think?!"
"What do you mean what are people going to think?"
"If someone from the conference sees you coming out of my room, they are going to think we hooked up, and I'll get a reputation."
Ben laughed, "Wow, I don't know if I should be insulted, complimented or both. Look, we know no one else here and we know nothing happened. I just tried to help after a shitty night, and I get yelled at. Fine, I'll leave. I'll see you downstairs later."
Ben turned towards the door, sighing, and shaking his head, and mumbling about how he would never understand women. He made his way back to his room, noticing that there was no one in the hallway, just as he suspected, keyed into his room, and headed straight for the shower. As he stripped down, he couldn't help but notice his hoodie smelled like Emily, and he thought to himself, "We must have cuddled all night." He smiled but that smile almost immediately vanished due to her reaction less than 5 minutes before. He huffed and thought, "I just tried to help and that's how I was repaid. Stupid." He climbed in the shower and began to think about the day to come.
Next door, Emily was doing much of the same. After she got Ben out, she paced the room for a few more minutes before realizing that it was closing in on 6:50am. She hurriedly stripped and as she climbed into the shower, she noticed that her pussy was damp; she let out a groan and thought to herself, "NO! This is not okay; you can't be messing around with co-workers." She continued to mentally kick herself as she showered and prepared herself for the day, planning how she could avoid Ben at breakfast.
***
Emily's plan worked, she went downstairs at 7:45, hurriedly grabbed a bagel, cream cheese and a cup of coffee before making her way to the conference room. When she arrived, she found Ben already at their table, and like the day before the seat next to him was open. She slowly sat down as he noticed the movement beside him, he softly said, "Good Morning."
Equally softly, she replied, "Morning."
The rest of the morning was equally cool, there was very little conversation between the two, just brief small talk about specific issues or how things could apply back home at their school. As lunch neared, Ben asked, "Do you want to get lunch?"
Starting to feel bad about how she treated him, but too embarrassed to admit to it, she again quietly said, "No, I'm going to grab something light and work on some stuff."
Ben simply nodded and got up, walking over to a group of guys he had talked to earlier and walking out of the conference room with them.
Emily grabbed a sandwich from the hotel lobby, and sat quietly at the table, grading some art submissions form her students but unable to focus, her mind shifted back to Ben time and time again. She silently kicked herself again, telling herself that she needed to apologize to him and thank him for being there for her the night before. She smiled of the feeling she had waking up, wrapped in his arms and how she felt so comfortable and seemed to fit against him. Once again though the negative thoughts slipped into her head. "He was just being a nice guy, he would never be interested in you, you can't mess around with coworkers."
She sat engrossed by her thoughts the remainder of the lunch, barely noticing Ben sit back down. He finally commented, "Those are really good."



Emily snapped out of her daze, "Yeah the kids are pretty awesome."
Ben smiled, "I've seen doodles too, it helps they have a great teacher."
Emily felt herself smile and blush but before she could say anything, the presenter started the afternoon session.
The afternoon session was much the same, small bits of chatting about concepts, but a cool tension that wasn't present the day before. Finally, around 4:30, the presenter wrapped up the conference and dismissed them. As people began to stand up, Ben smiled at Emily, "That wasn't so bad after all."
"I told you it would be good."
"So where would you like to have dinner tonight?"
"I think I'm just going to stay in and grade some more, I haven't gotten nearly enough done."
"Are you sure? It's our last night of freedom before we are back to the grind. Let's grab a burger and just relax."
"I think I'm good."
"Okay, whatever you say. Text me if you change your mind."
Ben walked away without another word, causing Emily to drop her head, annoyed with his attitude, but more annoyed with her for not swallowing her pride and apologizing to him like she knew she should.
***
Ben grabbed dinner with the same guys he had lunch with and stayed at the sports bar until about 9, watching an NBA game before deciding to call it an evening. The guys he was with were good guys, knowledgeable about their subject and how to integrate the material from the conference in their respective schools, people that Ben really enjoyed hanging out with, but his mind kept flashing back to Emily.
He couldn't help but be annoyed with her over how she treated him that morning, but also her coolness to him throughout the day. He thought to himself as he made his way back to the hotel, "The ride back tomorrow is going to be a real joy." He huffed as he walked into the hotel, glancing into the bar, and debating on having another drink, but decided against it, figuring having a hangover on the drive back would just make the trip even more grueling.
After exiting the elevator, he walked to his room, stopping in front of Emily's door, debating about knocking. He could hear the TV on and decided against it, he figured he'd text her before bed and figure out what time they were going to leave. He unlocked his room, and allowed the door to slam shut behind him as he made his way to the shower, hoping to wash the bar grease smell off.
Next door, Emily heard Ben's door slam, startling her away from the stupid Hallmark movie she had allowed herself to get sucked into. She said aloud, "This is so damn dumb, people don't just fall into each other's arms and fall in love. It's so much work." She shook her head, but then followed up with the thought, "You have to give people a chance though Em."
She sat there for another 10 minutes trying to grade, thinking about whether she should text Ben about what time he wanted to leave or just wait for him to text her. Finally, after another 5 minutes or so and realizing that it was getting closer to 10, she sighed, tossed her stack of drawings down, and stood up. She thought to herself, "If he's not going to text me about tomorrow, I'll just go find out for myself." She didn't know if it was her annoyance with herself, with Ben, or the glass of wine she had with her room service that was giving her liquid courage, but she grabbed her phone, tucked it into the waistband of her leggings, grabbed a t-shirt and pulled it on over her sports bra and headed towards the door.
She exited her door and knocked on Ben's. As her door latched shut, she suddenly worried that he wasn't in his room, so she knocked again, hard this time. She heard movement, so she knocked a third time and said "Ben." Once again more rustling on the other side of the door, and as she raised her hand to knock again, the door swung open, and Ben stood before her in gym shorts holding a towel.
"Calm down, damn I was in the shower."
For the first time, Emily didn't know what to say. She stood there staring at Ben's shirtless form, unable to process any thought that was coming to her. Ben wasn't movie star ripped, but he had defined muscles and as her eyes shifted south, she observed her "lady killer;" Ben had the sexy vee that goes from his abs towards his penis. She stuttered, "Umm sorry, I just wanted to talk."
Without showing much emotion, Ben turned inward in his room, "Then come in and talk, the hallways drafty."
Emily was left standing in the hallway as Ben made his way towards his bed, picking up a glass on the entertainment stand and taking a drink. He turned to her after 30 seconds or so, "Are you going to come in or not?" Emily simply nodded her head and walked in, allowing the door to shut behind her. Ben began to towel off his hair and looked up at her and in a very apparent annoyed voice, "Well, are you going to talk or not?"
Emily just stood there for a minute, allowing her head to drop, not sure how to handle his seeming annoyance, which she gathered she probably deserved. After what felt like an eternity, feeling his eyes stare at her, she said, "I'm sorry."
"What are you sorry for?"
"For earlier. I was a complete and total bitch."
Unbeknownst to Emily, Ben nodded, but realized calling her out on it wasn't what she needed, she needed empathy again. There was silence for a moment, then with a noticeable softness in his voice, Ben said, "What was that all about?"
Emily was silent, trying to hold it all together when all she wanted to do was tell Ben everything about how she felt, the thoughts she had about him in the shower, her insecurities about teaching, and just everything. As she tried to formulate a sentence from her thoughts, Ben's feet appeared in her vision, almost touching hers, and before she could say anything or even move, she felt her head moving upwards via Ben's finger. The next thing she knew, she was looking Ben in the eyes.
"What was that all about Em?"
Once again, Emily was speechless. She and Ben were almost touching, looking into each other's eyes. She could smell his soap and shampoo and she could feel the heat from the shower radiating off his body. For the first time in her life, Emily threw caution to the wind, stood on her tiptoes, reached up grabbing Ben's head and pulled it to her, crashing her lips into his.
As she kissed him, his eyes shot open, shocked at what had just occurred. He felt Emily's lips move against his, and he instinctively wrapped his arms around her, pulling her against him, closed his eyes and kissed her back.
They stood kissing for 30 seconds when suddenly Emily pulled away and squeaked, "Oh my god, I can't believe I did that. I'm going to get fired, oh god..."
Her statement and thoughts were interrupted by Ben, "Emily shut up, that was amazing."
"Huh?"
"You are an amazing kisser. Why would you get fired?"
"I just sexually assaulted a coworker."
Ben pulled back slightly, laughing. "You sexually assaulted me? Did you not notice that I kissed back?"
"Ummm..."
Ben leaned down and pulled her against him again, pushing his lips back to hers. This time, the kiss was less awkward, and their bodies molded together as their kissing intensified. As Emily felt her legs beginning to burn from being on her toes, she felt something else, Ben's hard cock pushing against her stomach. She let out a small groan as their tongues touched. She felt Ben's hand slide down her back, resting on the top of her ass. She groaned again, but this time pulled back, breaking their kiss.
Ben was the first to speak this time, "Sorry about that, I umm..."
Emily cut him off, "Ben, I've never done anything like this before, and I can't believe I'm about to say this...if you're not opposed, I really need you to have sex with me tonight."
Ben stood quietly before her, unsure of what to say; the silence caused Emily to second guess herself, but before she could speak, Ben said, "I think you're a little vulnerable right now and maybe aren't thinking clearly."
Emily paused, "You took care of me last night, defended me in front of Stephen, and feeling you hold me is something that I've missed."
"Yes, but that's just what friends do."
"Yes, but would a friend have that issue?" Gesturing towards the prominent tent in his pants.
"Ummmm..."
Taking one of the biggest risks of her life, Emily crossed her arms, pulling her shirt off, leaving her in nothing but leggings and her light blue sports bra. She looked at Ben and felt his eyes travel all over her newly exposed skin. She felt a slight chill, and knew her nipples were surely pushing through the thin cloth of the bra with no cups in.
"Wow, you're beautiful."
Emily smiled, "Thank you." She approached him and softly continued, "So, how about it?"
Granted he didn't know her all that well, this was a side of Emily he never would have expected. "Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure." Taking another risk, she placed her hands on the tent in Ben's shorts, causing him to let out a groan, "I want you to use this on me." She couldn't help but notice how large he felt in her hand.
As she let go, Ben took a deep breath, "We have a problem, I'm not exactly prepared."
Emily stepped back, "Seems like you're ready to go to me."
"No Emily, I don't have a condom."
"Oh..." Emily stood silently for a moment, then continued, "Are you, ya know, clean?"
Waving his hand, "I haven't had sex with anyone other than handgela in over 6 months, yes I am clean."
Emily giggled, "Well, I'll fix that tonight." Stepping back against him, Emily pulled Ben in for another kiss and began to gently guide him towards the bed. As his knees hit the bed, he let go of Emily's hips and sat down. She smiled again, "I'm overdressed." She pulled her phone from the waistband of her leggings, then crossed her arms again pulling her bra off, allowing her tits to drop free.
Brandon just muttered "Damn." As he took in Emily's tits. He could tell in her dress and clothes from before that they were big, but now in front of him, they looked huge. Due to their weight and size, they sagged a bit, but they still sat high on her chest in the classic teardrop shape. Her nipples were a very light pink with the areolas blending in almost perfectly with the skin of the rest of her breasts.
Emily smiled, feeling sexy for the first time in a while as Ben gazed at her tits. To lose weight, she had mainly focused on lifting and diet, so she had maintained her tits and ass. She looked at him and smirked, "34 double D, and they are very sensitive."
Ben nodded, and pulled her against him, allowing her to sit on his lap, pushing their clothed crotches against each other. They kissed again, allowing their tongues to explore each other and as they did, Emily began to grind against Ben, trying to find the perfect motion that allowed her to press against Ben's cock. After about 30 seconds, she found the spot and began to moan into the kiss.
Ben allowed his hands to roam over her back, feeling her soft skin before dropping them to her as and cupping it, helping guide her motions against him. His lips left hers and traveled down her cheek to her neck. He softly kissed and nipped causing her to gasp a bit as she continued to grind against him. He moved from her neck to her collarbone and continued to nip and kiss her.
"If you leave a mark, make sure it's low enough that people can't see."
With a slightly ragged breath, Ben smiled, "Well how low is low enough?"
Emily leaned back and lifted Ben's face, "Anywhere on my tits will be fine."
"Gladly." Ben bent his head back down and thanks to her short torso, he could easily reach her tits. He began to kiss his way towards her nipple, causing Emily to moan more as he got closer. He sucked hard on the side of her breast, knowing he would leave a mark like she warned him about on pale skin. Not wanting to tease her too much, he kissed around her areola, noticing it got a bit darker before taking her nipple into his mouth, causing Emily to let out a loud gasp, followed by a moan.
As he sucked on her nipple, her moans continued to grow steadier; her hips ground harder on his cock, intensifying the electricity that was seemingly running through her body. After about a minute, she cradled Ben's head and pushed it into her breast. Ben continued sucking and with two flicks of his tongue, Emily moaned and went rigid with an "Oh god!"
Emily felt the orgasm wash over her, not nearly as intense as the ones she gave herself, but different and satisfying in the sense that someone else had given it to her. Ben slowed his tongue and his lips as her orgasm began to ease its grip on her. She slowed her hips and leaned into him as she caught her breath. Ben gently pushed her away and spoke, "Feel better?"
With a half-smile Emily pushed her hair out of her face, "Much. I've only ever cum from boob play once, and this time was better."
"I'm glad I could help, you have amazing tits, they deserve attention."
Standing up, Emily smiled, "Well thank you." They looked at each other, Emily standing and Ben sitting on the edge of the bed, stupidly smiling like a couple of teenagers; Emily was the first to speak, "Now, I've been feeling that" gesturing toward the obvious tent in his shorts, "Now I want to see it." Emily knelt on the floor in front of Ben, reaching forwards and grabbing the waistband of his shorts.
"Unmmm, you need to know something, my cock is bigger than most."
Being with a few men, Emily knew that men tended to exaggerate their size, but when Ben lifted his hips and she pulled his shorts off, allowing his cock to spring free, she was not expecting what she saw.
Ben's cock was completely clean shaven and cut with just a tad bit hair above the shaft, but he was right, it was bigger than any other cock she had seen before except in porn. She immediately felt her pussy get wetter because even if she didn't admit to it to her friends, Emily had always been a bit of a size queen. She slowly put her hands on it, gently stroking it and simply admiring it. "I have to ask, how big is it?"
"Ummm, a bit over 7 inches and about 5 and half around."
"Mmmmm, this is gonna be better than I thought. Your balls are so big too."
Ben blushed a bit, "Yeah, they get that way when I'm really turned on."
She just grinned and continued stroking softly, but realized that he was blushing, "What's the matter?"
"My past girlfriends always complained that it was too big, and I got made fun of a bit in middle school for it."
"Oh baby, you have nothing to be self-conscious about and those other women just didn't know what to do with it." Emily moved her head closer, hovering her mouth just over the tip and said, "I'm looking forward to this, Stephen's cock was so fucking tiny, I always had to help myself getting off when we had sex. That won't be an issue with this." As she finished speaking and before Ben could say anything, Emily opened her mouth and took the head of his cock into her mouth, sucking gently while flicking the end with her tongue.
Ben let out a groan as his cock was enveloped in the warm, wetness that was Emily's mouth. She slowly began to work his cock further into her mouth, humming gently as she allowed a little bit more into her mouth until she had it about halfway in and felt the head hit the back of her throat. She looked up at Ben, making eye contact with her as she tried to take his cock further. She grinned as much as possible with his cock in her mouth, before, sliding back up and repeating the motion again. She did this for about a minute, but could feel her mouth getting a bit tired, but hearing Ben's moans and groans encouraged her to keep going. She continued to suck his cock and cup his balls in her hand, feeling how large and full they must be, causing him to moan with each slurp.
He sat up to get a better view of Emily's mouth on his cock and her tits. She looked up at him again and took her mouth from his cock and said, "Why don't you put your hand on my head?"
Ben had learned a long time ago that because of his size, he shouldn't ever rest his hand on a woman's head while she was giving him a blow job, "I don't want to force you or make it seem like I want more. This is phenomenal as is."
Emily grinned and stood up, "Well thank you for thinking of me, but I want more; stand up." Emily stepped back as he stood up. She looked down, seeing his cock sticking straight, looking even bigger than when he was sitting. She reached out and softly stroked his cock, wet with her saliva. Ben let out a soft groan and she continued, "I'm going to lay back on the bed and you're going to stick your cock in my mouth, got it?"
Seeing the assertive side of Emily was turning Ben on more and more, so he simply nodded. Before laying on the bed, Emily turned around and as seductively as she could, peeled her leggings off, exposing her bare ass. "You're not wearing any panties."
"Nope, wanted to be comfortable and I only brought lace panties, and those would show." She turned and stood before Ben completely nude. He looked from her toes to her waist, seeing there was just a light bit of stubble above her pussy and her lips were already glistening with her wetness. She walked past him, climbing onto the bed and laying down with her head draped over the edge.
"What are you doing?"
"I told you I was going to lay on the bed so you can stick your cock back in my mouth. Come over here and do it."
Ben approached the edge of the bed and bent his knees slightly, allowing his cock to line up with her mouth. She reached out once again, grabbing it and pulling him to her and greedily taking his cock into her mouth. As she took the head in, Emily reached behind Ben, grabbing his legs, and pulling his cock deeper into her mouth. She felt the tip hit the back of her mouth, and with a slight tip of her head and breath through her nose, Ben's cock slipped into her throat. Feeling the sudden change, Ben let out a loud groan, but within a couple of seconds, he felt Emily push on his thighs, causing him to quickly withdraw his cock from her mouth.
"Oh my god! I'm so sorry!"
Wiping the spit from her lips, Emily said, "Why are you sorry? That is what I wanted."
"But you pushed back?"
"Yeah, I wanted you to pull back a little before pushing it back in. "
"What?"
"Ben, I want you to fuck my mouth and throat. Not hard, but in this position, you have to do the work."
"Oh."
"Now get back over here and do it." Ben moved closer again, allowing his cock to rest on Emily's lips before she allowed it to slip back in. As she took it back in, she mumbled, "Mmhmm," giving him the go ahead to begin to gently thrust. As he did, he could feel each time his cock entered her throat which caused him to moan. When he didn't have his head tilted back, he was looking at Emily's body; her tits bounced softly with each thrust and her left hand had left his body and was gently rubbing her clit, causing her to moan softly, vibrating his cock.
They maintained this position for a minute or so, Emily getting more turned on with the combination of his cock in her mouth and her finger on her clit. She could feel the cock swelling a bit more and after feeling how large Ben's balls were, was sure he would be a large cummer, so she didn't want to risk him cumming in her mouth. She gently pushed him away and smiled up at him, "How was that?"
Ben stepped back and steadied himself on the dresser, "Wow, that was amazing." He paused for a moment, steadying himself and collecting his thoughts as Emily turned and moved to a sitting position on the bed with her knees pulled up against her chest, allowing him a perfect view of her now wet pussy. He then continued, "I will have to repay the favor some time."
Emily giggled, "I'd like that, but right now, I've had enough foreplay, I need to feel you inside of me." Ben simply nodded before Emily continued, "Come over here and lay down." Ben moved over to the bed and lay down with his head on a pillow. Emily moved up and kissed him before allowing her hand to travel to his cock, making sure it was still wet from her blowjob. Happy that it was wet enough and knowing that her pussy was for sure wet, she pulled back from their kiss and straddled Ben, hovering her pussy over his cock, saying for his benefit and a bit of her own, "I know I can handle this, but it's going to take a few to adjust, so let me control everything."



"I'll do as I'm told."
She took his cock in her hand, and slowly lowered herself onto it. As the head pushed past her lips, she felt it begin to stretch her open. She tried to focus so as not to impale herself completely, but the pleasure she felt as it stretched her pussy to a point it had never been before, she couldn't help but let out a moan as she paused and allowed herself to get used to the first couple of inches.
As he watched the head of his cock slip into her pussy, he was overwhelmed with the wetness and the warmth enveloping him. Her mouth was one thing, but Emily's pussy was a whole other level. As she paused, he looked for any sign of discomfort, but didn't see any and allowed his hands to slide up her knees slowly and gently onto her smooth thighs. They stayed in this position for a few minutes and as the stretch feeling subsided, Emily began to lower herself deeper onto his cock, causing them both to moan as more of her stretched to accommodate the hard intruder making its way into her.
Emily leaned forward a bit, giving her butt a break, and allowing her tits to dangle in Ben's face. He immediately took her right one into his mouth, sucking the nipple and flicking it, causing her to moan again. Even though she didn't think it was possible, she felt herself become even wetter, and going for it, she sat up, pulling her nipple from Ben's mouth and sat all the way down on his cock. As their pelvises met, they both once again let out a loud moan, Brandon from feeling his entire cock enveloped in Emily, and her because his cock was stretching her and touching her in places that I had never been touched before in this position.
They stayed still for a moment, both just relishing the feel, it was Emily that spoke first, "God you're fucking huge."
"Thanks..."
"No, I mean it, you feel amazing."
"You do too."
With just a smile, Emily placed her hands on Ben's chest and began to rock on his cock, allowing it to slip out about halfway before sliding back down, feeling the head push deep inside her, touching what she thought was her cervix, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. Ben lay there, enjoying the pleasure, but even more so, enjoying the obvious pleasure that Emily was feeling. She opened her eyes as she pushed down again, shuddering a bit from the pleasure, before smiling and saying, "You're allowed to touch me."
Ben smiled, "I was just enjoying watching you feel good."
Emily grinned, "Well, put your hands on my ass and help me feel good." Ben smiled and moved his hands to her ass as she once again dangled her tits in his face. She began to ride him again and between soft moans said, "Find a pace that feels the best for you, but don't cum."
Been nodded and taking a firm grasp of Emily's ass began to pull her towards him, allowing him to quickly kiss or lick her nipples before she slid back down on his cock. Very quickly, they found a pace that was doing wonders for Emily, and at the same time felt great for Ben. As Emily felt her orgasm approaching, she allowed herself to rest on Ben's chest, grinding her clit on the rough hair above his cock as he pulled her in and out of him.
With her mouth near his ear she moaned, "Faster." Ben helped her speed up a bit and each time she slid down, he pushed up into her causing her to moan louder. They kept this up for another 5 thrusts and with a loud moan, Emily went rigid, then began to shake. Her pussy flooding and contracting around Ben's cock.
Ben felt her shake, so he pulled her tight against him as her orgasm washed over her. He felt her pussy gripping his cock, as if trying to coax the cum out of it, but through sheer will and thinking about football, he was able to hold back his own orgasm. As Emily's orgasm subsided, he felt liquid dripping down his shaft and onto his balls, causing him to almost lose it again, but was once again able to hold back. As her orgasm subsided, she lay on him, catching her breast as he softly stroked her back.
After laying still for a moment, enjoying the post orgasm high, she lifted her head and said, "Wow, that was better than the last and beats anything my vibrator does."
Ben smiled and gave her a slight slap on the ass, causing to squeal as he said, "Well I'm glad I could help. You're pretty hot when you cum."
Emily sat the rest of the way up, causing another shiver to run through her body as his cock pushed deeper into her again. She sighed and climbed off him, grunting as she felt his cock slip from her, replacing the fullness with emptiness. As she sat beside him, she looked at his cock, seeing it covered in milky fluid, and wetness covered his large balls. "Did you cum?"
"No, you said not to, which was REALLY FUCKING hard!"
Emily gasped and covered her mouth, "Oh god, I did that!"
"Raising himself up onto his elbows, he nodded "Is that what I think it is?"
"It is NOT pee!"
"I didn't think it was. Did I make you squirt?"
"Yes, I'm so sorry!"
Ben sat up, "Don't be, it's involuntary and pretty sexy, I think. I've never had that happen before."
"You don't understand."
"What don't I understand? We had really good sex, you had a hell of an orgasm and you squirted."
"No that's not it. If I squirt once, I will squirt again, and it'll be more. When I use my one vibrator, I have to use it in the shower because I make such a mess."
Finding her embarrassment cute, Ben sat up and readied her chin so they looked at each other, "Don't be embarrassed, we can make a mess all we want because we have another bed, right next door if we need to sleep there."
"Sleep there?"
"I was hoping after we are done, we can sleep together, unless this is just a "wham bam, thank you man?""
Emily giggled, seeing that Ben wasn't bothered at all, "No it's not that. Now you need to experience what I felt."
"How would you like it?"
Emily laughed at the phrasing but flopped over on her back, spread her legs, and bent her knees up, "I know it is a bit boring, but how about missionary?"
"Fine with me," Ben said as he moved between her legs. As he got ready to enter her, his brain flashed the lucid thought that they had never talked about where Ben would cum. "Umm, we never talked about me finishing."
Not understanding his comment, Emily looked confused and said, "What do you mean?"
"Where do you want me to cum? A towel, the bed beside you, your stomach, on myself? Where?"
Emily smirked, "You forgot one."
"Face?"
"Try again."
"Tits?"
"No silly, I want you to cum inside me if that's okay with you. I have an IUD."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I love the feeling of cum inside me, it's so primal."
"Then I have a confession to make." Emily gave him a confused look before he continued, "I cum a lot more than the average man I think."
"Oh" Emily replied and thought for a moment, "Even better." Taking that as his cue, Ben scooted up and pushed is cock between her slippery lips and thanks to her orgasm and squirting a few moments early, he felt no resistance and slipped all the way in a single thrust. "Oh fuck," groaned Emily causing Ben hold still for a moment.
"You good?"
"I'm fucking great, now fuck me."
Ben began to make slow and full thrusts, causing Emily's tits to bounce in time with each thrust. He worked up a steady pace that he could sustain, but at the same time was causing Emily to moan louder and more consistently. He kept the thrusting up for a couple of minutes as Emily grabbed the sheets in pleasure. Looking down at her, he said, "Touch your clit."
Emily's eyes opened suddenly, and she moaned her approval and moved her hand to her pussy, making fast circles on it with her fingers in rhythm with Ben's strokes, causing her to moan louder. "Fuck me faster."
Seeing the pleasure again that Emily was experiencing, he did just that and began to thrust faster and faster. He could tell she was nearing her orgasm and after 5 or 6 more thrusts, he stopped.
Emily's eyes shot open again, "Why the fuck did you stop, I was almost there!"
"So we can do this." He leaned forward, pushing his cock deep into her and grabbed a pillow, "Put this under your ass."
"Oooo, okay, I can be okay with that."
She slipped the pillow under her ass and Ben began to thrust again. With him slightly below her, his cock was pushing up against her G-spot and deep inside her pussy as he bottomed out each time. Once again Emily began to moan, throwing in "Yes, yes."
With her rubbing her clit and Ben thrusting, she knew she wouldn't last much longer. At the same time Ben could tell the same thing. He picked up the pace as fast as he could go, which Emily matched with her finger on her clit. Within a minute of putting her ass on the pillow, Ben felt his balls begin to churn, then cum begin erupting from his cock, deep into Emily's pussy as he held himself completely inside of her.
With a loud groan, Emily felt Ben go rigid and the next second felt her insides being coated with his cum. She made another couple of rotations with her finger before she couldn't stop it and felt her own orgasm hit her. Like she feared, she felt herself squirting, more this time than before, but unable to stop it, her body kept shaking and spaying all over Ben's stomach. It was even more intense this time because she could feel Ben's cock throbbing as it pumped cum deep inside of her womb.
As they both began to come down from their orgasms, Ben collapsed on top of Emily, covering both of their stomachs in Emily's liquid. He gently kissed her lips and they lay there, kissing while they each regained their breath. "That was amazing."
Emily smiled, "Yes it was. I feel so full."
"I told you there was a lot. This might have been the most. You're so sexy."
Emily laughed, "Thank you, I think we made a mess though?"
Ben slid off her, noticing a bit of cum leaking from her red pussy and, looking at the sheets and pillow under her and said, "Yeah, they are soaked."
"My room?"
"Sounds good to me, let me grab the robes off the door." Ben hopped up and ran to the bathroom. He grabbed a washcloth and soaked it in warm water before heading back to the bedroom with the robes. Upon entering the room, he saw Emily had removed the pillow from under her but was just lying in the bed completely relaxed. "God you are beautiful."
Emily laughed, "You have to say that considering we just had sex and your only hope at a dry bed is me."
"No seriously, you are absolutely stunning Emily. I'm going to go out on a limb and tell you I hope this isn't a one-time thing." He handed her the washcloth which she softly wiped herself with, then took a bathrobe from Ben and made her way to the door.
Emily didn't reply and dropped the washcloth on the sink and opened the door. She turned and smiled, "Are you coming or not?"
****
The next morning, Ben woke up around 10:30, rolling over and reaching for Emily, he felt an empty bed. For a moment he thought the previous night had been a dream, but he realized that it wasn't when he recognized Emily's suitcase and felt the warm spot in the bed beside him. He could hear the shower running, so he climbed out a bed and knocked gently on the ajar door.
"Come on in." He pushed the door open and through the steam dup glass, he could see Emily's naked form in all its glory as she washed her hair. "Good morning sleepy head."
"Good morning to you too. I can't believe we slept so late."
Emily laughed, "Well I think we wore each other out last night."
Ben opened the shower door and slipped in behind her, softly kissing her neck and sliding his hands down her body. Emily pushed back into him, moaning softly as she felt his cock pushing into the small of her back. Just as he was beginning to run his hands up her stomach to her breasts, she turned in his arms, "None of that mister, we have to be out of here at 11 or get charged for a late checkout."
But..."
"No buts about it. Get back to your room and get packed and shower. I'll meet you downstairs at 11."
Ben groaned and felt like he had maybe overstepped by getting into the shower with her. He made his way back to his room, he packed, showered, and headed to meet Emily at 11 as they had planned.
When he entered the lobby, saw Emily standing by the front door, she smiled at him as he made his way to the front desk and dropped off his key and handled all the final checkout procedures. As he made his way towards her, he could see she was wearing a pair of jeans with sneakers and her puffy coat over top. "Hello again." She smiled at him, always a good sign he thought.
"Hello, I went ahead and had the valet get your truck, it should be here."
They walked out the door together finding Ben's truck sitting at the stand. He opened Emily's door and threw their bags in the back seat before tipping the valet $20. He climbed in and pulled the truck away from the curb. They were about a half hour outside of town when Emily finally shed her jacket, allowing Ben to see the tan sweater she had on that was unbuttoned 3 buttons, showing just a bit of tasteful cleavage.
They made small talk about the conference, work, and other random things, neither of them bringing up what had happened the night before. As they pulled into the lot at school, Ben pulled up behind Emily's car; she unbuckled her seat belt and climbed out as Ben did the same, grabbing her bags as she started her car.
After loading her bags in the trunk for her, Ben had resigned himself to the previous night being just a one-night stand, something Emily needed after dealing with her ex. He felt his watch vibrate with a text but ignored it as she approached him. He shut the trunk as she smiled, "Thanks again for driving and everything the last couple of days."
"No problem at all."
Emily looked around quickly, then pulled Ben into a hug. Realizing that they were behind his truck where no cameras on the building would see it, Ben wrapped her in his arms, hugging her tightly. They stood silently for a moment until Emily lifted her head from his chest and quietly said, "Just so you know, I'm not wearing any underwear, I'm wet, and you owe me a pussy eating after last night's blowjob."
She stepped back and smiled, causing Ben to just say, "Okay."
Emily walked back to her car and as she climbed in, said, "That text was my address, I'll see you in 10 minutes."
Ben just nodded, climbed in his truck, and pulled away so Emily could back her car out, then followed her to her house.
*Epilogue*
Ben and Emily dated secretly for the remainder of the school year, getting to know each other better and in general spending more time together. Emily did come out of her shell a bit more and began to become more assertive in advocating for her students and for things that she knew would improve the school. Ben always told her to be as assertive at school as she was in the bedroom.
As the year came to a close, Emily's position was cut due to budgeting issues, but she was easily able to find another position in a neighboring district. No longer being colleagues, they began to tell people that they were an item, garnering support from everyone.
As they moved Emily out of her old classroom at the end of June, Ben came back in from carrying the last box to his truck and found Emily sitting on the table she used to do demonstrations on. Seeing a sad look on her face he said, "Penny for your thoughts?"
"Oh nothing, just thinking about how I got my start here, how I met you here and how this will always be an important place to me and to us."
Ben stepped between her legs, pushing her flowered skirt up a bit and wrapped her in a hug, kissing the top of her head and saying, "Yeah, but your new job will be even better with more money."
"Yeah, I guess you're right. I won't get to see you every day though."
"We are practically living together now, so yes you will."
Emily laughed, "I guess you're right, there is something though."
"What's that?"
Emily looked around, seeing the door had shut, "I've always wanted to fuck you on this table, and my panties are in my purse..."
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Zack found himself outside working in his garage doing some maintenance on his boat in preparation for the warm weekend ahead. At 26, he was doing well for himself, great job, nice home, and any toy that he could want. One thing that was lacking was his dating life, sure there were a couple women he would go out with on occasion, but no one he felt a real connection to, and especially no one that he was willing to sleep with.
When he went out to his garage this evening, he noticed that his neighbor two houses up, Avery was out cutting her grass. He waved and went into the garage to work on the boat, thinking to himself, "Damn she's looking good as usual." After about an hour or so he was interrupted by a knock on the door and turned to see Avery standing there. He hopped out of the boat, turned down the radio asked, "What's up?"
She responded, "My mower ran out of gas, and I don't have any more in the can, can I borrow some?"
"Sure!" he responded as he walked over to the shelf where he kept his cans and handed her one of the small ones. She thanked him, headed back towards her house and in about 2 minutes, he heard the mower start again.
A little bit about Avery, he knew that she was a 40-year-old nurse, about 5 '8 with a slim figure, red hair, and glasses usually, but had contacts in that night. There was a guy he had seen often, and Zach knew he had two kids that weren't hers. He had never been introduced to the guy, just a few neighborly waves; but he could never really figure out the dynamic between the two.
Being single and younger, Zack often helped her do things around her property like trim trees, move landscaping things, small maintenance things and other odds and ends. She had always been super friendly, even flirty, thanking and hugging me, and bringing cookies over as a thank you after he had completed a project.
After going back to work on the boat for another 15 or 20 minutes, Zach heard the mower shut off and a few minutes later, Avery came back into the garage with his gas can and said, "I topped my mower off, so I'll be good until I can go get more."
He responded, "That's fine, let me know if you need anymore." He then noticed how sweaty she was and asked, "I've got some beers in the fridge, you want one?"
"Sure, that would really hit the spot, but only a couple, I do have to work tonight." Over the next hour or so and 2 beers each, they talked about his boat, what was going on in each of their lives and how she was going to take advantage of the market before interest rates went up again and sell her house, so she could move into something bigger.
Zach took another swig of his beer, "Well that's a bummer, good neighbors are hard to come by especially pretty ones!"
They both laughed and she responded, "Right! I probably will move in next to some ugly jackass who can't do shit if I need help with something."
They continued to laugh and carried on with their conversation. Around 9pm, Avery looked at the clock and said, "Oh shit, I didn't realize it was so late, I have to be at work at 11."
They both stood up and tossed their beer bottles in the recycling bin; Avery walked up to Zach and said, "I'm sweaty, but you know I'm a hugger!" She hugged him and this time the hug lasted a little longer than usual and she finally said, "Thank you so much for everything, I don't know what I would have done if you weren't home."
Zach pulled back and smiled before saying, "It's no big deal, that's what neighbors are for."
At that moment their eyes met, and she leaned up and kissed him. After getting over the initial shock, he kissed her back and pulled her close. After making out for a few moments, she pulled back and said, "I need to be in my house to shower and get ready for work at 10, maybe I can thank you in a much better way than cookies?"
Zach grinned and said, "That sounds great, let's go in the house."
She bit her bottom lip and said, "No, out here is just fine with me."
With those words spoken, he pulled her close by grabbing her ass and kissed her hard. Before he knew it, she was pulling his shirt off and beginning to fumble with his belt and shorts. They stopped kissing for a minute and caught their breath and she said, "I haven't been fucked in 3 months, I can already feel your cock, hurry up!"
Zach smiled and said, "Gladly."
He pulled her tank top off leaving her in just a tan bra and jean shorts. Before he could say or do anything more, she was dropping to her knees in front of him and pulling his shorts and boxers down. As his cock sprung free, it almost hit her in the face because she was so close to him.
Seeing his cock at full mast, she took it in her hand and said, "Oh yes." She began to slowly stroke it with her hand and before beginning to lick and kiss the head. As she took his cock in her mouth, he twitched and thrust his hips involuntarily, causing his cock to go deeper than he planned.
This caused her eyes to get huge and gag a little bit, but as he began to apologize, she took the cock out of her mouth and said, "Oh god, that was awesome, use me." She put his cock back in her mouth and he began to gently thrust, fucking her face while she held onto his ass, setting the pace.
They kept this up for 4-5 minutes before he had to stop, she looked up at him sadly and said, "Why did you stop?"
He looked down at her and said, "Well I'd like to fuck you too, but your mouth is going to stop that from happening."
She shook her head, stood up and said, "Well what are you waiting for, fuck me." She unbuttoned her shorts and pulled them and her panties down in one motion. If you were watching from outside, it was rather funny, Zach standing there naked except for flip flops and now Avery in nothing but her bra and sneakers from cutting grass.
Realizing that Avery liked to be dominated, he looked at her and told her, "Take that fucking bra off, you're overdressed." She just nodded, reached around, unclipping and allowed her bra to fall to the floor. Avery didn't have huge tits, probably a large B or small C cup, but on her thin frame they looked huge. Being a garage, there was no furniture except a couple lawn chairs and Zach said, "Lean over the swim deck of the boat."
They both walked towards the boat, and she bent over, spreading her legs, and giving him a perfect view of her wet pussy. He slid his hand up and down her pussy, feeling how wet she was causing and causing her to moan a bit. As he lined up his cock, he stopped and said, "I have condoms in the house, I can run and grab them."
She looked over her shoulder and said, "We don't have time, I'm clean. I'm not on birth control though, and haven't gone through menopause, just pull out."
He nodded and slowly slid into her pussy. As his hips met her ass, they both let out a moan. He began to thrust in and out of her causing her to moan and groan. As he sped up, she turned and said, "Pull my hair." He kept one hand on her hip and grabbed a handful of her hair pulling her head back, causing her to moan, "Oh yes!!"
They kept this up for a few minutes before she goes, "Oh god!!" Zach felt her go rigid as she began to cum. He kept up his pace the best he could as she came, but the contracting of her pussy made it difficult.
As her orgasm subsided, she turned and said, "Fuck me harder come on!" Slightly taken aback, but not wanting to ruin a good thing, he dropped her hair and put both hands on her hips and began to fuck her as hard as he could, causing her to moan louder. It wasn't long before he felt himself getting ready to cum, so as she had instructed, he pulled out, causing Avery to drop to her knees in front of him. She took his cock in her hand and stuck it in her mouth and with two bobs of her head, he was cumming down her throat.
As his orgasm subsided, she slowed her pace and then raised up and said, "Thank you so much for that, I needed it."
All Zach could do was nod and mumble a "You're welcome," as he came down from his own orgasm.
Avery stood up and with a soft kiss on the cheek, they both began to get dressed, Zach offered her a bottle of water which she readily accepted. She gave him another kiss on the cheek and as she departed, she said, "You can finish what you were working on now."
Zach did just that, he finished prepping his boat and when he walked out of the garage about 10:30, Avery was walking to her car and with a quick wave and a smile she left for work. The next day when Zach looked out the window after work, he noticed a "For Sale" sign in front of Avery's house, causing him to frown a bit and think to himself, "Damn, I really should have taken advantage of this situation sooner." What Zach didn't know was that this wasn't the last time before Avery moved.
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Wednesday, about two weeks after they had hooked up, Zack noticed a "Sold" sign on the realtor sign in the front yard of Melissa's house. He saw Melissa out the following Thursday and asked her about it. She said, "Yep, I got an offer about 2 weeks ago for list price and cash for a quick close. A couple bought it for their parents to retire in, they liked the one floor lay out. I'm moving in with my sister Monday for a few weeks until the house I bought is closed on."
Zack smiled and said, "Well that's great. It'll suck not having you in the neighborhood and to look at as you mow, but it's great it was fast and easy."
They both laughed and he told Melissa, "We should get together and hang out one more time before you move."
She smiled and said, "That would be really nice, are you taking the boat out anytime soon?" He told her that they could take it out that Sunday since it was going to be nice, and she smiled and said, "That sounds great, I don't work Saturday night, I can catch some sleep when I get off Sunday morning then we can go out. Does 3 work?"
Zack agreed and they parted ways, Melissa to go to work and Zack to prepare for the weekend and finish getting his boat prepped.
Saturday rolled around and Zack texted Melissa about 2 and confirmed they were still good. Right at 3 there was a knock on his garage door and an announcement of "Ready to go?"
He laughed and said, "Yes ma'am, just waiting on you." They loaded into his truck and headed down to the river. With the two of them, they got the boat in easily, parked the truck and headed out. The spent the first few hours just cruising up and down the river, around the few islands, and just talking and hanging out before pulling into a local place on the river for beer and dinner.
While they were eating, Zack noticed guys glancing at Melissa; she was wearing a pair of jean shorts that weren't buttoned, showing a little bit of her bikini bottom and just her red bikini top. Today was a great example of Melissa being in her 40's, but looking like she was in her 30's, and in great shape, showing off her toned body and her smaller C-cup breasts. As they finished up, he paid, and they headed back down to the boat. After pulling away from the dock, Zack commented, "Man you were really the center of attention up there tonight."
Melissa laughed and said, "Well, they can look, but not touch." Zack laughed and as he slowed down to cross another boat's wake, Melissa looked at him from her seat on the bow and said, "You can touch though."
He had been enjoying the view down at her cleavage most of the day as she had stayed seated right in front of him in the open bow. He just smiled at her comment and said, "I would like that a lot, you want to head back in?"
Melissa stood up, walking to him, and said while stroking the front of his swim trunks, "No, find somewhere secluded."
As he sped the boat up, Melissa untied his swim trunks and got down on her knees, freeing his cock which had gone from soft to hard faster than he had ever seen it. He glanced down at her to see her slightly stroking his cock; he looked back up, just in time to steer around a stick rather abruptly causing Melissa to slightly lose her balance and tilt into his crotch.
He immediately apologized to which she responded, "Mmmm, oh no apology necessary." She then proceeded to take his cock into her mouth, gently sucking and causing Zack to let out a gentle moan. They came around the end of one of the many islands and found the small cove where people usually swim and grill was empty. Zack struggled to focus as he pulled the boat close enough to the island to be out of sight of the main channels, but not run aground, all the while Melissa kept sucking his cock.
As he got to a place he was comfortable with, he told her, "Hold on, I have to throw out the anchor." He waddled forward to retrieve the anchor from under the seat and threw it over the side.
As he turned around, Melissa was right in front of him and said, "Sit down." He did as she said and she immediately got back down on her knees and took his cock back into her mouth, working the shaft with her lips, tongue, and hand, occasionally deep throating him, causing him to groan.
This went on for about 5 minutes before he said, "Oh god, I'm gonna cum." She proceeded to speed up her mouth as he began to cum, taking his entire load in her mouth, before swallowing it.
As his orgasm subsided, Melissa softly licked his cock, getting the rest of the cum from the head and shaft before looking at him and saying, "That's a good boy, your cum tastes so good."
He smiled and said, "I'm glad you like it, you're very good with that mouth; Now let me show you what I can do with mine. Move to one of the rear seats."
As Melissa moved to the rear of the boat, Zack pulled his trunks up and followed her. Before she could sit down, he said, "Pull your shorts down.
She pulled her shorts down and kicked them off, but left her bottoms on and said, "You can deal with these."
As she sat down, he was confronted with plain white bottoms that he could tell were starting to develop a bit of a wet spot. He got down on his knees in front of her and slid her bottoms down revealing a shaved pussy that was obviously very wet. He then parted her legs enough and began to kiss up her thighs before kissing around her clit, but never actually touching it.
Melissa began to moan softly as he got closer and closer to her clit with his tongue and lips; right before he began to lick it, he slid two fingers all the way into her wet pussy. This caused her to open her eyes huge and moan. He slowly began to finger her pussy while licking as much of her pussy as he could with long firm strokes. This went on for about 2 minutes and just as his jaw was starting to get sore from the repetitive motion, Melissa moaned and clenched his head with her legs and his fingers with her pussy as she orgasmed with quick contractions around his fingers.
As she came down, he pulled away and said, "Told you my mouth was good too."
Melissa just looked at him and shook her head, then regaining her breath, "That was awesome."
He slid his fingers back inside of her and began to give her the "come here" motion while softly licking and sucking gently on her clit, knowing that she would be sensitive. This caused her to gasp and go, "Oh fuck!" and began to moan again. He kept this up for another minute or two and once again he had Melissa cumming, this time feeling her legs shake around his head through her entire orgasm.
As she came down from her orgasm, she took a couple of deep breaths and goes, "God damn Zack, you know what to do with that mouth!"
He smiled and said, "I'm glad you liked it."
She leaned forward and said, "I want you to fuck me, will you please fuck me?"
He looked down at his cock which had cum 10 minutes before and said, "I may need a little help."
Melissa shrugged her shoulders and said, "That's fine, swap me spots."
As they swapped positions and he sat down, Melissa got back on her knees and began to sloppily suck his cock while cupping his balls. Even half hard, Zack felt pleasure that he had sorely missed due to single life. Just when he thought it was as good as it got, he felt the heel of Melissa hand pushing below his balls, applying indirect pressure and pleasure to his prostate, and he began to grow in her mouth. After about 5 more minutes of a blowjob, he said, "I'm definitely hard now!"
She giggled with his cock still in her mouth and then stood up. As she stood there facing him, he said, "I hoped this would happen, and I brought condoms."
She grinned and said, "Fuck no, I've felt you raw. I'm not letting you use a condom the last time we fuck. Just pull out like last time."
He nodded, grabbed her hips, and pulled her into his lap so she was straddling him. She reached down and guided his cock into her pussy and with no teasing, she slid down the length of his cock until her ass met his legs.
Melissa leaned forward, shoving his face into her tits and began to ride him while he bit and kissed her tits. As Melissa began to grind herself against him, he grabbed her ass and helped her set a rhythm and speed that worked for both of them. They kept this up for a couple of minutes when between moans Melissa said, "Untie my top and suck on my tits!"
He let go of her ass and untied her top from the middle of her back and pushed it to the side and immediately sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. The moment I bit down slightly, Melissa tensed up with a long moan began to cum. As she rode his cock harder through her orgasm, she moaned louder and louder. With her orgasm subsiding, she collapsed against him and caught her breath.
When she had recovered, Melissa said, "Fuck me from behind baby?" He just shook his head while she stood up and bent over the engine cover, spreading her legs, and exposing her wet hole to him. Zack stood up and taking position behind her, shoved his cock all the way in, and grabbing her hips for leverage, began to fuck her with wild abandon. This caused her to moan and caused the boat to rock, increasing the feeling. He was able to fuck her like this for about 2 minutes before he felt his cum building, he slowed down and said, "Fuck I'm going to cum soon, where do you want me to cum?"
She turned her head, looking over her shoulder and said, "Cum all over my tits and face!"
He started to thrust again and when he couldn't hold back any longer, he pulled his cock out of her pussy, pinching below the head, causing Melissa to turn and drop to her knees and with 3 strokes of his hand, his cock he erupted all over her face and tits.
Just as he finished cumming, Melissa buried her fingers in her pussy and quickly came herself.
As he leaned against the back of the captain's chair to steady himself, Melissa rose and said, "I think that's more cum than the other two times." He just grinned stupidly and reached for a towel for her. She just shook her head and said, "No sense in ruining a towel." before jumping over the side into the water leaving her untied top floating on the surface.
She popped back up a moment later and he flipped the ladder of the swim deck down for her. She climbed up and said, "Now I'll take the towel."
He pulled his swim trunks back up as she began to dry off and Zack moved around her to pull the anchor back up. Melissa reached into her bag and grabbed a different pair of shorts and a tee-shirt and pulled them on as Zack restarted the boat they headed back to the ramp, just as it was getting dark. They got the boat out of the water and headed towards their houses with just some basic conversation as they both enjoyed the ride back and the "just had sex" relaxation.
As he got boat backed into the garage and the truck unhooked from the boat, Melissa said, "Ya know, my things are all pretty much packed, want some company tonight?"
He told her sure, but then added, "You may have drained me completely."
Melissa just giggled, and after digging through her purse, pulled out a small tin and said, "I was a bit worried about that." She then shook out a small blue pill and said, "Take this, and drink two glasses of water, it'll fix the issue.
"Viagra? I've never had an issue getting hard?"
"Oh, I know and have seen it firsthand, it'll shorten your recovery time."
He nodded and popped the pill into his mouth, while drinking a bottle of water.
"Now go on inside, I'm going to run over to my house, then I'll be back."
Zack headed inside and about ten minutes late, Melissa returned with her glasses and a small bag. After a quick tour, he showed her to the shower and gave her a shirt and some boxers of his to put on.
When she came out of the shower, she smiled and said, "Nice bathroom, your turn I guess since you didn't join me."
Zack laughed and added, "Well I didn't want to be presumptuous."
Melissa smiled and shook her head, "Go shower."
Zack showered and when he came out of the bathroom, he found Melissa lounging in his bed, flicking through the TV. As he approached the bed, she scooted over and made room for him as he jokingly said to her, "You make those clothes look far better than I do."
She laughed and said, "Wait until you see them on the floor, I sleep nude." They sat and talked for about two hours watching TV, cuddling a bit, and talking about her new place before they were both yawning and Melissa said, "I'm tired."
Zack agreed and got up to turn the light off; as he turned back towards the bed, he could see by the glow of the TV that Melissa had removed the shirt and the boxers were halfway down her legs. He stripped his shorts and t-shirt off and slid into bed next to her. They laid in bed chatting for a little bit before Melissa rolled over and said, "Are you just going to lay there and talk or are you going to fuck me again?"
He rolled over and climbed on top of her, pinning her to the bed. She said, "Well then, guess we have an answer."
She reached down and began to stroke his cock, causing it to get hard again. Noticing how hard it got, even after having cummed twice that day already, Zack laughed, "I guess that little blue pill does work."
Melissa smiled and then guided his cock it into her pussy which was already wet. She looked at him and said, "I told you, and I may have been touching myself a bit while we talked."
Zack replied, "No complaints here" and began to thrust as he shifted his weight onto her.
As he thrusted, he became slightly mesmerized by Melissa's tits bouncing in sync with his thrusts and it wasn't long before Melissa was moaning and rubbing her clit. They kept this up for a few minutes before Melissa moaned loudly and he felt her pussy once again clench his cock in orgasm.
As her orgasm subsided, she softly pushed his chest, causing him to move and slip out of her as he lay by her side. She smiled and softly soaked his cock, using her juices for lubrication and said, "Since we are in bed, I don't have to stand to get fucked from behind."
She let go of his cock, rolled onto her stomach, stuck her ass in the air and said, "Fuck me Zack."
Zack sat up and moving behind her, cupped her ass and then slid into her and began to thrust into her fully and hard. Over the next 5 minutes or so, Melissa had one orgasm after another, having at least three as Zack plowed into her with everything he had.
After her final orgasm, she collapsed in a heap on the bed, rolled to her side and said, "2 orgasms already and that little blue pill has left you with a ton of stamina."
Zack smiled and said, "Well if we had kept that position up much longer, I was going to cum." She smiled and he said, "What position would you like next?"
She grinned and said, "if you haven't been able to tell, I love it deep. I'm flexible, how about I hug my knees?"
Zack responded, "I love that position."
Melissa flipped onto her back, and before pulling her knees against her chest, stroked her pussy and looked at his cock and commented, "Damn I really am wet, your cock is soaked." They both laughed and as he was lining up, she said, "Hold on a second, grab my bag.
Zack looked at her confused but grabbed her bag and handed it to her. She dug around a minute and pulled out a little white and purple box. She then said, "I had this box of Plan B, I would really like for you to give me a creampie if you're up for it?"
Quickly thinking and seeing how Melissa was a nurse he quickly said, "Sure, I'd love to fill that cunt of yours up."
She smiled, and as he slid his cock into her, Melissa said, "I was hoping you'd say that."
As he bottomed out and paused, Melissa pulled her legs up to her chest and said, "Now fuck my pussy and give me that cum." He leaned over and began to thrust into her, driving his cock as deep as he could, before pulling almost all the way out, and then driving it back in.
He fucked Melissa like this for about 2 minutes before he could feel his orgasm building. Mid thrust, he exclaimed, "l'm going cum."
Between moans, Melissa was able to squeak out, "Yes fill me up!" With a few more thrusts, he erupted deep inside of her in what was the biggest orgasm of the day/night and possibly his life.
As he slowly thrusted, allowing her pussy to milk all his cum, Melissa began to grab and pinch her own nipples and then she suddenly tensed and came herself. They both lay there a moment before Zack collapsed beside her and they both tried to catch their breath.
After about five minutes of nothing but breathing, Melissa finally said, "Hand me a glass of water." Zack did so and she opened the box of Plan B, popped the blister pack, and swallowed the pill. She laid back down and said, "I'm 40, and the chances are really low of me getting pregnant, but better safe than sorry, and that was totally worth it." They lay in bed and chatted before Melissa drifted off to sleep.
The next morning, Zack woke up to find Melissa putting her bathing suit and clothes back on. She goes, "Shit I didn't mean to wake you, but I need to run the first load of stuff to my sisters."
Zack just nodded and said, "Do you need some help."
She grinned and said, "No I've got it, don't need her to see the guy that I told her about that fucks great, she might want a piece too."
Zack laughed and said, "Well every guy dreams of sisters..."
She laughed and threw a shirt at him and said, "Fat Chance."
She came over kissed him and said, "You are a great neighbor Jack, I'll be sad to not have you around."
He smiled and told her goodbye and said, "Wait where are you moving too?"
She smiled and said, "Oh, I'm moving to Tennessee, always wanted to move there and I'm not getting any younger."
Zack nodded, "Maybe I can come see you sometime."
Melissa walked out the door and simply said, "Maybe..."
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"Meg, can you come in here for a second?" Zach Nelson said into his speaker phone from his office.
About a minute later, Megan Campbell, Zach's go to, pregnant team member, and friend's little sister made her way into his office, "What's up."
Seeing her standing there, Zach smiled, "Have a seat, no need to stand there, I've heard you complaining about how annoying standing for long periods is."
Megan smiled and took a seat across from Zach's desk, "Thanks, I never would have thought being 27 weeks would be so tiring. I can't imagine what the next couple months will bring."
Zach returned the smile, "I can only imagine. I just wanted to touch base and see how things were going."
For the next 10 minutes, Megan launched into a summary of their five biggest accounts, stopping only when Zach asked a question for clarification, or for more info. The biggest of the accounts was the James Account which was due for a presentation the following Monday, three and a half days from the current time, end of the day Thursday. Zach took diligent notes, clicking through files on his iPad as Megan referenced specifics, developing a plan in his head so they could get the account across the finish line and secure another two-year contract with one of the biggest businesses in their small city.
As she finished up, Zach set his pen down, "Okay enough about work, how are you?"
Megan looked down at her lap, at 26 and pregnant, she was going through what no young mother-to-be should, a divorce. Megan and Zach had known each other for 15 years at this point, he was three years older than her 26, having gone to school with her and her older brother. When she graduated college and was looking for a job, Zach pulled some strings and got her hired on with his small marketing and PR team. Because of all this, he knew pretty much the whole story of what she was going through.
Three months prior, right after she had formally announced she was pregnant, she arrived home early and found her soon to be ex-husband in bed with another woman. Understandably, she was pissed, but before she fled crying to her parents' house, she asked the question of "Why?" Her piece of shit ex had the nerve to tell her that he still loved her, but that since she had become pregnant, he just wasn't attracted to her physically and that he had "Needs."
That was something that even today, Zach couldn't understand. Megan had always been the cute, girl next door type. Before she got pregnant, she was thin, stood about 5 '8, round glasses that always made her look studious, cute, and a bit mousy until you got to know her, brownish blonde hair, and very subtle curves that made a bikini look great the few times he had seen her in one. Hell, they had even had a brief, drunk make out session one time at her family's cabin when he was 22 and she was 19, something they now laughed about. Now with her being pregnant, she had obviously put on a little weight and at 27 weeks or so, she had a rather prominent baby bump showing on her thin frame, plus Zach couldn't help but notice that her curves were becoming a bit more pronounced.
After a few moments of silence, Megan finally said, "I'm doing okay. Since we have only been married a bit over a year, and the house was in his name, and the cars separate, there's not much to do stuff wise. Divorce will be finalized in another month or two, then once he is born" rubbing her stomach, she continued, "we will have to go back to court to handle visitation and custody stuff."
Zach nodded, "Has the asshole said much about that?"
Megan laughed, "He mentioned that he's busy with work, so he thinks that standard arrangements will be fine, but that he knows for the first few months, there won't be any overnight visits or anything."
"Sounds to me like he just doesn't want to deal with diapers."
"Hahaha, well can't say I blame him."
Zach smiled, "You're going to be a great mom, plus with your parents, Sam and Jennifer, and me if you need it, you're going to be great."
"Thanks again for getting me the job, the company has been so understanding and planning maternity leave and everything has been a breeze and one less thing I need to worry about."
"No problem, I just got your foot in the door, you have done the rest." They sat in silence for a minute before Zach looked at his watch, "Well it is quarter past 5, time to head out, especially since I know I'll be here late tomorrow night."
"Late tomorrow night?"
"Yeah, I plan on working late tomorrow night to wrap up this project. I don't want to come in on Saturday or Sunday to wrap it up, so I figure I can work until 10 or 11 tomorrow night and have the weekend free to golf and do whatever else I want."
"Oh." Megan sat quietly again for a moment, clearly thinking, her eyes looking up and her lips pursed, an expression Zach had seen many times before she continued, "You want some help?"
"I think that" gesturing towards her stomach, "might get in the way of a golf swing."
Megan laughed, throwing a stress ball from his desk at him, "No you dumbass, with the project. If I stay, maybe you can get out around 8 or 9, shave a little bit of time off."
"I can't ask you to do that. You're already coming in an hour early each morning, and you've said how exhausted you are every night."
"You're not asking, I'm volunteering. Plus, let's face it, I don't have anything else to do except sit around at mom and dad's and listen to dad yell at the TV."
Zach thought to himself, knowing that if Megan did stay, they could knock some time off the evening. "Sure, I could use the help. We can work for a bit, order some pizza, then finish up and hopefully be gone by 9."
"Sounds great!" Megan stood up and gathered her things from Zach's desk. He stood also and grabbed his bag and a couple of files he planned to look over that evening and followed Megan towards her desk. She paused and gathered her things while Zach waited. "You don't have to wait on me."
"Yes, I do, I'm not letting you walk to your car alone, Sam and your dad would kick my ass if I did."
Megan shook her head, and they made their way to the elevator, making random small talk. As they got to Megan's car, she gave Zach a customary hug that had become so common since the breakup, but for some reason, kissed him softly on the cheek, something she had only done one or two times before, "Thanks for listening to me vent tonight."
Zach smiled as they pulled away, "No problem, have a good evening, seeya tomorrow."
"Later Zach." Megan said with a smile.
***
One of the major perks about working for a smaller company, the upper management didn't give a shit about dress codes, especially on Fridays. The office still tried to look relatively professional since clients sometimes dropped in, but on a warm spring day like Friday, that meant Zach could show up in a pair of golf shorts, a polo, and sneakers and could be comfortable all day and still be business-like if necessary.
Megan was much the same, though she was getting to the point in her pregnancy where outfits were becoming a bit more of a challenge, so in her case, she had chosen a light blue wrap, high-low dress that provided her comfort and ease of movement. Periodically, she and Zach would consult on some things, but for the most part, they worked on their individual pieces of the James account and planned to bring it all together that evening.
As the clock got closer to 5, the rest of the staff began to slip out, eager to get their weekend started and inviting Zach and Megan out for appetizers, but they both declined, saying they were going to wrap the James account up then head home.
As the last person left and the maintenance guy made his rounds, Zach grabbed his attention, "Martin, can you get me a small table and stick it in my office against my desk, I'm working late tonight and want to be able to spread out."
Martin was an older guy in his 60's, laughed, "Sure thing, but it's Friday night, shouldn't you be out finding you a Mrs.?"
Zach laughed with him, "Maybe once this account is done."
About 10 minutes later, Martin appeared with a 3x3 square table and set it up, just as Zach was heading towards the copier with the last of the files he needed to start putting it all together. As he was walking out of the office Martin yelled, "I've done all I need to, the office is getting a deep clean tomorrow, so make sure you set the alarm on your way out."
"Gotcha man, thanks for your help."
When he returned to his office about 10 minutes later, Megan had already moved into his office and how her laptop and files spread out on the table and had even wheeled her chair in and was diligently working.
As he came in and shut the door, she looked up and smiled, "I was wondering where you were."
"Copier, I think this is everything we need for numbers and everything."
"Perfect, let's get to work."
Over the next hour and a half or so, the two worked at a steady pace, sharing documents back and forth as Megan used her creativity to make the presentation pop. As 7:15 neared, Megan spoke out, "Okay, I think I have a rough model, wanna see."
Zach stood up and walked behind her, "Sure, let's see it."
Megan hit play on the presentation, allowing the introduction video to play through and then the slides began to progress through where Zach would be talking and explaining their plan. As he watched the presentation, he bent down so he could see the words on Megan's small screen, but in the process, he caught a whiff of her hair and took it in, becoming slightly intoxicated by the smell. At the same time, he couldn't help but glance down, for the first time he really noticed how Megan's body was changing; he could see the baby bump swell and drop with each breath she took, but what really caught his attention though with the biggest change was her breasts, causing him to slow his breathing to avoid startling Megan.
Zach had always guessed Megan to be a small B cup, just enough to be noticeable and fit her frame well. Now though as she was roughly two-thirds of the way through her pregnancy, they had swelled probably another cup size, and he could make out the faint veins running through them, almost matching the color of her dress.
Brandon's slowed breathing didn't go unnoticed by Megan; she first heard him take a deep breath as he breathed in her scent, then could feel the slow, warm breath tickle her neck, sending chills down her body and to her surprise, to her crotch. Being this close to Zach, was the closest and most intimate she had been to another man in two months, and like they often say, with the second trimester winding down, her hormones were through the roof, and she found herself constantly horny, having to finger herself two or three times a day just to avoid going crazy.
As the presentation wound down, she turned to look at Zach, and found their faces mere inches apart. They looked at each other for a moment before Zach croaked out, "Looks good for a first run."
With his voice cracking a bit, Megan giggled and said, "Gonna make it their tiger?"
Zach hurriedly stood up, "Yeah, I'm fine. I'm getting hungry, you want me to go grab a pizza?"
For the first time in 15 years, Megan saw Zach blush a bit, but not wanting to embarrass him, she just smiled, "That sounds great. Is pepperoni fine?"
"How about pepperoni and bacon?"
"Extra cheese?"
"Perfect! I'll run down the block to get it; you just want to stay here?"
"Yeah, do you mind if I lay on your couch for a bit and prop my feet up?
"Sure, make yourself at home."
****
Zach left the office and 20 minutes later returned with a bottle of Coke for him and a bottle of tea for Megan. When he walked into his office, he found Megan laying with her head towards his desk and her feet up on the armrest and a pillow while playing on her phone, "You really did make yourself comfy."
Megan laughed, "I just did what you told me."
Zach cleared off the small end table by the couch and pulled it over in front of them, "Don't worry about getting up, we can just eat here."
For the next 20 minutes, they avoided work and ate, and talked about random things in life. As Megan polished off her third piece and Zach his fourth, Megan leaned back on the couch and sighed, "Ugh, that was good, Now I have to pee."
Zach laughed, "Happens a lot I take it?"
"Yeah, after I eat, the food and the little booger push on my bladder."
Megan stood up and walked towards the bathroom, allowing Zach to get a look at her ass. He thought to himself, "Does she always shake her ass like that?" He thought for a moment trying to remember, before he snapped out of it thinking, "Dude, that's Sam's sister, stop it."
When Megan returned five minutes later, she sat back on the couch with another sigh, Zach looked at her, "You gonna make it?"
"Dude, my feet and calves are killing me. Do you mind if I take my shoes off? I have a pair of Birkenstocks at my desk."
"I'll do you one better, take your shoes off and if you promise to not turn me into HR or your brother, I'll rub your feet before we get back to work?"
Megan looked at him, unsure at first what to think, "Uhmm."
"Never mind, I'll go get your Birks."
As he went to stand, Megan grabbed his arm, "Wait, you don't mind?"
"No, you're my friend and friend's help each other out. Since your asshole of an ex is gone, someone has to pamper you a little bit, might as well be me."
Emily grinned, "Okay, I've had sandals on all day, so they shouldn't be too gross."
"Lay back and put your feet in my lap." As Megan readjusted, Zach moved to the end of the couch, she kicked her shoes off, and put her feet in his lap. "Awww, your toes match your dress."
Megan chuckled, "Yeah, it's one of the things I can still do, and do to make myself feel pretty."
For the next few minutes, Zach worked on each foot, starting with the toes, he stretched each one gently, and rubbed them causing Megan to hum softly and say, "That feels good."
"I'm glad." After working on her toes, he moved down her foot, applying pressure with his thumbs to the arches of the feet, causing her to let out a small sigh as he rubbed the arch in a small circular motion before moving onto her heel. Using a kneading motion, he worked her heel and ran his fingers along her Achilles tendon, stopping at her calf.
With one foot done, he switched to the other one, repeating the same motions, and once again seeing her relax and begin to settle into the couch. As he finished the
second foot up and smiled at her, "Anything you want more of?"
"God that felt good, you can do my legs next."
Zach noticed that she said legs, not just calves like he had mentioned. Trying to not read too much into it, he slowly ran his hands up each of her legs, stopping just above her knees where the hem of her dress fell. As he moved his hands back down, Megan sighed once again, parting her legs a bit so that Zach had full access to her legs.
"That feels so good," Megan said as Zach moved both hands to her left leg. He spent the next couple of minutes kneading her ankle and calf, working his way closer to her knee, making sure to pause and give knots and anywhere she sighed a bit more attention. He finished with her left leg by rubbing just above her knee, causing her to let out what could be best described as slight moan or even whimper.
Not wanting to make her uncomfortable, he quickly moved his hands to her right leg, and began the same process again. As he neared her knee, he paused, and began to work his way back down, this caused Megan to lift her head slightly, "Why didn't you rub my knee? That felt really good."
"Oh.... I didn't mean to go so high; I don't want to make you uncomfortable."
Megan laughed, "You're fine, now please continue."
As she lay her head back down, she shifted a bit, allowing her dress to ride up a bit more as she spread her legs apart another few inches. This time, Zach had all the access he needed, but at the same time had a view straight up her dress. For a moment, Zach was stunned by her overt actions, but tried his best to ignore them as he began rubbing up her leg again.
As he got to her knee, she let out another moan/whimper and shifted again, this time causing her dress to once again ride a little higher, but with the shift in her legs, Zach got a clear view of her panty covered pussy. Zach saw the flash of teal, that while similar to her dress, didn't match, and he even noticed a slightly darker spot. He took an audible breath and said, "Ummm Meg..."
"Yeah?"
"I can see your, ummm...."
"Jesus Zach, they're just panties; you've seen me in a bikini before, this is no different. Just keep rubbing." Once again taken back by her forwardness, Zach just shook his head and continued to rub up and down her legs, working above her knee and the back of her thigh, each time causing her to sigh and make small noises that urged him on.
The warmth of Zach's hands on her feet and then legs had caused Megan to relax almost immediately. As he pressed deeper, especially on her calves, she couldn't help but sigh and began to squirm a little bit at his touch. For the first time in three months, someone other than herself, or a doctor was touching her and the fact that it was her brother's attractive friend and her boss, made the thoughts and feelings running through her head and then her body all the more tantalizing. When he had rubbed above her knee and his fingertips were above the hemline of her dress, she felt the familiar tingle once again travel to her pussy. The physical touch, combined with the taboo of it being a friend and her boss, and the fact that she had only cum once today instead of the usual two, caused her pussy to begin to moisten. Rather than stopping like she knew she should have, she instead moved allowing Zach to see more of her.
It was becoming clear to Zach that every move Megan was making was intentional, and while he knew it was wrong for a multitude of reasons, he wasn't going to complain, and she had clearly told him to continue. Due to her long legs, he had been at the end of the couch and couldn't reach much more than a couple of inches above her knee, so he began to shift down a little closer to her. Megan opened her eyes as he did and said, "Problem?"
Zach wanted to blurt out, "Well you've got me hard as a rock right now Meg," but instead he kept that thought to himself and said aloud, "You seem to like my rubbing above your knee, I can't reach much further, so I was going to move a bit to reach better."
"Oh, that would be great. Where do you want me?"
Once again, a million sexual thoughts ran through his head, but not wanting to push his luck, he said, "If you stay where you're at, I can just slide closer. Put your legs on my knees once I get situated."
Megan just nodded as Zach shifted, he turned sideways in the couch, so he was now facing her Indian style. Megan shifted once again so her legs were parted with her calves on his knees. As she did this, she realized that her dress had slipped up further and was now starting to pile up around her upper thighs and the part in the middle was opening up. Catching Zach staring again at her panties, she smiled, "just like this?"
Zach replied with a smile, "This should work perfectly, is there one particular spot, or just a general rub down?"
"A general rub down would be great."
Putting a hand on both of her thighs, Zach spent the next couple of minutes alternatingly gliding his hands across her skin and gripping the back of her thighs, kneading them. The combination of these movements and Zach's hands s getting ever higher on her legs, caused Megan's sighs to shift to soft moans that were unmistakable. One issue that both noticed, was that at the end of each stroke Zach made on the top of her thighs, her dress balled up a bit stopping him from going further.



Considering Megan's soft moans were becoming steadier when he rubbed higher, Zach decided to push a bit more, so the next time he ran his hands up her legs, he pushed down a bit with his fingertips and they slipped under the dress material allowing him to touch the skin of her upper thigh. As his hands came to rest on the newly soft and warm skin, Megan arched her back gently and once again let out a soft moan. Smiling down at her, Zach said in a soft voice, "You okay Meg?"
Megan stayed silent for a moment, thinking about what to say, and then deciding to just go for it, she said, "Zach, you're killing me."
Teasing her a bit, he responded, "What do you mean."
Hearing the playfulness in his voice, she knew he was enjoying this as much as she was. Instead of saying something, she moved her hands from her sides to the bow that held her dress together and quickly undid the sash and then flipped the top piece back, the dress now being held together by an inner tie, exposing part of her bump, most of her panties, and the right side of her matching teal bralette.
"Wow."
"You like?"
"You're stunning Meg." Zach slowly slid his hands further up her legs to her hips, letting his hand slip under the sides of her panties. As he did, Megan squirmed a bit, and moved to untie the inner tie of her dress and allowed the rest of it open. Now with no other fabric but her bra and panties, Zach could see her body in its entirety, struck by how sexy she looked laying in front of him, he muttered, "Fuck."
Hearing his reaction gave Megan a jolt of confidence that had been lacking, and she finally said what she had been thinking for the last 20 minutes, "I want you to fuck me."
"Here? Now?"
"Yes, here and now."
"But what about your baby?"
Megan wiggled until she was up on her elbows. "The baby is fine, I'm horny as hell, haven't had sex in 4 months and as long as you don't try to bend me in half, it is fine."
Zach shifted and raised up onto his knees, then leaned over her, "what about your brother. If we do this, it's not something we can take back."
Megan giggled, "I don't plan on telling him, do you? Also, I'm aware about not taking it back, and I don't care."
Zach leaned down and for the first time in 7 years, he kissed Megan passionately. Before he could try to deepen the kiss though, she slipped her tongue into his mouth causing him to softly sigh into the kiss. They kissed for a few moments when Zach pulled away, "Damn girl."
Megan laughed and moved to sit up, causing Zach to rock back on his heals; now with them facing each other, Megan smiled, "I think you're a bit over dressed."
Zach smiled, "Well you still have clothes on too, would you like some help?"
"Only if I can help you," Megan replied slyly. Megan stood up first, standing before Zach and shrugged the dress off allowing it to pool at her feet. Zach stood up and took in her almost nude body.
"You are so sexy Meg."
"Thank you, now let's get you undressed." Zach hurriedly kicked off his shoes as Megan stepped to him, almost touching; she reached down and grabbed the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head and dropping it on the floor. He pulled her against him, their naked stomachs pressing against each other as they kissed again. For the first time, there was no real hesitation from either of them; their hands began to wander over each other's bodies.
As Zach's hands traveled down her back, Megan let out a gasp as he gripped her ass, squeezing each cheek as his kisses began to trail from her lips to her jaw, then down her jaw to her neck. Not one to be outdone, especially with how horny and wet she was, Megan moved her hands from his back to the front of his shorts, fumbling with the buckle for a minute, before realizing that you had to flip it out and slide the tail back through. With the belt taken care of, and just before her legs began to tremble as he kissed around her ear, Megan was able to undo the button on his shorts and shove them and his underwear to the floor.
Feeling what Megan had accomplished, Zach grinned then whispered in her ear, "Very impressive."
Through a moan Meg responded, "When I'm motivated, I can do a lot."
Zach pulled away and smiled again, "I think you are now the one overdressed."
Megan blushed a bit, suddenly feeling self-conscious under his gaze, "Ummm, No one has seen me naked except the doctor."
Zach smiled, "Well then I'm lucky." He felt around her back and found no clasp paused for a moment.
"It's a bralette, it comes off like a shirt." Meg stepped back and grasping the lace of the bottom, lifted it over her head, allowing her breasts to drop free.
Seeing her breasts for the first time caused Zach to say once again, "Wow.' As Megan lowered her arms and dropped the top on the growing pile of clothes, Zach continued, "You keep getting more beautiful." Her nipples were darker than any he had seen before and the size of a half dollar and the veins he could see from earlier were much darker, snaking towards her nipples.
She grinned, feeling some more confidence return. He pulled her to him again, but instead of kissing her, he spun her around. She spread her legs to maintain balance and his cock slipped between her legs; even with the panties, he could feel the wetness on his cock, causing him to moan. The moan was soon stifled by his lips on her neck and was then drowned out by her moans as he took her breasts into his hands, feeling their weight and gently cupping them. As Megan let out a moan, he moved his hands to her nipples, squeezing each one gently, causing her to moan more as she pushed her ass against him.
Leaving his left hand to massage and fondle her breast, he slowly slid his right hand down her swollen belly, taking pleasure in feeling the warmth of her skin. As he neared the waist of her panty, and slid his hand inside, Megan choked out, "I haven't shaved in 2 months, you've been warned."
Zach grinned and continued his exploration, and sure enough his fingers slowly encountered the soft hair that he knew now surrounded her vagina. As he encountered the first bit of wetness, he paused for a moment, feeling how wet she truly was. Her pubic hair was soaked, and he noticed the back of his hand that was against her panties was also wet from the fabric. He whispered in her ear again "You are absolutely soaked."
Megan whimpered, "I know."
Removing his hand from her breast caused Megan to protest a bit, but that soon stopped as he allowed a finger to trace up her wet slit. As he neared the top, he pulled his hand out of her panties and using both hands, pushed her panties to the floor. With them around her ankles he said, "Now we are even."
Megan giggled and turned in his arms, his cock now sandwiched between his body and her belly. She looked at him and kissed him, then said, "Much better."
"I agree." Zach hesitated, unsure if he should take the lead or let her do it.
Megan dropped her hand to his cock, making the decision for him, then in her most sultry voice said with a smile, "I want to suck this, but Zach, I really need fucked." Zach just nodded, unsure of what to say. Megan took her hand from his cock and said, "Lay on the chaise portion of the couch."
Zach walked backwards as Megan followed him; following her instructions, he lay on the chaise portion of the couch, closest to his desk. Megan moved onto the chaise, straddling his pelvis. She bent down, allowing her full breasts and stomach to rest against him and her wet pussy rubbing against his shaft. They kissed for a moment as she began to rock her hips against his cock, sliding her wet slit up and down his shaft, thoroughly coating it with her wetness and causing them both to moan.
She ended their kiss and sat up, allowing her pussy to just rest on the head of his upright cock, Zach couldn't help but smile at her, causing her to smile back as his hands rested on her thighs. She reached behind her, causing her stomach and tits to jut out more, and after taking his cock in her hands, began to lubricate the head by stroking it up and down her slit, causing them both to moan again. After three or four passes, she stopped and looked at Zach, "Remember, you don't have to worry about getting me pregnant." Before he could respond, Megan eased herself onto his cock; the combination of her wetness and the stroking of his cock along her slit caused no resistance and he slipped into her all the way.
Zach moaned softly as his cock was enveloped in her wetness; as she bottomed out, Megan grunted and shivered slightly before becoming still. "Are you okay?" He asked.
"Mmmhmmm. This is so much better than my fingers."
Zach grinned and stroked her thighs, "You feel amazing."
"You do too...let me do the work."
Zach nodded and Megan began to gently rock back and forth on his cock. Zach lay there, watching her body move in a rhythm of her own, and with each movement, she was letting out small moans. With her eyes closed and focusing on what felt good, she didn't notice his hand move from her thigh until his thumb found her clit, gently pressing and rubbing it in a circular motion. Her eyes shot open as a new wave of pleasure washed over her, causing her to let out a louder moan.
For the next minute or so, Megan continued to rock back and forth on Zach while he rubbed her clit. With each of their motions, her moans began to grow louder and more constant, Zach noticed that with her increase in moans, he could feel more wetness from her pussy dripping down his shaft and onto his balls. Without any prompting, Megan bent over slightly, placed her hands on Zach's chest and trapped his hand against her clit.
She began to rise up and off his cock slightly before settling back down, causing her to moan and Zach to grunt. This new movement didn't allow Zach to rub as much, but instead focused more on pressure and it was clearly working. Megan's eyes remained closed, but her tits swayed a bit in his face, just enough that he was able to catch one in his mouth. With his finger on her clit, her nipple in his mouth and her movements riding him, it wasn't long before Megan pushed down onto him with a grunt from both of them, then a long moan from her as her pussy contract around him and flooded his balls and shaft with her juices.
As her whole body shuddered, Zach did his best prolong her pleasure; as her orgasm wound down, he let her nipple slip from his mouth and she raised up slightly allowing his hand to escape. As he moved it around her to her back, he couldn't help but notice how wet it was. Unsure of what to do, he just hovered it above her back while stoking her back with his other hand as she caught her breath.
"It's okay, I know your hand is soaked, you can put it down." She said with a giggle.
"You sure?"
Megan raised up a bit, "Yes I'm sure, it's my own juices."
Zach rested his hand on her back for a few moments, enjoying the feeling of her pussy slightly contracting around his cock as he subtly pushed up into her. After Megan had regained her composure, she sat up completely, causing Zach's hands to fall to her hips. She sighed as she moved slowly, gyrating a bit of his cock; between breaths Megan said, "I was always wet, but never as wet as I've been since being pregnant."
Zach smiled and brought his still damp hand to his mouth, licking her off his fingers, "Well, you taste phenomenal."
Meg blushed, then said, "Thanks...what next."
Zach smiled, "Well if you're good, then you're good."
Meg stopped bursting, giggled, and then slapped his chest, "No silly, what position do you want next, you still haven't cum."
"Oh. Ummmm, I dunno what works for you?"
He softly caressed her thighs causing another shiver to run through her body as she looked around, her eyes settling on his desk, "How about your desk?"
"My desk?"
"Yeah, I can lay on it while you stand, or I can bend over it."
Zach couldn't help but giggle, "I love your casualness as we discuss how we are going to have sex next, while you're literally impaled on my dick."
Meg laughed and said, "Well I want it to work best for both of us and those two are good with me as far along as I am."
Zach thought for a moment, "Can I be sappy for a second."
Meg began to slowly gyrate again and bit her lip nodding, causing Zach to let out a grunt of pleasure.
"I think you're stunning now and before. I want to look at you as we both cum."
Giving him a joking "Awwww..." Meg moved a bit and slid off his cock with an audible *pop, * causing them both sigh, Megan from the emptiness and Zach from the coolness that had replaced her warmth. She walked around his desk and moved his keyboard and chair out of the way. She pushed herself up onto his desk, bringing her feet to the edge, then turned and looked over her shoulder where Zach had been staring at her movements, "Are you coming or not?"
Zach jumped up from the couch and joined Megan behind his desk; he stepped between her raised legs and smiled at her, "My desk will never be the same again."
She grinned seductively, "That was kinda what I was thinking."
As he looked down to line his cock up, Zach could see the wetness covering Megan's full lips and her soaked pubic hair. He pressed his still damp head against her wet opening and eased into her. As he slid his cock into her slowly, he paid attention to her facial expressions, afraid he would hurt her. Zach was by no means large, only a bit over 6in, but seeing how he was in complete control he was very careful.
It took him about 30 seconds, but he finally was inside Megan entirely, and he stopped pushing, they both sighed, and Megan said, "God this feels good."
Zach could only nod as he tried to hold back cumming. Seeing her naked body on his desk, her full breasts, gently heaving under her labored breath, the swell of her stomach was almost more than he could handle, so he focused on her face. As his eyes focused on her face Megan opened her eyes and smiled up at him.
Zach smiled back, "You okay?"
"I'm great. I'll let you know if there's a problem. Be gentle, but not too gentle. Put your hands on my hips."
Zach nodded and did as she had said. With his hands on her hips, Zach began to slowly thrust, being careful to only pull out halfway before pushing back in slowly but firmly. With a couple of strokes, Megan began to moan softly, encouraging Zach's motion.
They maintained a slow pace for a minute or so before Megan said between moans, "You can go faster." Zach didn't react other than to speed up a bit like she asked and within a couple of thrusts, Megan moaned, "That's perfect."
Zach simply grunted and maintained the pace; feeling her wet pussy grip his cock with each thrust, she was literally dripping, coating his shaft, balls and he was pretty sure his desk; that, along with the sight of her swollen belly and heaving breasts moving with his thrusts was becoming too much for him to handle.
Seeing the pleasure on her face though, gave him an ego boost and distracted him for a bit, but no matter how many times he thought about baseball or a host of other things, he began to feel his orgasm building as his ball tightened. He slowed for a second and said over Megan's moans, "Where do you want me to cum?"
Megan's eyes shot open, and without hesitation, she said, "Cum on my stomach."
Zach never said a word and maintained his pace, but once again, the feelings running through his cock and the sights before him were simply too much and within 15 seconds of being told what to do, he felt his balls tighten, and the tingling in his groin.
He quickly pulled out and began to stroke his slippery cock, while Megan's hand found her clit. With a couple of strokes of his cock and a loud, "Fuck," he watched as his first shot of cum sailed over Megan's belly and landed in the middle of her tits. The next three shots though, landed all over her swollen stomach, just as she had instructed.
As his orgasm slowed and he came down, his brain fog was interrupted by Megan's loud moans and a short "Oh god, as her body began to tremble with orgasm. Zach couldn't help but watch as she shook, and her face contorted with pleasure as a much harder orgasm than before wracked her body.
As they both came down from their orgasms, Zach sat down in his chair and his office was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing for the next few minutes. As their breathing and heart rates returned to normal, Megan was the first to say anything, she giggled then said "Wow, so much better than my fingers."
Zach huffed, "So fucking good."
Megan allowed her feet and legs to hang off the desk as she propped herself up on her elbows and looked at her cum splattered chest and stomach, "I have to say, your cum on my chest and stomach is pretty fucking hot."
Zach let out a single laugh, "I just do as I'm told."
Megan laughed and then silence fell over the room for another minute or so before Zach spoke, "Let me get you a towel."
"That'd be great."
Zach stood and walked to his gym bag and grabbed a towel. Megan looked at him oddly, causing him to shake his head, "I was going to go to the gym after we were done, it's clean."
"Surrree it is," Megan replied sarcastically. Zach walked back to where he was in front of her and gently wiped up the cum between her breasts and on her belly.
"Would you like me to get a wet towel for your..." as he gestured towards her red and swollen vagina.
"Do you mean a wet rag for my soaked pussy?"
"I guess so."
"Dude we just had sex, now isn't the time to get shy."
"I'm not, I just dunno what to do."
Megan reached for the towel, shuddering a bit as she wiped the excess wetness from her pussy before handing the towel back to Zach. She smiled at him as he walked the towel back to his gym bag, "Minding bringing my clothes over?"
"Sure." Zach gathered up her bra and panties, her dress, and his clothes before going back to his desk and handing her the clothes. The next few minutes were silent as they both dressed and gathered some of their things up.
Unsure what to do or say, Zach gathered up their leftovers from dinner and dropped them in the trash can. After dressing, Megan smiled at Zach and gathered her laptop and other stuff that she usually took home. Looking at the clock on the wall, she saw that it was almost 9. Just as Zach reached for his own laptop, Megan caught his arm and pulled him to her, "Thank you for tonight. I needed this."
Zach smiled, "You're welcome. We just can't tell Sam."
They both burst out laughing until Megan said, "I mean it Zach. Tonight, was the first time I've felt desirable in a long time."
Looking into her eyes, Zach responded, "Megan you're a beautiful, sexy, and desirable woman. You always have been." Megan blushed and finished packing her things, unsure what to say. Zach grabbed his things after straightening his desk and the table before continuing, "No more work is getting done tonight, let's get out of here."
They walked silently to the garage and found Megan's car parked beside Zach's Jeep. "Are you heading back to your parents' tonight?"
"Yeah, don't want to sleep in the office. Not quite that desperate."
They both laughed before Zach's face turned a bit more serious, "Isn't it like an hour drive?"
"Yeah, but it is what it is."
Zach looked down at his feet for a moment and started his sentence 2 different times before finally getting out, "You could stay with me tonight."
"Did I just hear you right?"
Suddenly thinking he had crossed a line, he tried to recover, "I just thought my place is like 10 minutes away, you can stay in my spare room. I can loan you some clothes. Sorry, I just don't think you should drive this late."
Megan smiled softly and stepped closer to him, "Zach, shut up. I'd love to stay the night with you, and I'm not using the spare room."



"You sure?"
Positive, I'll let mom and dad know on my way over, they'll understand, they do like you a lot."
Zach smiled and walked to his own car, "You good to follow me or you want the address?"
"I think I can find it, and Zach?"
"Yeah?"
"I was serious about you not being able to get me pregnant."
Zach gulped, nodded his head, and climbed into his Jeep, feeling his cock beginning to stir again.
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"Brian Nance," *clapping* "Megan Norman," *clapping* "Samual Robinson." With a subtle sigh, Christine Spencer, the superintendent of a small school district in North Carolina smiled and shook another graduating senior's hand. As she did, she couldn't help but think to herself, "Damn, will this ceremony never end?" She found herself scanning the audience of family and friends of the students, noticing the packed stadium, and doing her best to remain professional and happy for the students.
What no one, well no one but her and one other person in the stadium that May evening knew was that Christine was horny as hell and needed this ceremony to end so she could get on the road and take care of her "issue." As she congratulated another student, her eyes hidden by sunglasses looked over their shoulder and scanned the student seats where her eyes eventually settled about halfway back. There in his black robe, and blue Master's hood sat Daniel Sims, a history teacher at the school and her secret lover.
The relationship between her and Daniel would be scandalous if anyone found out for a multitude of reasons. The obvious one was that she was his boss, while not his direct supervisor, in a small district like theirs, teachers and the superintendent interacting semi-regularly was not uncommon.
Secondly, Christie as Daniel sometimes called her, was 20 years Daniel's senior. At 47, Christie had started out as a teacher, working her way to elementary principal, then assistant superintendent, before finally being named Superintendent two years earlier.
Thirdly, and probably the most scandalous was the fact that Christine was married. Granted, her marriage was one in name only, she long suspected he may be having an affair, but could never prove it, he was openly intimidated by her success, and his job as an engineer at a local chemical manufacturer kept him away a lot.
While the first five years of marriage were simply okay, they quickly fell into a funk that they never climbed out of. By the time they both accepted/admitted the issue, they were 15 years into the marriage, it was just too much hassle to get a divorce, and in a rural southern culture, a divorce could potentially tank Christine's career, so they stayed married.
Besides the other issues, there was another issue with their passionless marriage, Christine's sex drive; she didn't think it was abnormally high but compared to her husband's low drive, even in the early days, it became a clear point of contention. So, when they recognized their bedroom and marriage were dead and divorce wasn't an option, Christine's husband Mike told her one night, "I get it, you have needs that I can't meet, so you can have those needs met however you need. I just don't want to know, see, or hear about it."
That message had been four years ago, and while she was in shock when it had been conveyed, she was secretly grateful that she was now free to do whatever or whomever she wanted, as long as she kept up appearances. She had enjoyed a couple of flings while on trips, but nothing local and nothing that she decided was worth keeping around long term; that was until the past Christmas.
As the last of the graduates made their way back to their seats, Christine retook her seat and as the final speeches began, her mind couldn't help but drift back to five months prior.
*December-5 Months Earlier*
Every year, a couple of the schools always threw staff Christmas parties, and the high school was no different. The key thing about the high school was that their administration always invited the central office staff and she always tried to make an appearance. When she walked into the ballroom at the hotel the school had rented for a few hours, she was greeted by the school's principal and a few teachers before making her way to the bar to get a drink and mingle a little bit.
While standing at the bar waiting on her glass of red, she heard, "Superintendent Spencer, so nice of you to grace us with your presence."
Recognizing the voice, she turned after the bartender handed her glass of wine to see Daniel standing in front of her. She couldn't help but laugh and smile, "Well you know Mr. Sims, we have to grace you peons with our presence on occasion."
Daniel laughed, "So formal in an informal setting."
"Well, you started it by calling me Superintendent, I've told you before, call my Christine."
Daniel took a sip of his drink, "Yeah, but even that seems formal, I think Christie would be more fitting."
She laughed once again, "Well whatever works for you."
"Well, I work for you, so maybe you should tell me what you want to be called...". Daniel allowed his sentence to trail off with a smirk before smiling and saying, "I'll talk to you later Christie."
Had a picture been taken at that moment, you would have seen that her face matched her red dress as she watched him walk away to talk with his coworkers. Daniel Sims was the Senior government teacher at her district's sole high school. While she was an assistant superintendent, she had been tasked with integrating Chromebooks into the classroom, and through the application process had met Daniel. He was smart, driven, funny, a bit arrogant, but could back it up, and well intentioned when it came to the students and his job. They, along with the rest of the committee spent a lot of time together developing, then implementing the plan that placed a device in every student's hand, along with those same devices and their capabilities into the teacher's hands.
About a year later, when the district decided to implement a new learning management system, she was once again tasked with leading the committee and she knew she wanted Daniel and a couple of other teachers from the Chromebook group to lead the charge and they had done so with stellar results. When she was hired as superintendent officially, Daniel was one of the first people to text her congratulations.
Over the next year or so, she continually met with her technology committee and got to know Daniel very well. He was only 26 when they met and wasn't from the area but had meshed well with his coworkers and it was apparent the kids loved him when he was nominated by eight different students for teacher of the year, which she had had the pleasure of awarding him the previous May. It was at the state awards banquet for all the teachers of the year in the state when she had a bit of a low moment during dinner and basically spilled how her marriage was all for show as Daniel talked casually about how online dating was so hard in a small community, and after dinner they went to the hotel bar and had a few drinks to commiserate their lack of love lives.
The next morning when she had awoken in her hotel room, she found herself still in her dress from the night before and when she looked up, Daniel was asleep in the chair against the window. After getting over her embarrassment and waking him up, she discovered he had helped her back to her room after one too many glasses of wine and out of concern, slept in the chair to be sure she was alright. Since then, she had used Daniel as a sounding board and genuinely saw him as a friend. Their interactions were professional, but fun, and at times a bit flirty, but nothing many people would even notice, but she sure did, much like his comment that night.
As she watched him walk away at the party, she felt the twinge in her pelvis of lust and wondered how he would be in bed, but she quickly shook it off as she was approached by other teachers. After her 3rd glass of wine, she was feeling the effects and as the party thinned out, kept noticing Daniel stealing glances at her; when she caught him, he would smile and return to his conversation.
Against her better judgment, she grabbed one more glass of wine and a beer she had seen Daniel order and walked up to the table he was sitting at chatting with a few other teachers, "May I join you all?"
One of the other teacher's, a new hire by the name of Max Smith, stammered through, "Hello Superintendent Spencer."
Daniel laughed, "Max, calm down, Christie is just another person like the rest of us. Although one that could make our lives hell if she wanted." He said, adding a subtle wink at the end.
As Christie sat down, she placed the beer in front of him, "I only want to make your life difficult, but I'll bring beer to soften you up.
All three of them laughed and spent the next ten minutes chatting about things in general until Max excused himself to leave. With just the two of them and a few others left from their party and the ballrooms began filling up for normal nightly activities, Daniel and Christine were able to talk more openly, bantering about work, shenanigans at the party, their lives', and once again giving her a chance to thank him for helping her over the summer and not spilling her information to anyone.
Daniel responded with a laugh, "It's nice to have some juicy information on your boss, but overall, you're welcome."
Being the 4th glass of wine, before Christie could stop herself, she muttered, "If you only knew how juicy."
Daniel smirked, "Is that so?"
Her face once again matched the color of her dress, and with an audible gasp, she covered her mouth with her hands.
Daniel patted her knee subtly, stood up, smirked, and said, "Well that's good to know also. I think it's time to head out before this place gets too crazy. Do you want me to walk you to your car?"
"That would be nice, I had to park out in the middle of nowhere."
Daniel nodded, stood, helped her with her jacket and they made their way out to the parking lot. As they got outside, Christine gestured across the lot to the far end, "I'm over there."
"You weren't kidding, I'm over there," he gestured to a Jeep closer to the entrance. They walked in silence until they reached her blue Lexus GX 460. "Damn, superintendent pay is better than I thought."
"Shut up, you know this comes from my "husband's" salary more than mine. We have to keep up appearances."
Daniel laughed at her use of air quotes, "Surreeee...I don't see you complaining." Just as she was going to respond, a cool gust of wind picked up and Daniel instinctively shielded her with his body, pressing against her gently. As he did so, they looked at each other and even though neither said anything, their lips crashed into each other.
Daniel pulled back first, "Oh fuck, I'm sorry about that."
"Mmmm, I'm not."
"You're still married even if it is for appearances."
"Yes, but I left a detail out before because it wasn't appropriate. Hell, it's still inappropriate now, but he doesn't care what I do as long as he doesn't see, hear, or know about it."
"Oh, so the kiss isn't a big deal?"
"Well, other than me being your boss, no it's not."
"Oh...."
Christine scooted closer to Daniel and looking around to make sure no one else was around and said, "How bout it Daniel, you want to sleep with your boss?"
"Ummm yes."
"Good, we can't leave my car here, you can take a cab back to your Jeep, you can't stay the night."
That evening was the start of something different. They had sex twice before Daniel left, once fast and once slow. Those hookups had continued once every couple of weeks since. Daniel never stayed the night or vice versa, but they had definitely become more than booty calls, often leading to pillow talk, and cuddling once they were done.
*Present Day*
With summer now upon them, Daniel would have more free time and when a conference out of town came up the day after graduation for all the state superintendents, a new opportunity had presented itself. With the clapping started and the official ceremony now ending, that opportunity was quickly approaching as she was drawn back to the present moment.
The students began to process out of their seats and began to meet their families in the end zone and the staff began to mingle and slowly make their way towards the students for pictures and final goodbyes. Normally central office staff didn't stick around for the final goodbyes, so Christine started to walk towards the exit, making sure to say hello to any teachers she saw before stopping in front of Daniel, "Good evening Mr. Sims, congratulations on another good year."
Daniel smiled and silently laughed as Christine maintained her usual professionalism, "Thank you Superintendent Spencer, it was a normal year which was nice."
Christine smiled and noticed they were alone amongst the crowd for a moment. Daniel looked around, fished a folded sheet of paper out of his pocket and said, "Here's that data you wanted about the lost Chromebooks."
Christine smiled, "Oh! Thanks for getting that for me so quickly."
"No problem, it should help a lot."
"I'm sure it will, I'll look at it tonight or tomorrow during my conference."
They both heard kids call out to him, causing them both to laugh, "Duty calls, enjoy your conference and your summer."
"You too Daniel."
They hugged, which wasn't out of the ordinary due to her elementary background, everyone knew she was a hugger, so no one even batted an eye at the gesture. Daniel walked off to join the crowd of students and Christine made her way to the parking lot and her car. As she backed out of her spot, she found herself stuck in a little bit of traffic, so she took the opportunity to open the paper Daniel had handed her to read. When she opened it, it read:
"That dress looks good on you; it'll look great on the floor too. Head north on 19. Turn right on Wakefield Rd. outside of Andrews. Turn left on Junaluska Rd. After 2 miles turn onto Bolden Branch Rd. Driveway on the left, turn down, you'll come to the cabin at the end. The porch light is on and there is a key in the woodshed on the middle post. I went down earlier to get everything turned on so you should be good to go. I should be there about 9."
As traffic started to move, Christine grinned and thought to herself, "He never knew what dress I was wearing beforehand, he just had to assume. Cheeky bastard." Christine hurried home and grabbed her suitcase for the conference in Asheville that she was heading to after she left Daniel's family cabin in the morning. Before heading out of her bedroom, she glanced in the full-length mirror and admired herself for a minute, "He's right this dress does look good on me."
The dress was a navy blue that she had found at Nordstrom over the winter. It fell to just above her knee, and was a 3/4 sleeve, making it perfect for a late spring graduation. It had a fake sash that tied around her waist, accentuating her waist. While she wasn't small and thin, Christine only stood about 5 '5, but had very womanly curves to her hips and her 38D breasts. She had allowed her blonde hair to fall naturally in its wavy/curly form and finished the look with a pearl necklace. As she smoothed the dress before heading to her car, she couldn't help but allow the thought of, "Daniel is right, it will look good on the floor tonight."
She grinned, and as she made her way through the house and towards the garage and her car, she yelled at Mike, "Alright, I'm off to the conference in Asheville, I'll be home late Tuesday night."
He gave a grunt from the living room and simply said, "Ok." She shook her head, and silently thought to herself, "Jackass. Glad he didn't see the overnight bag along with my suitcase," and made her way to the car, backing out of the driveway and made her way to US 19 to begin following Daniel's directions.
After merging onto US 19, Christine drove for about a half hour to the town of Andrews. As she continued, she began to look for the next step in Daniel's directions. She noticed a Hardee's right when she turned onto Wakefield Road and decided to stop in and grab something to eat; even though she tried hard to watch her figure, she couldn't resist one of their hamburgers which also explained why she wasn't a stick but very average in the weight department. After getting her food, she followed the remainder of Daniel's directions and just like they/he said; she found the driveway about 25 minutes after leaving the Hardees.
She had pictured a smooth gravel driveway, but after turning between two large trees, she was faced instead with bumps and small ruts and she wondered if her AWD Lexus was going to make it in one piece; just as she was getting worried though, the trees opened a bit, the light of the porch became visible, and a small parking area emerged. She parked and walked over to the woodshed, found the key he had talked about and walked down a short hill with at gravel path onto the small front deck, unlocked the door and with her small overnight bag in hand, let herself in.
When she walked into the cabin, she flicked a switch next to the door; the first thing she noticed was a lot of wood. The walls were tastefully done in a knotty pine paneling that had kept its natural lightness when stained and when coupled with the lighting made the cabin feel much larger. She found herself in a small kitchen that was combined with the living room and dining room to create a "great room" style. The living room was traditional with a couple of couches and a decent sized TV hanging over the fireplace. Off the main room there were 3 doors, she opened each one to find bedrooms before noticing a note on the door on the right. It read, "You can put your stuff in here."
She removed the note and opened the door exposing a decent sized bedroom with a queen-sized bed, 2 dressers and an attached bathroom. The bathroom was simple with a toilet, vanity, and shower and tub combo. She set her bag on the bed and used the restroom before venturing back out into the main part of the cabin.
After turning on a few more lights, she found the switch for the deck lights and walked through the large glass back doors. She found herself on a large deck that stretched the entire length of the cabin and overlooked a small creek. There was a grill, what she assumed was a smoker, several Adirondack chairs and in the corner, a hot tub. She walked over and leaned against the rail, taking in the sounds of the forest, the creek, and the soft hum of what she assumed was the hot tub.
She looked at her small gold watch and noted that it was just after 8 and the sun was already behind the mountain casting a soft light on the forest. She returned inside and sat down at the small island in the kitchen to enjoy her burger and fries. Once her dinner was finished up, she threw the trash away, wiped off the island and returned to the bedroom and fished a book out of her bag. She had brought some work things to look over, but decided she could do that at the conference, she was just going to relax tonight.
Returning to the kitchen, she opened the fridge to find it stocked with the basics and found a bottle of white on the bottom shelf. She pulled it out, and taped to it was a note that read, "There is a bottle of red in the pantry to your left." She smiled and walked over to the pantry where she found a bottle of 2019 Cabernet Sauvignon, and with a few more cabinets opened, she found a wine glass and a bottle of Angel's Envy Bourbon. Pulling the wine glass and a scotch glass out, she poured herself a glass and left the bourbon and scotch glass on the counter for when Daniel arrived.
She sat on the couch and dove into her latest book, a political thriller by Jack Carr, just another one of the contradictions that made up her life. In public, she had the perfect marriage, childless by her own decision to focus on her career; calm and confident in a field that the upper levels were dominated by men. Behind closed doors, Christine loved the pulse racing of a good action movie or in this case book, not the cheesy romance stuff that so many women were drawn to.



Then there was the bedroom; something that became very apparent to her when she lost her virginity her freshman year at college; she found that she liked being manhandled and told what to do. She wasn't into bondage or pure domination, her control side wouldn't let it go that far, but being given form direction turned her on like not much else. That was something Mike had never been able to grasp, he was too weak mentally to tell her what to do and her success in her career only compounded it. Then there was Daniel; the first time they had sex, his arrogance and confidence shone through, and he had told her to get on her knees; when he did, her pussy flooded and she dropped right in front of him, undid his pants and eagerly took his cock in her mouth.
As she got lost in her book, she enjoyed her glass of wine, rising to fill it once again shortly before 9. Around 9:15, the front windows were lit up and she could hear the crunch of gravel as a vehicle made its way down the driveway. She turned and could see the characteristic round headlights of a Jeep Wrangler Unlimited pulling in beside her Lexus. As the vehicle shut off, she saw the door open and Daniel stepped out, no longer wearing his gown, instead wearing a simple blue and white polo shirt and a pair of black slacks. He opened the back door and grabbed an overnight bag, a tube and what looked like a fanny pack before making his way to the door.
She closed her book and looked at the door as he opened it and smiled, seeing her on the couch with her legs tucked underneath her. "Glad to see you found it alright."
"That driveway is a little rough you know."
Daniel smiled again and set his things down, "Yep, keeps unwelcome people from pulling down in. Well, that and the gate at the top." He poured himself 3 fingers of bourbon, took a sip and continued, "Thanks for setting this out. So, what do you think?" as he gestured around at the cabin.
She turned, resting her arms on the back of the couch, "You're welcome. It's very nice, not exactly what I expected when you said "cabin.""
"It's been in the family a while, it's how I was familiar with the area when applying for jobs, it's two hours from my parent's place." He took a drink before continuing, "It used to be a lot more rustic, but when my dad passed away and Mom said she didn't want to use it anymore, my siblings and I decided to keep it and spruce it up a bit, so it was more comfortable."
"Well, you did a wonderful job."
Looking around and not seeing anything, "You found my bedroom alright I assume?"
"Yes, I did. Are the others for your siblings?"
"Yeah, because I don't have kids, I got the nice bedroom; if I'm not here, my sister and her husband may use it, but I don't have any other use for the other two, so they stay closed up when I'm here unless I have friends down for fishing." Daniel finished his bourbon in a final swig and walked towards the couch, forcing Christine to turn and follow him as he made his way to her. "Why don't you stand up so I can see that dress closer."
Christine stood and smiled, "How did you know this dress would look good on me and the floor when you wrote your note?"
"Everything looks good on you, even those manly pant suits you sometimes wear." He stepped closer to her, his 6'3 frame towering over her, "And like them, it's going to look good on the floor also."
Christine reached for his neck and pulled him to her, causing their lips to crash into each other. Over the last month or so, their kisses had become different, something both had noticed but never talked about.
Daniel's arms wrapped around her, pulling her against him and causing his firm cock to push into her stomach. As they kissed, Daniels hands began to wander her back, reaching her ass and giving it a firm squeeze with both hands, causing her to moan into their kiss, stand on her toes, and push her body tighter against his.
As they pulled from their kiss and looked at each, Daniel said, "Let's see if I was right about this dress looking better on the floor."
Through a bitten lip smile, Christine nodded her head and turned her back to him, "Help me?"
"Gladly." Daniel's fingers went to her neckline, softly grazing her skin, causing her to sigh as he found the tiny zipper and began to ease it down.
Christine felt like he was taking forever, but knew that he was being gentle, not wanting to rip or pull the zipper; they had ruined a couple of her button up blouses before, and he clearly didn't want to do that with a dress.
As the zipper reached the middle of her back, the clasp of her navy-blue bra became visible, he leaned in and whispered in her ear, "Matching your bra to your dress I see."
"Mmhmmm, and the panties too."
As he continued to ease the zipper down to her waist and the stop he said in a playful tone, "Oh, I was hoping you weren't wearing any."
With the zipper all the way down, she turned to face him, stepped back, and began to work the dress off her arms and chest, then seductively piled it at her waist before pushing it to the floor, leaving her in a matching bra and seamless underwear, "I was in a dress on a stage, I had to wear them." She stepped out of her dress, leaving it in a pile on the floor; as she pushed back against him, she said before kissing him again, "I didn't bring anymore though, too bad you're not coming to the conference with me."
Daniel groaned as they kissed again. He could now allow his hands to trail over her almost nude body. They kissed for a few minutes before Daniel unclasped her bra and removed it. As he threw it near her dress, allowing her breasts to hang free, he said, "Sit down, I'm overdressed." Christine nodded her head and sat down on the couch as Daniel began to strip his clothes off. Daniel was in shape; he spent an hour or so before school every day lifting in the gym and then either ran or rode his mountain bike in the evenings. That coupled with a regimented diet left him lean and toned. The kind of body that most women, especially a 47-year-old who had been denied sex for a long time would drool over.
After losing his shirt, he kicked off his loafers, pulled his socks off, then undid his belt. After unbuttoning his pants, he pushed them to the floor and kicked them off, adding his clothes to the pile that contained Christine's dress and bra. "Much better, don't you agree?"
"Yes."
Daniel walked closer to her and pushed her legs apart, exposing the crotch of her panties. As he hovered over her, he allowed his hand to slowly caress up her leg, but rather than touch the wet fabric of her panties as she wanted, his hand continued across her stomach to her full breasts and cupped each one firmly, sending waves of pleasure with a moan and a shudder through her body. "I have to admit, I've been thinking about today for the last week, and I can't wait any longer. So, if you'll forgive me, I'm a little hungry."
Without waiting on her to say or do anything, Daniel stood up, bent at the waist, and reached up grabbing her panties at her hips, "Lift your ass." As she did, he quickly pulled them down, leaving her completely nude on the couch. After depositing her panties with the rest of their clothes, he knelt between her spread legs and dove in, sucking her wet lips into his mouth. This action caused Christine to let out a moan followed by, "Oh yes!"
For the next five minutes, Christine was filled with waves of pleasure as Daniel methodically made his way around her wet pussy, something that her husband had never shown any interest in. Daniel would suck on her lips before letting go and licking her entire slit, sometimes going as low as touching the edge of her asshole before licking clear to her clit. As he did this, her moans began to increase in frequency and in volume. Having spent a fair bit of time between her legs since Christmas, Daniel knew just when to do the right things and as he glanced up to see her cupping her own tits and pinching her own nipples while looking down at him with her mouth open, he smiled briefly and shifted his focus upwards. As he buried his nose in the small amount of pubic hair she kept above her otherwise bare pussy, he sucked her clit into his mouth and began to flick it softly with the tip of his tongue.
"Oh God!" As Daniel increased the suction on her clit and sped up the flicking of it, Christine began to moan louder and began to let out, the occasional "Fuck," until her legs clamped around his head, her feet on his back, pulling his mouth harder against her, her pussy began to flood with lubrication, and she began to cum.
As she rode her orgasm for 15-20 seconds feeling the muscles in her pelvis contract and release, Daniel continued what he was doing until she loosened her thigh grip on his head and her volume returned to a normal level. He let her clit go and softly lapped at her juices, allowing her to come down from her orgasm slowly. Daniel pulled his face from her pussy and smiled, "God you taste good." Christine was able to give a weak smile and nod considering her heart was still racing from her orgasm. Daniel stood up and pushed his underwear to the ground, allowing his cock to spring free.
While Daniel wasn't pornstar huge by any imagination, his cock was just a tad over 6 inches in length, but she had found he knew how to use it. Before their bedroom went ice cold, sex with her husband was unfulfilling to put it mildly; she was always left finishing herself off after he went to the bathroom to clean up. Daniel on the other hand, knew how to maintain a rhythm and wasn't afraid to use his hands. He always brought her to at least one orgasm each time they had sex, if not two depending on the duration.
With his cock sticking straight out, she leaned forward, wanting to feel it in her mouth, but he stopped her, "You can suck it later, right now, I need to be inside your wet pussy." Daniel moved and sat down beside her, then said, "Ride my cock Christie."
Hearing him call her that, combined with telling her to ride his cock, caused her pussy to begin to flood again. She sat up from her reclined position, twisted and straddled Daniel's lap, and before she could reach down to guide his cock into her, he grabbed it himself, stroked it across her slit 2 or 3 times before saying, "Go ahead baby, ride my cock."
Placing her hands on the back of the couch on either side of his head, she slowly lowered herself down, feeling the head of his cock spreading her lips and then entering her. She let out a moan as she continued to sink down until his cock was all the way in. As they both stayed still for a moment, Daniel enjoying the warmth and wetness that enveloped his cock, and Christine the fullness, he reached his hands around and once again cupped her ass.
Christine began to rock her hips gently, trying to find the right place to rub her clit against his pelvis; she felt his hands move to her hips and grip them firmly as he looked at her and said, "I told you to ride my cock, not grind on it." Another shudder went through her as he told her what to do and she shifted so her knees were directly under her and began to slide up and down on his cock.
"That's a good girl." His hands returned to her ass, helping to keep her balance as she began to speed up. She found a pace that she could maintain and was giving her immense pleasure. Each time she got to the bottom of his cock, she felt Daniel thrust up into her, causing her to moan or grunt each time. She began to speed up even more, feeling him press into her as his hard cock rubbed the walls of her pussy. She could her walls beginning to clench around him, "I'm going to cum," she mumbled out between ragged breaths.
He leaned forward and wrapped his arms around her, pushing up into her even more and whispered in her ear, "Go ahead, cum for me." With a thrust from him and her slamming down on his cock, she began to cum, her legs shook, and she felt Daniel's lips on her neck as her pussy contracted around his cock, trying to milk his cum too, but she was just left with the fullness of his cock inside of her.
As she came down from her orgasm, Daniel continued to kiss her neck and grope her ass. As her breathing began to return to normal, she looked down at him and he smiled, "Feel better?"
"Much better."
"Now do you want to grind on my cock?"
"Mmmhmmm."
"What if I want you to suck on it?"
Christine let out a groan, Daniel had just hit another one of her "spots." He knew that she loved to suck him off after he had fucked her. She loved when he gave her a creampie, and she loved tasting herself and his cum together. A minute had passed since her orgasm; she looked him in the eyes, batted her eyes a bit and said, "I'm going to grind on you, but will you tell me when you're going to cum so I can suck you off...daddy?"
It was Daniel's turn to groan, when she was really turned on and wanted to turn him on more, she would call him daddy and bat her eyes like she just did. The first time she did it, he almost came right then and there, and this time was no different as he pushed up into her. It was funny when they were not in the throes of primal intimacy since she was older than him, but during sex, it was hot as hell. Rather than say anything, he pulled his hands from her hips and ass and put them on her back, pulling her against him.
He took one of her nipples in his mouth, causing her to groan as she began to grind against him. It took a moment, but they found a rhythm that was working for both of them. Each time Christine would push her pelvis towards him, grinding her clit against his pelvis and short pubic hair, Daniel would push up into her, applying pressure to both of their bodies. On top of this, the sucking and biting that he was doing on her nipples, was only increasing her desires. They stayed like this for a minute or two, but with the friction of their bodies increasing, along with the speed of her grinding, Daniel could begin to feel his balls tighten and the familiar tingling of a building orgasm.
He let her nipple slip from his mouth and through shallow breaths said, "I'm getting close."
Christine bit her lip and groaned but climbed off him quickly, getting down on the floor in front of him. His cock glistened with her juices, and she softly stroked it, coating her hand with her own wetness before moving that hand to his balls, softly rolling them in her hands and eliciting a groan from him. She smiled, then opened her mouth and put about half of his cock in her mouth, tasting her own wetness.
She relished the feeling of his cock pushing into mouth, and knowing that he was so close to cumming, Christine wasted no time. She continued to roll his balls in her hand, now thoroughly coated with her wetness and began to run her lips up and down his cock, allowing her spit to run freely providing plenty of lubrication for her mouth. She sucked on the head and flicked her tongue along his sensitive underside and then pushed her mouth back down, taking as much of his cock as she could. Just as her gag reflex told her to pull back, she heard Daniel say, "Oh god, I'm cumming."
She lifted her mouth just slightly and clamped her lips around his shaft as she felt the first pulse, followed by the warm saltiness as the first jet hit the back of her throat. She quickly swallowed as the next four did the same. As his orgasm subsided, she began to once again move her mouth softly around his haft, making sure to clean him up completely. Once sure that the only thing left on his cock was her spit, she let his cock slip from her mouth and looked up at him with a grin, "Feel better?"
"I feel amazing, how about you?"
"I'm good for now, but I NEED to feel your cum inside of me before I leave in the morning."
Daniel laughed, "I don't think that will be a problem." As his cock began to soften, Christine looked down at it and couldn't help but giggle. Daniel looked at her and said, "What?"
Lifting it up slightly, "I got lipstick on it."
Sure enough, when Daniel looked down at it, there was a faint but clear red lipstick line around his cock. He laughed too, "Guess that is just a sign of good head."
Christine smiled and stood, "I'm going to use the restroom, meet me in bed?"
"I was thinking drinks in the hot tub?"
"I didn't bring a bathing suit..."
"Seriously? There is no one for at least a half mile, you don't need a suit."
"I've never skinny dipped before."
"Well, there is a first time for everything, meet me outside."
Christine headed towards the bedroom and bathroom, while Daniel went to the kitchen and poured them each another drink. Once their drinks were poured, he turned the outdoor lights down with the dimmer switch, then headed outside and opened the hot tub before slipping into the warm water. About 5 minutes later, Christine appeared at the door, sticking just her head out. "Are you sure?"
Daniel laughed, "Of course I'm sure, there is no one around but you and I."
Christine essentially ran the 20 feet from the door to the hot tub, giving Daniel a show as her tits bounced with the fast and sudden movements. She climbed into the hot tub by taking his hand and settled in across from him. As the warm water washed over her, she groaned, "Okay this does feel good."
"Jets?"
"Yes please." Christine felt jets begin to bubble around her, hitting her back and once again she sighed, "This feels good, it is like a giant bath."
She felt her foot being picked up and Daniel began to rub them causing her to groan again as his fingers found knots and tension in her feet, "Yes it is, kinda like the time we took that bath together when you booty called me when your husband had to leave."
"Hey, I don't remember you complaining, that was the first time you came inside of me."
Daniel nodded, remembering the moment she wrapped her legs around him on the bathroom floor and wouldn't let him pull out. "As I recall, I didn't have much choice."
Christine smiled, "Nope, and I still don't remember you complaining."
Silence fell over them, before they both burst out laughing. Over the next 20 minutes, they basically talked shopped. Daniel discussing his year in the classroom and Christine talking about major county initiatives and things that were coming for the next year. The one thing that Christine had always enjoyed about their arrangement was that she could bounce ideas off Daniel and get unfiltered and honest feedback. Too often teachers were afraid to be honest with their supervisors, but not Daniel, what you saw is what you got; there was no sugar coating with him.
As she sat and pondered his thoughts on a particular change in policy on cell phones in the classroom, he smiled, "Come here."
Daniel had shifted into one of the corner seats, leaving just his shoulders and head visible, she moved over and sat between his legs, leaning back into him as his arms moved around her midsection, holding her close to him. They both sighed and relaxed into each other, it wasn't long though before Daniel's hands began to softly move over her abdomen, before moving to her breasts. With one in each hand, he spent the next few minutes, kneading and caressing them, occasionally pinching her nipples. What started out as sighs because of the combination of the water and the touch, began to turn to moans each time his fingers touched her nipples.
As she became more turned on, she could tell Daniel was too. His cock had never become fully flaccid, but now that she was leaning against him as he played with her tits, she could feel his cock growing against her ass and her back. This feeling continued to turn her on until her hand which had been resting on his leg now had found its way to her pussy and was beginning to slowly run it up and down her slit. Even with the water, there was a distinct difference in the water on her body and her own wetness that her pussy was making. As she allowed herself to get lost in the pleasure she was feeling, Daniel said, "Would you like to go inside?"



She leaned forward enough that she could snake her hand around to his cock and said, "Yes."
She felt his grip loosen and he said, "There's towels on the chair, get going."
She stood up, releasing her grip on his cock, climbed out of the hot tub and made her way inside after grabbing a towel. As she reached the door, she turned and looked as Daniel was closing the hot tub, the soft lighting around the deck silhouetting him against the dark forest. Her gaze fell to his cock, still erect and protruding from his body, she felt herself shudder a bit, then softly yelled, "I'm going to use the restroom, I'll meet you in bed."
Daniel grabbed a towel, tying it around his waist, flipped the cover back on the hot tub, making sure to snap it in place to stop it from blowing off. He gathered their glasses and made his way back inside. As he set the glasses on the counter, he could see Christine coming out of the bathroom, drying her hair as she moved towards the bed. Just as she disappeared, she paused, smiled, and dropped the towel, then moved out of sight.
After moving their clothes from earlier to the couch, Daniel walked into the bedroom, dropping his towel on the floor with hers and found her sitting on the bed, she was reclined against the headboard, her curly hair falling around her shoulders, smiling at him, "About time you got here."
Daniel smirked, "Someone had to clean up the mess we left from earlier."
Christine continued smiling but sat up and crawled to the foot of the bed where Daniel stood. With his cock less than a foot from her face, she looked up at him, "I'll make it up to you."
Daniel simply nodded, and this time, before he could say anything, Christine had taken his cock into her mouth. She allowed the head past her lips, swirling her tongue around it before allowing more to slip into her mouth. As more of his hard cock slid into her mouth, she continued to trace her tongue along the shaft, an action that caused Daniel to moan slightly. Still propped on her elbows, Christine reached around and pulled Daniel into her; with this, his knees were against the bed, and she could take the full length of his cock into her mouth.
She allowed her lips to relax a little and moved her head back, allowing his cock to move out of her mouth slightly. The thickness and the veiny texture turned her on and when she looked up at Daniel's face, she saw him with eyes closed, head slightly tilted back in pleasure, the combination caused a jolt of pleasure to flow through her and she turned her focus back to his cock, sliding her mouth up and down his shaft as he moaned with each movement. After a minute or so, she glanced back up at Daniel and found him looking down at her with his mouth open in pleasure. She felt him shift slightly and felt his hand become tangled in her hair and push gently down on her head.
She moaned around his cock and allowed him to gently fuck her face for eight or nine thrusts before pulling her head back against his grasp. As his cock slipped from her mouth, a line of her spit connected her lips to his cock. She looked up at him and taking charge for a second said, "Enough of that, are you ready to fuck me?"
"I thought you'd never ask."
Christine rolled onto her back and scooted up till her head rested on the pillows. Daniel climbed on the bed, and once again climbed between her legs. Taking his cock in his hand, he slid it up and down her slit before gently pushing into her. In one smooth thrust, he entered her fully, causing them to both moan. Holding himself up on his hands over her, Daniel began to thrust slowly in and out of her. He used full, steady thrusts that caused her to moan each time he pushed into her fully. As he picked up speed, she could feel his cock stretching her ever so slightly, and she could feel her tits beginning to move and bounce in rhythm with his thrusts.
Her moans were beginning to increase in frequency and volume, and she felt herself grasping the sheets. She could feel herself nearing another orgasm, her breathing was becoming shallower and within another minute or so, her back arched, she moaned loudly, and her orgasm began to course through her body. Once again, her pussy began to contract around his cock, trying to milk the cum from it that she desired, but once again, as her orgasm subsided, she felt Daniel slowly thrusting, signaling that he still hadn't cum. As she regained her breath, she said, "You still haven't cum."
"I know, I want to fuck you from behind."
With a grin, she said, "Is that so?"
"Yes, now flip over."
As Daniel scooted back, his cock slipped from her pussy. He looked down at it, seeing the red and swollen lips; just a trace of her cream lingered on her lips, and even more was on his shaft and under the edge of his head. He thought about how amazing she felt when he had sex with her. Before his thoughts could wander any further, Christine had flipped over and risen onto her hands and knees,
She looked over her shoulder and smiled, "Is this what you wanted daddy?"
He growled, "Fuck, you're going to kill me."
"Well hopefully not before you fuck me." She spread her legs slightly and he moved into position. He pushed his cock back into her wet and waiting pussy, once again causing them both to moan. She felt his hands grasp her hips and without warning or buildup, he began to thrust hard and quickly. Christine knew when he told her to turn over that he was going to fuck her hard and fast, while it felt amazing for her, she knew she wouldn't cum in the short amount of time that it would take him to cum, but she didn't care.
He had thrusted for maybe a minute and his moans were becoming louder and his thrusts harder. To increase his pleasure, Christine moaned and dropped her face and shoulders to the bed, pushing her ass up into him and changing the angle for both of them. As Daniel let out a loud groan, she reached between her legs, found his balls, and gently squeezed them. Daniel's eyes shot open, "Oh Fuck!"
His balls immediately contracted and with another thrust, his pelvis met her ass, and his own orgasm began. Christine felt his cock begin to throb, then due to the angle, for the first time in their 5-month rendezvous, she felt his cum splash deep inside of her, and much to her own surprise, her pussy began to contract as his hot cum splashed against her walls and cervix, her own orgasm washed over her.
As both their orgasms subsided, she felt him lay across her back, both breathing deeply as she slipped to the bed, Daniel laying on top of her. "Wow," slipped from her mouth.
After about 10 seconds of deep breaths, Daniel responded, "Wow indeed. "
"I've never cum that hard before."
Daniel rolled off her, his cock slipping from her with a slight plop. She rolled to her side to look at him and smiled. "I've never cum 3 times in one night." Daniel stood up and walked around the bed, Christine wiggled under the covers, "Where are you going?"
"I was getting you a towel."
"Come back to bed, I don't need one if that's okay with you."
"That's kinda hot you know."
She grinned, "I try." Daniel handed her a bottle of water from the dresser, shut the lights off and closed the door before climbing into bed beside her. She rolled closer to him and rested her head on his chest. For the next five minutes they made small talk, until Christine yawned, "I'm tired, I need to be on the road around 6, is that going to be a problem?"
"No, just make sure I'm awake before you leave, I'd like to see you off."
"Awwww, you're sweet."
He chuckled, "I try, it's the least I can do after mind blowing sex."
"I should be the one thanking you, goodnight, Daniel."
As she rolled onto her back, Daniel rolled onto his side and leaned over her and kissed her on the lips, "G'night Christine."
As they both drifted off to sleep, the kiss was the last thing on both of their minds.
*The Next Morning*
At 5:30, Daniel rolled over, reaching for Christine but found the bed empty. He opened his eyes and looked into the bathroom where he could see Christine standing at the sink in a white blouse that partially covered her ass and no pants doing her make-up in the mirror. He raised up, propping his head up on his hand and said, "Guy could get used to that view."
She turned and smiled, "Good morning, did I wake you?"
"Nope, woke up on my own, I normally get up about now anyway."
"Good, I tried to be quiet." She turned her attention back to her make-up while Daniel began to shuffle around in bed.
He stood, which caused her to look in his direction, and feeling her body respond to his nudity, Christine couldn't help but sigh at the sight of his toned body and clearly hard morning wood. He walked towards the bathroom and stood behind her, letting his cock gently rest against her ass, causing her to take a ragged breath in as she felt her pussy begin to get wet. As his hands settled on her hips, and began to slide up her sides under blouse, he said, "You seem to be missing some clothes."
"I told you; I didn't bring anymore panties and my pants are over there," she gestured towards the recliner beside the bed.
"Well, I have to admit, I didn't really believe you." By now his hands had pushed her blouse up, exposing more skin as his hands found her bra encased breasts. He bent down and softly kissed her neck.
As she took in another ragged breath, she forced out, "What do you think you are doing?"
Sher felt his lips leave her neck as he responded, "I'm just enjoying touching you. Do I need stop?"
Her brain still functioned enough for her to think that she should tell him yes, but the feeling of his cock against her back, his lips on her neck, and his hands now cupping her breasts overrode the logical side of her brain and she squeaked out, "No."
"That's a good girl," he spoke as he squeezed her breasts and pushed his pelvis into her.
Before she lost total control, she said, "We have to be quick, and you can't cum in me."
She felt him lean against her, causing her to bend at the waist over the sink. Then he said, "Why not?"
"You know why."
She felt him raise up and felt his hand push her thighs apart, with a firm voice he added, "Why can't I cum in you Christie."
She shuddered as she felt his head press against her lips. She took a deep breath in anticipation and said, "Because I don't have panties and can't have it leaking in my pants today at the conference."
"I guess that makes sense." She felt the head of his clock split her lips and with a moan from her, Daniel slid all the way into her. As his pelvis met her ass for the second time in eight hours, they both let out a moan. He stayed still for a moment and before thrusting said, "Two questions, can you reach your clit?
She nodded yes and said, "Mhmmm."
"Good you probably should touch yourself." She nodded again as she felt him pull out slightly and then pushed back in. "Second, where should I cum?"
She let out a groan as he pushed back into her, and her finger found her clit. "Cum on my ass, don't get it on my blouse."
"Perfect." She felt him slide a hand up her back, pushing her blouse up and out of the way. HIs hand then returned to her hip, and he began to thrust quickly into her.
The sudden onslaught of his cock in her pussy and her finger rubbing her clit caused her to moan as the waves of pleasure began to flow through her body in steady waves. Normally as her moans increased, Daniel would speed up, knowing how she liked it, but this morning, he maintained the pace and plunged in and out of her pussy.
He maintained the pace for about 30 seconds, causing her to continue moaning and rubbing her clit, feeling her orgasm beginning to build and hearing Daniel moan only increased her pleasure. His moans were replaced with words, catching her slightly off guard, "Look in the mirror as I fuck you."
Doing what she was told, she lifted her head and looked in the mirror, seeing one of the hottest things she had seen in a while. Her blouse wasn't completely buttoned, giving her a great view down her shirt, exposing her own substantial cleavage and each time Daniel pushed into her, she could see her face contorted in pleasure. As he pushed into her four more times, she felt her pussy begin to respond even more, she saw her face become flushed as she closed her eyes, and her finger left her clit as her orgasm started. She felt her pussy contract and she let out a moan followed by "Oh god!"
Daniel's moans joined hers as he said, "Fuck!" and pulled his cock from her pussy and with two quick strokes with his hand, he erupted across her ass. As they both came down from their orgasms, Daniel looked down and saw the 6 ropes that splattered her ass and felt himself shudder. He looked into the mirror, seeing Christine's flushed face and her taking deep breaths, and said, "Damn, this is hot."
"For sure, can you get me a towel?"
Daniel nodded, and walked over to the towel bar, grabbed her damp towel, and used it to softly wipe his cum from her ass. Once she was cleaned up, she stood and turned to him, "Thank you for the wonderful good morning."
"You're welcome, I'll let you finish getting ready. I'll make you a travel mug of coffee and a breakfast sandwich."
"Well thank you." She rose onto her toes and kissed him firmly.
Daniel exited the bathroom, grabbed a pair of gym shorts and tee shirt from the dresser and headed to the kitchen. About 10 minutes later, Christine emerged in the same blouse and a pair of red pants with a pair of matching red heels. "Damn girl! Who are you trying to impress?"
She smiled and blushed slightly, "Maybe you." He laughed and she continued, "You know I'm only one of like 5 women supers, I have to show them boys who's boss."
Daniel handed her a blue Yeti travel mug and a sandwich wrapped in foil, "Well it is working for you."
She smiled, "Thank you for this. Well thank you for everything."
Daniel smiled, "Of course and anytime, I'll get my cup back sometime." She nodded and silence fell over them, "I guess you probably need to get going."
"Yeah, when are you going home?"
"I'm gonna hang out until Wednesday, do some work around her and some fishing."
"Very nice, Walk me to my car?"
"Of course." He bent down and grabbed her bag, and followed her out the door, enjoying the view of her ass as she walked up the incline to the parking area. As she climbed in the driver's side, he opened the back end and dropped her overnight bag by her suitcase and then walked back to the driver's side. As she started the car, he leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips and said, "I wasn't kidding when I said I could get used to the morning view."
In a rare moment, Christine found herself speechless. He smiled at her and continued, "Drive safe, if you don't mind, text me some nonsense so I know you arrived safely."
She simply nodded as he raised up and shut her door. She put the SUV in drive and reversed out of the drive as Daniel stood waving at her, her brain wracked by what he had just said.
*Tuesday Night*
Daniel had spent most of the day doing some yard work around the cabin and fishing in the small stream, catching a few native brook trout on his fly rod. He had just finished showering and had eaten dinner before settling in to watch a movie before bed and heading back home the following morning.
About 15 minutes into the movie and just as it was getting dark, Daniel heard the crunch of gravel with the front door open and turned to see headlights approaching the cabin. As he stood, he said aloud, "Who the fuck is coming down the drive now?" He walked into the bedroom where he grabbed his Sig 365XL out of the end table and approached the door. As the car came to a stop, he could clearly see the italic "L" on the grill and realized it was Christine's car. He hurriedly shoved the gun into a kitchen drawer and walked out onto the porch as the door opened and Christine jumped out. She moved quickly down the path, and he had enough time to say, "What are you doing here?" before she crashed into him.
He wrapped his arms around her to steady them as she buried her head into his chest and began to sob. Unsure of what to make of it, Daniel simply stroked her back softly and tried to calm her down. After a few minutes, she lifted her head and looked up at him, he gave a soft smile and wiped the tears from her face. She sniffled a bit and said, "Can we go inside?"
"Of course."
They moved inside and he shut the door behind them; Christine headed straight to the cabinet where the glasses were kept, she grabbed a scotch glass and poured herself three fingers from the bottle of Stagg on the counter. She took a long pull of the amber liquid, feeling the burn as it rolled down her throat.
Daniel stood looking at her, taking a sip of his own bourbon, "Well that's kinda hot."
Christine chuckled, wiped the rest of her tears, and looked at him smiling. "I wasn't sure where else to go..."
"What are you talking about?"
"The conference ended a little earlier than expected, so I headed home like planned. I didn't text Mike because I figured he'd be at work." She took a drink before continuing, "When I got home, I saw another car in the driveway, but just figured he was having a meeting."
"Well, when I got inside, I heard noises coming from the living room. I always suspected that he could be having an affair, and I was right."
Unsure of what to say given their arrangement, Daniel simply nodded and said, "Oh..."
Christine smirked, "I know what you're thinking; how is it any different than what we are doing?"
"Yeah, you could say that."
"Well, when I walked into the living room, I was greeted not by Mike and another woman, but rather Mike sucking his coworkers' cock."
"Oh fuck!"
With wide eyes she said, "Yeah, definitely not what I was expecting.
"What did they do?"
"Well, they saw me when I yelled "What the fuck!" Mike stood up and began to apologize. He broke down and explained that it had been going on for a while, and he didn't know how to tell me."
In a bit of disbelief, Daniel said, "I would say so."
"I told him that we were done and that I wanted a divorce. We would claim no fault, no contest, I would get my car, we would sell the house and assets and split them evenly. IT would save face for both of us. He balked at that, so I snapped a picture of them together."
"Damn woman."
"He then changed his tune real quick. I ran upstairs and grabbed some other clothes then left."
"They were still there?"
She laughed, "Yeah, they were arguing about what to do when I left."
"So, now what?"
"Well, you said you were staying here until tomorrow, can you extend it through the weekend?"
"Ummmm, I'd have to run into town and get some food, but other than that yeah."
"Can I stay here then?"
"Of course, what about work?"
"I could take a few days off, but I can work from here. You have internet and cell service, it'll work. End of the year stuff isn't due for another six weeks or so. I need a few days to just decompress and wrap my brain around all of this."
Daniel nodded, "Okay, we can make a list in the morning, and I'll run into town and get what we need."
"Perfect, now I really need you to take me to bed and remind me that I'm a woman."
Daniel took in her simple business outfit of a pair of gray fitted slacks and a navy-blue top; he smirked, "I can do you one better, take your pants off and sit on the island."
That night, they fucked in the kitchen with wild abandon, Christine cumming at least twice before they took a shower and moved to the bed where they made love twice more before falling asleep, Christine drifting off to sleep content.
Over the next four days, Christine did work a little bit, but she spent most of the time reading, napping, watching Daniel work around the cabin and fish, and just relaxing due to the lack of stress after contacting a divorce attorney. One thing that didn't lack was the amount of sex they had. In her 47 years, Christine never had the consistent sex that her and Daniel those four days; each morning started with sex or oral due to Daniel's morning wood, there was usually an afternoon delight after lunch somewhere in the house or on the deck, then the evening always ended with sex. Daniel clearly could not get enough of her nor could she get enough of him.



She knew it was something different when she woke Daniel up with a blowjob on Wednesday morning and after sucking him off, she told him to grab a shower. While he was showering, she found an old shirt of his, pulled it on and went to make Breakfast. A half hour later when Daniel came out, he found Christine cooking eggs in nothing but his shirt and muttered "Damn."
She turned and smiled as he approached, and she was immediately drawn to the bulge in his shorts. He looked at her with pure lust and said, "You look so fucking hot. Keep cooking". As she continued with the eggs and potatoes, Daniel knelt behind her, pushed the shirt up and proceeded to eat her out, bringing her to an orgasm while leaning over his stove. She had never had the spontaneity that she was experiencing at the time. Sunday finally came and they had to head home, while sad they had to the real world, Christine felt rejuvenated and desired, something she had been missing. That coupled with the amount of cum that she had inside of her, on her, or that she had sucked down her throat, she was absolutely glowing.
When she returned home, she had found a note from her husband telling her that he was moving in with a friend and that she could stay in the house until the divorce was finalized, and they could sell it, thus closing one chapter of her life and opening the door to another.
*A little over a year later*
"Congratulations class of 2023!!!" The stadium was filled with cheers as the class began to file towards the end zone. Christine moved from the stage and began to move towards the students, she approached Daniel and tapped him on the shoulder, "Congratulations Daniel, we really are going to miss you around here."
Daniel smiled, "Superintendent Coffman, it is so great to see you."
Christine chuckled at the use of her maiden name, "That is still going to take a bit of getting used to." Her divorce had been finalized three months prior and her name change had gone through about a month and a half later. The divorce had sent waves through the small town, but a few days later, a car dealer had been arrested for laundering money by the Feds, so the focus of gossip had shifted to that, and her divorce was seemingly forgotten.
Daniel smiled and put his hand on her shoulder, "It fits you well and you're going to be just fine."
Christine smiled, "So when do you start your new job?"
"I have about 6 weeks off then I go to DC for orientation on July 1."
"Very nice, then you said you would be working remotely?"
"Yep, I can work wherever I want. I'll have to travel one week or so a month, training people and offices, but other than that, it is here."
Feigning surprise, "Oh you're not going to move?"
"Nah, I've grown to like this area and I've met someone."
"Oh, have you? Well, I bet she's a lucky lady."
"That she is. Well, I need to go say goodbye to my students. Have a good evening, Superintendent Coffman."
"You too Daniel and thank you for all that you have done over the last four years."
Daniel smiled and moved off towards the crowd of students and parents, Christine smiled, watching him leave before she moved towards the exit. She reached the parking lot and climbed behind the wheel of her car and made her way out of the parking lot.
A few hours later, Daniel was sitting at a local restaurant wrapping up his dinner and drinks with coworkers as a final send off when he felt his watch and phone vibrate. He glanced down and saw "CC" pop up. He leaned back from the table where only he could see his phone and opened the message; it read "Can't wait for you to get here so we can celebrate properly." He smiled as another text popped up, this one a picture. It was Christine sitting on the couch with a book and a glass of bourbon, wearing a navy-blue silk robe that was loosely tied, exposing just enough skin that showed it was the only thing that she was wearing.
Daniel grinned again, causing one of his coworkers and friends to comment, "Must be the mystery woman again."
Everyone laughed until another friend chimed in, "Yeah, when are we going to meet her?"
Daniel smiled, "You all will get to know her better soon enough." Everyone looked at him in a confused manner, causing him to smirk, getting their waiter's attention, "Check please, I have somewhere I need to be."
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*Tuesday*
"Abi? You around?" I yelled as I entered our house on Tuesday morning. My girlfriend Abi had been on vacation for the last 2 weeks due to her boss going on some tour of Incan ruins in South America. When I had left to run some things into school and to talk to my principal, she was getting dressed to head out on a run. My dog Cooper didn't come to greet me like normal, so I figured Abi must be upstairs taking a shower or reading.
I climbed the stairs and sure enough, I found Cooper on our bed, upside down and sound asleep. I laughed, "Some guard dog you are." He shook awake, startled and barked at me before wiggling in excitement. He army crawled to the edge of the bed where I sat down just as Abi emerged from the bathroom with a towel around her body and another one around her head.
"Hey baby, I heard you yell, what's up?"
"Do we have anything tomorrow through Saturday that I don't have on my calendar?"
"Nope, just grocery shopping Saturday like usual."
"Wanna go to the beach?"
"For the day?"
"No, until Saturday."
She looked at me confused and like I was stupid, "You realize this is the height of the end of beach season right?"
I laughed, "Yes, I know that. You remember Janey Stanton that I work with?"
"Yeah, older lady, drunk?"
I couldn't help but laugh; it was well known that Janey liked the sauce a good bit, but she did a decent job so I figured it wasn't my place to judge. "Yeah, that's her. She and her husband own a house on the Outer Banks, up on the Four Wheel Drive beaches. Apparently people who were there this week had to leave due to a death in the family, she already had it cleaned since they left yesterday, so it's empty. I ran into her at school this morning and she asked if we wanted it for the rest of the week."
"Oh, how much would it be?"
"Cleaning fee of $200 and it's ours."
"Oh wow! That sounds awesome. What do you mean by the Four Wheel Drive beaches?"
"You have to drive on the beach to get to the house, so we will have to take the truck. It's kinda secluded, not a ton of people and there are wild horses that roam free."
Abi was getting visibly more excited, "That's so cool!!!! Let's go!"
"Okay, I'll let her know. It's about 7 hours up there so can we leave around 7 tomorrow?"
"Works for me. What about Cooper?l
"Janey said we can take him, but you remember the sand issue when we took him to Charleston for the day. I figured I would just call Emily and see if she can house and dog sit like normal."
"Good thinking."
"Alright, I'll go let her know and then we can start rounding things up.
*Wednesday*
We were up at 6, with the plan to leave at 7. We had to forgo our usual morning wake up sex because of packing the truck and all the last minute arrangements. I tried to squeeze in a little, but Abi just laughed and told me there would be plenty of time over the next 3 or 4 days. I grumbled, but knew she was right. What guy is going to complain when he has all that time, at an oceanfront beach house, with his high libido girlfriend? Only an idiot, that's who.
We got my truck loaded, which really wasn't much, two chairs, our umbrella, a case of water, a few basic groceries, and the Yeti cooler plus our suitcases. We double checked that Cooper's updated instructions were correct and headed out the door. Emily, a former student of mine who lived a couple of blocks over, would be coming over around 10 to stay at the house with Cooper while we were gone. She was a great young lady, whose only "transgression" while house sitting for us numerous times was forgetting to take out the trash in the spare room the one time, leaving me four used condoms to find from her and her boyfriend Seth. I casually mentioned it, got a giggle from her red face, but besides that, she was perfect.
We left right on time, swung through Starbucks, and headed north. Abi slept for the first few hours, giving me a quiet ride until we crossed into North Carolina and Abi woke up, saying she needed to pee. We stopped in Lumberton at a McDonald's, we ran into the restroom and Abi asked for a McGriddle and a Sweet Tea, so I used the restroom, got in line and grabbed our food before making my way back to the truck.
I found Abi leaning against the side of the truck, but wearing a very different outfit than when we had left. When we had left, she was wearing a pair of my old gym shorts and a hoodie of mine, not exactly what you would call flattering, now though, she had ditched my shorts for a blue mini skirt that tied with a drawstring at the waist, showing off her long, tan legs. Instead of my hoodie, she now wore a white workout top that showed a subtle amount of cleavage. Her hair was now pulled back in a tight ponytail rather than the mess that had been piled on top of her head.
"You changed?"
With a smile she said, "Yep, I'm awake now and it's getting warmer."
I laughed as we climbed into the truck, "No shit, it's July in the south,"
She chuckled and then said, "Do you like?"
"Of course I like it, you wore it on the golf course the one time you went with me and I shot terrible because I was distracted!"
She smiled as she took a bite of her McGriddle, and after chewing said, "Well, I wore panties this time."
I laughed, "Well that's good to know I suppose." I put the truck back in gear, backed out, and made my way back to I95. The next three and a half hours were pretty uneventful, minus some road construction, the drive was peaceful, definitely a perk of coming in during the middle of the week instead of the weekend like everyone else. We stopped in the small town of Columbia, NC to fill up with gas before crossing the bridge at Manteo and officially arriving on the Outer Banks.
Abi spent a lot of the ride looking at the listing for the house we would be staying in, reading about the wild horses, telling me tidbits about them, and trying to find places to eat. Since we were only going to be there for three nights, we were only going to cook that night, and eat out Thursday and Friday Night. On top of that, she was constantly shifting in her seat due to her normal boredom that she gets from riding in the car, giving me flashes of her legs, and tantalizing glimpses of her white panties when her skirt would ride up. To say I spent most of the drive with a half chub would be an understatement.
After turning north on Rt. 12, we made the hour drive to Lighthouse Pizza near the famous Currituck Lighthouse. When Abi saw all the big red building up close, she squealed, "Can we tour it?"
I told her we could, so we backtracked to the parking lot and entered the gift shop to pay for our tickets. As I handed the lady at the counter $24, she began to explain the history of the lighthouse and how it was 220 steps to the top. She smiled at us, "You two seem to be in great shape, it shouldn't be an issue."
We smiled, thanked her and then made our way over to the structure and began our climb. As great of shape Abi has gotten in, she still can be a bit clumsy, so for that reason and another obvious one, I told her to go first and followed closely behind her. For the next five minutes we made our way to the top and I enjoyed the view of her ass and the occasional view of her white thong.
We reached the top, both a little short of breath but that was quickly replaced by the view. You are able to walk around the entire observation deck, allowing you to see both the Atlantic Ocean and Currituck/Albemarle Sounds.
"Wow it's beautiful up here."
"Yes it is." I pointed out approximately where the road ended and explained that we would be stopping to air down the tires, why that was important then explained that we would drive on the beach about two miles, past the house then across the dunes to come in from the back.
I pointed out some of the houses that were on the 4x4 beaches to which Abi replied, "Why are their houses up there?"
"The whole island chain used to be like that, and after they built Rt. 12, they left that last northern part wild for the horses and stuff."
"Oh, well that'll be interesting."
"Yeah, we used to come here when I was a kid. There are very few people, which I love."
Abi smiled, "That's awesome, let's get going."
We drove about five minutes back up the road and I pulled into a vacant lot of an old convenience store and said, "Hold up, I need to air down the tires." I jumped out and in a couple of minutes had the tires down to 15psi each. We backed out of the lot and made our way to the access road. We rounded the final corner of blacktop with nothing but sand and sea in front of us, I shifted the truck into 4WD and we headed north, I quickly made my way to the surf's edge where it was smoother and explained that you drive near the dunes or on the surf's edge, everything in between is for sitting. Abi simply nodded and took it all in.
About 5 minutes after leaving the blacktop, I saw our house for the next few days peeking out from behind the dune, "There's the house."
"It's so cute!"
We drove past it about 20 yards and I turned left and made my run up over the dunes. After bumping across the ruts, we crested the dune, dropped to the other side and immediately found ourselves in dense scrub with just a sand road through it. We made a left, then following Janey's directions, we turned left at the 5th driveway, and made our way back towards the ocean. We drove down the driveway for about 500 yards and then popped out of the scrub and emerged at the house. I pulled to a stop and turned the truck off, "Here we are."
Abi jumped out of the truck and and made her way to the bed, I climbed out and stretched, bouncing across the dunes and ruts was harsher than I remembered. I then joined her and grabbed our bags and made our way around the house, climbed the steps and using the key Janey had given me, made our way inside.
The house was small and one of the older ones on the beach. You walked into the living room, which held a TV, a couple of end tables, a couch, loveseat, and recliner. The dining table was around the corner and attached to a small kitchen with just the basics. There was a set of steps leading down to a utility room with washer and dryer, and down a hallway were the three bedrooms. One had a queen bed, the other had two twins, and they shared a bathroom. At the end, the master held a king size bed and a bathroom with a very simple shower.
"You weren't kidding when you said it was basic."
I laughed, "Nope, definitely not like the massive places around us. They rent for my salary every week in the summer."
"That is insane."
We both set our suitcases down, I then pulled Abi into a hug and kissed her, "Will it work for a few days."
She kissed me back, "Of course! The first weekend we ever spent away as a couple was at your uncle's cabin, and it had an outhouse!"
I laughed, "That is true." Go ahead and get your bathing suit on, I'll set the chairs by the walkway and finish unloading the truck."
"Are you sure? I can help unload."
"Positive, it's just a couple bags of food, the cooler, and my back pack."
"Okay, let me know if you need anything."
Just as I made it out of the bedroom door, Abi yelled back at me, so I stopped and stuck my head in, "Yes?"
"I have 3 new bathing suits..." she winked and grinned as I shook my head and headed back down to the truck.
I set the chairs by the steps and carried our cooler up onto the deck, setting it beside the door and under the awning. I put the umbrella beside it, being almost 3 in the afternoon and with the sun behind us, we wouldn't need it that day. Through the closed door, I could faintly hear Jimmy Buffet playing through a Bluetooth speaker and thought, "Damn she knows how to set the tone."
I laughed aloud and walked back to the truck and after throwing my backpack over my shoulder, I grabbed the two totes of groceries and headed back inside. When I got inside and shut the door, Abi was coming down the hallway, carrying a bag, and wearing a wide brimmed hat, carrying her sunglasses, "That doesn't look like a new bikini."
She laughed, "It's a cover up silly, the bikini is under it." The cover up was basically a gray, v-neck dress shirt that fell to a big below mid-thigh, and was thin enough I could make out a bit of color under it.
I laughed, "I know. Go ahead and head down, I'll get changed and be down shortly. Want me to bring a cooler?"
"Sure, three or four High Noons should get me through the next couple hours."
"Gotcha, just set up right in front of the house. Do you need sunscreen?"
"Nah, I should be good. The bikini I have on covers all of my current tan lines." I laughed and made my way to the bedroom as she headed out the door.
It took me about five minutes to figure out where Abi had put my clothes in the dresser in our room, but once I did, I pulled out a pair of Quicksilver board shorts that started black and progressed to red, then orange, then yellow around the waist. I grabbed my towel, Kindle, and other essentials, stuffed them into my bag before returning to the kitchen. I grabbed Abi and my's coozies, tossed 3 beers in for me and 3 High Noons in a cooler and head out the door towards the beach.
I got down to the beach and easily made out Abi's hat amongst the thinning crowds. As I got closer, I could make out a blue bikini, and could see that she had already settled in with a book. I set the cooler down between us and smiled down at her, "That's a nice bikini."
She smiled up at me, "Do you like it?"
As confident as Abi has become over the last two years, she still needs positive reinforcement, especially when it comes to clothing. This bikini was relatively simple, it was primarily white that really popped with her tan skin, the straps were blue and tied in a cross pattern at her back. Around her ribs, there was a dark navy blue band and a small cut out between her breasts, giving a unique view of her cleavage. The bottoms were a little higher waisted and were blue, but had a white band around the waist. "You look stunning as usual. With that hat though, I really need to take you to the Caribbean."
She laughed, "Maybe next year. Hand me a drink please."
We spent the next couple hours chatting and just enjoying the sound of the waves, our drinks, and each other. Abi laid her towel out beside me and spent a lot of time playing "rotisserie chicken," not that I complained because I got to enjoy the view. As the clock neared 6, she sat up and smiled at me, "I'm going to take a dip, then head on up."
"Sounds good, I'm gonna finish my book, probably about 20 more minutes according to my Kindle." Abi jogged slowly down to the ocean and waded out before diving under. To say I stared the whole time would be an understatement. She came back to our seats, grabbed her towel and beach bag, gave me a quick kiss and headed back to the house.
I did spend the next 20 minutes reading my book, but I also had an ulterior motive in being alone. I needed to text my buddy Matt's dad; I wanted to finalize the details of an engagement ring for Abi. After getting that taken care of, and Venmoing him the money, I packed up our chairs and made my way back to the house myself. After hosing my legs and feet off with the hose, I climbed the steps and walked into the house to the smell of tacos. "Smells good in here!"
From the kitchen I heard, "I'm glad, this stove is finicky!"
I kicked my flip flops off and walked towards the kitchen where I found Abi standing over a cutting board with fresh pico de gallo wearing a pair of gym shorts and a white sports bra with her freshly washed hair piled on top of her head. "The view of the cook is pretty damn good too."
She chuckled and pointed with the chef's knife, "You stay out of here and go shower. dinner will be ready in 10."
"Yes ma'am!"
I went to our bedroom, found a pair of boxers, shorts and a cut off t-shirt and then showered. Once my shower was done, I made my way back to the living room and found Abi spooning meat into a bowl for serving. Seeing her like that made me feel like the luckiest man alive. My thoughts were interrupted by her voice, "Stop drooling over me and the food and fill your plate!" That's the thing about Abi, she knows how to keep me in line when necessary, something I love about her, as does my mother.
After dinner, we spent the evening relaxing on the deck before heading down to the beach around sunset to find some shells for Abi's latest craft project for house decorations. We got back to the house around 9:30, Abi headed towards the bathroom and I rinsed her shells off before laying them out to dry. I heard the toilet flush and then heard Abi's footsteps coming down the hall, I looked up and said, "What do you want to do..."
That was all I got out because instead of her shorts and sports bra, Abi was standing in the hallway naked. Her body was tan except for two small triangles over her nipples and breasts, and another one over her pubic area. All of the time on the boat this summer had really given her a great tan. I simply said, "Wow."
Abi grinned, "So, I'm feeling a bit neglected after missing this morning, you need to come to bed right now."
I moved towards her, causing her to retreat down the hallway while saying, "You were the one who said no this morning, not me."
She looked over her shoulder as I stared at her ass, "I know, but now I need you to fuck me."
We got to the bedroom and I shut the door as Abi climbed onto the bed; I stripped my shorts, shorts and boxers off, allowing my hardening cock to slip free. "Spread your legs." She scooted to the edge of the bed and spread her legs, allowing a clear view of her pussy. I moved to the edge of the bed, kneeled between her legs and kissed my way up her legs quickly. As I neared her pussy, I took a deep breath, taking in her scent, before firmly licking the bottom of her slit to the top.
Abi let out a soft moan as I neared her clit; usually we like to tease each other during oral, but tonight after seeing her in the outfit I fucked her on a golf course in, then the bikini, and coupled with the lack of sex that morning, there was no teasing that night. I spent the next 5 minutes licking my way around her pussy, sucking every inch of her lips into my mouth, nibbling on them before moving onto the next spot. As she began to moan louder, quivering a bit, and more importantly became wetter, I slipped a finger into her tight pussy and focused my mouth on her clit.
Considering my head was trapped between her thighs, I can imagine her eyes shot open like they tend to and within 30 seconds, I felt her pussy clamp down on my finger as it worked in and out of her and she began to cum. She let out an "Oh god," which spurred my focus on, hoping to prolong her orgasm as long as possible. After 20 seconds or so, her body began to calm down, and I relaxed the suction on her clit and slid my finger from her, finding it covered in her wetness.
I leaned back to find her looking at me with pure lust in her eyes, I smiled and stood up, "Feet on the floor and turn around."
In an almost pleading voice, she said, "But I want to suck your cock."
"And I want to fuck you, feet on the floor and turn around." I could see she was thinking about pushing it for a moment, but she quickly slid off the bed and turned around. The bed was slightly higher than ours at home, so when she bent over the bed, her ass and pussy were at a perfect height and she could rest her torso on the bed. I admired the view for a moment, before kicking her legs apart slightly and rubbing the head of my cock up and down her wet slit, coving the head in her wetness.
Abi let out a moan as I did this and said, "Please don't tease me, fuck me please."
No sooner than she finished talking, I shoved my cock past her lips and buried it deep inside of her. She let out a grunt followed by a long moan as I held still deep inside of her. I placed both hands on her hips and said, "Put your feet together." Abi shuffled a bit and brought her feet together, increasing the tightness on my cock, causing us both to moan.



I began to thrust in and out of her slowly, pulling her hips into me as I shoved into her all the way. With each thrust she began to moan louder and louder, causing me to pick up the pace with a grunt. With Abi as tight as she is, compounded by the position, and the fact that I hadn't cum that day, it only took about a minute or so before I felt my own orgasm nearing. I gurnted out, "Im gonna cum."
"Yes, fill me up!"
With the dirty talk, I thrusted two more times before burying my cock as deep as I could and began to cum. For the next 15 seconds, I shook and dumped spurt after spurt of cum into Abi, feeling her pussy milk all of the cum from my cock as it could. As my orgasm finally subsided, I shook a bit and bent down, resting my weight on top of Abi due to the weakness in my legs.
The next minute or so was filled with our deep breaths as we recovered. I finally stood and allowed my cock to slip from her pussy and said, "I'll get you a towel." I retrieved a towel from the bathroom and after wiping my cock off, handed it to her and she gently wiped herself before heading towards the bathroom, dropping the towel on the floor and saying, "That is our sex towel, can't be ruining sheets since we don't have extras." After cuddling for a little bit and discussing what we were going to do the next day, Abi rolled over and drifted off to sleep, with me not too far behind.
*Thursday*
I woke up about 5:30 and had to piss; after returning to bed, I thought about going outside to watch the sunrise, then seeing Abi naked under just a sheet, thought about waking her up, but instead I simply climbed back into bed and dozed back off after trying to read for 10 minutes.
The next thing I know, I slowly began to wake up and could feel Abi's wet lips wrapped around my hardened cock. I lifted my head enough to see she had removed the sheet and that she was on her hands and knees, working the head of my cock. She must have felt me stir because she looked up and allowed my cock to slip from her mouth, "Good morning baby."
"I love this type of wake-up."
I shifted a bit on the bed so I was reclined and Abi returned her focus to my cock. As I ran my fingers through her hair, she ran her tongue along the underside of my cock and worked her lips from the head down to halfway down before repeating. As she worked my cock, she began to let out little moans. Abi told me one time that sucking my cock turned her on, and hearing me moan was something she loved; knowing that, plus the vibrations on my cock, I let out a moan and pushed on her head a bit as I thrusted into her mouth.
This action went on for a few minutes before I gently pulled up on her ponytail, lifting her mouth off my cock with a soft pop. "Why'd you stop me," she said with a bit of a whine.
"Because I want to finger you and fuck your face."
She let out a groan and began to move towards the head of the bed. With her on her side, and me kneeling in front of her, I could thrust into her mouth as I fingered her, a position we both loved. As we both got situated, Abi scooted her head to my pelvis, and put my cock back into her mouth; she spread her legs, allowing my hand access and I slipped my middle two fingers into her wet folds.
I pushed my palm against her pelvis and clit, and began to pull my middle fingers up into her, aiming for her G-Spot which I found with relative ease. As I began to move against her G-Spot, she began to moan and I began to thrust in and out of her mouth, causing her to moan more. This combination is usually a "killer" for her, she usually cums quickly and very hard, and this time was no different. As I thrusted, she began to push her mouth against me more, trying to force my cock down her throat as I stimulated her G-spot more. I felt her becoming wetter, and just as I felt her squirt a tad onto my hand, I quit thrusting and her pussy clamped onto my finger and began to contract and release as her orgasm flowed through her.
As her orgasm subsided, she began to try to bob on my cock again, but I pulled away, and removed my soaked hands from between her legs. As she began to protest, "Come back..." I flipped her onto her back, climbed between her legs, and sunk my hard cock into her. With her spit on my cock and her wetness from her orgasm, I slid in no problem.
"I thought we would both enjoy this more."
"Oh yes, yes."
I leaned over her and kissed her, then began to thrust slowly and shallowly; Abi began to moan softly and I began to take longer thrusts, causing myself to grunt a bit and Abi to moan louder. She wrapped her legs around my back and pulled me into her, holding me tight against her and stopping me from thrusting. She shivered a bit and pulled me down to her, pressing our chests together and kissing me. We stayed like this for a minute or so until I began to push into her, causing her to moan because I was pushing against her clit and deep into her. She stopped kissing me for a moment and said, "You shouldn't cum in me this morning because it'll show on my bathing suit."
"Oh..." We both grunted as I pushed against her again.
With a grin on her face, she continued, "Why don't you cum on my face?"
"Not on your tits?"
"No, all over my face baby." As her legs released from around my waist, I felt my cock harden more because facials were not something we usually did, but with no legs or arms around me, I was free to rise up onto my hands again and begin thrusting away. I started slow and then worked up to the pace I had before she stopped me and it wasn't long before Abi was moaning and pinching her own nipples. With 4 or 5 more thrusts, Abi let out a "Oh Fuck!" as her orgasm hit her, her whole body shook and her mouth opened but no sound came out.
I kept stroking away, feeling my own orgasm nearing. Just as Abi's orgasm finished, I felt mine getting closer and hurriedly pulled out and moved to where I was straddling her waist. I began to quickly stroke my cock and Abi reached up, fondling my balls which caused me to let out a long groan as I felt my cum surge up my cock and begin to shoot out. I had closed my eyes due to the intensity and pleasure, but once my orgasm was over, I opened my eyes to see my "handy work." I had shot what looked like 5 ropes, all of which landed on Abi's face.
A couple of the ropes had landed on her cheeks, one was between her eyes, another couple were on her forehead, and what must have been the last one was near her lips which she was doing her best to lick up. I grinned at her, "Well that is a different look."
She laughed, "Get me a towel." I climbed off of her and the bed and found the towel from the night before and handed it to her. She wiped her face off and then added, "I'm going to wash my face and get ready for the beach, make some coffee please."
"Sure!" I took the towel from her and wiped my cock off before pulling on my swim trunks, willing my cock to finish deflating before we headed to the beach. After we ate and packed a cooler, it was around 9:30 and we made our way to the beach. Abi had the same cover up on as the day before; we got the chairs and umbrella set up and after I pulled my shirt off, Abi proceeded to undo her cover up revealing a very different bikini than before.
Thebikini that day was very simple; it was a bright pink with moderate size triangles covering up each breast and bra like straps going over each shoulder. The bottoms were simply a brief style with thin straps on the sides. Even though it had decent coverage, it did reveal some of her tan lines, leading me to comment, "Nice lines babe."
She laughed and tossed her hat into her chair and lay down on the towel she had put out. She turned her head and smiled, "My goal is to eliminate all but the necessary tanlines."
I sat in my chair as I felt my cock growing a bit, "I think you'll succeed."
"Good, Do me a favor and untie my top."
I stood back up, hoping no one would notice the growing tent in my shorts, luckily there weren't any people close. Once I knelt down and untied the string around her neck and the one on her back, I said, "All done, want me to put lotion on you?"
"Nope, I put some on before I came out to eat breakfast, maybe some later." With that, she reached under her torso and pulled the top out, leaving it laying on her towel.
"Women, you're gonna kill me."
She laughed, "Shut up and enjoy the view."
We spent the next few hours relaxing on the beach, around noon we went and had lunch, then made our way back to the beach where we enjoyed another 3 hours in the sun. Around 4:30, Abi stood up and said, "Well, I figure it is about time to go get ready for dinner, what time did you make reservations?"
"630, and it is about a half hour drive down there, plus a few minutes to stop and air up the tires."
"Perfect, I'll be ready by 545." She kissed me and headed towards the house to shower and do all those things women do before a dinner date. Around 5, I finished the chapter in my book, packed the rest of our stuff up and made my way towards the house also.
After hosing off, I made my way into the house and found Abi sitting in the spare bedroom at a desk doing her makeup, wrapped in a towel, "I've told you, you don't need that stuff."
She smiled, "I know, but it's not a lot, so shut it."
I laughed and made my way to our room and showered then dressed. As I was leaving the room, Abi was coming into the room, "I'll be ready in 10." I gave her soft tap on the ass, that elicited a giggle as I left the room. 10 minutes later, I heard her flip flops coming down the hall and stood to see her outfit.
Tonight, she had chosen a simple baby blue dress that fell to mid-thigh, shoulder straps that went over both shoulders and a v-neckline, showing off subtle cleavage and was a bit loose, exposing just enough skin to hint that she wasn't wearing a bra. She had let her hair fall in it's natural waviness, and her usual brown had bleached a bit over the summer, matching her tan perfectly "How do I look?"
"Stunning as usual, you gonna fall out of that?"
She giggled, "Thanks and no, a little piece of tape is stopping a nip slip," she laughed and continued, "You don't look too shabby yourself." We kissed quickly before heading to dinner.
After making the drive back to the hard road, we stopped so I could air the tires back up, then drove the half hour down to the Sunset Grille and Raw Bar where they were able to sit us out in the pier right away. As the name suggests, we were treated to a great surf and turf meal as we watched the sun sink lower and lower on the horizon. After dinner, dessert, and a couple of cocktails, Abi had begun to rub her foot up my leg, something she does as she begins to get horny and she wants me to know it's time to leave.
I paid our check and smiled after the waiter left, "You gonna make it back to the house?"
She smirked, and stood, smoothing her dress, "I think so, but know I found us a video for tonight."
"Oh did you? Well I guess it is your turn to pick." *Reader note* About 6-8 months ago, Abi and I randomly started watching a porn video once a week for fun. We don't have a specific genre, we've done regular, MILF, FFM, public, etc, basically anything that catches our eye. Just something fun we've done and adds some spice.
We made the drive back up to the house, stopping to grab a sack of ice, and after airing down, made our way back to the house. As I threw the ice in the cooler, Abi said, "I'll grab my MacBook, I saw an AppleTV in the living room we can Airplay too."
"Sounds good, probably should grab a towel or blanket too." She giggled and made her way inside while I tucked our chairs and umbrellas back under the deck for the evening.
I walked in and Abi was just settling down on the couch on the blanket she had grabbed from our bag and already had her laptop open on the coffee table. "I'm gonna pee real quick then I'll be out."
"Alright, I've got the video ready." I hurried and did my business then after a quick dab with a washcloth, I made my way back to the living room and joined Abi on the couch.
"So what have you picked for us tonight?"
"Okay, so before I show you, I want you to know I don't ever want to do this, but the end is something I want."
I looked at her oddly, "Okay..."
She clicked the video open on PornHub so I could see the title and read, "Wife gets huge unprotected double creampie from husband and his friend on a public beach." By a model named Serenity Cox. Abi continued, "I don't want the two guys, but ever since Jen's wedding, the thought of all your cum inside of me has me so turned on."
"Oh okay, I don't think I could ever share you with another guy."
Abi smiled and leaned against me, "Nope, only another woman. So will you watch this with me?"
I thought for a moment, "Sure, why not."
"Great, usual rules?"
"Yep." I quickly unbuckled my belt, undid my shorts and pulled my cock out. In the meantime, Abi was pushing her dress around her waist and pushing her panties to the floor. Our rule when we watch porn is not to touch each other, but we can touch ourselves. I actively encourage Abi to make herself cum, because when the movie is over, she is always so much wetter, so it's a win win for both of us.
The clip Abi had pulled up this evening was only about 11 minutes long and opened with Serenity on a beach in a purple bikini and a guy in blue swim trunks. It became very clear when she pulled the shorts down and before taking the guy's cock into her mouth that he wasn't her husband as she talked to her apparent husband who was manning the camera.
As I began to slowly stroke my cock, Abi's fingers had fallen to her bare pussy and was running her fingers up and down her slit and softly circling her clit. It was clear that Abi was wet already, due to her lips glistening. It didn't take long in the movie for Serenity to lose her top, push her bikini bottoms to the side and climb on the guy's cock, slowly rocking back and forth, letting out loud moans.
As Abi's breath became shallower and a bit more ragged, the camera on the screen shifted, and with a bit of Serenity talking, her husband's cock appeared and she spent the next bit sucking his cock while riding the original guy's cock. MMF threesomes don't do it for me, but Serenity Cox is hot so I focused on her while continuing to slowly stroke my cock and glancing at Abi as she had now slipped her middle finger into her wet folds, sliding it in and out slowly as the moans on the TV increased, drawing our attention back as the model who was taking now taking it doggy style while trying to suck her husbands cock as he filmed.
Periodically, she would stop sucking his cock and he would move, giving the viewer various angles, and I have to admit, the video was getting pretty damn hot. Abi's own pace was beginning to pick up, as were her moans and when the video was a little quieter as the model switched to reverse cowgirl, I could even hear the squishing as Abi pumped two fingers into her pussy. I could tell by the color of her face and chest she was nearing an orgasm and as the model climbed off the man and sucked her wetness off of him, we briefly made eye contact briefly before her eyes slammed shut and she shook with her own orgasm.
With the video and seeing Abi cum, I realized I had sped up and could feel myself getting closer, so I purposefully slowed down, wanting to fill Abi with my cum, not shoot it all over myself. As her orgasm eased, and the model sucked the guys cock, the model looked up and said, "I want you both to cum in me." Abi let out another groan and resumed fingering herself and we both turned our attention to the TV.
As the model returned to doggy style, the original guy entered her and began to pump vigorously, he did this for the next minute or so and as we were both glued to the Tv, he let out a groan and very clearly began to cum deep inside of her, further proven by her letting out a groan herself. As he pulled out, she let out a groan and there was even an audible squish as a bit of cum fell onto the blanket. Her husband quickly replaced the other guy and began to thrust quickly as she begged him to cum. Abi was once again moaning and rather than going fast, she was pushing her fingers into her pussy harder and harder, then with a moan that turned my attention back to the TV, the model let out a loud moan, as her husband dumped another load deep into her pussy.
As the movie ended, we both were a little short of breath, we saw him pull out and as she shifted to a kneeling position, a large visible glob of cum fell out of her pussy. With the movie over, Abi looked over at me with pure lust in her eyes and said, "What do you think?"
I took a moment to collect my thoughts, "The thought of fucking you with cum inside is always hot, just as long as it's mine." I reached over and pulled Abi's hand from her crotch, licking her juices off. "Wanna go to bed?"
Abi didn't say anything, but rather stood, allowing her dress to fall around her, and walked to the front window and looked outside; by now it was almost 1030, and other than the light from our deck and the houses further behind the dunes, it was very dark out. Abi turned to me, smiled, "Grab the blanket and come on."
When she says things so matter of fact, I've learned to just go with it because it's going to be good. I stood and fastened my shorts, then grabbed the blanket and followed Abi out the door. I figured she was wanting to have sex on the deck, but I found her walking down the stairs, "Where are we going?"
She giggled, and said, "Come on."
We made our way down onto the sand and then headed towards the beach, but about halfway there, she stepped behind a small dune and as I followed, I found her standing in a small bowl where the dunes were higher around us and you couldn't see over them.
"Give me the blanket."
I handed her the blanket, and she quickly spread it out, before lying down on her back, and with bent knees, her dress slid almost to her waist.
She looked up at me and said, "Fuck me on the beach."
I quickly moved to the blanket with her and hovered over her, kissing her as she fumbled with my shorts. After getting them open, I pushed them and my boxers down, allowing my cock to spring free. "Suck my cock baby."
She grunted as I stood before her, and without complaint, she got to her knees and took my half hard cock into her mouth, quickly sucking it and fondling my balls and in less than a minute, I was hard as a rock. I let her keep sucking me for another minute or so, running my hands through her hair and listening to our moans mixed with the crashing of the waves.
I gently pushed her head off my cock and she looked up at me, "Ride me."
She eagerly shook her head and I lay down on the blanket, as we essentially switched spots, Abi stood and piled her dress in her hand around her waist. Sge straddled me, squatted down, lined my cock up, and slipped it into her wet and waiting pussy. We both groaned as she reached the bottom and she let her dress go, causing it to fall around us; she put her hands on my chest and began to rock back and forth on my cock.
My hands guided her from her hips and I spent the next few minutes watching her pleasure herself, rocking and grinding on my cock. As she moaned and sped up, I grunted, "Let me see your tits."
She bit her lip and nodded, sitting up straight and pushing my cock deeper, causing us both to moan. She reached up and grabbed the neck line of her dress and quickly pulled it off her shoulders and down her arms, slipping them free from the sleeves and allowing the dress to bunch at her waist, exposing her perky B-cups.
Before she could lean back over, I said, "I thought you were taped in."
She grunted, "I was, but I pulled it off in the bathroom before we came back." She bent back over and resumed her grinding and rocking. It didn't take long before she was moaning and I was grunting myself a bit from the warmth and wetness of her pussy, and with the subtle sway of her breasts in my face. Without warning, she pushed herself off my chest, sitting straight up, and sank down again on my cock, pushing it deep inside her as she began to cum. Her orgasm rolled through her body, causing her to moan and shake as her walls contracted and released around my cock. I simply lay there and pushed up into her, enjoying the view of her half naked body cumming.



As her orgasm subsided, she opened her eyes and with an almost drunk smile she said, "I thought I said to fuck me."
I laughed and said, "I thought we were copying the video?"
"Oh are we?"
"On your hands and knees."
She nodded and climbed off, the cool breeze cooling my soaked cock as we got situated. I flipped the hem of her dress up, once again leaving her dress bunched around her waist. I slid between her legs and entered her with a grunt. I pushed between her shoulders and she dropped her head to the blanket, shoving her ass up into the air. With a firm grip on her hips, I began to thrust. I pushed as deep as I could, pushing my pelvis against her ass, before withdrawing and repeating. I did that another 4 or 5 times until the pleasure got to me and I couldn't restrain myself. I began to speed up, making short, deep thrusts, grunting with each one.
Abi was moaning and trying to match my thrusts by pushing back against me; I was able to do this for a minute or so before Abi groaned, "Come on baby, fill my pussy up. Give me that cum."
Hearing her demand my cum sent me over the edge and with another thrust, I felt my balls boil and I began to cum. We have realized if I get hard and then relax a bit, when I get hard again I cum more, and this time was no different. I felt like I kept cumming, dumping spurt after spurt deep into her wet and by now contracting pussy as she came herself.
After what seemed like 5 minutes, both our orgasms subsided and we stayed still, catching our breath and just relaxing after our orgasms. When I finally pulled my shrinking cock from her, it slipped free, covered in both our wetness. I sat back on my heels as Abi lifted her head and smiled at me. She raised up and just like in the video, a small bit of cum slipped from her pussy and fell to the blanket. We both giggled and she was the first to speak, "Not as much as the video, but this was still fun."
I grinned, "We will have to figure that part out."
She rolled to a sitting position and slipped her dress over her shoulders, and then stood, smoothing the bottom of her dress back down her legs. "Come on, let's go to bed."
I stood, fastened my shorts and gathered the blanket, and we made our way back towards the house. We got inside and Abi turned to me and kissed me; as we parted, she said, "Go throw that in the washer, I'm gonna go rinse your cum off that ran down my leg, I'll see you in bed."
I kissed her again, squeezed her ass and we went our separate ways. When I got back upstairs, I found Abi in bed, naked as usual, reading as if nothing had happened 10 minutes prior. I stripped myself, went to use the restroom and brushed my teeth before climbing in bed beside her. As I shut off the lights and we cuddled up a bit I asked, "You just want to be a beach bum again tomorrow?"
"Maybe in the afternoon, but I thought after breakfast we could go down to those shops right after you get back on the pavement?"
"Sure, Timbuk2?"
"I think that's the name of them."
"Sounds like a plan to me. I love you Jack, thanks for being you and taking me cool places."
I laughed, kissed her forehead and said, "I'm not smart enough to be anyone but me. I love you too, g'night baby."
*Friday*
The next morning, I woke around 530 again, after using the bathroom, I realized it was softly raining, so it was a good thing we were going shopping that morning. I drifted back off to sleep, and woke up again around 830. This time when I woke up, I found Abi reclined against the headboard reading her book. She smiled at me, "Good morning baby."
I smiled back as she put her book down, "Good morning to you too." I scooted up and bed, kissing her. What was supposed to be a quick good morning kiss, quickly turned into a full blown and heated make out session. I quickly found Abi climbing into my lap as I squeezed her tits and pinched her nipples, once she was in my lap she ground against me, covering my cock in her morning wetness.
When we finally pulled away to catch our breath, I said, "I want to eat your pussy, sit on my face?"
She groaned a bit and said, "Yes please."
She climbed out of my lap and we got into position, throwing the pillows off the bed before I lay on my back. Once I was in position, she straddled my face and slowly spread her legs, lowering her pussy to my waiting tongue and mouth. Abi is so small, only being about 5'7 and weighing 130ish, her sitting on my face is awesome. She is strong from yoga and other workouts, so we can stay like this until my tongue gets tired. Over the next five minutes, I licked her from the bottom of her slit to her clit; sucking it into my mouth before flicking it with my tongue and repeating the same process. Occasionally, I would push my tongue inside her wet hole, drawing her wetness into my mouth, all of which combined to cause her to flood my mouth with wetness as she shook with orgasm.
With my tired tongue, I was able to lick up the rest of her juices before she slid off me and rested her full weight on top of me. We kissed briefly, as I ran my hands from her ass up her back. We softly gyrated against each other, causing soft grunts as she regained her breath. She lifted her head and smiled, "So I was thinking about last night."
"Oh were you?"
"Yeah, and I have an idea."
We kissed and I said, "Okay, let's hear it." She climbed off of me and out of bed, making her way to the dresser. She rifled around for a minute and pulled out a small black bag with the word "Uberrime" on it. "What's that?"
She climbed back into bed and pulled out what looked like a small red and white dildo. "So I picked this up the last time I was out of town at a conference. It's called a Sensi plug. It's like a butt plug for my pussy."
"Okay, so you can wear it?"
"Exactly. I've tried it on a few times and it's a snug fit. I think if we put it in after we have sex, it'll keep anything inside of me."
I nodded, understanding what she was saying, "So the next time we have sex, we can remove it, and when I fuck you, it'll be like the video."
She lit up and smiled, "That's what I thought."
"Sounds logical, and there's no other guys involved."
She laughed, "Nope, no other guys. And since we don't know what will happen, it just means we will have to have sex around lunch time."
"Oh darn, more sex with you," I replied sarcastically. Abi playfully smacked my chest before I continued, "What about going shopping?"
"Well it's wearable and I read that if you wear leggings or bike shorts, it won't fall out." She then got a mischievous look in her eyes, "Plus, it'll be extra hot walking around with it, holding your cum deep inside of me."
I looked at her and grinned, "Then you better set it where I can grab it when we are done."
She smiled and set it on the night before laying down beside me. She turned her head and kicked the rest of the blankets off me, "Well I think we should get to trying it out. How about missionary so we know your cum is good and deep."
Considering how she was raised, and how we met, hearing her dirty talk is one of the most arousing things to me about her and my cock quickly began to return to its full hardness. She spread her legs and I climbed between them, bending down to kiss her, before moving down to her neck, then quickly taking each nipple into my mouth, causing her to moan from my tongue flicks.
I turned my focus to my cock, which by now was pushing against her lips, wetting the head. I took the shaft into my hand and slowly spread her lips and sank into her until our pelvises met. We stayed still for a moment, but Abi started to gyrate her hips after about 15 seconds and I slowly began to thrust. I started with slow and shallow thrusts before beginning to pull out further with each thrust. Each time I pushed into her, she would let out a moan and as I reached a quicker pace, Abi was cupping her own breasts moaning as I continued to thrust.
We made eye contact and she said, "You feel so fucking good."
I grunted and responded, "Your pussy is so tight and wet, I can't wait to fill you." She moaned, pinched her nipples again and squeezed her pussy around my cock, causing me to moan loudly. This must have been some signal to her because she let go of her tits and pulled her knees up, holding them with her hands and allowed me to slide a bit deeper.
With the deeper penetration, we were both moaning and I quickly felt my orgasm building. I continued to thrust, but with each thrust, Abi contracted her pussy and quickly began to orgasm. As her pussy contracted around me, she moaned "Oh fuck!"
As her orgasm reached its apex, I continued to thrust, and felt my own orgasm boil over; pushing myself deep into her, I shot glob after glob of cum deep into, surely shooting against and into her cervix (Thank aged for IUDs).
Over the next minute or so, our orgasms subsided and we began to regain our breath. We kissed softly, but as we both felt my cock soften, Abi said, "Pull out slowly, I'm not gonna move."
I nodded and did just that, making sure when I pulled out, I didn't pull any cum out with it. With my cock all the way out and Abi trying her best human pretzel, I grabbed the plug off the end table and said, "What do I need to do?"
"The head faces up."
"Like this?" She nodded and I put the head against her opening and slowly pushed it in as she groaned.
The head slipped in easily, and there was a bulge about half way down the shaft. When I got to it, she said, "That's the plug part, you'll have to push a bit more."
I once again nodded and pushed it deeper inside of her. The bulge did offer some resistance, but Abi was still very wet and it slid right inside her opening, causing her to moan again. I finished pushing the toy into her until the small base was resting against her lips. Abi let go of her legs and reached between them, pushing the toy in a little further and situating the base between her lips.
"How do you feel?"
She took a deep breath, "I feel full and a bit stretched. Not like your cock in me stretched, but I don't think anything is going to leak."
I laughed, "Well that's the point."
"Yes it is. Now go take a shower, I'll make us some breakfast, then we can go shopping."
I poured a bit playfully, "You're not coming with me?"
"No! I showered before you woke up, now get going, you smell like beach and sex." I laughed and headed towards the bathroom.
It took me about 15 minutes to shower and get ready for the day. When I went to the kitchen, following the smell of bacon, eggs and coffee. I was greeted by Abi over the stove wearing a green ribbed spandex crop top and a pair of matching green bike shorts.
"You're not wearing underwear at all."
"Nope, this outfit is way too tight."
"That a good idea?"
"Oh yeah, the top has a built in bra, so my hard nipples can't poke through, and the shorts are holding our toy in place, and man does it feel good when I move."
I could see she was slightly flushed and knew she was going to be turned on for a long time. As I poured myself a cup of coffee, I cupped her ass, causing her breathing to pick up as the last piece of bacon came from the skillet. I whispered in her ear before grabbing a plate, "This morning is going to be fun."
"Mmhmmm."
"I want to know what you're feeling while we are out."
"Gladly, now shut up and eat so we can get going."
We ate breakfast and then headed back down the beach, and after stopping so I could put a little bit of air in the tires, we drove the five miles or so down to the shops, found a spot close due to the sprinkling of rain, and then ran up to the covered walkway. When we stopped I noticed that Abi was a bit out of breath, which was definitely uncharacteristic because she runs for fun. "You okay?"
She took a deep breath and whispered, "Yeah, when we ran, I could feel the toy moving and I just got a little hot."
I laughed and started moving towards the first shop. Over the next hour and a half, we made our way in and out of shops, picking up random souvenirs and things like a new hammock for the backyard at home. As we returned to where we started, Abi smiled, "I need to run to the restroom before we leave."
"Want some company?"
She laughed and handed me the bags, "Wait here."
A few moments later, she returned and smiled, then said, "Truck now."
I followed her to the truck, opened her door, then threw the bags in the backseat and made my way to the driver's side. I climbed in as Abi let out a groan, "You okay?"
"Oh my fucking god, I am so turned on right now."
I grinned, "That is what we wanted."
As I pulled onto the road Abi groaned again, "Look at this!"
I glanced over to see her with her legs spread, and even with the dark shorts, I could make out the faint outline of the toy base along there was a darker spot surrounding it on her crotch. "Damn, you are wet."
"When I went to pee, I had to adjust so I could pee and not let this thing fall out, which is no easy task!"
We drove the next couple of minutes in silence except for Abi's ragged breathing and the radio. I pulled into the usual spot and let the air back out of the tires before climbing back in and heading to the beach. We made the drive up the beach with ease, most people hadn't made it back to the beach yet as the rain had just stopped. The entire ride up the beach, Abi's eyes were squeezed shut with her mouth hanging slightly open; each time we hit a bump or a rut, she would take a deep breath and occasionly a small moan would escape.
As we pulled back into the house and I shut the truck off Abi said, "Leave the stuff. Get in the house." We hurriedly ran up the stairs and no sooner than I shut the door, Abi was dropping to her knees and fumbling with my shorts.
I grabbed her arm, stopping her for a moment, "Bedroom." She stood and we quickly made our way down the hall to the bedroom. When we got to the room, I said, "Bed, on your back, I want to fuck your face." She groaned then hurriedly removed her top, allowing her tits to drop free, her pink nipples stretching out, seemingly begging me to suck them. She lay on the bed and draped her head over the edge, I shed my shorts and shirt, and as I approached the edge of the bed, she opened her mouth and I slipped my cock between her lips and into her mouth with ease.
With her in this position, it was very easy for me to spend the next couple of minutes sliding in and out of her throat and mouth. I never went fast, or hard, but her tongue was going it's best to stroke my cock as her saliva coated my shaft with each pass. As she began to moan, around my cock, I could see her hips gyrating, surely causing the toy to move. I stepped back and she allowed my cock to slip free with a soft pop.
"Turn around."
She sat up, spinning on the bed and allowing her legs to dangle over the bed. I stepped back to her, and grabbing her shorts said, "Lift your ass." Abi lifted her ass and I pulled her shorts off, leaving them on the floor. She scooted back a bit on the bed, lifted her legs so her heels were on the bed and spread her legs, exposing the red and white base of the toy still wedged between her lips. I muttered "Fuck," at the sight, feeling myself get more turned on.
"Can I take it out now Jack?"
I nodded. Abi reached down, grabbed the base and slowly eased it out of her. She groaned and I stood motionless as I watched more and more of the time toy appear until her pussy released the small head. She lifted the toy from between her legs, examining it; she said later that she was amazed at how wet it was, which was something I noticed too, it literally glistened in the light. She smiled up at me, and quickly popped the toy into her mouth, slurping our combined juices off of it, before dropping it on the bed beside her.
I let out a groan and looked down at her pussy, seeing the red lips, glistening with our juices, her swollen clit, peeking out from the hood, and her hole gaping a bit; I stepped between her legs, and rested the head of my cock against her opening. We stared at each other for a moment before I pushed forward and with a groan from Abi, I slid deep into her pussy with little resistance.
I immediately felt a whole other level of warmth and wetness enveloping my cock. We stayed still for a moment before I began to thrust in and out of her. With each thrust, Abi moaned and said things like, "Oh god," or "Fuck you feel good."
I mainly grunted in response, feeling the wetness against my cock, seeing it coating my shaft each time I pulled out, then the base each time I pushed back in. The room was filled with our grunts, pants, and the squishing sounds of my thrusts. I picked up the pace, causing Abi's moans to become louder and more constant.
Just as my legs were beginning to tire from the standing and motion, Abi's eyes shot open and with a loud, "I'm cumming."
Her pussy clenched around my cock and the sudden contraction caused my own orgasm to start; with a final hard thrust, I pushed my cock as deep as possible and filled her pulsing pussy with my cum. Out of breath, I collapsed onto her and we lay there for a few moments in orgasmic bliss.
After a few minutes I raised up and looked down at her, "That was amazing."
"I know, I could feel your cum sloshing inside of me, and now I feel so full."
I laughed, "Well I am still inside of you."
She giggled, "I know silly, but it's a different feeling."
I slowly withdrew my cock, noticing how covered in a milky film it was and stepped back. Abi raised her head and opened her mouth in shock, "That's from us?!"
"Yeah. You should see your pussy." As I looked down, a slight stream of cum was pushing out of her and with each breath, a bit more slipped out and slid down towards her ass.
"Quick take a picture!"
I fumbled for my phone and rather than a picture, I took a short video, showing her engorged lips and pussy oozing cum. I showed it to her, "Here, this will be better."
She watched the video two or three times before saying, "That is so fucking hot. I love you."
"I love you too. Would you like a washcloth?"
"Yes please, then can you get my last bikini out of the drawer."
"Of course." I made my way to the bathroom, wiped my cock off before returning with a washcloth for her. I handed it to her, then pulled a black bikini out of the drawer laying it by her on the bed.
"I'll go make us some lunch then we can spend the rest of the afternoon on the beach?"
"Sounds perfect."
I grabbed a pair of swim trunks from the drawer, pulled them on, then made my way to the kitchen and began to prepare sandwiches, chips and drinks for us. Abi came out about 10 minutes later wearing a black romper that covered her suit, kissed me on the cheek and thanked me for lunch. We ate and talked about what time we were going to leave the next morning and just enjoyed our last day of freedom before Abi had to return to work and when I had to go back to school in a short 10 days.
After cleaning up lunch, it was a little past 1, so we made our way to the beach. I set up our umbrella and chairs as Abi got the cooler, our towels, and our books situated. I shed my shirt as Abi wiggled out of her romper. With it piled on the sand, she was left in a barely there bikini. It was a traditional black halter top that tied behind her neck and in the small of her back with basically shoestrings, the bottoms were very cheeky, exposing about half of each ass cheek, and tied at the sides with what looked like another shoestring.
"Wow."
She grinned behind her sunglasses, "I'm glad you like it. I'm glad I saved this one for today, since no one will be able to see the cum leaking out of me."
"Oh really?" I said with a wink.
"Yes really, I can feel you cum moving inside of me whenever I move."
We both settled into our chairs when I asked, "Well is it everything you wanted?"



"For sure."
We fell into silence as we watched the waves and read out books. About an hour later, I ran down to the surf to cool off, and coming back to the chairs, Abi was smiling at me, "You're fucking hot."
I grinned, "Naw, I'll leave that to you."
She laughed, "So your birthday is in a few weeks, want to do anything?"
"Probably just play golf, then whatever you have planned is fine with me. Surprise me."
"Okay!"
We stayed on the beach for another couple hours and finally around 5, Abi stood up and packed her stuff up. I looked up from my book as she said, "Alright, I'm going to head up, I'll see you in a bit."
She bent down and kissed me, shoving her ass out towards the guy who had been staring at her periodically throughout the day. "You're going to kill that poor man."
She laughed, "He can look, but only you get to touch."
I laughed as she made her way back to the house. About 10 minutes later I got a text from Abi that was a picture of her, naked in the shower followed by the caption, "Got one more round in you?"
My cock immediately reacted, I hurriedly packed our remaining stuff and jogged back to the house with my tented shorts leading the way.
We did finally leave the next morning, but not before watching the sunrise as I slowly thrusted into Abi's pussy as we told each other that we loved the other, culminating me filling Abi one more time, and as we made out way back inside to finish packing, she wiggled a bit, causing a glob of cum to fall from her freshly fucked pussy that landed with a splat on the deck.
She looked over her shoulder with a grin, "Now it was like the movie,
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There was a knock at the office door and Alex Shay looked up from his paperwork, "Come in."
The door opened and Amy Brown stuck her head, "is this a bad time."
"Nope, come on in." Alex had to admit, he was busy, but was trying to get things wrapped up before the weekend and the following week where the office would be shut down. Pulse, he was taking Amy backpacking the following week, so he wanted to make sure they were on the same page.
Amy entered the office and smiled before sitting down across from him, "Are you sure taking me next weekend isn't an inconvenience?"
"I'm sure, have you looked over the map and elevation guide I gave you?"
"Yes, and I changed my workouts to include the stair master and some more running."
"Then as long as you follow the packing list, I think you will be fine."
"Okay, I really appreciate you taking me on this trip. I've always heard great things about Dolly Sods but have never known anyone that goes there. All my friends stick close to the city for their hikes."
Alex found himself nodding, "It really is a beautiful area, I think you'll like it. We do need to talk about sleeping arrangements."
"What about them?"
"I have a single, and a two-person tent along with tarps that can be rigged into shelters, what are you comfortable with?"
Amy thought for a few moments before replying, "You said weight is important and we are both adults, wouldn't it be stupid to take two tents?"
"Right, but we could always take a couple of the tarps?"
"If you want to do that, that's fine, but I think I want some walls, even if they are nylon."
They both laughed and Alex said, "Alright, the tent it is. Do you still want me to stop by Sunday morning to go through your pack with you?"
"If you don't mind, then I can run and grab any last-minute things."
"Alright, just text me your address and I'll stop by around 11."
Amy stood to leave and turned back before leaving the office, "Thanks again for this, I really appreciate it."
"No problem." As she left, Alex couldn't help but think to himself that he hoped he wasn't getting in over his head by taking her to the wilderness of West Virginia, a far cry from the parks of the DC metro area. He chuckled as he went back to work and thought to himself, "Well at least this hiking partner is easy on the eyes," compared to his usual hiking buddy Scott.
***
On Sunday morning, Alex drove the 20 minutes from his townhouse in Bethesda, MD to Amy's apartment in Falls Church, VA. He texted her that he had arrived, and after receiving her apartment number, he went up the steps to the 2nd floor, and found her standing in the doorway, "Thanks for coming over, I followed your list to the letter."
Alex laughed, "Well then you should be all set."
As he followed Amy into her living room she said, "I'm sorry for the mess, but I thought I should lay everything out, then it'll be easier to go through."
Alex smiled, "Good call, then we can also pack your pack, so it is loaded right and is the most comfortable."
Over the next half hour, they went through Amy's gear, piece by piece, then loaded it into her pack, making sure to leave room for her clothes, her share of the food, and the water filter.
With the pack loaded and leaning by the door, Alex stood to leave, he smiled at her, "Great job picking things out and following the list."
"Thanks, I've read a lot of articles and reviews since you agreed to take me."
"Well, you did a great job. Just get your clothes finalized and you'll be set."
She smiled, "I'm glad I didn't fail. You gave me a basic list of clothes, but is there anything specific I should bring?"
"Well, you want to avoid cotton because it takes so long to dry. Any of your standard workout stuff should work."
"I bought 2 pairs of shorts from REI that are for hiking."
"Those would be good, maybe a pair of leggings or pants in case you get cool at night or when we start. Bring a pair of clothes that are just for sleeping. Bring an extra set of things that can get wet. You're gonna get sweaty, so if you change clothes before bed, your new bag won't get stinky."
"Oh okay, I wouldn't have thought about that." She then added sheepishly, "I do have a bit of an embarrassing question that I need to ask."
Alex laughed, "I'll bring a roll of toilet paper and I have a shovel to dig the hole."
"Oh, thank god! I read some articles and I heard that you should carry toilet paper out."
"That's true leave no trace, but I just dig a hole and bury it."
They stood for a moment in silence, both trying to think of anything else, coming up with nothing. Amy smiled, "So you'll pick me up around 7 in the morning?"
"Yep, I'll text you before I leave. If we leave around 7, we will get to the trailhead between 930 and 10. It's the week, so there shouldn't be many people there, we can divvy the food up and get going by 10."
Amy smiled, "Sounds perfect to me."
"Alright, I'm going to head out, I have some errands to run before we leave, I'll see you in the morning."
They walked to the door together and Alex opened the door, and as he turned to say goodbye, Amy hugged him; the hug lingered for about 15 seconds, and he found himself hugging her back. As they separated, she smiled "I keep saying it, but thank you so much taking me, I know you didn't have to agree, and I may be intruding, but it really does mean a lot."
Alex smiled, a bit surprised by the hug, but found his words, "You're welcome, it is going to be fun, weather is going to be great, and I don't think you're going to be as ugly or smelly as my normal hiking partner."
Amy laughed, noticing the slight flirtation in his voice, "I dunno about the ugly, I'm not bringing make-up, but I promise to bring deodorant and I found wipes to get the funk off, as long as I pack them out."
He smiled, "Then I'd say you're good, see ya."
"Bye"
Alex made his way to the car, then headed towards the grocery store to pick up their food after confirming things with Amy. While he shopped, his mind kept coming back to the hug, while it wasn't the first time, it still took him by surprise because they normally came at after work sponsored happy hours and after she had had a few.
He couldn't help but think about how nice she felt and smelled. Her hair always smelled of vanilla that wafted after she had left a room. She had dark brown, almost black hair, subtle freckles that he suspected were covered in make-up, and brown eyes that when she was engaged, seemingly looked through you enough to unsettle people if they weren't expecting it.
He also couldn't help but think about her body; Amy stood about 5'6 and if he had to guess, she weighed 135-140 pounds that she carried on a pear-shaped body that had become more pronounced after she and her ex-fiancé had broken up a year prior. Since then, she had lost probably 15 pounds and started teaching yoga and lifting some weights. They had worked together for about 3 years, but other than "Hey how you doing," they hadn't interacted much until he started seeing her in the office gym about a year and a half before and had slowly become work friends.
This trip came about after she had heard him and some other coworkers talking about hiking and backpacking, leading her to ask him about going sometime. A month or so prior, they had been riding the elevator up, they got talking about his 4-day hike of the Appalachian Trail around Harper's Ferry and she asked when his next trip was. He told her that he was going to do 3 days solo in the Dolly Sods Wilderness when the company shut down for a week at the beginning of August. She had asked if he wanted company and he had given a non-committal answer.
After mulling it over in his head that day, he decided that it might be fun to take her; he always enjoyed getting new people into the woods, plus Amy was just a fun person to hang around. The next morning when he walked into the gym, he handed her a folder. When she opened it, he had said, "That's the breakdown of the trip and a gear list, if you want to go, there it is."
He had half expected her to bail, 23 miles in 3 days in what essentially southern Canadian terrain is rather intimidating, but instead the next day she was in his office during lunch asking questions and taking notes. So now, here they were, getting ready to head out. Alex finished shopping, headed home, got his own gear ready and spent the remainder of the day relaxing.
**Day 1**
At 7:05 Alex pulled up outside of Amy's apartment and just as he was going to text her, she came down the steps with her backpack on and a small overnight bag in her hand. He climbed out of his 4Runner and smiled, "Well you look the part!"
Amy smiled, "I tried." She specifically had chosen her outfit for both functionality and look. She was wearing the Crocs she had bought for when not hiking, a pair of maroon Mountain Hardwear shorts that were a little longer than her usual shorts but showed off her strong legs, a black, Black Diamond tank top, and a black and gray flannel that was held together with the bottom few buttons.
As he took her pack and dropped it in the back of the SUV, he replied, "Although you may have just walked out of the REI catalog." He grinned as she blushed a bit.
She replied, "I just got a bit carried away when buying gear, I got a lot of clothes too."
He laughed at her sudden shyness, "Well you look great, let's go."
Hearing him compliment her, made her smile and she said, "Yep, let's get this show on the road!"
***
About 9:30, they turned onto Forest Road 75 and began to climb, about 10 minutes later, they crested the ridge and arrived on top of the plateau. Alex pulled into a parking lot beside the "Bear Rocks Preserve'' sign, "We can hop out here and take pictures, then move the car down to the trailhead." There was only one other car around and no one in sight as Amy nodded and climbed out, following Alex and a well-marked trail about 50 yards to a jumble of rocks that looked out over the way they had come.
"Wow, you can see so far."
"Yeah, nice clear days like this you can see 15 miles or more."
Amy spent the next few minutes taking pictures and just admiring the view. When she turned around, Alex had moved further down the rock face; she hurried after him, stepping over the gaps in the rocks and dodging random bushes. Just as she neared him, he luckily turned because she lost her footing in her Crocs and stumbled into him with a loud, "Oh shit!"
Alex saw her going before she even realized it herself, he instinctively stepped towards her and caught her in his arms. They didn't move for a moment as Amy caught her breath from the fear of falling and looked up at Alex, clearly embarrassed, "Nice catch."
She was relieved when he smiled, looking down at her, "Are you okay?"
She stood up slowly, not before noticing how strong his arms felt wrapped around her in something other than a hug. She quickly pushed the thought from her head and looked down sheepishly, "I think so, I'm really sorry."
"Hey, look at me." She felt him lift her head up, then found herself looking at him. "No apologies necessary. If you wanted to end the trip, you could have just told me, no faking falling."
She allowed herself to chuckle, "No faking there, I swear I'm not a clutz."
Alex laughed, "Well let's put those Crocs in 4-wheel drive and head back to the car."
Amy smiled and after flipping the straps over her heels, she began to carefully pick her way back across the rocks, making sure not to trip and fall again. Alex started after her, careful to not get too close, but at the same time close enough that he could catch her if she slipped again. He also was enjoying the view from behind her; Amy had wide hips and what looked like a firm ass from all the yoga and lifting she had been doing. He had originally been worried about the elevation change and distance on her when he had invited her, but seeing her dedication in the gym, listening to her talk about her workouts, and now staring at her ass, his fears began to wane.
They made it back to the car without any more issues, climbed in, and drove the quarter mile down the road to the trailhead, parked and began prepping to set out. Alex pulled their packs out and leaned them on the bumper and then pulled out a reusable grocery bag, "Here is your share of the food and the filter."
Amy nodded, "Is there a specific way I should pack it?"
Alex paused from putting things in his pack and looked over, "So I always group food by meals, so you have today's lunch, tonight's dinner, and tomorrow's breakfast. Go ahead and put them in first."
Amy began to put the Ziploc bags in her pack; as she was bent over, her flannel shirt and tank top fell away, allowing Alex to get a glance down her shirt to her sports bra encased breasts. Amy wasn't what anyone would call busty, but she was endowed with what he would consider a handful. He noticed her wrapping up packing the food, so he had quickly averted his eyes by the time she looked up.
"Perfect, now the water filter is something we need on a regular basis, so keep it on top." Amy nodded and set the filter in the top of her pack and looked back to Alex, "I think that's it, you can either strap your Crocs to the outside of your pack or shove them in the top if you have room."
Amy looked at her pack, "I think I'll just strap them on top."
Alex nodded, "I'm going to finish getting my stuff situated, go ahead and change your shoes and grab the water bottles out of the cooler." Alex finished organizing his pack and while Amy sat in the front seat putting in her boots and socks, he subtly picked up her pack, nodding slightly to himself and thought, "Not bad, she shouldn't have any problems with that."
Amy walked around the car and found Alex tying his boots, "All ready!" She said excitedly.
Alex laughed, "I'm about there too, wanna grab two water bottles a piece?" She pulled four Nalgene bottles out and setting two by Alex and began to put the other two in her pack's side pockets. Alex stood up straight and put his bottles in his pack and said, "Alright, let's get your pack on you."
Amy nodded and gripped her pack, "Is there a wrong way to do this?"
"Not when it's light like yours. You can use a rock, stump, or your knee to get it up."
Amy looked at him slyly, then said, "Not what I would normally use, but whatever works for you."
Alex looked at her for a second trying to process what she had just said, and just as her look shifted from mischievous to worry, he burst out laughing, doubling over. Amy felt a wave of relief wash over her and Alex began to calm down, "Wow, that was a good one, I walked right into it."
Amy joined his laughter and after calming down, hefted her pack onto her knee, then swung it around to her back as Alex had shown her. Once she had it on her back, she looked up and Alex was in front of her, "Not bad, now let's get it situated. You want the weight on your hips since your legs and butt are stronger."
Amy nodded, "The guy in the store helped me get it sorta, I think he enjoyed himself."
Alex laughed, "I bet he did." Neither of them said anything for a second before he smiled and continued, "Go ahead and snap the buckle, then I'll lift up on the pack, so it sits right here." He softly touched the top of her hips, letting her know where the hip belt should sit. He walked behind her and when she had clipped the buckle, she felt him lift the pack up and then heard, "Okay is it where I showed you?"
"Yeah."
"Good, now tighten each side equally until it's snug and the pack won't move when I let go."
Amy tightened the straps and after some adjusting, she said, "Okay I think I'm good." She felt him let go of the bottom of her pack and while it sagged a little, it settled onto her hips.
"How's that feel?"
She walked a few steps, "Pretty good, I feel most of it on my hips and a little on my shoulders."
Alex walked back to her front, "Not digging in, just resting on them?" Amy nodded her head yes, "Perfect, go ahead and clip your sternum strap, that will just make it, so your shoulder straps don't fall off." Amy clipped the strap and Alex began to shoulder his pack, adjusting it much quicker than she had.
"I can tell you've done this before."
Alex smiled, "Don't worry, you'll be a pro by lunch time. Ready to go?"
"As ready as I'll ever be."
Alex shut the hatch of the car and started walking across the road, stopping by a brown sign that explained the rules of the wilderness and showed that they were at the Bear Rocks trailhead. He turned to her and said, "Want a quick selfie to mark the beginning of the trip?"
She smiled back, "Sure, you have longer arms, so you'll need to take it."
Alex pulled out his phone and Amy scooted in close. He reached over her head and pack, pulling her gently against him. She smiled even before he had his arm out and snapped the picture. He pulled the camera down and showed it to her, "That work for you?"
"Sure! We look so happy; will we look the same in two days?"
Alex laughed, "I hope so, we can do a before and after."
"Will you send it to me?"
"When we get back to civilization, there's very little signal out here. When we get over on the other side, there may be enough then."
Amy smiled, "We can wait, and just enjoy being disconnected."
He laughed, "Sorry you're stuck with just me."
She grinned, "Ehh, it won't be so bad."
They looked at each other for a moment without a sound but the wind blowing across the mountain before Alex spoke, "Well let's get this show on the road, you have shorter legs, so you'll set the pace."
Suddenly unsure of herself, "You sure? What if I get us lost?"
He laughed, "Don't worry, I won't let you get us lost. Just follow the trail for the next hour, it's about 2 and half miles to our trail change."
"If you say so," and with a laugh from Alex, they were off.
Just as Alex had said, they hiked for the next hour or so across wide-open fields dotted with small trees and tiny bushes. Amy was taking it all in, there was a slight breeze, and the temperature was in the mid 70s with not a cloud in the sky. They eventually did descend and came to a small creek where she stopped, unsure of what to do. As Alex joined her, she asked, "Where's the bridge?"
He laughed, "There are no bridges; it's a wilderness so they limit manmade stuff, you just have to cross the creek when you come to it."
"Oh..."
"Yeah, definitely not your normal hiking trip back in DC."
"I'd say not..."
Seeing her uncertainty, Alex explained what to do, "So when crossing water, you unbuckle your hip belt and sternum strap so if you fall you don't get dragged down by your pack."
"In this little stream?"
Alex laughed, "Well not here, but it's a good practice to get into. You can take your boots and socks off, but I prefer to just rock hop when the water is this low."
"After my moment earlier, I dunno if that's a good idea."
"You're going to be fine, use one of my hiking sticks as a third leg and get going."
She unbuckled her pack and took Alex's hiking pole and did just as he said, making it to the other side with no issue.
"Great job, let's go ahead and take a 5-minute break before we start back up the hill."
They enjoyed the shade for a few minutes and Amy took the time to shed her flannel and stowed it, leaving her now in her shorts and tank top. Alex couldn't help noticing her toned back under the stringed back of her tank top and sports bra. He had always noticed that she was beautiful and had even developed a small crush on her, but seeing her now, with no makeup and her freckles showing, he couldn't help but stare.
"Alex...you still with me?"
He quickly snapped out of his daze, "Sorry, spaced out for a second."
She laughed, "Sure..." silently thinking to herself that she had just caught him staring. Normally when guys did that, especially staring at her ass, she would get annoyed, but Alex was different. He wasn't what a lot of women seemingly looked for. He was in his mid 20s like her, and spent a lot of time hiking and climbing, along with running and swimming in the winter and his body showed it with its lean strength that was visible the times she has seen him workout in just a cut off t-shirt. He had sandy blonde hair and blue eyes that caught your attention due to his tan skin from a summer spent outdoors when he wasn't at work.



Alex stood and shouldered his pack, "Okay let's go. Do you want help?"
As she stood, Amy said, "I think I'm good."
He watched as she mimicked his movements and got everything buckled, "Great job, lead the way."
Over the next hour, they climbed out of the valley and made their way across more open fields, veering left onto the Raven Ridge Trail for a mile and a half before turning south onto the Rocky Ridge Trail. They took another break before starting to climb once again. "We'll eat lunch at the top if that works for you?"
"Sounds good!"
They hiked for another half hour along the ridge with the fields they had become accustomed to on their left and small trees blocking their view on the right. Amy looked down at her watch to read 12:45 when she heard Alex yell, "Take the next side trail on your right."
Amy nodded and about 100 yards farther she saw a trail cut into the trees on her right. Taking it as Alex said, she pushed through the small trees and then popped out into the open, to see nothing but blue sky and mountains off in the distance. She took another few steps then stopped suddenly, "Holy Shit."
She stood in awe of the view around her, as far as she could see to her left and right was a huge valley that she was standing on the edge of. Alex appeared at her side and just smiled as she took it all in.
"Pretty cool huh?"
"It's beautiful...where are we?"
"We are standing on the eastern edge of the Canaan Valley. It's like 13 miles long and 2ish miles across. Based on fossils they think it was once an inland sea or part of the ocean."
"I'm just stunned, I didn't know something like this existed so close to us."
"Yeah, I've loved it here since I was in Boy Scouts and came here." Standing behind her and pointing, Alex continued, "There are two ski resorts and if you look left, you can just make out Timberline resort."
Looking where he pointed, she could see the cuts in the trees and the roads for the houses below. She also could feel him pressed slightly against her and she shifted her weight slightly against him, increasing the contact.
Alex smiled, noticing her change in posture. As they enjoyed the view, they were interrupted by the growl of his stomach. They both laughed and she said, "I think someone's hungry."
Alex laughed, "Sounds like it. Let's go over on those rocks to eat."
They spent the next half hour eating their pepperoni rolls, enjoying the view and each other's company. While they had become friends at work, this was the first time they had been together outside of work, and it was just the two of them. They talked about work and just life in general, Amy talked a little more about her break-up but still left a lot of questions in his mind, while Alex lamented about is lack of success in the dating pool even though he thought he was a decent guy which Amy confirmed with a nod of her head. As they began to clean up and both stretched with a groan, Amy said, "How much further do we have today?"
Checking the map, and showing her where they were, Alex said, "So we are here, we need to follow the ridge to the green bench on this point, then turn east and make our way back down the hill. When we come to the creek, we will go off trail and go south a quarter mile or so to a campsite I know. So about 3 miles, hour and a half or so. Should put us into camp around 3."
"Sounds good, am I still in the lead?"
"Yep, you're doing great."
Deciding to have a little fun, she said, "You're just enjoying the view of my butt."
Without pausing to think, Alex shouldered his pack, "Nah, that'll be tomorrow when we are going uphill in the morning. Get moving." Amy laughed at his quick retort and started back to the main trail, thinking about his comment and how playful he could be outside of the office.
About 45 minutes after lunch, they reached the green bench he mentioned and turned east and made their way down the hill on the Blackbird Knob Trail into the valley once again. Just as he said, about 2:45 they reached a creek and Alex pulled even with her as she unclipped her pack, "I'll go first from here, the trail can be a bit overgrown and hard to follow, just stay behind me."
They made their way across the creek and Alex turned right almost immediately after getting his pack refastened and waited for her to do the same. Once they were both situated, he led them into the trees along the bank. Amy couldn't help thinking to herself, "He wasn't kidding, there's no way I could have followed this."
After about 10 minutes of bushwhacking, they pushed through one more grove of mountain laurel and popped into a small opening in the trees that was big enough for 2 tents at most and a small rock firepit. The creek was flowing gently into a deeper pool on their right with a sandbar that had formed in a bend of the creek. Alex stopped and dropped his pack with an unceremonious "thunk," and said, "Home sweet home."
"Wow, this is really peaceful."
"Yeah, and we are far enough down that no one will come traipsing through our camp."
"That sounds good, so now what?"
"Well, we can get the tent set up, get our boots off, then go gather firewood for the evening and just relax."
Alex showed her how to set up the tent and within 10 minutes their sleeping pads were inflating inside, and their packs hung on tree limbs near the creek. He next showed her how to use the water filter and left her to refill their water bottles and the small collapsible bladder he had packed to help with cooking, clean up, and hand washing while he went looking for firewood.
About 30 minutes later, Amy returned to the camp after filling bottles and just taking in the scenery to find Alex coming out of the woods behind the tent. He had changed shorts and was now shirtless. She playfully whistled at him.
He laughed, "That's different, I'm not used to being cat called."
Amy laughed, "Whatcha doing back there?"
"Well, I dug a couple of holes back by a log and left the toilet paper and trowel back there. When you use the restroom, just cover it over with some of the dirt and leave the trowel and paper there."
"Oh..."
He laughed, "Not sure how to do it?"
"No, I Googled it, so I know how, just never done it in real life, let alone with someone so close."
Alex laughed, "It's like 50 yards back in there against a small hill. No one can see you when you're back there, and if you want, I will go for a walk and give you more privacy."
He could see her thinking for a moment before she replied, "No I just need to put my big girl panties on and do it. It's part of the experience."
He laughed, "Well make sure you take your panties off, that'll get stinky."
Her mouth fell in fake outrage before bursting out in laughter. He smiled back at her as she laughed then said, "Alright Alright. So now what?"
"Well, I'm going to grab my towel and go take a dip before I start dinner."
Amy cocked one eye, "A dip?"
"Yeah, it's warm and I'm hot, so I'm going to go sit in the water for a bit."
"Oh..."
"Did you bring everything on the list?"
"Yeah, but a bathing suit wasn't on there."
"Right because it's unnecessary, I told you to pack extra underwear and extra shorts, so that's what I'm going to take a dip in."
"Oh, I didn't think about that...."
Alex shrugged his shoulders, "Well if you want to join, you know where I'll be." He walked past her and dropped over the bank, making his way to the sandbar where he kicked off his sandals, hung his towel on a branch and waded into the creek out of sight.
Amy spent the next 10 minutes fiddling around camp, trying to decide what to do. She was conflicted to put it mildly, the thought of sinking into the cool creek was very appealing, especially with Alex, but the thought of doing it in her underwear was not something she would have ever considered, especially since she worked with Alex. Sure, she had gone skinny dipping in college one time, but there was alcohol involved then. She fretted for another few minutes, then decided that while yes, they were coworkers, they were also friends, plus her underwear and sports bra covered more than her bikinis did, and there was no one around but the two of them.
She walked over to her pack and fetched her towel and the wipes she had brought, then shed her tank top, hanging it over her pack so that it could dry like Alex's shirt was. She slowly walked down to the creek and saw Alex sitting in the pool with the red-tan water midway up his stomach, reclining against the bank. As she reached the sandbar where he had draped his towel she said, "How's the water?"
Without opening his eyes, he said, "Quite cold at first, but you get used to it. It feels great."
She looked around and hung her towel beside his on the limb, then kicked her shoes off and when she looked up, she saw Alex smiling at her, "What?"
"Nothing, you just seem relaxed, you've been a little tense this morning."
"Oh, well I'm nervous because I'm about to take my pants off."
Alex whistled playfully then grinned, "Two can play that game."
She splashed water towards him with her foot, then thought to herself, "Here goes nothing."
As Alex watched her untie the string on her shorts, he felt his breath stutter a bit. Amy stood before him in a black sports bra that showed the swell of her breasts, and he could just barely make out the outline of her nipples. With the string untied he noticed her pause, "Do you want me to turn around until you're in the water?"
She thought for a moment, almost taking him up on the offer but then said, "We are going to be living with each other for 2 nights, who knows what you'll see besides the ugly monster in the morning." She pushed her shorts to the ground and stepped out of them, leaving her in her sports bra and a pair of green bikini cut panties that seemingly had a leaf pattern on them.
"I'm sure you will be fine in the morning, maybe I'll see more of your freckles, they're cute." She blushed a bit and started towards the water, "There is a bit of a drop there, so go slow." She nodded and stepped down, feeling for the bottom, and finally felt it with her foot as the water rose to her mid-shin, "Holy Shit!!! That is cold."
Alex laughed, "You can either sit on the bank and get used to it slowly, or you can take about two more steps and sit down, that should come up to your shoulders."
She thought for a moment, then took the plunge; she took two more steps down and the water rose to just above her knees before she sat down. Once her whole body was submerged, she let out another "Shit!"
She heard Alex say, "Don't get up, you'll get used to it." As hard as it was to get used to or listen to him, she did and within a minute, she wasn't so cold. She opened her eyes and took a deep breath hearing Alex say, "When you're ready come over here, I found you a rock to sit on."
It took her another minute, but she did rise out of the water and walk towards him, the cold water hitting her hot flesh had caused goosebumps to appear all over her, and her nipples were pushing against the fabric of her bra, making them clearly visible.
"Give me your arm and sit down right beside me." She gave him her arm and slowly sank down beside him, and just as the water reached the bottom of her bra, she felt her butt hit a smooth rock. He released her arm and she relaxed, leaning her head back against the bank like he had been doing when she walked up.
They sat in silence as the water flowed slowly around them and Amy finally broke the silence, "Okay this does feel really good."
"I told you. So, what do you think so far?"
"The hike was beautiful and while I was breathing deep a few times, that was no big deal, especially with the view at the top."
"Good, how do your muscles feel?"
"They're a little tired, but nothing worrisome."
"Just means you'll sleep good tonight."
"I'm counting on that."
They spent the next 15 minutes just chatting about random things. Alex kept sneaking glances at her erect nipples and wondering what they would feel like in his mouth. He had slowly grown to accept that he had a crush on Amy over the last few months, but figured she was out of his league, so a friendship was better than nothing. He eventually stood up and said, "I'm going to go ahead and start dinner, I'll yell when it's done."
"Do you want any help?"
"Nah, it's just Ramen, chicken, and green beans."
Amy laughed, "So romantic."
Playing along, Alex said, "Wait until you have my freeze-dried beef stew tomorrow night."
Amy laughed and placed her hand on her chest, "I can't wait."
Alex laughed and made his way to the bank where he dried off, then made his way back to their campsite. Amy couldn't help but watch as his wet shorts clung to his body, she had even stolen a glance as they stuck to his front, allowing her to see the outline of his cock. She hoped he hadn't noticed and had averted her gaze quickly. She spent another 10 minutes soaking before making her way over to her towel and grabbed the wipes and zip lock bag she had brought down. She glanced to make sure no one could see and quickly stripped her sports bra off and began to wipe her neck, torso, and arms down.
She couldn't help but notice that her nipples were very clearly erect, a sight that even with her sports bra on, no could have missed. She couldn't help but shudder as she ran the wipe over them, and her mind quickly drifted to the thought of Alex's hands replacing her own. She was quickly snapped out of her daze when she heard his voice yell, "5 minutes!" She hurriedly pulled her sports bra back and decided she would do her lower half after dinner. She stowed the wipes in her trash bag and slipped on her shoes before making her way back to camp.
"Oh good, I wasn't sure if you heard me."
"Yep, was just trying to get cleaned up a bit, but didn't want to be late for dinner."
Alex laughed, "Well if you want to finish cleaning up, this won't go bad."
"You sure?"
"Of course, go finish getting dolled up, I'll wait, it's what we do." He said with a wink.
Amy couldn't help but laugh, "Alright give me 5 more minutes."
"That's what they all say."
Alex watched her disappear into the tent, then come back to her pack before making a run towards the latrines he had dug earlier. He couldn't help but admire her toned body moving away from him, her ass moving side to side with each step, and felt his cock begin to twitch. He thought to himself, "Does she always walk that way?" Just as she was disappearing from sight, she glanced back and smiled, catching him staring again. He thought to himself, "Oh shit!" and quickly turned his attention back to their dinner.
"Ha, he is staring at me," Amy thought to herself as she made her way deeper into the woods and found the tree Alex had told her about, marked by a bright orange shovel stuck in the ground. She thought he had been staring when her nipples pushed through her bra, and now she was sure he was also staring at her ass. She grinned to herself as she stood on a plastic bag she had brought with her, stripped her clothes off, used the restroom successfully and then finished wiping herself down. She pulled on a pair of running shorts, a cami with a long sleeve tee on top, then gathered her things and made her way back to their campsite.
"Everything go okay?"
"Yes! I didn't fall in the hole or pee on myself, so I think I'm good."
Alex laughed, "Drape your stuff on the line I strung, and it might have a chance to dry before dark, then grab your bowl and fork."
She playfully gasped, "Hang my undergarments where you can see?"
He shook his head and smiled as she did just that before grabbing her bowl and spork and made her way back to the stove and Alex. "Go ahead, fill your bowl, then I'll get mine." She nodded and filled her bowl, then he did the same before sitting down on the rocks someone had made chairs out of around the unlit fire. "It's not much in the way of fancy, but it's light and it tastes good."
She took a bite and nodded "Yum. Maybe I'm just really hungry, but this is really good." He laughed and continued to eat his dinner.
After they had eaten, they moved downstream a bit to clean their dishes and brushing their teeth before hanging their cooking gear, the rest of their food, and anything smellable in a bear bag to keep any critters out of their food and more importantly out of their camp. By the time the cleaning was done, it had just gotten dark, so Alex lit their fire, and they spent the next two hours chatting about life, work, and the stars that they could see through the tree canopy.
About 9:30 Amy yawned, "Wow, I'm more tired than I thought."
Alex let out a yawn himself, "Yeah, with no artificial light and a full day of hiking, I'm beat. Why don't you go get ready for bed, then yell when you're done; I'll get this fire knocked down and make sure everything is squared away."
"Okay, I'm going to go pee one more time while you're still awake." Amy grabbed her head lamp and made her way to the latrine and about 3 minutes later, she returned to find Alex spreading the coals out in the fire. She said, "Alright I'm back."
He turned and softly smiled, "Let me know when you're done getting ready." As Amy zipped her side of the tent closed, Alex moved downstream a bit and relieved himself before making sure everything was put away and then sat down to wait for Amy to be done.
After 5 minutes of shuffling, he heard her yell, "Okay, I think I'm situated." Alex smiled to himself and made his way into the tent, leaving his boots outside before zipping the vestibule and tent door behind him.
"No looking." Amy laughed and closed her eyes but felt him moving around. After a minute or so, she did allow herself a peak just in time to see him pulling on a pair of gym shorts over tight boxer briefs that highlighted his bulge well. She quietly took a deep breath then said, "Are you done yet?"
Alex laughed, "All done. Why should you care? You should try to sleep."
"I can't sleep with you moving around so much. Are you sure this is a two-person tent?"
He laughed, "Yeah, they are definitely cozy to save weight, I bought this one cause I can at least sit up in it with the steep walls."
As Alex lay down beside her, their shoulders and hips touched, "Cozy is the accurate word," she remarked. They lay silently for a few minutes and as both of their eyes got heavier, Alex heard her say, "Thanks again for bringing me, I'm having a lot of fun."
Alex mumbled something that sounded like "Your welcome," before they both drifted off to sleep.
**Day 2**
As the first rays of sunlight filtered through the trees, Alex woke up, and gradually opened his eyes. Even though the tent was getting brighter, Alex's vision was blurry, and it took him a minute to realize it was because his face was smothered in Amy's hair. The next thing he realized was that both were on their sides and his torso was out of his sleeping bag and his arm was draped over Amy's side and around her waist. He slowly raised up and paused quickly when she shifted, scooting back towards him; once again having an "Oh shit moment" when he realized that like many men, he was confronted with morning wood, which was only compounded by Amy's ass pushed against him. Luckily for him he had compression shorts on, along with their sleeping bags and whatever Amy was wearing between them, hopefully she couldn't feel too much.
He slowly extracted himself and was careful not to disturb her, but when he looked down to check that she was still sleeping, he was surprised to see that Amy's one breast had slipped out of her top in the night, baring it all for him to see. He couldn't help but stare and save the memory for later; he had been right, her breasts were a perfect handful, probably in the 32 to 36C range with nipples the size of quarters. As he looked longer, he felt himself getting turned on, and he quickly realized how perverted it was to be staring, so as quickly and quietly as he could, he climbed out of the tent to avoid waking her.



About 10 minutes after Alex left the tent, Amy began to stir herself, feeling the cool air on her back; she rolled over and as she stretched felt a chill run through her body and glancing down, saw the same view Alex had a few minutes earlier. Her eyes got big, and she slowly glanced to her right to make sure that Alex was still asleep. Much to her horror, she found him gone and she muttered to herself, "What did he see?" She lay in the tent and could hear him humming to himself, and the hissing of the stove, as she pondered what to do. Her horror and worry turned to horniness as the thought of him seeing her and touching her in her present state ran from her brain, through her hard nipples and into her pelvis. She thought to herself, "You already caught him staring, he isn't going to complain about getting flashed."
She began to rustle around and heard Alex softly say, "You awake?"
She did her best sleepy impression and said, "Yeah, what time is it?"
"Just about 7:30. I've got water ready for coffee and oatmeal."
She began to stir more, adjusting her breast back into her top before sitting up and realizing now she had to pee. "Okay, let me run to the bathroom then we can eat."
She heard him rustling as he moved away from the tent. When she finally climbed out, she found him standing at the tent door with a cup of coffee. "Thanks, can you hold it until I pee?"
"Of course."
Amy slipped from the tent and smiled before heading towards the latrine, not caring that she was still in her "pajamas." As she moved into the trees, her pajamas didn't go unnoticed by Alex. They consisted of the black tank top that had already exposed half of her chest and wasn't doing anything to hide her erect nipples along with a pair of short biking/exercise shorts that showed she was wearing no panties and when she first emerged even showed the faint outline of her pubic mound. As she got out of sight, Alex quickly adjusted himself to hide his growing erection which had finally settled down from earlier but was now trying to make another appearance.
About five minutes later, Amy reappeared from the trees and after getting into her pack, climbed back into the tent to get dressed. She reappeared a few moments later in a similar outfit as the day before. This time around though it was khaki shorts and a gray v-neck t-shirt and carrying the same flannel. Alex handed her the coffee and asked, "So how'd you sleep?"
"Like a rock, I'm not sure I moved all night."
He laughed, "I think I was the same way.
Neither of them said it but they were both thinking and asking themselves, "Did we cuddle all night?"
They smiled at each other, and Alex continued, "So there are oatmeal packets there and the water just needs to be dumped in. I already ate, so while you eat, I'm going to get cleaned up. I know it isn't as fancy as last night, but it's hot."
Amy smiled and made her way past him towards the stove, she stopped and looked at him, "This place beautiful this morning, I know I've said it a bunch, but thank you again."
He smiled back as she moved in for a hug, "You're welcome." As he pulled away, he felt a gentle warmth as Amy pressed her lips to his cheeks. As they separated, Alex turned a bit pink and finally stammered out, "Yell if you need anything."
As he they went their separate ways, Alex's mind shifted to the kiss on his cheek and thought to himself, "Does she like me too? First cuddling last night, then this...maybe the boob out wasn't an accident. Awww fuck, I've got another two days with her. What am I going to do?"
Alex made his way into the woods and to use the bathroom, his mind wandered causing him to trip. Amy saw him stumble, "You doing okay there dude?" He muttered something and stomped into the woods, causing Amy to laugh and eat her breakfast.
***
After Amy finished eating and Alex finished his morning routine, they got camp cleaned up and spread the map out beside their now cool campfire, "So what is the plan for today?"
Alex pointed to the map, "We need to head back up the hill, and make a left onto Big Stonecoal Trail. Since we are going uphill, it'll be about 2 hours up to that junction. From there it's about an hour down to the Rocky Point Trail. We will want to top off water there before going any farther. We are on it for about an hour and a half because it's kinda slow, but halfway around, we will climb off trail to an overlook called Lion's Head."
"Ooo, I saw pictures of that, it should be beautiful."
"Bingo, we will eat lunch up there, then make our way around the mountain to where it intersects with the Red Creek Trail, and we will want to head upstream. About an hour after we get to that intersection, we will come to where the two forks of Red Creek come together. There are a bunch of campsites and a nice waterfall and a few pools to relax in."
"That sounds nice."
"Yeah, and since it is Tuesday, we should be able to pick which site we want and have everything pretty much to ourselves."
"Sounds perfect. You ready to go?"
"Let's go!"
Over the next hour, they picked their way back up the trail to the bench and the ridge from before. Alex had been right, the climb up was definitely slower, causing them to stop after the first half hour of climbing on a small flat spot to take a drink and catch their breath. "How you doing?"
Amy took a deep breath, "That was tough, I thought I was in shape."
Alex smiled, "No stairmaster can prepare you for this."
Amy laughed, "That's for damn sure, but it all makes my butt look great."
Alex chuckled and without thinking said aloud, "That's for sure." No sooner than it had escaped his mouth did his face turn to shock and tried to explain himself, "Amy, I'm sorry, what I meant..."
She cut him off with a grin, "What? Don't you think I have a nice butt?"
"That's not what I was saying, you..."
She cut him off again, enjoying seeing him struggle for the right words, "Just quit digging Alex, come on."
She started back up the hill and he soon followed, allowing her to get 15-20 feet in front of him, all the while trying to not look at her ass. Truth be told, she had a great ass with wide hips that begged to be held and plenty of muscle that could stop a barbell if she was flat on the ground like he had seen on Instagram.
Periodically she would glance back, hoping to catch him staring, but to turn, her whole torso had to turn and gave him enough warning to avert his eyes to either up the hill or directly in front of him so as not to trip. They made the top of the hill and took another break; this time shedding their packs to take a drink and grab a quick snack. As they stood admiring the view of the Canaan Valley again Amy said, "Don't worry Alex, I appreciate the compliment."
"Huh?"
"From earlier, about my butt."
"Oh.... Are you sure?"
"Positive, if it makes you feel any better, you look pretty good shirtless."
He grinned, "Thanks." They stood in silence for another five minutes before he said, "It's flatter and downhill now, ready to go?"
"Let's go, I can't wait to get to lunch."
Over the next 2 hours, they picked their way down the Big Stonecoal Trail before veering onto the Rocky Point Trail. The new trail was aptly named because it was made up of nothing but rocks the size of bowling balls and bigger, causing them to slow as they picked their way across. As the got to where the trail turned back around the mountain, Alex told her to stop. As he came even with her, he said, "Look to your right."
Amy had been so focused on not falling, she hadn't looked around. All the cursing she had been mumbling under her breath and in her mind was silenced when she looked out and was able to see the valley below and three separate mountains coming together in the distance, "Wow. That is beautiful."
"I know right." They stood in silence taking in the view and snapping a few pictures with their phones. After about 2 minutes Alex said, "Okay drop your pack and get scampering up the rocks to our left."
"Leave my pack here?"
"No, we are leaving mine; yours has lunch in it, so we will stash mine in the weeds, and I'll bring yours to the top."
"I can carry my own pack."
"I'm not trying to be an asshole, or a chauvinist, but I've seen you walk on these rocks, you need both hands to help, and you need your normal weight and balance."
She was ready to argue, but after looking at the incline he was pointing too, she just nodded her head and began to monkey walk her way up the slope. As she reached the top, she found herself in a small open area in the brush and about 5 minutes later, she found Alex back at her side, she couldn't help but giggle, "That purple pack really doesn't do it for you."
Alex caught his breath and then said, "What, doesn't do it for my eyes?"
She laughed, "Nah, needs to be a blue for that...where to next?"
"Let me lead and stay close so you don't accidentally veer off onto one of the million side trails." They spent the next five minutes walking through the mountain laurel and scrub bush until they popped out onto a flat rock, and just as the pictures she had seen showed, there was a large rock outcropping ahead that looked like the head of a lion, and beyond it the Red Creek Valley stretched.
"Wow."
Alex smiled, "Wow indeed. There's no one up here, you want to head over to the top and have lunch?"
"Sounds perfect."
They made their way to the top of the Lion's Head and while she took her boots off and relaxed, Alex set her pack down and got lunch ready. UnCrustables and beef jerky wasn't what Amy would normally eat for lunch, she was more of a salad girl, but the lunch tasted phenomenal and on top of that, Alex pulled a zip lock baggie of red powder out and showed it to her "Kool-Aid?"
She laughed, "Sure, why not."
They ate their lunch, passing the Nalgene of Kool Aid back and forth and made small talk and simply enjoying the view. After they finished up Alex said, "So it is only noon, we probably have another hour or hour and a half of hiking left before camp." Amy nodded and he continued, "You mind if we stay up here for another hour or so, I kinda want to take a power nap."
"That actually sounds nice. It's warm in the sun but there is a cool breeze."
They moved back to the tree line where there was a soft bed of pine needles and stretched out beside each other. They had been laying silently for a few minutes, but Alex kept turning, trying to get comfortable. Amy finally sat up on one arm, "You okay?"
Alex grunted as he sat up on both elbows, "Not really, I don't have a damn pillow and can't get comfortable."
Alex smiled, "Use this" as she handed him her flannel that she had been using as a pillow.
"But what about you?"
She gently pushed him down, so he was back on his back, with his head on her flannel, "I'll just use you." She rolled to her side, lay her head on his chest, and draped her arm across him. She felt him tentatively place his arm on her shoulder and said, "Is this okay?"
"Fine with me." What she couldn't see was Alex smiling, but she could feel his body relaxing and as she drifted off to sleep, she felt him tightening his grip slightly, pulling her closer.
He awoke about 45 minutes later to find Amy still in the same position, but her leg had shifted at some point and was now draped across his. He stayed still for a few moments, waking up completely, enjoying the warm air and the feeling of Amy being close and in his arms. He glanced at his watch and seeing that it was nearing 1, he gently shook her and said, "Hey Amy, we probably need to get moving."
She stirred and groaned, then lifted her head up and looked at him with a fake pout, "But I'm comfy."
He laughed, "I am to, but we can relax again when we get down the hill."
"Fine!" She stood and stomped around a bit. He handed her the flannel black which she stuffed in her pack, "I think it's warmer today."
Yeah, we will check the thermometer on my pack when we get back to it. Go ahead and lead the way down, be careful."
Amy nodded and after Alex shouldered her pack, they spent the next 10 minutes carefully picking their way back down the slope. They arrived back to the main trail, fished Alex's pack out of the weeds and got prepped to head back out. Just before setting off, he checked the small thermometer on his shoulder strap, "Thermometer is reading right at 83. It was in the shade, so up there it probably was more like 85."
Wow, that is warm, but it's not miserable like back in DC."
"Nah, no humidity. We will hike until the next trail junction, it's all downhill, then we will turn left onto Red Creek Trail." Amy nodded and they set off.
It took them about 45 minutes to pick their way around the boulders before coming to the trail junction labeled, "Red Creek Trail." They paused for a quick water break before turning left and beginning to follow the trail upstream. Amy couldn't believe how peaceful it was, they were hiking above the creek that was rushing below them under a canopy of pines that almost made it seem like they were in a tunnel. Her mind wandered to falling asleep on Alex, and how natural it felt. For the first time in over a year, she was allowing herself to be more "open" with a guy which felt nice.
She spent the remaining hour of their hike with a smile on her face, enjoying the beauty around her and thinking of all the fun she was having. They eventually began to pass small campsites over the hill along the creek in irregular intervals. Alex pulled even with her as the trail widened and he said, "So, do you want another secluded campsite, or do you want to sleep by a waterfall?"
She thought for a moment and as much as she loved the thought of waking up to a waterfall, she thought to herself that being away from people would be even better if something were to happen with Alex after their nap, "How far is the waterfall from the secluded campsite?"
"With packs, like 10 minutes, without packs, 5 or so."
"Let's go with the secluded spot, I loved the quiet and the peacefulness of last night. Plus, the waterfall may make me need to pee all night."
He smiled and laughed, "Yeah, it was nice, this one is very similar."
They hiked for another 10 minutes before she saw the waterfall, he had told her about, and above it where the creek branched. "Where to?"
"Keep following the trail a little further. We will come to a point where we cross the creek and start picking our way through campsites."
She paused to snap a few pictures of the waterfall, capturing Alex in the one, then she nodded and kept moving, picking her way across the left fork of Red Creek, and then making her way through 5 or 6 separate campsites that would have been perfect if they wanted to be by the falls. She eventually came to the right branch of the creek and stopped, she could make out the trail on the other side, but the trail also started up the bank to her left, "Now where?"
"Let me lead now, we are going to stay on this side for a few minutes." They made their way along the bank until the creek made a hard bend away from them; Alex unsnapped his pack and lead them across the creek. Once crossing the creek, Alex led them another 50 yards and they came to another creek.
"Are we on an island?"
"Sorta, I don't think creeks can have islands, but we are going to stay on the other side." They crossed the creek again and climbed the bank and after pushing through a tangle of mountain laurel, they emerged into a small clearing that was very similar to the one from the day before.
"Did we just walk in a giant circle?"
He laughed, "Not quite, but it does look the same, doesn't it? There is a nice pool upstream a bit further, it's normally a little deeper than the other."
Amy nodded, "That water is calling my name, let's get camp set up."
They spent the next half hour getting the tent set up, a latrine set up against the hillside, gathering firewood and all the other things that needed done to make their site home for the evening. As Alex drug the last branch into camp and dropped it by the fire pit he said, "Okay, let me change shorts real quick and we can go."
Alex grabbed the shorts from the day before and disappeared into the tent, before reappearing shirtless and wearing his Crocs. He grabbed his towel from his pack and said, "Come on." They walked side by side among the trees for a couple of minutes before coming to a small side trail and Alex hopped over the bank. He turned back to face her, "Let me help you."
Amy smiled and approached the edge, reaching out both hands for Alex to take hold of, she eased over the bank, but as she tried to stand up on the dry stream bed, her foot slipped causing her to stumble into Alex. He immediately wrapped his arms around her to steady her, and she did the same, embarrassed again as she looked up at him, "Hi."
"Hi back. Are you okay?"
"Thanks to you. The rock rolled when I put weight on it."
Getting a concerned look on his face, Alex said, "Did you twist it or anything?"
"No, just banged it on the side of that rock." They both looked down at the rock she was gesturing towards, neither loosening their hold on one another. "It might bruise, but the cool water should help."
"Okay...". They stood there for another moment, neither letting go before Alex said, "Let's get to the water."
Amy softly replied, "Okay." Not wanting to leave his arms.
They walked about 20 yards down to the creek and found themselves at a long pool below a small set of rapids. "This work for a soak?"
As he turned back to her, Amy had already shed her shorts, leaving her in a pair of plain black panties. She smiled at him and pulled her tank top off, leaving her in a black sports bra. He visibly gulped, eliciting a smile from her as she said, "I'll see you in the water. She dropped her towel beside her clothes, touching his shoulder as she walked by him, seemingly to steady herself, but the touch lingered.
Alex felt blood rushing towards his cock, seeing Amy walk towards the creek seemingly shaking her ass, added to the fact that her underwear had ridden up a bit, exposing the bottom of her ass cheeks, he was quickly heading towards a full hard on that would be noticeable in his shorts without underwear. As Amy sank into the water and moved towards the rapids, Alex hurriedly dropped his towel, kicked his shoes off, and trotted towards the water, sinking to his knees as soon as he was deep enough, hoping the cold water would fix his growing issue. They both got completely wet, even going completely under to get their hair wet before settling in the water against the bank as they had the day before. After 10 minutes of relaxing, Alex asked, "How's your foot?"
"It feels fine, the cold water helps, and feels nice to just soak."
"That's good, how's the rest of you feel?"
Amy grinned as her mind drifted to perverted places, "Feels okay, I was definitely a little sore this morning, but it worked out a good bit once we got moving. My shoulders and back are the sorest from the pack moving. Alex nodded and Amy looked around him, "I may go sit under the rapids to see if that helps."
Without thinking Alex said, "If it's not weird and you want, I can rub your shoulders."
Amy smiled, thinking to herself that her actions were seemingly getting to him, "You don't mind?"
"Not at all, how do you want to do it?"
Amy stood up, adjusted her underwear before standing in front of him, "Can I just sit between your legs?"
Trying his hardest to not stare at her erect nipples and rather prominent pubic mound in her underwear, Alex just nodded his head. Amy smiled and turned around and eased herself into the water, stabilizing herself by placing her hands on his legs and scooted back against him once she was fully submerged. Once she had quit moving, she was pressed against him and he immediately began trying to think of anything other than the beautiful, half naked woman between her legs, waiting for him to touch her.



He gingerly placed his hands on her shoulders and began to rub the tops of them and worked his way to her neck. She sighed as she felt his touch and relaxed as he worked the knots and tense muscles under his fingertips. He gradually worked down her back, running his fingers along her upper spine and then up the edges of her shoulder blades; he hit a particularly tight spot, she let out a groan.
"That a good groan or a bad one?"
"Oh, it's good, don't stop."
Hearing her groan caused another jolt to shoot through his body and as good of a job as he had been keeping his erection under control, the groan broke his concentration, and he felt his cock beginning to harden more. He shifted, trying to keep it from pressing against Amy's ass and her noticing, but failed due to being pinned between her and the bank. He felt the knot release and worked down her spine again, before working on her lower back for a few moments. Amy was quiet again other than breathing, giving his brain a welcome reprieve as he worked back up to her shoulders, and attempting to work around her bra straps where the pack straps would have rested.
The entire time he was working, Amy could feel his bulge pushing into her, but with her groan and its growth, she couldn't help but feel herself get turned on even more. As he moved back to her shoulders, she let out a groan of pleasure, this time a bit softer, but she was sure he heard. As he worked around her shoulders she said, "Do you want me to move those?"
"Huh?"
"Do you need me to move the straps?"
"Umm...I could um..."
"Here, this will help." She sat up a bit and pulled each strap off her shoulders, then pulled her arms through, leaving her in basically a tube top. She felt the bra slip down a bit; it was an older yoga sports bra, so it wasn't the tightest, and with the wetness of it and her skin it easily moved. "There, that should help." She heard Alex take a deep breath in, causing her to grin and once again felt his growing bulge press against her back. She had to give him credit, he did focus on her shoulders for a few more minutes, working out any knots and tightness that he found for lightening his touch and gently rubbed her neck, shoulders and the front of her shoulders and chest.
She let out another groan as he used the full width of his hands to rub from her shoulders to her sternum before dragging it back. With this latest groan, Alex was now fully erect, and he knew there was no way she couldn't feel it pressing against her. He removed his hands, giving her an out if she wanted one and said, "How's that feel?" Instead of moving though, she simply leaned back against his chest, pushing his cock against her more and sighed.
"That was wonderful." Unsure of what to do with his hands, he simply left them at his side to which she reached down, grabbed them, and wrapped them around her stomach and said, "Would you hold me for a few minutes?"
"Sure." They both sat silently for probably 10 minutes, relaxing in each other's arms, her hands gently caressing his knees and thighs while his softly stroked her stomach with his thumbs. Just as the sun slipped below the mountain top, he said, "We need to be thinking about dinner."
She groggily said, "I know, but can I have a few more minutes?"
Alex gently kissed the top of her hair, causing Amy to smile as he said, "Fine with me."
They stayed still for a few more minutes before Alex spoke again, "Are you okay Amy?"
"I'm great, I'm really relaxed and comfortable with you like this. Are you okay?"
He wanted to say, "Well my hard cock is pressing into your back, but other than that, I'm golden." Instead, though he gave her a slight squeeze and said, "I'm great too."
"Okay good. You're right we probably need to get dinner going."
Alex nodded and Amy sat up before standing up, allowing her ass to pass right in front of his face again. Once upright, she didn't bother to fix her bra, but waited for Alex to stand. When he stayed still, she said, "You coming?"
He just looked at her blankly and thought as the water dripped from her body, and decided to just be honest, "Ummm, I've got a bit of a problem."
"Did I hurt you?"
"Not at all, far from it."
"Then what is it?"
He laughed, "Oh come on! You know exactly what the problem is, it's been pushing into your back for the last 20 minutes."
Amy joined his laughter, "Ohhhhh! THAT problem." Alex nodded again with wide eyes. Amy looked at him and then gave him her best sultry look, "I take it as another compliment, I'm glad you like the "scenery."" as she made quotes with her fingers.
He looked at her sideways, "I do very much like the scenery."
"Then come on, let's make dinner."
Alex stood up before she turned around, his bulge very prominent and he saw Amy's eyes quickly glance down before turning and walking back to their towels. After wrapping their towels around them, they donned their shoes and made their way back to camp without a word. Once they reached camp Alex said, "You can go ahead and change, I'll start the water, then once you're done, I'll change."
"Okay." Amy spent the next 10 minutes changing and using her wipes to clean herself up. If she was reading the situation right, she wanted to be as clean as possible. She was thankful that she had brought the wipes and had shaved and trimmed before their trip, so she wasn't a forest below the belt, just a little bit of stubble below her usual hair and some on her legs and armpits. She climbed out of the tent wearing her sleeping shorts and her cami under a hoodie. "All yours."
Alex made his way to her and let his hand softly graze her leg as he walked by, then paused, "If the water boils, just dump it in the bag and seal it tight." Amy nodded and he made his way to his pack then the tent where he did his best to clean up, much like Amy had, even breaking out his own wipes that he usually saved for the end of the trip and gave himself a quick wipe down.
When he reemerged 5 minutes later, he was wearing a pair of gym shorts and a flannel over a t-shirt. Amy smiled and said, "I just poured the water, so we will be good to eat in 15 minutes."
***
Once they finished dinner, they spent the next hour or so tidying up around the campsite, hanging the bear bag, filtering water for the next day and other camp chores. With the sun completely below the mountains, the air began to cool a bit and Alex decided to light the fire for the evening. Once it was going well, he began digging in his pack before pulling out a small collapsible bladder filled with an amber liquid; he turned back to Amy, "How you feel about bourbon?"
"Not my normal choice, but I can deal."
"Get me your coffee cup." Amy dug in her pack and handed him her mug and he poured a bit of the liquid into the cup before asking, "Ginger Ale or no?"
"I think I'll just drink it straight." Alex nodded, handed her the mug, poured himself the rest of the flask before storing everything in his pack. "I'm going to run and pee before it gets too dark."
This campsite didn't have rock chairs like the last one, but rather a log near the fire they could lean against. So, while she was gone, Alex tossed a small foam pad on the ground then sat down reclining against the and when Amy returned, she picked her mug up and joined him on the ground.
They spent the next hour laughing and enjoying each other's company, talking about life, their college days, and all the weird things that happened in their office. One thing that was easily noticeable by both of them was that as the night went on, they gradually went from sitting about a foot apart to their hips touching. After his bourbon was gone, Alex had draped both of his arms across the log, attempting to stretch his back, and as the fire had begun to die down, Amy had snuggled up against him after one particularly hard fit of laughter.
His arm had then draped around her, and she snuggled in closer, laying her head on his shoulder and turning to her side so that her arm rested on his chest. They sat in the fire light quietly until Alex broached the subject, "So, what is the rest of the story with you and Bret?"
Amy scoffed and feeling the effects of the bourbon opened up, "I thought everything was going well, but honestly our sex life had become kinda.... dry.... We talked about ways to maybe spice it up. I was thinking role-play, a little light bondage or spanking, or places other than the bed, but that's not what he had in mind."
Alex nodded, "What was he thinking?"
Amy scoffed again, "Well first it was anal. I know I've got a great ass and doggy is great, but that hole is exit only." Alex wasn't sure what to say and chuckled then nodded and Amy continued, "So when I shot that down, his next option was a threesome with him and his work buddy Sam."
"Oh shit!"
"Right?! So, I shot that down and it just led to a bunch of fights, which exposed some other issues like where we were going to live once married, views on finances, kids, and some other things and eventually it just imploded. We postponed the wedding at first, tried to work things out before I finally just said, "I'm done.""
"Wow."
"Yeah, so I started seeing a therapist, found yoga and lifting and I think I'm in a much better place now."
He gave her a squeeze and she pressed close to him, "That's awesome. I agree you're better off now; you seem happier than when we first met. I've been seeing a therapist for the last 3ish years now. Started after breaking up with a girl, fixed some self-esteem issues and just kept going once a month."
"That's awesome. Most men won't admit to needing that type of help."
"What can I say, I'm in touch with my inner self." They both burst out laughing and Amy gently slapped him on the chest.
Once their laughter died down, she said, "You got me to spill the beans, so whatever happened with you and Amanda down in shipping?"
"Oh boy...I dunno."
"No no no, I told you about my last boyfriend, you can tell me about her."
After a bit more prodding, Alex finally relented, "We got talking one evening at happy hour, which led to way too much drinking, then back at her place. A one-night stand turned into a friends with benefits thing, then we kinda became an item." Amy had turned her attention from the fire and was looking directly at him as he continued, "We had been an item for a couple months and she went stage five clinger. She started talking about moving in and marriage, when I tried to pump the brakes, she lost her fucking mind."
"How?"
"She started making shit up about us, like I convinced her to go off birth control, or that I was trying to get her to quit her job, and a bunch of other shit. I finally told her that we were done, went no contact, notified HR, and just avoided her. She eventually started dating someone else, but not before I got late night texts, begging me to take her back."
"Holy shit she went absolutely looney tunes."
"No kidding, it was crazy, I think she did finally get some help for her issues, and apparently she isn't working for us anymore."
"Well, that's good, so you seeing anyone now?"
"Nah, did the online dating thing for a bit, but all the women on there are just trying to meet someone to get a leg up in government or business, mostly with their legs open."
Amy started laughing, so hard that she literally fell over onto Alex's legs, which left her head even with his crotch, causing his cock to start hardening. As she slowly calmed down, she opened her eyes and saw the growing bulge herself. She grinned to herself, then propped herself up and smiled at him, "Yeah, guys online just want a quick fuck, then be done. Like you, I want something more. Don't get me wrong, I love sex, once or twice a day usually, but I need the other stuff."
"Yeah, me too. I need the cuddling after sex, the lazy weekend mornings, the hanging out with family and friends...". Alex trailed off as he and Amy made eye contact, the silence between them was deafening, Amy licked her lips subtly and just as she was going to make the first move, Alex bent forward, pressing his lips to hers.
They stayed still for a moment, Alex unsure if he had just made a mistake but that fear was put to rest when he felt Amy's lips part and move against his. He responded by kissing her back, their lips moving against each other for a few moments before they separated. He smiled, "Hi."
She smiled back and scooted up so they were on the same level; she pressed her forehead against his, "Hey."
Alex brought his hand up, placing it on the back of her head and pulling her lips back to his. They hungrily kissed for the next few moments as his hands tangled in her hair, their tongues dancing with each other and Amy letting out small sighs as she pressed against him tighter. As their kissing continued and deepened, they both began to wiggle a bit, trying to get closer to one another. Finally, Amy pulled away and they both caught their breath while looking at each other. As they both leaned back in, Amy quickly straddled Alex's legs and sat in his lap, "Is this okay?"
"More than okay." They resumed kissing, but now Amy's hands were free to run through his hair, and hold him against her; at the same time, Alex's hands were now free to wander her back. As his hands worked under her hoody and up her back, he moved to kissing down her jaw to her neck. She let out a moan as he neared the base of her neck and began to gyrate her hips and grind against him, pressing her mound against the prominent bulge in his shorts.
Alex was doing his best to focus, but he was beginning to feel the heat from her crotch through his shorts, and he couldn't help but groan from the stimulation also. As he continued to kiss her neck, his hands were all the way inside her hoodie and his arms had pushed the backup, allowing the cool breeze mixed with the heat from the fire to reach her back through the thin material of the cami. Amy quickly raised her arms, allowing him to pull her hoody off.
She shuddered from the sudden coolness, but just pressed down firmer against him and redirected his mouth to hers. They resumed kissing but it wasn't long before Alex's hands fell to her ass, giving it a squeeze and causing her to throw back her head and moan. With this motion her neck and upper chest was exposed, allowing him to kiss those newly exposed areas, further increasing her moans and the gyrations in his lap.
The erotic moves and noises were having their effects on Alex as he pulled his lips from her body and said, "Wanna go to the tent?"
With a ragged voice she replied, "Thank god, yes!"
Amy climbed off, grabbed her hoody, and hurried to the tent, when she went to zip the vestibule behind her, she found Alex climbing in after her. She fell onto their pads and sleeping bags with a giggle, "That's my door."
Alex zipped the door behind him and straddled her before lowering his face towards hers, "Do you have a problem with me using it?"
"No, but you're overdressed." Alex quickly unbuttoned his flannel and tossed it into the corner before he was pulled back to her waiting lips. Over the next five minutes they spent kissing and working each other's clothes off. First came Alex's t-shirt, then Amy's cami; with all the newly exposed skin, Alex kissed from her neck, down her chest and kissed around each nipple, causing Amy to sigh and push against him as her hands roamed his back. When he did finally take her nipple into his mouth, she let out a long moan and dug her nails into his bare skin. He nibbled and flicked her nipple and let it go, kissing his way to the other one where he repeated the process.
The next item of clothing to go was his shorts. Amy fumbled with the button before releasing it and working the zipper carefully. Based on the bulge, she had figured he wasn't wearing any underwear, and she was correct. "On your back." They repositioned quickly and she worked his shorts off, adding them to the growing pile of discarded clothes in the corner of the tent.
They had turned the small light on in the roof of the tent, and for the first time Amy got to look at the cock that she had seen hidden the day before and had felt pushing against her that afternoon and evening. Alex wasn't huge in the length departments, probably 6 inches, but he was definitely thicker than most. Amy grinned when she saw it, taking it in her hand and softly stroking it, "This is nice."
Alex grinned, "Glad you like it." Amy smiled and continued to stroke his cock, coaxing a bit of pre-cum from the tip. She let go of the shaft and gently cupped his balls, causing him to groan. Grinning at his reaction, she used both hands and proceeded to work his shaft and balls, causing him to groan more and mutter "Fuck" on occasion.
Seeing the pre-cum gathering on the tip, Amy couldn't help wondering what he tasted like; she stopped stroking for a moment, "Do you want me to put it in my mouth?"
"You don't have to; I haven't showered in two days."
Do you want me to put it in my mouth?"
"Yes."
"That's better." She scooted back and pressed her ass against the tent wall and lowered her mouth onto his cock, tasting the saltiness of his sweat and precum.
Alex lay there and watched her work the head as she allowed spit to run down his shaft, thoroughly coating it, then gradually working her way down as far as she could go. He felt her lips massaging the shaft, almost like she was making out with it, and then running her tongue along the underside. She ran her fingers along his taint, causing him to moan and shudder until she once again cupped his balls, eliciting another moan.
She grinned and removed her mouth from his cock, "You're a lot of fun to give head to, we will have to dedicate some time to that later."
Alex grinned, "Spit or swallow?"
Amy laughed and began to shimmy out of her shorts. As she did, her bare pussy with a thin landing strip above her slit appeared and she added them to their pile before straddling him again. She took his cock in her hand and gently pushed it against her slit, allowing the head to slip inside of her. She let out a sigh and leaned forward so they were looking in each other's eyes, she said, "Swallow of course," then with a shift of her hips, sunk down onto his cock.
They both groaned, Alex from being enveloped in her warm and wet tunnel, Amy from the sudden fullness and a stretching she had not felt before. They kissed and Amy began to gently gyrate on his cock, allowing it to slip out of her a bit before pressing back in. They stayed in this position, moaning into each other's mouths as Alex guided their pace with his hands on her hips for a few minutes. Amy began to press down onto him, rubbing her clit against his pelvis, and broke their kiss, moaning into the night as she felt an orgasm wash through her.
Alex could feel her tremble and the slight contractions of her pussy on his cock. He kept up what he was doing, allowing her to enjoy her orgasm as much as possible. As it began to subside, she eased down onto him and kept slowly gyrating as they kissed gently. She raised up and smiled, "Wanna roll over and give my knees a break?"
They both laughed and after she climbed off, they maneuvered inside of the tent, bumping into each other and the walls, giggling the entire time. Once they had switched spots, Amy spread her legs, allowing Alex to climb between them and get a good look at her pussy for the first time. Her pussy lips were pushed out and spread, allowing him the smallest glance of her clit and opening. He traced his cock along her lips and smiled, "I want to eat you out sometime, just saying." Amy nodded and he slowly spread her lips and pushed his cock into her.
Once again, they both groaned and as Alex began to slowly thrust in and out of her, Amy's groans turned into soft whimpers and the occasional moan. Thanks to the buildup all day, Alex knew it wouldn't be long before he would cum, so he began to speed up, causing Amy to moan louder and begin to say "Fuck", and "Yes," over and over. She began to raise her hips to meet each of his thrusts and it wasn't long before he felt the tingling in his balls and pelvis.



He had a lucid moment just as the feeling of an impending orgasm hit him, that they hadn't talked about anything, and not knowing if she was on birth control, Alex hurriedly pulled out and heard Amy protest, but with two strokes of his slippery cock and a loud groan, he erupted all over her stomach and tits. He continued to stroke his cock until his cum was gone, and he sat back on his heels trying to catch his breath.
"Why'd you pull out?" Amy said with a pout.
"We didn't talk about birth control."
"I have an IUD, don't pull out next time."
"Next time?"
Amy sat up and softly took his cock into her hand, scooped the last remaining cum off the head, before licking it off her finger with a "Mmmm," before saying, "Oh yeah, the next time." As Alex began to look around for something to help her clean up, he only could find their clothes. When he turned back to Amy, she had taken another glob of cum off her stomach and was licking it off her fingers. She smiled at him, swallowed, and said, "Ya know, cumming inside may be competing with swallowing, you taste good."
Alex grinned, "Glad I meet your approval." Amy nodded and Alex continued, "The only thing we have to clean up are our clothes, unless I go get the wipes."
Amy took his shirt from his hands, wiping her stomach and chest off, "I don't plan on putting clothes back on, it's too warm."
"Fine by me." They rearranged the messed-up pads and blankets, then stashed their clothes back in the corner. Alex unzipped his sleeping bag into a blanket and lay down beside Amy, pulling her close. "When we get cold, we can use it as a blanket.
"Perfect." They lay quietly for a few minutes and just as Alex felt himself dozing, he heard Amy say, "Thanks again for bringing me, and thanks for this."
"You're welcome, Ames."
"Ames? I like that." They soon dozed off to the sounds of the creek and the distant whippoorwill.
**Day 3**
Alex woke first again, this time seeing Amy exposed beside him wasn't a surprise. Sometime in the night, they had given up spooning, and seeing her peacefully sleeping with the sleeping bag just at her waist with her perky breasts topped with erect nipples brought a smile to his face. He carefully and quietly moved from under the sleeping bag, pulling it up to cover her, then climbed out of the tent. Stepping into the cool morning air naked was exhilarating and something new for him. After relieving himself downstream, he made his way to his pack, dug some clothes out, dressed, then pondered the night before as he set the stove up and began to prepare water for coffee and breakfast.
He had recognized he had a crush on Amy before this trip, but he thought it was just an innocent one since they had things in common, got along great, and just genuinely had fun when they were around each other. After the way she talked the night before, it seemed like Amy was interested in him and this was going to be more than a one-time thing. Seeing as they worked together, it could be a bit of an issue, but it was a big department and they were equals, so no supervisory concerns. Rather than dwell on it like normal, Alex pushed the thoughts from his mind, taking the advice of his therapist of trying to only worry about things he could control.
With the water boiling, Alex looked at his watch and saw that it was approaching 830 and decided he'd enjoy some coffee and let Amy sleep until 9. They only had 6 miles to get back to the truck and after the first mile or so, the hike was flat so they would make decent time, being back to the truck by 1 or 2 and back to DC by 5 or 6.
About 15 minutes later, he heard a groan as Amy stretched and then could see her moving around in the tent. He began to pour her coffee into her mug and heard the zipper of the tent and Amy stepped out. Alex didn't know it before, but seeing a beautiful woman in the outdoors, her hair in a loose, messy ponytail was one of the most attractive looks he had ever seen, add to it that she was wearing his flannel from the night before with only the bottom 4 buttons done, added a level of sex appeal he didn't know he needed. He smiled, "Good morning."
She sleepily smiled back, "Morning. I'll be back." She headed down the trail towards their latrine and he couldn't help but notice his flannel barely covered her ass and as she moved, it revealed that she was wearing nothing under that flannel. Alex smiled and shook his head and stirred her coffee so it'd be ready when she returned.
About five minutes later, Amy returned and smiled, "Much better."
"I made coffee." She approached him and as he stood to hand her the mug, she softly kissed him.
"You're wonderful."
Alex laughed and sat down, refilling his mug, and noticing Amy hadn't really moved but stood drinking her coffee. Thinking she wasn't sure what to say or do, he said, "You okay?"
She smiled at him and took another sip, "I'm great, but as you can probably guess, I'm not wearing anything but this flannel, so I'm not sure where or how to sit."
He laughed, "Well you could get dressed and put pants on, or I can go get a pad and the blanket and you can sit here and eat breakfast."
"Hmmmm, I like option two."
Alex hopped up and went to the tent where he grabbed his pad and the blanket and made his way back to the stove, placing it on the ground and then handing her the blanket to wrap up in. Once she had sat down and thanked him, Alex dumped the last four packets of oatmeal into their bowls, mixed the water in, and handed her a bowl and took one for himself.
They ate in silence and once they had both finished, Alex took their bowls down to the creek and cleaned them up before returning to camp to find Amy where he had left her. She smiled as he approached and said, "Last night was really nice."
"I agree, I really enjoyed it."
Amy thought for a moment, "I know I said some things in the moment last night...." Alex felt his heart sink a bit, thinking that maybe it was just a one-time deal, but Amy continued, "I meant that. I have to admit I've developed a bit of a crush on you over the last few months."
Alex exhaled loudly, "That's a load off of my mind because I've felt the same."
Amy laughed along with him, "Well that's good we are on the same page." Alex walked over and sat down beside her, pulling her into a kiss. They kissed for a minute, the kiss gradually deepening and becoming more passionate before Amy pulled away, "How much hiking we have today?"
Pausing to catch his breath after the intense kissing, Alex replied, "6 miles, probably 3 hours. Uphill early then pretty flat the last 4 miles." If we leave here by 9:30 or so, we should be back to the truck by 1."
Amy glanced down at her watch, seeing it read 9, she smiled and said, "Think we can pack up in 20 minutes?"
Giving her a confused look, "I would think so, organization doesn't matter this time."
She looked around, then said, "Good." She pulled the blanket off her and spread her legs, "We have time for a quickie."
Alex's eyes got big at the sight of her open pussy in the daylight, and quickly replied, "Yes we do, lay back." Amy laid back on the pad and no sooner than her head hit the ground she felt Alex's hot breath against her damp pussy. She sighed and heard him say, "Normally I would tease you a bit, but I have to taste you." Before Amy could respond, she felt his tongue part her lips, dip inside of her, and then slide up her slit causing her to let out a soft moan.
For the next 2 or 3 minutes, Alex used his tongue and lips to assault her pussy with pleasure. He made sure to lick from the bottom of her slit to the top, pulling her clit into his mouth and gently sucking on it. As she moaned and began to wiggle her ass a bit, he would let go and lick his way back down, making sure he touched every part of her with his lips and tongue. They could both feel her becoming wetter, her moans were becoming a bit louder, and then Alex sunk two fingers into her waiting pussy and moved his mouth back to her clit.
Amy's eyes shot open as she exclaimed, "Oh my god.!" Her words were quickly replaced by moans as he sucked on her clit while flicking it with his tongue and working his fingers in and out of her. It didn't take long before her walls contracted, and her juices flowed into Alex's mouth as her orgasm washed over her. Alex slowed his motions and started to lap up her juices, allowing her to come down from her orgasm gradually.
As she began to regain her senses, Alex's head appeared from between her thighs, a clear sheen of her wetness lingered on his face, he smiled at her, "You taste phenomenal. I hope I get some more time down here."
Amy propped herself up on her elbows, "Good morning to me. Damn, I need to thank the woman who taught you that."
Alex laughed, "When you're not hung like a horse, you gotta figure something out."
Amy sat the rest of the way up, "Well I can honestly say, you're the thickest I've ever felt, and last night was awesome."
Feeling the jolt to his ego, Alex smiled and said, "Good. Now I would rather not hike outa here with blue balls, so should we go to the tent?"
Amy grinned mischievously, "I don't think the tent is necessary, it's a nice day."
"So, what'd you have in mind?"
"Well, I've got this great ass that you've been staring at for the last two days, I love doggy style, how about bending me over that log?" As she gestured towards the log they had leaned against the night before.
"Then you had better stand up." Amy stood up and hurriedly walked to the log, flipping his shirt up, and exposing her round ass. Alex quickly joined her and unbuckled his shorts and shoved them and his underwear to the ground.
Amy turned and like Alex earlier got the first good look at his cock, she licked her lips and dropped to her knees, "God it's even better in the daylight." She opened her mouth and quickly took it into her mouth making sure to get it good and wet, eliciting a groan from him as she felt his cock hit the back of her throat.
"Fuck!"
Amy released her lips from his cock and quickly stood back up, "Damn, I'm going to suck you off next time, so you best be ready." Alex nodded as Amy turned around, bent at the waist, spread her feet for stability, and put both hands on the log. Alex stepped between her legs and lined his cock up, just as he was ready to push inside of her, she looked over her shoulder, "Remember, no pulling out."
He simply grunted and guided his cock into her waiting pussy. As he sank fully into the, he let out another grunt and she let out a long moan as his cock again stretched her again. She felt his pelvis meet her ass, then his hands on her hips, causing her to groan, "Yes, I love that." He firmly pulled her against him, causing her to let out another groan.
Hearing her tell him what she liked was a huge turn on, so when he did begin thrusting, he didn't start slow. He knew they were on a timeline, and he didn't waste any time building up a quick rhythm. Each time he pressed back into her, he pulled her tight against him, driving his cock in just a little bit further, causing her to moan a bit more. Hearing her moan and seeing her ass shake with each thrust, it wasn't long before Alex felt himself nearing orgasm. With her pussy beginning to contract, trying to milk his cum from him, Alex groaned, "I'm getting close."
Amy responded with a moan of her own and as he slammed into her, she said, "Yessssss, give it to me!"
Those words sent him over the edge and with one last thrust, he let out another groan and unloaded inside of her. His orgasm set off hers, and they came together, the contractions of her pussy pulling as much of his cum from him as they both rode their orgasms pressed against each other. As they began to come down from their orgasms, they both shuddered, causing subtle moans from both; that were soon replaced with deep, ragged breaths.
They stayed still for a few moments before Amy spoke, "Wow."
"Yeah, wow." They didn't move and as Alex's cock began to stiff Amy stood up partially, careful to keep his cock inside of her as long as possible. He bent forward and they kissed before he moved and his cocked slipped free.
Amy let out a grunt at the sudden emptiness; she turned and faced him, standing on her toes to kiss him again before releasing him, "Okay, I'm going to go get dressed, you need to stay out here until I'm ready, because if not, we won't ever get outa here."
Alex laughed, "Alright, I'll start packing things up, yell when you're ready and I'll pull down the tent while you pack your pack. With a soft smack on the ass, Amy sort of waddled to her pack, grabbed a bag of clothes and then made her way over to the tent, feeling his cum slip from her well fucked pussy and slide down her thighs. Once she was in the tent, she found the shirt from the night before and did her best to clean up, knowing that she wouldn't get all of it, but she tried nonetheless.
When she emerged 5 minutes later with her sleeping bag and pad under her arm and the clothes from the previous night and that morning, she told Alex she was finished. She handed him his flannel back and as he made his way to the tent she said, "The tent smells like sex." Alex laughed and made his way into the tent to get his things situated and within 5 minutes he had the tent dropped and was getting his pack situated.
With both packs ready, Amy fished her phone out of her pack and said, "Time for an after selfie."
He laughed, "We aren't done though."
No, but we haven't taken many pictures together this trip, just of the scenery."
He laughed, "Fine, give it to me." He pulled her in close and she turned sideways resting her head on his chest and smiled as he snapped the picture.
Handing her the phone to check she exclaimed, "Damn, you can tell I've just been fucked."
Alex shook his head and shouldered his pack, "Well, maybe that's a look you should get used to." He winked at her as she feigned shock, then said, "Saddle up, let's get going."
Amy hoisted her pack and smirked, "I did that last night."
Alex laughed, "Yes and you did very well."
***
They made the next 6 miles along the Red Creek and the Upper Red Creek Trail before turning onto Dobbin Grade, then finally the Bear Rocks Trail they had come in on in just over 3 hours. It was right at 1 when they reached the 4Runner, both dropping their packs with a groan. Alex opened the back end and set their packs inside, dug in the cooler for two bottles of Gatorade before handing Amy one and the small overnight bag that held clothes she had planned to change into.
"Well, you survived."
She grinned, "Yes, I did, I had a blast. In more ways than one," she added with a wink.
Alex grinned, "Ditto." He looked around and seeing they were the only cars in sight, continued, "Well, let's go ahead and get changed then head out."
"Sounds good to me." Amy looked around and like Alex, began to strip off her clothes. She got down to her Panties and sports bra and glanced up to get into her bag and she saw Alex looking at her and smiling, "What?"
"You're beautiful."
Seeing as he had already changed underwear, she could make out a bulge that was twitching as it grew. She threw her shirt at him, "Keep it in your pants, we need to drive home." As he laughed and pulled on a pair of gym shorts, Amy smiled, enjoying the attention from him. She pulled the green sundress from her back and pulled her bra off. Alex had turned his back to her for a moment, so she quickly shed her underwear, noting the faint glob in the crotch before hurriedly pulling the sundress on over her head.
She grabbed a brush from her bag and gave her hair a quick comb and tied it into a ponytail again. As she was zipping the bag up, Alex turned back and said, "Ready to go?"
"I think so." Alex nodded and opened her door; she smiled and climbed into the truck, careful not to let him see that she was going commando. He closed her door and made his way around to his side, climbed in and back the truck out of the spot. Once they made the 10-minute drive back to the hard road, he placed his hand on her bare knee and thigh, where it stayed for most of the trip, leaving her with a smile when she wasn't talking.
They made the 2 and half hour drive back to DC reminiscing about the trip, and just talking about anything and everything. Amy dozed off for the last 45 minutes of the drive and woke when Alex pulled into an open spot beside her car. He hopped out as she disconnected her phone from the stereo and gathered her things. She walked around to the back where he had slung her pack over his shoulder, "I got it."
"You sure?"
"Unless me coming to your door is too soon?"
She laughed, "I think we are passed that, plus you've already been here."
"I know, but things have changed since then."
"Yeah, for the better, come on."
Alex locked the car, and they made their way up the two flights of stairs and arrived at her door. She unlocked it and stepped aside so Alex could enter. He dropped her pack on the floor by the door and Amy shut the door and locking it behind her. As he turned to speak, he found her standing right before him. He reached down, pulling her to him and they kissed passionately.
When they finally separated a moment later, Amy walked past him, headed down the hall, leaving Alex in the living room. She stopped and looked over her shoulder, "I'm not wearing anything under this dress." She paused and peeled it off, proving her point, before continuing, "Now I'm going to shower, and as long as you don't mind girly soap, why don't you join me?"
She didn't wait for a response but simply made a right into her bedroom as she heard Alex kicking his sandals off and making his way down the hall and into her room. By the time he reached the bathroom, she had already turned the water on and was stepping into the steaming water, she grinned and said, "I didn't think you'd turn it down."
Alex climbed in with her, pushing her against the wall and as she groaned, he said, "Not a chance."
***Epilogue-Two years Later***
Amy once again found herself in the Dolly Sods Wilderness Area, this time she was hiking along with just a small daypack in the Rourbaugh Plains section. Ahead of her was Alex, leading her towards another overlook known as the Rourbaugh Cliffs. The last two years had been wonderful. Alex and her officially became an item and to appease HR, she had transferred to another department in a different area, and she had moved into Alex's apartment in Bethesda about 6 months prior, they had even got a dog, a Border Collie they named Smokey.
This trip though was just the two of them; they had driven down two days before and were renting a small cabin in the Canaan Valley for a few days as a quick vacation. They both needed a chance to unwind from stressful projects at work that had demanded constant attention over the last few months and after they had arrived on Sunday night exhausted, they collapsed into bed early, then slept late on Monday and didn't leave the cabin all day, spending it just relaxing in the clean air, catching up on their individual books, enjoying the hot tub, and sex without worrying about Smokey barking.
As they began a short climb that according to the map she looked at before they left the trailhead led to the cliffs and overlook, Amy grinned and thought to herself, "What great sex it is too." Alex wasn't the longest guy she had ever been with, but he was the thickest and he knew what he was doing. He always cared about her pleasure and made it his personal mission to make her cum before he did. If he couldn't, didn't hesitate to finger her and do what he had to do to make her cum. They never went more than a day without having sex at least once in some way or another, even when she was on her period, he couldn't get enough of her, nor she of him, a desire she had never felt before.



Yes, they argued and had fights, what couple didn't, but they always talked things out and tried to be proactive with their issues before they got to be major problems, plus make up-sex was a lot of fun. She smiled as she thought to herself, "This is what true love is."
As they crested the rise, the trees gave way to a narrow ledge. Alex had stopped at the edge and stood waiting for her. When she was beside him, he smiled and kissed the top of her head, "Bit of a different view than last time."
"I've seen this before?"
"Yep, we are on the other end of the valley. See that white rock out there?" Amy nodded as he pointed, "That's Lion's Head."
"Oh cool!" Amy pulled her phone from her leggings; she stepped past Alex to compare photos from the last time to where she was standing now. She pulled the picture up and after looking at it, turned around to Alex, "So we are..." what she saw stopped her dead, Alex was behind her but instead of standing, he was kneeling with a little black box in his hand. "Oh my god."
"Amy Brown, since the day we met, you have always amazed me with your beauty, your brains, and your drive. From spending those first two nights with you in that valley, to moving in together, and getting a dog, you continually amaze me more every day. I love you and can't imagine spending my life with anyone else; will you marry me?"
Amy felt herself breaking down and began to sob, all she could do at first was shake her head yes, then eventually choked out "Yes. Oh my god yes!" She stepped towards him, and he slipped the diamond on her finger. She looked at it then flung her arms around him, kissing him passionately. They kissed and she sobbed, then kissed some more. After about five minutes she was able to collect herself, then she spent the next five minutes taking pictures of her ring and them together with her ring, and all the things a newly engaged 29-year-old does.
After all the pictures, Alex smiled at her, "You ready to head back, I was thinking Hellbenders for dinner?"
Amy thought to herself, "Yes so we can get back and you can fuck me as your fiancé," but she said instead, "Yep, let's go."
They started back and for a while the trail was wide enough to walk side by side, which they did while holding hands. As the trail narrowed, Amy moved ahead, and Alex gave her a quick swat on the ass. She turned and smiled at him, "You keep your hands to yourself mister."
He laughed, "You've never complained before, not even at your sister's wedding."
Amy blushed, thinking back to her sister's wedding a few months before, where when dancing Alex had whispered, "You look so fucking hot in that dress, I can't wait to fuck you in it." She had immediately felt herself flush and as the song ended, she excused herself to the bathroom, but texted Alex as soon as she was out of the room to follow her. He did so discreetly, and they had a quickie in the bridal get ready room before heading back to the party with his cum sliding into her stomach.
She smirked, "What can I say, I love sex with you."
"It is pretty hot."
Amy looked ahead and saw a small spur trail and paused when came to it, "Yeah, the spontaneity is great." Alex nodded, and she turned onto the spur trail that led into some pines.
"Where are you going?"
"WE are going back into the trees, and WE are going to find out how my ring looks wrapped around your cock with my lips."
They hurried off the trail and did just that, starting off their engagement and later marriage the right way.
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Chapter 1-Mid March
*New Jersey*
"Son of bitch it's going to be an early morning." Brandon thought to himself as he jogged across the field to the third base coach's box. He glanced at his watch which read "10:15." His team had been locked in a 2-2 pitchers dual since the 5th inning and it was now the 11th. Add a later than usual start time due to a wet field and this game was starting to stretch pretty late. Plus, he was flying out at 7am to Vegas for the ACM's and the team still had a 45-minute drive back, plus it'd be another half hour after that before he could head home.
Brandon took his spot and looked down the line at his leadoff hitter, the opposing team was getting deep into their bullpen, and due to pitch counts, the kid on the mound would have to go the rest of the game. Knowing this, he gave his batter, a fast left fielder, the "swing away signal" and with the first pitch being outside, the kid jumped on it and drove the ball into right field. He rounded first with Brandon's assistant Matt, sending him onto second. The throw from right was good, so Brandon gave his runner the holdup sign, and the kid was into second easily.
The next batter up was given the same signals, and quickly got behind in the count 0-2, the next pitch was right down the middle, and the kid saw it, driving a short ground ball into shallow center, holding runners on the corners after a throw to the plate from center. The third and fourth batters went down swinging, leaving the Panthers with runners on the corners and two outs. As the fifth spot stepped into the box, the opposing coach called time, and called his infield to the mound, allowing Brandon's batter and the runners to meet him and Matt at second. "I figure he's going to pull the field in, expecting a bunt, especially after your last two at bats."
His players nodded, and turning his attention the batter said, "So here's what I want you to do, show bunt, and as soon as he commits, get ready to swing."
Matt nodded, "Expect it high in the zone."
"Exactly. You don't have to kill it, just a line drive that finds some grass will do." Looking at the runner on first, he said, "As soon as he throws, get your ass to second, I want to take away the force."
The ump signaled for play to resume and everyone returned to their spots. Just like Brandon thought, the moment the kid showed bunt, the 1st and 3rd basemen pulled up the line. As the pitcher started his wind up, the batter pulled back and as the pitch was released, Brandon could see it was high, and thankfully the kid laid off for ball one. In the meantime, the runner on first had taken second uncontested, leaving two runners in scoring position. As the batter looked down the line, Brandon gave him the bunt signal, the kid nodded and showed bunt, and harmlessly fouled the ball towards their dugout.
Now with the count tied up, Brandon gave the bunt signal, then the swing away signal, the kid nodded and stepped into the box. Once again at showing bunt, the 1st and 3rd basemen cheated up and with a pitch at about letter height of the jersey, the batter swung and drove the ball between the third base bag and the third baseman. The kid on third scored easily and Brandon could see the left fielder had been beaten to the ball and the kid from second was to the bag before the outfielder had the ball, so Brandon waved him home, barely beating the throw, but putting them up 4-2.
As the dust settled at the plate, the catcher whipped the ball towards second. Brandon turned to see the batter had stumbled and was now caught in a rundown, within two throws, the kid was tagged out, ending the inning.
With the top over, and up two runs, he ran back over to the dugout, "Great job guys! Mitchell!"
A kid at the end stood up, "Coach?"
"Get loose, you're ending this for us."
"I threw Wednesday night?"
"I know but by my count you have 25 pitches left, think you can do this in that amount?"
"You got it coach."
Mitchell Chapman was Brandon's ace, he had pitched 5 scoreless, two nights before, when Brandon pulled him to give some younger guys some time. The kid had come a long way from getting yelled at constantly for hotdogging when he was playing in the field. After tossing with another player for a few minutes while everyone got situated, Mitchell ran to the mound and began throwing with steady rhythm and added some more velocity with each one. After 15 throws or so, Mitchell signaled to the ump he was ready. Brandon signaled the first pitch in, a fastball and Mitchell put it right above the kids' knees, causing a swing and a miss.
Brandon nodded and said to Matt, "Let's see what his curveball is doing tonight." Matt nodded and Brandon signaled it in, causing another swing and a miss. Comfortable that Mitchell was good, Brandon yelled to his catcher, "Nelson, all you buddy."
Brandon's catcher methodically took control of the game, and over the next 15 pitches, Mitchell recorded 2 strike outs, and one ground out to the shortstop, giving Brandon and the Panthers the win.
With the win wrapped up, Brandon and the team boarded the bus and made it back to the school around 11:30; as the players unloaded everything and changed, Brandon and Matt gathered up the uniforms for wash. With the last player pulling out, Matt said, "Dude, get your ass home, what time do you need to be at Newark tomorrow?"
"Flight's at 7, I'm in first class, so as long as I'm there by 6, I'll be fine."
"Oooo look at you Mr. Fancy."
"Shut up dude."
They both laughed before Matt continued, "Seriously dude, go home, I'll handle the laundry tonight and tomorrow."
"Alright, thanks man, I appreciate it."
As Brandon headed out to his truck, he heard Matt yell, "Have fun, I'll be watching for you on the red carpet and TV!"
Brandon called back before climbing in his truck, "They ain't gonna show my goofy ass."
Ch. 2-Saturday: Las Vegas
At 7:30, Sarah woke to the sound of her alarm. She groaned and rolled over to shut it off. She sat up in bed and stretched, taking in the large room that was her suite for the next few days for the ACM's. The awards weren't until Sunday evening, but with her and Amanda performing with Dolly Parton, she had gotten into town the night before, and came straight to the hotel. She had practice at 3, then nothing until her hair and make-up appointment at 2 the next day, dinner with Brandon and her parents before doing the walk-in thing and then the show. Her and Amanda were up for Duo of the Year, Song of the Year, and Album of the year.
Looking around it was all so surreal; just 18 months ago, she was a nobody singing open mic nights at Ole Miss. Now she was in one of the many suites on the Vegas strip, preparing to sing with her childhood idol. She laughed and got out of bed, picking up her phone and seeing a text from Brandon from 3 hours prior that simply said, "Boarded, see you when I get in." She smiled and thought about how nice it would be to see him again.
Since she had been in NJ in February, it had been about a month since they had seen each other. She missed him a great deal, and even though they texted throughout the day and video chatted of an evening, it just wasn't the same as being together, holding each other, kissing, and other things. As she made her way to the dresser to grab some workout clothes, she felt that familiar tingle in her pelvis, the signal that her brain said, "You'll finally get laid again in a few hours." She laughed, changed clothes, and made her way to the private fitness center.
***
One of the perks of dating part of one of the biggest duos in country music was the first-class flights. For Brandon's 6'2 frame, the extra leg room and width made catching sleep a breeze. This trip was particularly nice because the seat next to him was vacant, so he was able to leave his backpack in that seat and stretch out a bit more. When he landed at 10:25, he was well rested and ready for what was set to be a whirlwind couple of days.
Once the plane arrived at the gate, he grabbed his carry-on from the overhead bin, shouldered his backpack, and made his way up the jetway to the bathroom. He used the restroom and texted Sarah to let her know he had landed. She responded with "Great! I just finished working out, I'm going to shower and will be waiting for you. Cya soon"
Brandon made his way out of the secure area of the airport and found a guy in polo shirt and slacks with a sign that read "Brandon Baker."
He approached the man, "I'm Brandon Baker."
"Good morning Mr. Baker, I am Steve Cobb, I was sent by the hotel and Ms. Bixby to pick you up, may I take your things?"
"It's just my carry on, I can handle it."
"I insist." He reached out and gestured for Brandon to hand him the bag.
"Alright." Brandon handed him the bag and then followed Steve out of the airport towards the short-term lot; he placed sunglasses over his eyes as they exited the building. The weather outside was comfortable, much warmer and more sun than the current weather back in New Jersey.
His focus on the weather was soon diverted when heard "Brandon, Brandon!"
He looked to his right and was immediately confronted by cameras and reporters clicking away. He heard, "What do you think about the awards?" "What is Sarah going to be wearing?" "What are you wearing?" "Is she ready to perform with Dolly Parton?" Brandon simply stuck his head down and walked faster, as they got closer to the car, he could continue to hear the questions behind him, now shifting to questions about Sarah buying the house, if he was going to move and were they going to get married.
Just as he was getting ready to turn around and tell them to leave him alone, he heard, "Brandon, over here." Recognizing the voice, he looked up and saw Max and a large man that Brandon had never seen standing beside a black Chevrolet Suburban. The driver Steve shifted towards the vehicle and Brandon took off at a jog and the large man opened the door gesturing for Max and Brandon to get in. As Brandon climbed in, the door shut and the man climbed into the passenger seat, and Steve got into the driver's seat.
"Max, what the fuck is going on?"
Max smiled, "Welcome to Vegas baby. Brandon Baker, meet Nigel Taylor, one of Sarah and Amanda's security."
The large man turned around, reaching out and shaking Brandon's hand, and with a distinct Australian accent said "Nice to meet you mate. Sarah has told me about you, we have a bunch in common."
Brandon nodded, "Really, Nice to meet you." He looked around as they made their way out of the airport and made their way to the strip Brandon said, "What the fuck was that all about."
Nigel turned his focus back to the road and Max said, "Well the paparazzi noticed that when Sarah arrived, you weren't with her, and she ignored them. Then someone spilled that your suit had been delivered, so they've been camping out at the airport hoping to catch you."
"Why me? I'm not famous and I don't know shit."
The other three men chuckled, and Max continued, "Haven't you figured out yet, you're dating her, so you're famous. Plus, you're not famous, you're normal and that's big to them."
Brandon shook his head and pondered for a minute, "Well that's stupid, but okay." He turned his focus from Max to the front seat, "Okay Nigel, what is your deal?"
The big man turned around, "My deal?"
"Yeah, Sarah hasn't mentioned you and then you show up with Max to grab me."
"Oooo, well mate, I was hired along with Oliver, he's back at the hotel, by the record company because the ladies are getting popular. They are a wee bit concerned that there could be issues with fans, paparazzi, crazies, ya know."
Brandon nodded, "So what do you do?"
Max chuckled and Nigel continued, "Basically when they go out, I go with them. I keep people away unless they say it's okay."
"So why did you come to the airport with Steve and Max?"
"Ms. Bixby wants to keep your visit as easy as possible, so she doesn't want you harassed."
Brandon scoffed, "Well we aren't doing very good with that one, are we?"
Nigel showed a bit of annoyance, "We thought that if the paparazzi saw me, they would know you were coming, so we decided to just send the driver in, but it didn't work. I made a mistake."
Realizing he had been rude, Brandon smiled, "Nigel, I'm sorry. That was just unexpected and took me by surprise. It wasn't your fault; I appreciate you being here and especially appreciate you taking care of Sarah."
Nigel's face softened a bit, "Thanks for understanding, we can always blame Max there. I don't want to be overbearing, but I have a job to do."
"HEY! Leave me out of this."
They all laughed and as they started down the Strip, Brandon looked around then asked, "So Nigel, why does Sarah think we are going to get along?"
"I grew up in the bush like you and played ball in the Australian Baseball League before quitting to serve in the SAS."
"Really? Baseball and the Special Air Service? So, you know your way around a bat and a gun."
Nigel chuckled, "You could say that."
They pulled under the canopy of the hotel and Nigel hopped out, opening Brandon's door as Max and Steve climbed out too. Steve handed his suitcase to him, and Nigel handed him a key. "The elevator is straight through the lobby; you are on the 23rd floor. Turn right off the elevator and it's the last door on the right."
Brandon nodded, "Did everything make it?"
Steve pulled out his phone, checked something, then replied, "Yes sir, your suit arrived yesterday, and your golf clubs were delivered this morning before you arrived."
"Nice. Max what time are we playing in the morning?"
"We are leaving at 8:15 with a tee time of 9:15."
"Very nice." Brandon took out his wallet and handed $20 to Steve, "Thanks for getting me and sorry about all the pictures."
Steve laughed, "Thank you, and no need to apologize, it happens all the time."
Brandon turned back to Nigel, "So do I tip you too? This is all new to me."
Nigel laughed, "No need, the ladies and the record company pay me well."
"Can I buy you a drink later then?"
"That I can do, just one thought." Nigel handed him a card with a phone number on it, "That's my cell, call if you need anything. Oliver and I are one floor below you."
Brandon nodded, entered the number on his phone, "Thanks." He slapped Max on the back and made his way into the opulent lobby of the MGM Grand, found the elevators and took one to the 23rd floor, turned right as instructed and made his way to the room, following the directions Steve had given him. He arrived at the door, put his key card in the lock, saw the green light flash green and opened the door.
When he entered the room, he was greeted by a sectional couch with a view of the Strip below with Sarah lounging on it. She looked up from her phone, "You made it!" She jumped up and bounded across the room, throwing her arms around him, and kissing him.
He embraced her, kissing her back passionately. They stayed in that position, kissing and holding each other for a few moments, soaking each other in for the first time in over a month. They eventually released so Brandon could get past the entryway. With a smile she said, "Let me give you the grand tour!"
As she turned away, Brandon couldn't help but stare, she was wearing an oversized t-shirt that hung off one shoulder, revealing that she probably wasn't wearing a bra, and a pair of gray Nike workout shorts that were way too tight and flawless for her to be wearing underwear. She pointed out the bathroom on their right, and Brandon saw a table and four chairs next to the window. They turned right past the bathroom and entered the bedroom which was dominated by a king size bed. The room also had a small desk, and a large closet.
Brandon whistled, "This is pretty swanky."
Sarah grinned, "I guess when you're performing with the queen of country music, they treat you well. Your suit was delivered yesterday and it's in the closet. I saved you one drawer in the dresser."
Brandon walked over and pulled her back into his arms, "I love you." They kissed softly, but the kiss quickly turned more passionate and a bit more aggressive. Brandon reached down, cupped her ass, and lifted her up, causing her to wrap her legs around his waist as they continued to kiss. He backed up slowly and bumped into the bed, causing them to fall to it with Sarah on top of him. Their kissing slowed for a minute as they both laughed.
"So, what do you and we have to do today?"
She kissed him, "We are free until 2ish or so. We have to be at Allegiant stadium at 3 for rehearsal. We are leaving at 2:30."
Looking at the alarm beside the bed and seeing it read 11:08, he replied, "So it's just us for the next three hours?"
Sarah sat up and a devilish grin appeared on her face, "Yes, did you have something in mind?"
"Well, we will need to eat, but right now, I'd like something else."
Sarah continued to grin, but reached down, grabbed the hem of her shirt, and quickly peeled it off, confirming Brandon's suspicions when her breasts dropped free as the shirt hit the floor. "Is this what you had in mind?"
Brandon nodded and pulled her back to him, kissing again before flipping her to her back with a squeal. The kissed her again, then pinning her arms above her head gently, began to kiss from her neck to her collar bone before softly taking her nipple into his mouth, eliciting a moan from her. He rolled her nipple with his tongue before kissing down her body to the hem of her shorts, easing them down an inch or so and kissing where the fabric once was. He heard her moan again as she lifted her hips into him.
He grinned, "I love hearing you." Sarah groaned again as his hands caressed her legs and thighs.
"You make me do it."
He kissed her waist again before lifting his head, "Raise up." Sarah raised her hips and quickly felt the cool air flow over her now naked body as he pulled her shorts off and dropped them on the floor. She lifted her head slightly and saw Brandon slide from the bed, then felt him press her legs apart before slipping between them and feeling his warm breath on her thighs and her wet pussy.
As Brandon moved towards her waiting lips, he took a deep breath savoring the aroma and softly kissing her lips, causing her to push her pelvis towards his mouth. He grinned to himself and thought as much as he wanted to tease her, he had to taste her, slow sex could come later. He reached up, spreading her lips and running his tongue up her slit, before coming to rest against her clit. She moaned, "Yes," as he sucked her nub into his mouth, eliciting another moan before releasing it and licking back down her slit, dipping his tongue into her hole, and drawing out her wetness, causing her to let out another moan.
Over the next minute or so, he sped up, feverishly eating her out, basing his actions off her moans and the movements of her hips. Sarah was helpless as the continual pleasure swept through her body, she was grasping at the sheet, balling them with her fists as she moaned and withered on the bed. She felt herself reaching the edge and when he flicked her clit again, she felt herself burst as her orgasm washed over her.



Sarah moaned, "Oh fuck!" Brandon felt her wetness rolling against his chin and beard. He moved his mouth lower and tried to lick up as much of her wetness that he could, causing her moans to continue as he prolonged her orgasm a bit longer. As her wetness slowed, he continued licking, tasting as much of her as he could, before looking at her as she came down from her orgasm. He smiled as she took ragged breaths, causing her chest to heave and her breasts to bounce.
He stood up and leaned over her, "How was that?"
"Fuck! I haven't cum in a week." She reached up and pulled his lips to hers, tasting herself as she kissed him deeply. She pushed him away and tried to sit up, "You have too many clothes on, get undressed." As he stood straight, he pulled his t-shirt off as she fumbled with his belt, leaving everything on the floor with her clothes. With them both naked, she said, "I will give you a blow job later, I promise, but now I need you inside of me."
Hearing her make demands both made him smile, and also turn him on considering she could be a bit modest in public. With him on the floor and her on the bed, it was the perfect height for him to pull her back to the edge, put her heels on the edge, spread her legs, and step between them to enter her. With his cock lined up, he rubbed his head against her wet lips, causing her to let out a whimper. He slowly pushed into her, causing them both to groan and then sigh once he was inside of her. "God, you feel good."
Sarah was getting ready to reply when she felt Brandon withdraw, causing her to let out another moan. He began to thrust in and out of her, gradually building up speed, causing her to moan with each thrust. With him standing, he didn't have much leverage to thrust hard, but it was clear they were both speeding towards another orgasm. She had to grab the sheets to stop herself from sliding up the bed and away from him, the very last thing she wanted.
Seeing her struggling to stay in place, Brandon leaned forward and grasped her hips, keeping her in place and giving him more leverage. He sped up, pulling her against him with each thrust, grunting as he felt his orgasm nearing. Sarah's moans were beginning to increase in frequency as she felt him speed up; her eyes shot open as he pressed into her and his cock began to throb and with a groan, he began to fill her with the warmth as he coated her walls with cum. With the sudden warmth from him, her own orgasm washed over her; her walls contracting and releasing around him, coaxing as much cum from his cock as she could.
As they both began to come down from their orgasms, Brandon bent forward, resting his head between her breasts as he caught his breath. She gently began to run her hands through his hair, causing him to sigh. "That feels really good."
"I'm glad." She smiled at him as he lifted his head, "I love you."
With a half-smile he replied, "I love you too." They stayed still, nuzzling each other until his cock had softened and slipped out of her. He stood up and Sarah let her legs drape over the bed. With the change in position, he could see a small bit of cum ooze from her, "Want me to get you a towel?"
"You probably should." He walked into the bathroom, grabbed a towel, and came back handing it to her so she could clean up, then she headed to the bathroom.
When she returned, she found him sitting in bed, reclined against the headboard, smiled, and said, "How about room service for lunch?"
"Works for me." They spent the next five minutes figuring out what to order, a salad with chicken for her and a club sandwich for him. After they ordered and were told it'd be about 30 minutes, Sarah began to gather their clothes, then went to the dress, "Whatcha doing?"
"Well while we are waiting, I'm going to go ahead and shower, then take a nap after we eat. Care to join me?"
"Always, I am not a stupid man." Sarah laughed and made her way into her bathroom, where she was soon joined by Brandon. They spent the next 15 minutes, caressing one another and catching up on life and how things would work the next few days. As they dried off, there was a knock at the door, so Brandon grabbed a robe, let the waiter in, tipped him after placing the trays on the table, then walked with him to the door. He yelled "lunch is here."
Sarah walked out wearing a matching robe, "Awww we match."
Brandon laughed, "You look far better in it than I do."
"You look handsome." She reached up and pulled him close, kissing him before pulling away, "Let's eat."
They spent the next 20 minutes eating lunch and continuing their conversations from the shower. Once they finished, Sarah stood, "I'm going to go ahead and get in bed, join me once the cart is in the hallway?"
"Will do." They went their separate ways and when Brandon opened the door, he found Nigel and another man coming down the hall. "Hey."
"Brandon," Nigel nodded, "This is Oliver, the other half of our team. Ollie, this is Sarah's boyfriend Brandon." The man stuck out his hand, shaking Brandon's with a firm grip.
"Nice to meet you. Everything okay?"
Oliver spoke in a clear Boston accent, "Everything is fine, we just walk the halls on occasion. Amanda and Josh are a few rooms down."
"Oh okay."
"Is the plan to still leave at 2:30?"
"That's what Sarah said."
"Alright, we will see you all at the elevators then."
"Will do."
After shutting and locking the door, Brandon returned to the bedroom to find Sarah reclined on the bed, with the sheets piled at her waist and her breasts out, "Just gonna sit there for the world to see." He said with a chuckle.
"Just for my world."
He laughed as he shed his robe, leaving him naked just like her. He climbed into bed as she put her phone down, "Spare me the mushy stuff."
He lay down and killed the bedside lamp and Sarah snuggled up to him, laying her head on his chest as he wrapped his arm around her. She sighed and said, "I set an alarm, I love you."
He grinned, "I love you too, and I guess the mushy isn't so bad." She laughed softly and they drifted off to sleep.
Chapter 3-Saturday afternoon and evening
Sarah's alarm went off at 2 as planned, causing them both to stir. Sarah got up first and spent the next 20 minutes in the bathroom dressing and fixing her hair and make-up. Brandon got up about 15 minutes later after checking emails and responding to some messages about an essay he had assigned. Standing in front of the dresser and closet he yelled, "What the hell do I wear to this?"
Sarah laughed from the bathroom, "Put a pair of jeans and a t-shirt on with your brown boots."
"You sure that's not too casual?"
Sarah laughed and came out of the bathroom, "You'll be fine."
"How can I be fine when you're looking hot?" Sarah had slipped on a pair of black leggings, an orange chunky sweater that partially covered her butt and a pair of orange converse.
She giggled, "Oh shut up, I'm not wearing anything fancy. Now get dressed."
Sarah left the bedroom so Brandon could get dressed, he could hear her working through her vocal warmup as he finished getting dressed and right at 2:30 there was a knock on the door. She opened it to find Amanda and Josh standing there, "You ready girl?"
"I'm so scared."
They were giggling when Brandon came out of the bedroom. "Hey Brandon, glad you made it."
He and Amanda hugged, then he shook hands with Josh, "Yeah, uneventful flight, then some excitement when I got here, but other than that, easy."
Josh remarked, "Yeah, Oliver said you some tag alongs as you left the airport."
Brandon rolled his eyes, "Yeah, talk about annoying."
Sarah smiled, "Okay you two, you can catch up in the car. Let's go."
They made their way to the elevator, found Oliver and Nigel, headed down to the lobby and made their way to the stadium which was a quick 5-minute drive. As they pulled up, Brandon's phone rang, looking down at it, and saw that it was his dad, "Hey, I need to take this, can I catch up?"
Sarah nodded, "Yeah, just come in through here and your pass will be waiting." He nodded okay and answered the phone after a quick kiss from Sarah.
"Hey dad, what's up?"
"Hey son. I know you're busy and in Vegas, and I'm sorry to bother you."
"You're no bother, what's up?"
"It's probably nothing, but I ran into Bill Wilcox at Sheetz in Coudersport today and he asked about you and Sarah. I guess he saw Jess getting out of a car with out of state tags with two guys in suits that didn't look familiar."
"That's odd..."
"That's what he thought, they were going into the Permastone as he was leaving, so he didn't see or hear anything."
Brandon fell silent and thought to himself for a minute before responding, "I don't think the record company would have sent anyone, hell I don't think they know about the incident over Thanksgiving."
"That's what I thought and figured I should call and let you know, maybe it is something with the hospital."
"Yeah, she did mention she was looking at moving up....Alright, I appreciate it. Everything else good?"
"Yep, work is work and your mother is working a ton of overtime with building season coming along. You still coming up in four weeks for trout season?"
"That's the plan, I fly back from here Monday morning early, we have a couple of games the next few weeks, then I'll drive up that Friday after work."
"Sounds perfect, will Sarah be joining us this year?"
He laughed, "No, I told her opening day of fishing season is just for the men. She is fine with it; she is going to be working on stuff for the house."
"Oh okay. Well, I won't keep you any longer. Have fun and tell Sarah hello and that we'll be watching and cheering for her from here."
"Will do, tell Mom I love her."
"I will, love ya son."
"Love you too pop."
Brandon hung up the phone and made his way inside the venue. He came to a security checkpoint and approached the guy manning it, "Brandon Baker, I'm with the Biloxi Broncos."
The guy shuffled through his paperwork and shook his head, "Sorry man, I don't have you."
"Excuse me?"
"You're not on my list, and I don't have a pass for you."
"I'm Sarah Bixby's boyfriend, she just came through here."
The man shrugged, "Sorry dude, no pass, no name on my list means you can't go any farther, you'll have to go back outside."
Getting annoyed, Brandon said, "Hold on, let me call her."
The man stood up, "Sir, you're going to have to go outside."
"Dude, she's my girlfriend, I am supposed to be in there."
The guy reached for his walkie talkie but was stopped by a distinct southern voice, "Germaine what seems to be the problem here?"
Brandon turned around, recognizing the voice, and stood face to face with Dolly Parton. He lowered his phone and stepped to the side. The security guard paused, "I'm sorry Ms. Parton, this man says he should be on the list, and I don't have him or his passes, let me get him out of the way and we can get you all through."
Dolly looked at Brandon, "I've seen you before."
"You have?"
"Yes, you're Sarah's boyfriend, the teacher from back east."
"Yes ma'am."
Dolly laughed, "Cut the formal stuff." She turned back to the Security guard, "Germaine, this man is with the group singing with me tomorrow night. He can come in."
"But Ms. Parton, he is not on the list and my boss has been very clear."
Brandon watched as Dolly shook her head, "I don't care what your boss says, this man comes in with me." It was clear that the security guard didn't know what to do, his eyes darting between the queen of country music and Brandon before finally relenting, "Fine, he can enter as part of your group."
"That's a good boy, we will be doing sound check and rehearsal for the next hour or so, get this squared away and bring him the right passes."
"Yes ma'am."
Turning her attention back to Brandon, "Let's go young man, we've got a rehearsal to get to."
Brandon and the rest of the entourage emptied their pockets and then made it through the metal detector. Once all through, they made their way through the stadium, working towards the field where the seating and the stage was set. Brandon faded to the back of the pack, but it wasn't long before he heard, "Brandon, come up here."
Not quite sure he heard her right, but after seeing her gesture, Brandon made his way to the front of the group and fell into step beside Dolly. She smiled at him, "Sorry about that, sometimes you just have to put your foot down."
"Yes ma'am. Thank you for helping me out back there. I was trying to call Sarah, but I wasn't getting the best signal."
"Glad I can help. Those girls are just the greatest. Their voices and attitudes are something that can't be faked. When I was asked who I wanted to sing with, they were the first to come to mind."
Brandon Smiled, "They will love to hear that."
"So, tell me about yourself."
"Me?"
"Yes silly, how did a teacher snag a hot country star."
Brandon laughed, "Well her manager is a good friend of mine from college. I went to visit her for a few days last fall and Sarah, and I hit it off."
Dolly nodded, "So what is your story?"
"I grew up in North Central Pennsylvania, near the New York border, went to Rutgers in New Jersey after I graduated, got a job teaching there and have been there the last few years."
"That's nice, so how is the distance thing working?"
"It's tough, but we have made it work with the computer and texting. Sarah just bought a house in Nashville, and I am moving in a few months."
"Oh, that's wonderful! Have you found a job?"
"I have. Amanda's fiancé runs a firm that deals with non-profit grants. I am going to work for them, helping to get technology into the classrooms of Nashville and the surrounding areas."
Dolly nodded, "So what do you teach?"
"Social Studies, mainly US Government and Politics."
"Bleck! Politics is so boring."
Brandon laughed, "But it impacts our lives so much, I really think teaching the next generation how to be productive citizens, no matter their views, is so important."
Dolly nodded, "You know education is important to me, you don't have to butter me up."
He laughed again, "Yes I do, I actually want to thank you in person, I received your books once a month growing up and to this day I love to read, and Sarah too."
Dolly smiled, "You're welcome, it's nice to hear how those books have impacted others."
As they neared the field, you could hear the bustle of people setting up, Brandon smiled again, "I have to admit, I was a little nervous when I saw you; thank you again for helping me back there, and as dumb as it sounds, thank you for just being so personable."
Dolly stopped and smiled at him, "You're welcome. Between you and I, I hope you stick around, this business needs more down to earth people, and honey you're in the business now. I see a lot of me and Carl in you two."
Brandon smiled at being compared to Dolly and her husband of over 50 years, "Thank you, I'm finding that out more every day. I will have to say, I can't wait to tell my mom about talking to you, she's going to be so jealous."
Dolly laughed, "We've got a couple of minutes, you got a better signal now?" Brandon checked his phone and nodded, "Then let's call her up."
Brandon hurriedly face-timed his mom, she picked up on the 3rd ring, her face appearing, "Brandon, is everything okay?"
"Everything is great, I have someone here to say hello." He turned the phone and handed it to Dolly. He heard his mother exclaim, "Oh my god!"
Dolly just smiled and talked with his mom for a few moments, before saying "Mrs. Baker, you have raised a wonderful young man. I have to go now and prepare for this big shindig tomorrow night. You take care."
Dolly handed the phone back over and Brandon said goodbye to his speechless mom, chuckling as he hung up. "You just made her entire year, and she is a new grandmother."
Dolly laughed and they walked onto the field towards the stage. Brandon could see Sarah and Amanda already working through some things and they looked up when they heard Dolly yell out, "Good afternoon ladies!" They waved and stopped what they were doing. As they got closer, Dolly looked at Sarah, "Sarah, I found this handsome young man in the entry, I think he belongs to you?"
Sarah smiled at both of them, "That he does. Was there an issue?"
"Oh, just a tiny one, his name wasn't on the guest list, but I took care of that."
Sarah got a confused look on her face, and Brandon couldn't help but notice that Amanda was looking over at Josh with a concerned look. He saw Josh nod and walk off to the side. He turned back to Sarah and smiled, "She took care of me, and we spent the last 10 minutes getting to know each other. She even called mom."
Sarah smiled, "I bet she loved that."
"Oh she did, so where do I go?" Brandon was directed over to a table in the front row and moved to it while Dolly joined Amanda and Sarah on stage.
Brandon took his seat at the table and the rehearsal began. About a half hour later, a security guard appeared with a lanyard and Brandon's access pass, Brandon thanked him, putting it on. Josh reappeared about 10 minutes later, got Brandon's attention, and motioned for him to come with him. Brandon walked off the floor and followed him down a hallway where they could hear each other, "What's up?"
"So I just talked to a couple people I know, and I found out what happened to your pass."
"It wasn't just a mistake?"
"Not at all. The girls submitted their list a month ago of who would be at what events this weekend."
"Obviously Sarah wouldn't leave your name off, so the fact that it wasn't on there was odd, so I made some calls."
"And?"
"You were purposefully removed."
"What? Why?"
"They couldn't tell me why, but I think I know. You remember Jake, Morgan's ex?"
"Just a little bit."
Josh laughed at the obvious sarcasm, "His company has a role in organizing these types of things, I think he had you removed because he's an ass who is still pissed."
"Why though, he and Morgan have been done for like 4 months now, hell she's seeing someone else."
"Right, and I think that pisses him off. I've heard he has tried to contact her, convince her to come back and she keeps shooting him down. So he is going to make shit tough if he can."
"Are we in high school again?!"
"You would think so. Just pay attention, everything is taken care of for the rest of the weekend, I made sure of that."
"Thanks." They made their way back to the floor, talking about their round of golf the next morning, but Brandon couldn't help but think about what Josh had said and wondered if it had anything to do with what his dad had called about the hour before.
They spent another hour watching the rehearsal for the girl's act with Dolly. Brandon eventually pushed the thoughts of Jake out of his mind and just enjoyed the process of preparing for a big awards show. Finally around 5:15 they finished up and the girls gave their guitars to the stagehands and made their way down to the guys.
Amanda spoke while hugging Josh, "Okay, we are famished, dinner please?"
Sarah chimed in, "Yes please, my salad from lunch is worn off."
They all laughed, and Josh suggested a restaurant he knew in old Vegas that would be quiet and less likely to see anyone crazy. They made it to dinner around 6 and wrapped up around 7 before heading back to the hotel. As they reached their floor, they went their separate ways, Amanda and Sarah confirming their appointments and Brandon and Josh confirming departure time for golf at TPC Las Vegas.
***
After getting back to the room, Brandon made his way to the bathroom and to change while Sarah poured them something to drink and popped some popcorn for their usual movie night. After he had done what he needed to, Sarah walked to the bedroom and said, "Grab a blanket and I'll meet you on the couch."



Brandon grabbed a throw from the closet and settled in with their drinks and popcorn; 5 minutes later, he heard the door open in the bathroom and Sarah walked out. He let out an audible sigh before saying, "You really want me to watch a movie when you're wearing that?"
Sarah grinned, "These are just my PJs babe." The PJs as Sarah had called them weren't much more than a pair of blue silk short shorts that could barely be called that considering the bottom of her ass cheeks were clearly showing, and a matching blue cami with black lace drawing attention to her cleavage that was being pushed up by a bra.
He smirked, "You don't wear a bra to bed unless it is a sports bra."
She reached behind her back and before Brandon could comment again, she was pulling her matching blue bra from under the shirt and holding it up for him to see, "Better?"
"Much better." She tossed the bra towards the bedroom and walked up to the couch, climbed under the blanket, and cuddled up to him. With her so close, Brandon couldn't help but stare down her shirt, taking in the view of her cleavage and enjoying the feeling of the silk against his skin, "That fabric is nice."
"I know, it is so soft, now quit staring at my tits and watch the movie."
He shook his head in amusement, "Maybe you shouldn't wear things like that if you want me to focus on other things."
She reached for a handful of popcorn and turned her attention to the movie without saying another word, signaling for Brandon to do the same; he chuckled and focused on the movie, seeing the opening credits of the movie. Brandon had been slowly introducing her to classic 80s and 90s movies, so with his pick tonight, had chosen the class baseball comedy Major League, one of his favorite movies of all time.
A little over an hour and a half later, the movie ended, and Sarah turned to him, "That was pretty good."
"Of course it was good, it's awesome. They even made a second one."
Sarah looked skeptical, "Really, it wasn't that good."
Brandon feigned shock, "How can you say that?! I dunno about this if you don't see the awesomeness."
Sarah grinned and tossed the blanket off of them and moved into his lap straddling his legs and hips. "You aren't with me for my taste in movies."
He ran his hands up her sides, sliding the cami with it; as his hands came even with her breasts, he commented, "No because if I was, we wouldn't have lasted this long." She smirked and his hands continued upwards, lifting the shirt from her body, and exposing her breasts, he dropped the shirt on the couch and moved inwards, their lips crashing into each other as her hands found the back of his head while his found her bare back.
When their kiss ended, he pulled away, "Now these are a definite perk of dating you. She smiled and pulled his head to her chest, whereas she moaned, he kissed, licked, and sucked all of the exposed skin of her breasts.
"Don't leave any marks, we have dinner with my parents tomorrow and my dress for the awards is low."
He smirked and stopped kissing for a moment, "How low?"
"Bottom of my boobs"
"So no bra?"
"Other than the built in, no" Sarah could see his horny brain churning and laughed, "Don't get any ideas." She pushed herself away causing Brandon to frown, "Oh stop with the puppy dog eyes, I'm not going anywhere. Strip" He pulled his clothes off, leaving them on the couch and floor beside them. Sarah turned and seductively stripped her shorts off, exposing no underwear and her bare ass and just a subtle peek of her plump pussy before turning back towards him and smiling. "This is much better."
He smiled, "I agree." Sarah bent forward, allowing her breasts to hang as she pressed his legs apart, then grabbing a pillow, knelt down and softly began to stroke his cock and cup his balls, drawing a groan from his lips. Sarah sighed and then slowly opened her mouth, taking the head of his cock into her mouth, circling it with her tongue, once again causing him to groan.
She pulled her mouth off for a moment and said, "Enjoy this blowjob because you won't get another until after I perform."
Brandon smirked but before he could say anything, she had placed his cock back into her mouth and slowly began to suck it, causing him to moan. For the next five minutes, she seductively sucked and licked his cock while fondling his balls; through his moans, he had to fight the urge to press into her mouth the longer she went. When he couldn't take the pleasure anymore, he gently scooted back, pulling his cock from her mouth.
"Why'd you stop me?"
With ragged breaths, he said, "I was getting ready to start thrusting into your mouth and I don't think that is okay now."
Sarah grinned, "Thank you for always thinking of me." She stood and stepped to where she was straddling his legs, "If you won't thrust in my mouth, how about I ride you."
He grinned, "I would love that, you want to go to the bedroom."
She shook her head, "No, I want to ride you right here." She climbed onto the couch, straddling him on her knees. She leaned forward, kissing him and then said, "Put your cock inside me baby."
He groaned, grabbed the base of his cock and he felt her warmth and wetness pressing against his cock, with a slight adjustment with his hand and her pressing down, he felt his cock easily slip into her. As she sunk down onto him, she moaned as he sighed. Once he was full inside of her, they kissed again, "I love you Sarah."
"I love you Brandon." She began to slowly rock against him, causing them both to groan. Over the next few moments, she sped up, alternating between grinding against him and subtly rising up and down on his shaft. As much as he could, Brandon pressed into her, and kept his lips on her neck and chest. Sarah began to moan louder and sped up before she pushed down into him, driving his cock a bit deeper as her orgasm hit her.
He could feel her walls contracting around him and he pulled her close as her entire body shook in orgasm. As her orgasm began to subside, he gently stroked her back, kissing her skin softly. As she relaxed, she rose from against him, "Wow, that was intense."
He smiled, "I would say so."
They stayed still for another moment, relishing the closeness; Sarah turned her head towards the window, "Look, you can see our reflection in the windows."
Brandon turned, and sure enough against the lights of the strip, their naked forms were clear in the reflection. He chuckled, "Glad we are up high enough that there was no audience."
Sarah laughed and climbed off him, grunting as he slipped free. Brandon looked at her as she turned towards the window, "Ya know, we could always give them a show."
"What?!"
"Just kidding, let's go to bed."
Sarah made her way to the bedroom with Brandon close behind her. She climbed into bed and turned to him, giving him the "come here" finger signal. He approached the bed and climbed on where she met him on her knees, pulling him against her in an embrace and kissing him as he felt his cock slide against the wet folds of her pussy.
They kissed and groped each other before her hand snaked between them, finding his cock and as she softly stroked it, he groaned. She grinned, "We did the cutesy stuff, how about something a little faster?"
Brandon grinned, "Lay on your side."
Sarah pulled away from him and let go of his cock, then lay down like he had said, "Like this?"
"Perfect." Brandon moved behind her and lifted her leg slightly to expose her pussy. He rubbed his cock against her slit, wetting the head before slowly but firmly pressing into her. Once again they both groaned once he was fully inside of her. He let go of her leg, allowing it to rest against the other and tightening her pussy up just a bit more.
With a moan from her, he began to slowly thrust, pressing into her as deep as he could each time. Soon, his cock was coated in her cream, and he was slipping in and out of her with ease. He began to thrust much faster, spurred on by her moaning, he kept thrusting as fast as he could and just as she let out a long moan and an "OH FUCK!," signaling her orgasm, his hit too. As her pussy began to contract around his cock, he let out a moan too, pressed into as deep as he could as his own orgasm shook his body, coating her insides with his cum.
As they came down from their orgasms, they both took deep breaths and relished the flood of dopamine in their bodies. As Brandon began to soften, he slowly slid from Sarah and collapsed on the bed beside her. They lay quietly for a moment before Sarah finally spoke, "That was a new one."
He laughed, "Yeah, didn't want to risk doggy or bending you in half. You have to walk the red carpet tomorrow."
She laughed and smacked his chest, "I appreciate that." She scooted closer, throwing her leg over him as she lay her head on his chest. "I hope that will tide me over until tomorrow night."
"What do you mean?"
"Well you're up early to golf and I've got interviews and hair and make-up, so we won't have a lot of time."
He grinned slyly, "We only need 10 minutes."
She laughed, "I know, but I can't have you cumming inside of me or in my mouth, it might cause issues tomorrow night."
"Well there's always on that great ass or tits of yours."
She grinned and raised up, kissing him before laying back down, "I appreciate the thought, but I much prefer it inside of me somewhere."
He grinned, "I love you and your pathetic attempts at dirty talk."
Sarah burst out laughing, "What are you talking about?! I am awesome at sexy talk."
He laughed in response, "If you need to think that I'll let you tell lies."
Sarah was quiet for a moment before relaxing against him more, saying, "Thank you so much for being here with me."
Brandon gave her a slight squeeze, "No place I'd rather be."
"I love you so much."
"I love you too. Let's get some sleep."
"Can I stay right here?"
"Of course."
Chapter 4-Sunday
The next morning, Brandon and Sarah were woken by his alarm at 7, they stirred from their sides of the massive bed, having rolled away from one another in the night. Brandon sat up and stretched with a groan and mumbled, "Who they fuck made a damn 9:30 tee time."
Sarah laughed as she climbed out of bed and made her way to the bathroom, "I think you can blame Josh for that." Brandon checked some things on his phone, then entered the bathroom as Sarah left, as she passed she stopped and kissed him, "Good morning."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah."
She laughed as he pushed past her, his dislike of mornings clearly apparent. She pulled on a pair of running shorts, a sports bra, a tank top, and found her running shoes. She figured after they ate and he left, she would go down and get a quick workout in before she showered and did the press meet and greet thing the record company had set up. She made her way into the living room and found the room service menu from the night before and set a pot of coffee to brew while she browsed the menu.
About 10 minutes later, Brandon emerged freshly showered and dressed in a pair of blue golf shorts and a white Under Armour polo. "I made coffee."
"God, you're wonderful," he replied.
She laughed and handed him the menu, "I've already picked out what I want, figure out what you want, and we will call it in."
He nodded and began to search the menu, settling on pancakes and a side of bacon while Sarah ordered French toast and a yogurt parfait. They'd called it in, and while they waited, Sarah started to look over information for the day and Brandon cruised through emails and messages from students with questions about the upcoming week. When the food arrived, Brandon tipped the server and set their plates down before showing him out.
As they sat down to eat, Brandon, now more awake, said, "So what does today look like?"
"So you're leaving at 815, I don't have anything until 11. I'm going to work out, then shower before a couple of interviews at 11. Those will last till 1ish, then I'll grab something to eat before I go to the final sound check at 2. I have hair and makeup at 345 here in the room and will be ready to go close to 530."
Brandon nodded, taking a bite from his bacon, chewed, then said, "What time are your parents getting in?"
"Ummm...230 I think. Their room is down a floor."
Brandon nodded, "What about dinner and the rest of the night?"
"We are meeting them at Tom Colicchio's Craftsteak which is here on site at 5:30. After dinner we have about a half hour to change, then leave for the red carpet. Then the awards ceremony and our performance."
Brandon took another bite of his breakfast, "Alright, what is dress for dinner?"
"Slacks and an open collar dress shirt. The suit place sent over an extra pair of charcoal pants and a blue button up."
"Alrighty." He finished eating and checked his watch, and seeing that it was almost 8:15, said, "I gotta go babe, I'll see you at some point."
Sarah smiled, "I love you, have fun." They kissed and Brandon headed out of the room towards the lobby where he was meeting Josh, Max, and one of Josh's friends from college that lived in the area. Sarah finished her breakfast, pulled on her running shoes, and headed the opposite way down the hall towards the elevators that would take her to the fitness center.
***
When Brandon reached the lobby he saw the other two guys already there, Max smiled and Josh spoke up, 'About time you got here."
Brandon laughed, "It is 8:16, it'll be okay. Where are the clubs? And Josh's friend?"
Max responded and gestured towards the door, "They've already been loaded in the shuttle, just waiting on you."
Josh chimed in, "My buddy is just meeting us there."
Brandon shook his head, "Whatever, let's go so I can kick your ass Max and get my ass kicked by Josh." The guys all laughed and made their way onto the shuttle to make the half hour drive out to TPC Las Vegas.
After arriving and getting checked in, they made their way to the range to wait on Josh's buddy Sam. While warming up, Brandon couldn't help but admire the scenery. The course was set amongst houses, but towering over them were snowcapped mountains and surrounding the area was simply beautiful desert, making this easily the nicest course he had ever played on.
Josh saw him pause and look around, "Ever played anywhere like this before?"
"I lucked into a charity foursome at Bethpage a few years ago, but nothing like this."
Josh nodded, "There are a lot of really nice courses in places the girls tour you know?"
"I figured around major cities."
"If you spend any time on tour this summer, I'm sure they could squeeze your clubs in, and you can play."
Brandon laughed, and with a heavy dose of sarcasm said, "Right...like I could get on those places."
Josh smiled, "You actually could. Morgan could set it up, and if Sarah went with you, courses would love it for the notoriety of famous people other than golfers on the course."
"Really?"
"Oh hell yeah, it'd be easy for you to get on, especially since you're not horrible. What are you down too?"
"Umm I figure about an 8, I haven't played an actual round yet with the new sticks. I was a 10 until I got the new clubs and spent some time with our school's coach in a simulator through January and February, will have to see how today goes."
"Oh yeah, they'll have no issue letting you on in a lot of places. You are striking the ball well."
"Thanks, now let me finish my warm-up before you kick my ass and humble me." Josh laughed and let him return to his warm-up routine,
Just as he finished warming up, another cart arrived and a guy about their age climbed out, Josh turned to him, "About time you go here."
The other guy smirked, "You told me tee off was 9:30, it's only 9:20, I don't need all this time to warm up like you do old man."
Brandon and Max laughed at the banter, Josh turned and laughed too, "You two shut up, I'm not that much older than you all."
The guy stood on the line and stuck out his hand, "You must be Max and Brandon, I'm Sam Jones."
They all shook hands and made small talk until 9:25 when they climbed back into their carts to head to the first tee.
Over the next four and a half hours, they played a relaxing round, a few bets here and there, but nothing to major. In the end, Brandon did squeeze out a n 83 for a 12 over round. Which considering his first time on the course for the year he was pretty proud of, plus he only lost to Josh by 2 strokes, and considering Josh had given him five strokes at the beginning, did win him $50.
They made their way back to the clubhouse and dropped their bags and changed shoes before moving to the bar for drinks and appetizers for another hour before Sam had to head back to work, and Josh, Max, and Brandon had to head back to the hotel to begin prepping for the evening's festivities.
***
While Brandon and the guys were playing golf, Sarah got her workout in, then showered before making her way to Amanda's room and heading down to the lobby where they met with Nigel and Oliver and headed off to the stadium for a series of interviews. The interviews were pretty much what they expected, there was a lot of discussion about their performance that night, especially since they were performing the version of 9-to-5 with Dolly and their upcoming summer tour. As they were winding down though, a reporter said, "Sarah, you just bought a house outside of Nashville, are you moving there full-time?"
She smiled, "Yep, with the demands of recording and the business side, along with some other stuff, I needed to be closer to it all."
"Other things; would that happen to be your boyfriend being in New Jersey?"
She put on her best southern charm, "Now come on y'all, you know I don't talk about my personal life."
"Right, but you're making big moves in life and in your career, one would have to assume he is a part of that. After all, he is here this weekend...."
Amanda chimed in, seeing Sarah beginning to get flustered, "Come on, we are about to perform with the Queen of country music, and you want to talk about Sarah and Brandon; pretty pitiful reporting."
Before anyone could say anything, the moderator of the interview stepped in and announced the interview was over and the girls were ushered off stage. They made their way backstage and Sarah let out a loud growl, "Why the fuck can't they just leave us alone?"
Well we are pretty hot..."
Sarah turned and glared, "Not what I'm talking about!"
"No shit Sarah, it's annoying, you don't have to tell me twice. I'm engaged to the head of one of the largest nonprofits in Nashville. We were branded the Nashville power couple when we got together."
"Sorry...it's just annoying. Like you said, we are going to perform with Dolly Parton in like 8 hours and they want to ask about me and Brandon."
Amanda nodded, "Yep, once they find out he is moving to Nashville, they are going to have a field day with that, or until something else becomes tabloid fodder."
"Hmph, someone better do something stupid soon, I'm sick of this kind of attention."
Amanda put her arm around Sarah's shoulder and squeezed, "I get it girl, just can't focus on all the bull shit, you and Brandon are great, our career is great, we go on tour headlining shows in 3 months, it's all part of the experience."
"But what if Brandon doesn't like the experience, the press at the airport rattled him pretty good. I could see it and Nigel said he was pretty testy."
"Oh girl, that boy ain't going anywhere; he's head over heels for you, plus I've seen him look at your ass, he is staying put."
Sarah laughed, "alright, alright. Let's go get some food and run through some stuff before we start getting ready."
"Sounds good to me, Josh and I have dinner with mom and dad at 530."
"Nice! We do too, we are eating at Tom Colicchio's Craftsteak, where are you all eating?"



"Mom loves Wolfgang Puck's, so we are going there."
Sarah nodded and the girls made their way back to the car and back to the hotel, where the guys had returned from golf. Over the next few hours, the girls got some work done for the upcoming tour while Josh and Brandon went over stuff for Brandon's new job; he was technically not working for them yet, but was listed as a "consultant," so he was making about $50 an hour to knock some things off for Josh as they wound down the current year's grants and began prepping for the new year come July 1. Around 3:00, Josh and Amanda excused themselves to go get ready for dinner, while Sarah did the same heading to the shower before the makeup and hair stylist was set to arrive at 3:45.
While Sarah got ready and did her thing, Brandon was able to sit down and answer some emails and grade some things for his students that had been turned in on Friday. He had a couple messages asking when assignments would be graded, something he hated since he tried to get things returned within 24 hours, but with baseball season and the traveling he had been and would be doing, he was falling behind and his AP kids were not pleased about it.
Once he had done all he could, he entered the bedroom and found the clothes that Sarah had mentioned, and pulled them on, before returning to the living room to wait for her to finish up. About 5, the makeup and hair people left, and about 5 minutes later Sarah walked in and like always, caused him to smile, "Wow."
"You like?"
"I love; you look stunning." Sarah's make up was done a bit heavier than normal, but still nothing overpowering, it was supposed to transcend the red carpet, the awards ceremony, and also the performance with Dolly. Her dress for dinner was a greenish blue and only covered one shoulder and fell to her mid-thigh. There was an overlay on her right side that covered the rest of her right thigh to the knee, and it was all wrapped up with a large bow tied on her left hip. Like most of her dresses, it wasn't overly tight, but it definitely fit her well and with the sash, her natural curves were accentuated.
He stood up, "You don't look so bad yourself."
They embraced and kissed softly, both making sure to leave her lips as perfect as they could be. When they pulled away she said, "I can touch up lipstick, just don't get handsy with my face or hair."
He laughed, "That can be later."
She giggled but smacked him with her clutch, "Perv."
"That's me, now let's go collect your parents and head to dinner."
****
They made the short walk through the hotel to the restaurant where Brandon told him their name, and they were instructed to follow the maître d, because Sarah's parents had already arrived. They made their way deeper into the restaurant and could see Sarah's parents sitting in a small alcove booth. When her father saw them, he stood up and stepped into the aisle, causing her mother to do the same. Sarah dropped Brandon's hand and ran as well as anyone in heels, wrapping her father in a hug, "Daddy!"
"Hey darling," Jim Bixby smiled. He released her and Sarah moved to hug her mother, allowing Brandon to catch up, "Brandon how are you?"
Brandon Smiled, "I'm good sir, how about you?"
"Can't complain, no one listens."
Brandon laughed, "I know that feeling." Sarah had then let go of her mom and they had begun talking about their outfits, Susan fussing about how little Sarah's covered and Sarah talking about how she loved her mom's dress choice.
Susan finally looked up and smiled, "Brandon, how are you honey?"
Brandon hugged her and stepped back, "I'm good Mrs. Bixby, how are you?"
"You look so handsome! I've told you to call me Susan and him Jim, we aren't that old yet."
Brandon laughed, "My mother raised me better than that ma'am."
"Well I'm just going to have to talk to her about you dropping the formalities since you're moving in with our girl."
Brandon laughed, "I'll do my best."
"Good, now what do you say we sit down and stop blocking the road?"
They all sat down Jim and Susan having already ordered drinks for the table, A glass of white wine for Susan and Sarah, and Weller on the rocks for Jim and Brandon.
"That's really good bourbon," remarked Brandon.
"This is the full proof, I had it right after Sarah signed her record deal and I drink it whenever there is something to celebrate, and tonight is just that night."
Brandon and Sarah both smiled as the waiter returned for their food orders. With their orders taken, he left, and the table resumed conversation. It had been about 2 months since her parents had seen her, so Sarah dominated most of the conversation, catching them up in more detail about what was going on, and the happenings back home. As their meal came, the focus shifted to Brandon, him catching them up on his world and his progress in packing on the process to move to Nashville in June.
With dinner over, the waiter brought the check and both Brandon and Jim reached for it. "What do you think you are doing son?"
"I'm treating my girlfriend's parents to dinner."
"I don't think so."
Brandon chuckled, not removing his hand from the check, "You fed me for 3 days and let me stay in your house, even if my feet did hang off the bed. Let me buy dinner."
"That was our pleasure, and I got plenty of work out of you while you were there."
Seeing the two men go back and forth made Sarah smile, knowing that they got along made her happy, but she did finally speak up, "Boys, neither of you have to impress me. Why don't you split it?"
"Well, I didn't bring cash..."
Jim snatched it away hurriedly, "Ha, got it."
Brandon shook his head, "Fine, but I will buy breakfast in the morning?"
"That would be fine."
Jim paid the check, and they stood making their way to the entrance. Sarah hugged both her parents, and Brandon shook Jim's hand before hugging Susan. Sarah double checked that her parents knew how to get to their seats and what time they needed to be there by. Once that was confirmed, she and Brandon said goodbye and made their way back to the elevators to begin getting ready for the night's festivities.
Chapter 5-Sunday Night
Once they returned to the room, Brandon was able to get dressed in about 10 minutes, his outfit was very simple. They had gotten him a tailored blue suit that was a bit brighter than a standard blue suit, he paired it with a white dress shirt and decided to forgo the tie, leaving it open at top, and topped it off with a pair of brown dress boots to add just a little bit of country flair to it. He had been trying for weeks, but Sarah had squashed his request to wear a cowboy hat, much to his fake disgust.
Sarah on the other hand had disappeared into the bedroom after coming out of the bathroom and while he could hear her moving around, he hadn't seen her. Right at 6:30, he looked up from his phone when he heard the door click open and heard, "Well, how do I look?"
Brandon looked up and was literally speechless. Sarah always had a way of taking his breath away, but this time rivaled New Years. She stepped out of the bedroom wearing a maroon floor length dress that was held in place with spaghetti straps and a mermaid cut. As she got closer, he could see the dress had a solid underlayer with a lace overlay that showed off a lot of detailed flowers. The dress was a v-neck that was cut below her breasts, suggesting that like she said, there was no bra.
She did a short spin and looked over her shoulder, smirking and said, "How about the back?"
The back was just as gorgeous as the front; the straps over her shoulders were tied in a bow at her waist, while the rest of the back dipped in a vee shape below the bow, exposing her toned lower back and confirming there was no bra, and Brandon was even questioning if she was wearing underwear.
Getting his brain under control as his body tried to make it function while diverting blood to his crotch, he did finally say, "God you're hot."
Sarah grinned and then burst out laughing at the dumbfounded look on his face. "Thanks babe, you look pretty snazzy yourself."
He closed the gap between them and pulled her against him before gently kissing her lips. As he was about to pull away, he felt her tongue touch his lips, and opening them, their kiss deepened. As his hands drifted to her ass, he gave it a squeeze causing her to moan. She pressed her pelvis into him and as he let out an accompanying groan, there was a knock at the door.
They both let out a soft, "Fuck!" before separating and Sarah smoothed her dress and made her way to the door. She opened it to find Nigel, "Is it time to go?"
"Yes ma'am, the car is waiting."
"Alright, Honey, let's go."
Brandon had slipped around the corner and adjusted himself so his bulge wouldn't be as obvious, reappeared, and they headed out the door with Nigel, heading towards the lobby to meet Amanda and Josh. As they climbed onto the elevator Sarah cozied up to him and smiled with a slight fake pout, "We can finish what we were discussing later tonight, alright?"
Brandon faked annoyance, "Good."
Sarah smiled at him playing along with her, "Well this is the OFFICIAL stepping out with me, you ready for your picture to be everywhere in 2 hours."
Brandon laughed, "I don't have much choice, let's go."
***
After arriving at the stadium, they were dropped off and proceeded down a literal red carpet with Josh and Amanda. As the guys walked a few steps behind, Amanda and Sarah stopped to take pictures for photographers and to sign autographs for fans who had been gathered for hours Brandon figured out. On some occasions, he and Josh would be beckoned over to join in the pictures. To walk the 50 yards, it took over a half hour and by the time they reached the official entry, Brandon's face hurt from smiling so much. They passed under an awning and into a tent marking the VIP area; Sarah took his hand and smiled, "That wasn't so bad was it?"
He smiled and softly kissed her cheek, "You tell me, they are here to see you, not me."
She laughed, "That is true, thank you for being here with me, though."
He smiled, "Of course."
They passed through security and made their way to a wall with "ACMs" in black and gold on it. There, they took a couple of official photos before making their way into the stadium to find their table where Jim and Susan were already seated with another couple that looked familiar. As the two young couples approached, the older couples stood, and Amanda introduced her parents Mark and Teresa to Brandon. Brandon smiled, "Oh yeah, we met very briefly at the final tour stop."
Amanda's dad smiled, "Oh yeah, now I remember!" They all found their respective seats, the parents sitting with their backs to the stage, Sarah and Amanda sitting at the head of the table with Josh and Brandon flanking them by their parents. They made small talk until the director came out and announced that they were five minutes from show time.
Precisely at 8:00, the lights dimmed, and music began to play, and Brandon noticed smoke rolling from the left side of the stage and right at 8:01, Zac Brown Band launched into their newest single "Comeback," to kick off the show.
***
Over the next hour with a few commercial breaks, the audience in person and at home were treated to multiple acts, jokes by Carrie Underwood and Brad Paisley, and the awards for the night. Sarah and Amanda had been nominated for a few things but didn't win. As the next commercial break was getting nearer, Brandon had to use the restroom, but didn't want to move seeing as they were in the second row of tables. Carrie and Brad had stepped back on stage to announce Duo of the Year, the final award the girls were nominated for that night.
As the video board on stage began to flash images, Brad began to read off names of the nominees, "Brothers Osbourne, Maddie and Tae, Biloxi Broncos, and finally Dan and Shay."
After the applause had died down, Carrie pulled an envelope from Brad's hand, "And the winner of the Country Duo of the year goes to....Biloxi Broncos!"
As the applause started, Brandon and Josh both grinned and stood as Sarah and Amanda jumped up covering their mouths before hugging their boyfriends and moving onto their parents. It took them another 30 seconds to make it to the stage as they were stopped and congratulated by multiple people.
When they finally made it to stage, they each took their statues from the hosts and Amanda stepped to the mic first, "Wow! This is awesome, I just want to thank my family, my fiancé, my friends, my family. Oops I already said them," causing the audience to laugh, "Thank you so much for this, it means the world."
She stepped away from the mic and Sarah took her place, "Thank you all so much! Holy crap we won something! I want to thank my family and boyfriend, our record company, our support staff, Max and Morgan, you guys are life savers, and thank you to the fans for wanting to hear this thing we call music and giving us a chance. Thank you all!"
To another round of applause they were ushered off stage and the show cut to another commercial break. Brandon hurriedly made his way to the bathroom where he checked his phone after using the bathroom. He found numerous texts from people back in NJ and from his parents. He responded to his parents and Matt, before making his way back out to the floor just as the TV's started rolling again.
Jim leaned forward, "Pretty special huh?"
Brandon smiled, "Yep, now she gets to perform with Dolly, her night is made. Congrats Dad."
Jim smiled, "Thanks, but I didn't do anything, god knows her singing isn't from me."
Brandon laughed and sat back as the next few awards were presented and a few more acts performed. The girls didn't return to their seats, as they were getting ready to perform, but their rewards were returned, and Brandon took a couple of quick photos with Josh of the girl's parents and the statues before shooting off a picture of Sarah's to his parents and sister before pocketing his phone to continue enjoying the show.
***
As the clock got closer to 9:40, he knew that the girls and Dolly were the final act before Artist of the Year and Song of the Year. The TV cut to a final commercial break and returned to the hosts standing back on stage. They spent the next few minutes describing Dolly's life and career, highlighting her humble upbringing, her early work where she almost sold "I Will Always Love You" to Elvis and many other stories. Carrie Underwood finally said, "Here to celebrate Dolly and her music are the Biloxi Broncos!"
The familiar beat to "9-to-5" came on and the curtain rose to expose Sarah and Amanda backed by the house band. Amanda was holding her guitar wearing a silver, long sleeve sequin's dress and matching high heels. Sarah was wearing a similar colored romper and a pair of black ankle boots.
They both smiled to the crowd and Sarah launched into the opening verse:
"Tumble outta bed,
And I stumble to the kitchen,
Pour myself a cup of ambition,
And yawn and stretch,
And try to come to life."
Sarah paused with a smile as she danced, and Amanda picked up the next verse:
"Jump in the shower,
And the blood starts pumpin',
Out on the street,
The traffic starts jumpin',
The folks like me,
On the job from 9 to 5."
As the crowd started to sing along, the girls came together and started into the chorus:
"Workin' 9 to 5,
What a way to make a livin',
Barely gettin' by,
It's all takin' and no givin',
They just use your mind,
And they never give you credit,
It's enough to drive you crazy,
If you let it,
9 to 5, for service and devotion,
You would think that I would deserve a fair promotion,
Want to move ahead,
But the boss won't seem to let me,
I swear sometimes that man is out to get me."
As the chorus ended, the girls started to clap and as the band softened for the next part, Dolly herself walked on stage wearing a sparkling gold pants suit and began to sing the next verse while Amanda and Sarah danced behind her. The crowd stood and joined in as she finished the verse and signaled for Amanda and Sarah to join her at the front of the stage.
As they came even with her, they all three started singing the chorus, causing the crowd to erupt in cheers. Brandon couldn't help but smile at seeing the fun that Sarah was having, performing with one of her biggest idols, in front of some of country music's biggest stars. As they wrapped up the chorus, the crown let out a thunderous applause and the three women bowed. Amanda and Sarah took a few steps back, giving Dolly the stage that she so deserved. As the crowd continued to clap, the hosts reappeared and presented Dolly with a plaque signifying her contribution to country music, and music in general.
As the clapping died down, Dolly gave a short speech thanking everyone for all the support, making sure to thank Amanda and Sarah for doing her song justice before the director signaled that time was about up. As the lights on stage faded, Sarah, Amanda, and Dolly made their way backstage, leaving the crowd on the floor to begin milling around and talking before slowly making their way to the exits.
Brandon, Josh, and the parents sat down for a few minutes before both the guys' phones went off, they each read the texts then looked at each other, "The girls?" They both laughed and nodded before standing. Josh said to the rest of the table, "That was Amanda and Sarah, they want us to come backstage."
Amanda's mother said, "I thought we were meeting them back at the entrance?"
Brandon chimed in, "That was the plan, but they want us to come backstage."
Josh led the way with Brandon bringing up the rear; they came to a security guard and Josh said, "Guests of The Biloxi Broncos and Ms. Parton."
The guy checked his iPad and then smiled, "Right that way, make your first right."
They moved beyond the rope and made their way along the side of the stage into a long hallway before making the right as the guard had said. They entered what was effectively the green room and Brandon could see Sarah's back to him but heard Amanda say, "Oh they made it!"
Sarah turned around, exposing that she had been talking to Dolly; her face lit up seeing her parents and Brandon, "Hey!!!"
Josh nearly got run over as the parents rushed the girls hugging them and congratulating. Brandon stepped to the side beside Josh and nodded to Dolly, "Ms. Parton, nice performance."
Josh nodded in agreement and Dolly responded, "Oh honey, these ladies of yours' stole the show."
Before anyone else could respond the group hug in front of them had broken up, and the girls began to introduce their parents to Dolly and the group spent the next 10 minutes making small talk about the show, the careers of both the girls and Dolly, and about Vegas in general.
An aide appeared and spoke to Dolly, leading her to say, "Well it appears my ride is here. Ladies it has been a pleasure, folks it was very nice to meet you. She hugged each of them and hugged Brandon last, "You stay out of trouble young man, I won't always be there to bail you out."
Brandon laughed, "I'll try. Thank you for everything."
Dolly grinned and headed out. Once she was gone, the girls turned to each other and squealed again about their awards. Once they had calmed down, Amanda said, "Okay, we have to go get changed for the after party, then we will be out."
Brandon smiled, "Sounds good." Sarah ran up and gave him a quick kiss before she and Amanda stepped into a room off the one they were in to change.
Amanda's mom Teresa turned to them, "Gentleman, that is our cue to leave, would you mind walking us out."
"Of course not, "Josh said with a smile. He and Brandon walked the couples out to the pick-up area and made their individual arrangements for breakfast the next morning before they all went their separate ways.



After the cars left, Josh and Brandon returned to the green room and within a couple of minutes, the girls emerged in their dresses from earlier. Seeing them, both girls smiled, and Sarah let out a "Let's Party!"
***
They made their way to the elevators and then onto the suite level of the stadium where the official after party was set up. When they walked in, they were greeted by a staffer who explained where the food and bar was and where their assigned table was. They walked to the table and dropped Brandon and Josh's jackets off before making their way to the bar and to the buffet line. Like the New Year's party, Brandon was astonished by all of the people he had loved listening to on the radio were now coming up and congratulating Sarah and Amanda and introducing themselves to him.
Over the next 2 hours, they ate, drank, danced, and even broke out into a little karaoke. It was entertaining to watch some of the biggest names in the business sing classic rock and even a little rap music. As the clock neared midnight, the four of them found themselves back at their table, munching on crackers and sipping drinks. Both girls had kicked their heels off and Sarah had her feet in Brandon's lap; she yawned, "I'm about partied out."
Amanda nodded, "Me too, it has been a long ass day."
Josh replied, "Well, what do you say we head back to the hotel?"
Sarah and Amanda both nodded their heads and moved to put their shoes back on. Brandon pulled out his phone, texting Nigel to let him know they were on their way down and received a text back that the car would be ready. They spent the next 5 minutes saying goodbyes before heading back to the elevators and then making their way outside to the waiting car.
They made the short 5-minute drive back to the hotel, but instead of pulling in the front, they moved around to the side of the hotel, "There a problem with the front doors?" asked Brandon?
Oliver turned around, "Lots of press after you ladies won your awards, figured we'd go in a bit softer."
They all nodded, and Josh replied, "Thanks for that."
They pulled in a side entry and climbed out, making their way down a narrow hallway to a bank of elevators Brandon had never been on, "Oh I recognize this, I used these to get to the gym," Sarah commented. They rode the elevator to their floor and then stepped out, walking down the hallway together. They came to Amanda and Josh's room first, and all paused to say goodnight and goodbye.
Josh asked, "When do you fly out?"
"In the morning, we're having breakfast with Jim and Susan at nine, then my flight leaves right at noon. Puts me back into Newark at 8:30."
Josh and Amanda nodded; Amanda hugged him and wished him safe travels before telling Josh she was gonna shower. Josh told her he'd be in shortly and he and Brandon talked about some things for Brandon to get done before the end of the month. After shaking hands and Sarah's hug, Josh headed into his room and Brandon and Sarah made their way down the hall to their room. Brandon used his key card to open the door, holding it for Sarah to enter ahead of him.
Once they were both in the room, Brandon slipped the do not disturb sign on the door and latched the security latch. Sarah made her way to the table and dropped her clutch on it and kicked her heels off, shortening her by a couple inches. Brandon took his suit jacket off and draped it on the chair next to her clutch and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her against him.
"Congratulations baby."
She grinned and relaxed against him, "Thank you." They stood motionless and gazed out the window at the lights of the city, Sarah eventually spoke again, "I'm going to go shower, getting out of this dress is much easier with 2 people."
She turned in his arms to face him, he looked down at her, "How'd you get into it by yourself?"
She gave him a sultry smile, "I can get in and out of it by myself, it's just much easier," she reached up and kissed him softly, "and it's a lot more fun with two..."
He smirked, "Is that why you and Amanda took so long?"
She giggled and smacked his chest, "You wish, now come shower with me." He released his arms from her waist but as she walked towards the bedroom, she kept ahold of his hand, pulling him with her until they were in the bathroom. She opened the glass door of the shower and turned the water on to begin heating up. She shut the door and stepped back a couple of steps, Brandon had already unbuttoned his shirt and was dropping it to the floor.
Sarah looked over her shoulder and pushed her hair out of the way, "Untie me."
Brandon reached down, untied the bow which had been double knotted, "You didn't want that to come undone, did you?"
With the bow untied, Sarah responded, "Nope," and began to pull a bit on the front of her dress before saying, "Unzip me."
In the small of her back, he found a very small zipper and carefully began working it down. Just as he had suspected before they left, there was no underwear because the top of her ass crack came into view and the zipper reached its stop midway down her toned ass.
He smirked, "No underwear?"
She turned and her dress, now completely loose, fell to the floor in a heap, leaving her naked in front of him. She reached for his belt, "Well I did have underwear on when we performed, but I took them off after getting dressed for the party. They're actually in your jacket."
Brandon began to make a comment, but Sarah knelt in front of him as his belt came undone, which was quickly followed by his pants and seeing her naked on her knees and his pants around his ankles, caused his cock to continue its hardening, having started when he started undoing her dress.
With his cock sticking straight out, level with her face, Sarah opened her mouth and gently took the head into her mouth and sucked gently. Brandon sighed as the head was enveloped in the warmth of her mouth. She sucked on the head for a moment, swirling her tongue around it before letting it slip from her mouth and said, "Let's get in the shower."
He offered her a hand and she stood up and on keeping ahold of his hand they walked into the warm and steamy shower. As he shut the door and turned back towards her, Sarah was pressing her body against his, pressing her tits against his chest and trapping his cock between her legs.
He groaned and managed to say "Hello," before she had reached up and pulled his mouth to hers. As the warm water washed over them, they passionately kissed and Brandon's hands wandered from her back to her ass, eliciting a moan into their kiss as their tongues danced with each other. Sarah began to rock her hips gently, her own wetness mixing with the water, allowed her to slide her pussy lips along Brandon's hard cock, causing him to moan too.
They pulled their lips apart, both a bit short of breath and smiled at each other. Sarah spoke first, "Do you mind if I wash my hair."
"Only if I can wash the rest of you."
"Mmmm, that sounds nice." She turned around and bent forward to reach her shampoo, pressing her ass against Brandon purposefully and when he groaned, she couldn't help but smile. Standing up, she stepped under the water, soaking her hair, before squeezing shampoo into her hand and massaging it into her hair and scalp.
As she felt the gel and hairspray rinsing from her hair, she felt Brandon's hands on her body. He had knelt down behind her and with soapy hands was washing up her legs; as he got to her knees, she shimmied her feet apart giving him higher access. What she didn't realize was that by doing so, her ass shook right in his face causing him to grin, and kiss her ass softly, then nibbling on it causing her to squeal, "Hey! That's my butt."
Brandon grinned, "Yes it is." and continued washing up her legs, making sure to caress every inch he could. His hands were beginning to lose their soap which was good because he was nearing her pussy, even with the hot shower, he could feel the heat emanating from her, causing him to pause and gently rub her lips, causing her to moan and pause with her hair. As he moved his hands and stood up, Sarah whimpered, "Why'd you stop?"
"I'm out of soap, and I'm only half done."
Sarah turned around, pressing her body against his, once again pressing her breasts to his chest and trapping his hard cock between them. She wiped the soap from her eyes and opened them, "I need to rinse and put conditioner in."
Brandon nodded and caressed her back as she rinsed the shampoo from her hair, bending her head back and exposing her neck. He took the opportunity to lean in, kissing her exposed throat as she sighed and wiggled her body against his; once again even with the heat, he could feel her firm nipples pushing against him. With her hair rinsed, she straightened back up, causing him to also straighten. She reached for her conditioner, sliding their bodies against one another. Brandon signed, "You're enjoying this."
She massaged the conditioner in and smiled, "And you're not?"
"Oh, I am."
"Well good, can you finish washing me?"
"Let me wash off real quick." Sarah nodded and let the water flow over her shoulders, causing a river then a waterfall of water to cascade over and down her breasts. Brandon grabbed his soap and hurriedly washed off, before placing it back on the shelf and telling her to turn around.
When Sarah turned around, she immediately felt Brandon's cock pressing against her ass and gave her ass a bit of a shake and allowed his cock to slip down her cheeks and settle between her thighs. She felt him reach around her and grab her soap, lather his hands up, then those hands found her body.
His hands found her hips and massaged the soap into her skin, before sliding them around to her lower abdomen and traced a finger across the very top of her slit, causing her to shimmy her hips, slipping his cock along her slit causing them both to moan. His hands crept upwards and as she felt his warm breath in her ear, the next sensation she felt was him taking each of her breasts in his hands, cupping them firmly, then pinching her nipples. She once again groaned and pressed back into him. For the next minute, they stayed just like that, him cupping her breasts and her grinding her ass against his pelvis; both of their breath began to become ragged and their motions more unsteady.
Finally, Sarah stepped out of his grasp with a grunt and turned around to face him, "Step back." He did and she took a step with him, then knelt in front of him; in this position the water was just barely hitting her feet and ass. She reached out and took his cock in her hand, it was wet from the water and her own slit, and softly began to stroke it, causing him to sigh. She softly kissed the head then looked up at him, "Here is how tonight is going to work since I'm the winner." He grinned and she continued, "I'm going to suck your cock now, then we are going to dry off and go to bed." Brandon nodded as she paused before continuing, "Once we are in bed, you're going to stick this inside of me. Once you're ready to cum, you're going to shove it in my mouth and cum there. That work for you?"
"Anything you want."
"Good." Sarah kissed the head of his cock again before kissing down the shaft, then licking back up it. As she took the head into her mouth, her hand found his balls and began to roll them in her hands as she worked her lips along his shaft. She tasted her own wetness, intermingled with his usual taste and the scent of their two soaps. She ran her tongue along the underside as she slid her lips along the shaft.
Hearing him moan her name as she did, only spurred her on; in the back of her mind though, she knew that if she went too long, he would cum and she wouldn't get his cock inside of her, so after a minute or so, she pulled her head off and stood, "Alright, get out and get dried off."
Brandon sort of grunted as he willed his brain to function and turned the water off before stepping out and handing Sarah a towel and grabbing one for himself. They both dried off over the next minute or two, neither saying anything, just staring at each other and getting as much water off of them as they could. Brandon finished first, "I'm done."
Sarah ran the towel back over her one more time, "Me too, I'll just leave this on the pillow."
Sarah walked ahead of him, allowing him to smack her ass and causing her to let out a bit of a moan. They reached the bed and Sarah climbed on, sticking her ass in his face as she draped the towel on the pillow. With the towel in place, she turned to find Brandon had climbed onto the bed also. She reached down and stroked his firm cock, "How would you like me knowing what I want?"
Brandon looked around and noticed a mirror on the opposite side of the room, he grinned and said, "Feet on the floor lean over the bed and look in that mirror."
Sarah looked at where he had gestured and smiled, "Ooo sexy."
She kissed him before moving around him and taking up the position he had said. She spread her legs for stability as he climbed off the bed and got behind her. She looked up as she felt him press against her, seeing him completely behind her, and her tits hanging down, causing her pussy to flood at the perfect time as he pressed his cock into in a single motion.
She closed her eyes and let out a moan as she felt his pelvis meet her ass cheeks, and heard him say, "Open your eyes."
She opened her eyes and her face contorted in pleasure as he began to thrust in and out of her. He grabbed her hips and began to thrust faster. Seeing him thrust, seeing the pleasure on his face and her body move with each thrust, simply turned her on more. She felt one orgasm rolling through her body as she let out a long moan; instead of slowing down like he usually did though, Brandon maintained the pace and kept thrusting, prolonging her orgasm for every bit of thirty seconds.
As her orgasm finally subsided, he slowed down for a moment and as she turned to him to say something, he scooted closer and began to thrust down into her, hitting her g-spot and sending waves of pleasure through her again and within 5 or 6 thrusts, she felt another orgasm role through her body.
As her second orgasm hit, Brandon felt her walls contract around him, then felt his shaft and even his balls become wetter. This new feeling just spurred him on, and he began to pick up the pace. He was doing everything he could to hold back, but the physical feelings running through him, along with the visual of fucking her in the mirror, he quickly felt his orgasm beginning to boil. He thrusted 2 or 3 more times before exclaiming, "I'm gonna cum!"
He stepped back and Sarah quickly turned around, dropping to her knees and immediately took his cock into her mouth. Her own juices coated his cock, and the taste was immediate, but did nothing but turn her on more. She sucked as much of his cock into her mouth as she could and as she pulled back to just the head, she rolled his balls in her hand and she heard a grunt, then the first jet of cum hit her tongue. She quickly swallowed and the next jet was followed by another 4 or 5 which she greedily swallowed too.
Looking down as his orgasm rocked him, he could see her quickly swallowing his load and as his orgasm began to subside, she began to clean his cock up with soft movements of her lips. Once she got him cleaned up, she let his softening cock slip from her mouth before standing up and climbing back into bed.
Brandon moved into bed beside him, his knees weak from the intense orgasm he had felt, "Wow." Sarah smiled and curled up against him, softly tracing her fingers along his chest muscles. They lay like this for a few moments, bathing in the after-sex glow before Brandon spoke again, "I think I won tonight, not you."
Sarah laughed and propped herself up on her elbow, "How about we both won?"
Brandon pulled her back down, kissing her and smiling, "Okay, I can agree with that."
She lay back down, and they cuddled a bit longer, "Mom and dad will be up at 9 for breakfast."
"So we need to be dressed by 8:45?"
"Yeah...." She fell silent for a minute and then pressed closer, "Do you really have to leave tomorrow?"
Brandon sighed, "Yeah, but we will see each other in two weeks."
"But that's only for a day."
He squeezed her, "I know but it's better than nothing."
They lay quietly for a few moments until Sarah spoke again, "I guess so, I can't wait until you move for good."
"Me either, I love you."
"I love you too, goodnight baby."
***
Brandon's alarm went off at 8, he groggily shut it off, hoping to avoid waking Sarah, but when he rolled back over, he found her reclined against the headboard reading a book. She smiled, "Good morning."
"Good morning to you too." He sat up and stretched before leaning over to kiss her. When he pulled back he said, "What are you doing up?"
"I went ahead and ordered breakfast to be delivered, and figured I would do some reading."
"Nice, I'm going to go shower, care to join me?"
She giggled, "I'd love to, but we both know my parents will be early and them finding us in the shower together may cause Dad to have a heart attack."
He laughed, "Come on, they have to know I didn't sleep on the couch while I was here."
Sarah laughed, "Oh they know, but they like to stay blissfully naive."
Brandon groaned, "Fine!" He pouted a bit as he got out of bed, found a pair of underwear and a pair of sweats.
He made his way to the shower, and as he shut the door, he heard Sarah yell, "Nice ass." He chuckled and started his morning routine and thought through the next few weeks. When he got back, he was scheduled to drive to Nashville the weekend after, taking his first load of stuff down, then back home quick for work and more games, then to his parents for fishing with his dad the first of April, then after getting back, would have a week of normal before departing to Myrtle Beach for a tournament. Sarah was going to fly in and meet him there for a few days before they began the mad dash as he called it to the end of the school year, and Brandon moving by the end of June.
He finished rinsing his hair and stood under the hot stream for a moment, thinking to himself, "This is a really big deal. You're going to be busy, and you have to keep things in order or it's all going to fall apart." He climbed out of the shower, dressed, and returned to the bedroom where he found his suitcase open but packed and could hear Sarah talking out in the main room.
He put his toiletries in his suitcase and exited the bedroom to find Sarah and her parents sitting at the table drinking coffee, he smiled, "Morning everybody."
They all greeted him and after pouring himself a cup of coffee, he joined them where Jim asked, "What time is your flight?"
"Noon, how about yours?"
"We leave at 2:30."
"That's not too bad, gets you back home around 5: 30."
Susan chimed in, "Yeah, we didn't want to spend all day traveling. Sarah says you're going to Nashville in a couple of weeks?"
"Yeah, the weekend after next. I'm going to drive down and bring a load of stuff."
Jim took a sip of his coffee then said, "That's a pretty good haul isn't it?"
"Yeah, it's about 13 hours or so. I'm gonna drive halfway Friday night, then the rest Saturday, then leave around 8 Sunday morning."
A concerned look appeared on Sarah and her mother's faces, Susan spoke first, "Can you take Monday off?"
"I could, but we have a game that night, plus I'm taking a few days off in mid-April for a tournament in Myrtle Beach, so I don't want to take more time off."
"What if you rented a truck to bring stuff down, then flew back home?" Sarah asked.
"I can just drive it, it'll be a long day Sunday, but the rental fee and then a flight is a bit out of the budget."
"I can cover it..."



Brandon interrupted her rather curtly before she could say anything more, "It's fine. I don't want you to pay for this, it was my idea and it's really not a big deal."
"Okay...I just worry."
The tension was clear, but before they could speak, there was a knock at the door and Brandon stood, "That must be breakfast."
He walked to the door leaving Sarah and her parents at the table, Jim was the first to speak, "That's the first time I've seen him frustrated."
Susan nodded and Sarah spoke, "I think the move is stressing him a bit, especially since I bought the house, and spring is busy for him with teaching, the online college class he does, plus coaching and he's already started some stuff for Josh for the new job."
"Can he handle it all?" Susan asked.
"He's been handling it all so far, but that's the first time it's been really visible."
Jim nodded, "Is everything else okay?"
"Jim!" Susan said in a hushed tone.
"What? I just want to make sure he is treating her okay."
"Yes daddy, everything is okay. He's just stressed, we are fine."
"Okay, if you say so."
Sarah relied sternly, "Yes, I say so."
Before anyone could say anything else, Brandon wheeled the cart in and began to place food on the table while Jim put down plates and silverware. Once everything was set out, Jim led them in prayer and they began dishing out food and made small talk while they ate, talking about the awards from the night before, Sarah and Amanda's summer tour, what Brandon would be doing for Josh's company and other mundane things. Even though the conversation had taken a more lighthearted turn, there was still obvious tension over the idea of Brandon's quick weekend.
With breakfast finished and the clock nearing 10:30, Jim and Susan excused themselves, telling Brandon goodbye and to have a safe trip back that day and to be careful on the drive to and from Nashville in the coming weeks. He thanked them and after seeing them out, he walked back into the bedroom to finish cleaning up his things. Sarah came in, sat on the bed, and watched him finish packing while trying to read her book.
"I wish you didn't have to leave."
"Well, it's only a few more months, then you're stuck with me."
"Stuck with you?"
He smirked, "Yeah you can't get rid of me once I move in."
"Oh..."
He looked up, "It's a joke Sarah."
"Sorry, I'm just a bit out of it."
He smiled, "Don't be sorry, it's fine."
"Okay, what time do you want to leave?"
"I texted Nigel and said to have a car ready at 11."
"Okay." She got up and walked around the bed, wrapping her arms around him, and pressing her head into his chest.
She felt his arms embrace her, then felt him kiss her head, "I love you Sarah."
She felt a tear in her eyes but quickly pressed the, away, "I love you too."
They stayed like that until Brandon's watch flashed, signaling a text that the car was ready.
When he tried to pull away, Sarah didn't let go, "Babe I've gotta go."
"I know, but I don't want you to."
"I'll see you in two weeks, it'll be fine."
"About that, will you please let me..."
He cut her off again, "Sarah, you're not paying for anything, I've got this."
"But if you rented and flew..."
"Sarah, no. I'm driving down as planned and that's that."
She nodded but frowned, then said softly, "Okay."
He pulled her back into a hug, "This is something I have to do on my own, I appreciate your help, but this is me, it's my move."
"But we are moving in together, so I'm involved."
"It'll be fine, this is a one-time thing."
"If you say so."
"I do, now I have to go."
She finally let go, "Okay. Be careful and let me know when you land."
He smiled and kissed her before replying, "Always do, I love you."
Chapter 6- Late March
The next two weeks went by in a blur for Brandon. They played eight games over the two weeks and the end of the 3rd grading quarter hit, adding to his already busy schedule. Outside of work, he spent most evenings sorting through things, and trying to decide what he could haul to Nashville.
The Thursday before he left, he finally decided on some basic furniture like his desk, the spare bed, and other things from the spare room. He boxed up the majority of his summer clothes and some other things that he didn't think he would need from his kitchen. Seeing how Sarah wasn't going to be visiting, he packed up all of the stuff he had bought for her and things that she left. As he looked at everything by the door that night, he felt a bit of nervousness creeping back in.
He sat on the couch and thought to himself, "What if I'm making a mistake? I'm giving up everything I've known and doing something completely new." He took a sip of the bourbon he had poured as more thoughts raced through his mind, "What if living together doesn't work out? The longest we've ever spent together is 5 days." As more and more thoughts ran through his brain he began to feel even more anxious.
He finally stood up and decided to go for a run to clear his head. He spent the next 20 minutes on a short 2-mile loop around his neighborhood and allowed his thoughts to clear and when he got back, he definitely felt better, but he couldn't help but feel at the same time that he could be making a mistake. He found a text from Sarah on his phone when he returned, confirming their usual call that night. He replied back that he was going to shower, then he would call her.
Once he showered, his call was answered by a chipper Sarah, "Hey! How are you?"
"I'm good, just finished a run and a shower."
"Uh oh, you're running?"
"Yeah, needed to clear my head."
"Oh....what's wrong?"
Brandon stayed silent for a bit, trying to gather his thoughts before finally saying, "I dunno, I've never done anything big like this move other than when I moved here the first time, and I can't help but feel anxious."
"Why are you anxious?"
"I dunno, I'm still worried you're going to wake up one day and decide that you want something more than a teacher."
"We've been over..."
"I know we've talked about this a bunch, but I just can't help but feel like I'm in some dream that I'm going to wake up from. Now that I'm looking at all this stuff sitting here to be loaded in the morning, shit's getting real, and I think I may be freaking out a bit. Plus, with everything with the team and the trip, plus going home, I feel like I'm going in 29 different directions and doing everything a bit half-assed. Hell, I made a stupid call last night and sent a kid home when I should have held him because I was thinking about tomorrow."
Sarah sat silently, trying to think of a way to calm him down from 800 miles away, "I'm sorry you're worried, would it be better for you if we scratched this weekend?"
"No, that's the thing, I'm excited to see you like normal. I can't wait to get on the road and get to you and see the house. I can't wait to hold you and sleep in our bedroom."
"Oh...okay, is there anything I can do to make things easier?"
He chuckled, "No, I don't think so. I just need to suck it up and get my shit together."
"I think you're doing really well; you're juggling a lot of different things right now. I just don't want to be something you juggle or that makes your life harder."
Feeling more relaxed Brandon smirked, "You make plenty of things hard for me."
Sarah giggled, "Perve, you know what I mean."
He laughed "I know. Thanks for listening to me vent."
"Of course babe. We are in this together. You will get your turn to listen to me vent; just wait until we are a month out from the tour, and we start rehearsing."
Brandon laughed, "Noted. Okay, I hate to cut it short, but I'm gonna move some stuff to the truck, then get in bed."
"Okay I'll talk to you in the morning."
"Yep, I love you."
"Love you too, and Brandon?"
"Yeah?"
"I've got a new lingerie set for you."
"What?!"
"Night babe."
Brandon was left with a dead line as Sarah had hung up on him, he laughed and shook his head and after taking the disassembled furniture to his truck, he headed to bed, falling asleep and resting better than he had the past few nights.
****
When Brandon woke up the following morning, his mind immediately flashed to what Sarah had said about new lingerie, causing his usual morning wood to be even more intense than usual. He tried to put it out of his mind and just get through the day so he could get on his way. He still couldn't help but feel anxious, but after breakfast and loading the boxes in his truck, he was more excited than anything.
His day went well, but like all things when you're excited for something, it just drags on. As he was starting his 8th and final period, there was a knock at the door. He gestured to his student assistant Mya, and she rose from his desk and opened the door. He heard the girl say, "Hey Coach Jackson."
Brandon turned to the door and saw Matt walk in, "Hey, those practice plans are on my desk, don't go too hard on them; it's been a long few weeks."
"Hey, don't you have some faith in me?" This response elicited a laugh from his class to which Brandon responded, "Would you all trust this guy?"
A couple of the kids shook their heads, causing more laughs. Matt rolled his eyes, then said, "So what you working on today?"
"They are going to do some comprehension questions so we can dive into the First Amendment SCOTUS cases on Monday."
"Nice, get out of here."
"What?"
"I've got you covered this period, go ahead, and get out of here a little early. I already cleared it with Bret."
"You sure?"
"GO!"
The kids in the room chuckled and Brandon hurriedly made his way back to his desk. Mya was sitting once again and she handed him a picture, "You promised."
"I know, I'll get it signed for you." The picture she handed him was from earlier in the year when Sarah had visited and the softball team had caught wind and taken a bunch of pictures, including a single one with Mya. Brandon had a soft spot for Mya, her dad had passed away from cancer her freshman year and he had had her for 2 years, so when she needed a student assistant job for a study hall, he gladly took her. He had told her that he would take the picture of her and Sarah together and have her sign it, causing Mya to break out in smiles.
As he walked out of the room he smiled, "Thanks for covering man, Mya, keep him in line."
Almost in unison, Mya, and Matt both said "GO!" as Brandon jogged out the door to his truck. Seeing as he was getting an hour head start, he started pulling up his GPS to figure out how far he could make it by 11 that night. It was only 2:15, his original plan of driving to Wytheville, VA was now out. As he headed out of the parking lot, he looked and realized that Bristol was just into Tennessee and about 9 hours away if he ran the speed limit. His phone and opening up Waze, he headed out of town, making his way towards Tennessee.
He made good time for the first two and half hours, clearing Harrisburg, PA just before rush hour where he picked up I-81 and turned south. He did get hung up in traffic in Hagerstown, MD and he finally had to stop to use the restroom and get some dinner around Harrisonburg, VA, but after grabbing a Red Bull, filling the truck up and getting something to eat, he was back on the road. The rest of the four hours was pretty uneventful, and he pulled into a Hampton Inn off the interstate at 10:45. He had thought about continuing on, but when he had looked at the GPS, there wasn't much else until he got to Knoxville another hour and a half away.
He walked into the hotel carrying his backpack and reserved a room for the night. As the lady behind the counter went over the amenities and everything that the hotel offered, he smiled and told her that he wouldn't be needing it and would be checking out around 6. The woman nodded and told him to enjoy his stay. He rode the elevator to his room, and found it just around the corner, he keyed in and dropped his stuff off before heading to the bathroom. He went ahead and showered, then texted Sarah, "Made it to Bristol, Matt covered my last class."
Sarah responded almost immediately, "Yay! You're farther than you planned to be."
"Yeah, an hour head start, and Waze allowed me to get closer."
"I don't want to know how fast you drove ;-)"
"Fast enough to get to you."
She responded with a heart emoji and, "So what time will that put you here tomorrow?"
"I'm leaving at 6, I should be there around 10."
"Great! Do you think you'll have some shopping in you?"
"For what?"
"The house...I want to look at some furniture for your man cave and the house in general."
"Sure I can do that, but I thought there was new lingerie for me?"
";-) Oh there is, but that's for tomorrow night."
":-( you're no fun."
"Lol, oh don't worry, you're gonna love it."
"Okay, I need to go to sleep if I'm gonna leave at 6."
"G'night baby, drive safe tomorrow."
"Goodnight, I love you."
"Love you too."
***
Brandon woke to his alarm at 5:45, groggy but excited to start the day. He hurried to the bathroom and dressed in a pair of gym shorts and a hoodie. He threw his things in his backpack, pulled a Pop-Tart from the outside pouch, and headed to the main desk to check out. After checking out, he made his way to his truck, found a gas station where he could fill up, grabbed another Red Bull, and headed southwest on 81.
As he neared Knoxville around 7:30, he stopped to refill his coffee cup and to use the restroom before making the remaining two-and-a-half-hour drive into Madison where Sarah had bought the house. Following the GPS, Brandon turned up the driveway that he had seen pictures and FaceTime video of, but never in person. He said aloud as he pulled up to the front of the house, "Holy shit it's huge."
He could see Sarah's teal Jeep Wrangler sitting below him in front of the garage, so he hopped out and walked up to the front door and finding it unlocked walked in, finding himself in the main living room, "Damn." He could see through the living room onto the deck because of the huge windows and French doors, he walked in and just admired the space. Sarah had already put a large sectional and some other furniture to fill the room.
He set his backpack down and continued into the room where he found a dining room to his right and a set of stairs going up on his left. Around the corner of the stairs he could hear music playing and yelled out, "Honey, I'm home." The music stopped and Sarah came running around the corner in a pair of gym shorts and one of his hoodies. She jumped into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist, and squeezing him before kissing him.
They stood at the foot of the stairs kissing for a moment before they pulled away and she smiled, "You made it!"
"Yep, this place is huge!"
He set her on the ground, but she kept her arms around him, "Do you like it?"
"It's very nice, even if I've only seen 3 rooms."
"Well come on, let me give you the tour." They spent the next 15 minutes walking through the house, seeing all of the different rooms downstairs before heading upstairs where she showed him their room, "And this is our room." The room had a queen size bed in the center with a dresser and two side tables. There was a large window that looked out onto the back yard, and behind them was a walk-in closet and the master bathroom.
The closet was already full of Sarah's things, but there was half left empty for him, "I don't have that much stuff," he said with a laugh.
Sarah laughed, "Here is the bathroom."
They walked through another door and Brandon could help but let out a slight gasp, "Holy shit, this is the nicest bathroom I've ever seen." The bathroom was white marble with a large soaking tub plus a stand-up shower that you could fit 4 people in with 4 different shower beads, along with a double sink and a makeup table.
They both walked in, and Sarah put her arm around him, "I always wanted a bathtub where my knees and boobs were both underwater."
He grinned and kissed the top of her head, "I think you got it and more."
They kissed quickly before Sarah pulled him out and said, "Okay, let's go see the basement."
They made their way back downstairs to the basement and she showed him the garage access then to a room off the basement living room, "I thought this could be your office." The room wasn't huge, but it was big enough for a desk and a small table for sure, plus the windows looked out onto the backyard, letting in plenty of natural light.
"This will work."
"I'm glad, let's go see your man cave."
Sarah was almost giddy, pulling him down the hall to a closed door. When she opened it, Brandon stopped dead, "What is this?" Before him was a large room with a large net and screen. He saw the words "Trackman" on a box behind the screen.
"I convinced the previous owners to leave their golf simulator."
"This is top of the line..."
Sarah smiled, "That's what Josh said."
Brandon walked around the room, noticing all of the open space and a small wet bar in the back of the room. "I dunno what to say."
"Say you love it?"
"I do love it."
He pulled her against him, and they kissed passionately for a moment. Just as things were beginning to heat up with his hands wandering to her ass, she pulled away, "Hold your horses mister, we've got to unload your truck and then go shopping to fill this room."
"I dunno about that, this is pretty awesome."
"Well you need a couch and some other things down here. I think your TV can be put on the wall, and I want you to make this room yours. I set up an appointment at a furniture store so you can pick things out."
"Define pick things out?"
"Look at designs, feel fabrics, things like that, then they get it for us and deliver it."
"That sounds expensive...."
"Well I do listen to you, and I know you said you could send me $5,000 right away for things, so I told them that was our budget."
"You don't need that money for other things?"
With a smile she said, "Nope, once you move in, you can pay the utilities like we agreed upon and then split food."
He pulled her back into his arms, "Thank you so much, this place is amazing. Once I get working here officially, I'll pitch in on the mortgage and other things."
"Don't get in too big of a rush, you've got 5 acres of grass to mow, and we don't have a mower."
He laughed, "Alright, I'll get on that."
"So, let's get your truck unloaded and things moved around. I'll make lunch and our furniture appointment is at 1:30."
"Go ahead and get ready for the day, I'll get things unloaded and put together."
"You sure? I can help."
"I know, but come up and grab my suitcase, and I'll handle the rest.
****
It took Brandon about 30 minutes to unload the truck into the garage and carry the furniture pieces he had brought to their new places. He stuck his head in the bedroom and heard the shower running, so he cracked the door and said, "Hey, I've got the truck unloaded, want me to get lunch going?"
"Nope, I'll handle it if you want to go ahead and put your desk and whatever else together."
He shut the door and headed to his new office and spent the next 20 minutes putting his desk and the other pieces back together. As he was wrapping up, Sarah appeared at the door wearing a blue silk robe, "Lunch will be ready in about 15 if you wanna shower before we go."
He smiled, "Damn you look hot." She blushed as he continued, "is there a dress code?"
She laughed, "Not really, jeans and a tee shirt will be fine." He walked past her, pulling on the sash of her robe, causing it to loosen, but she grabbed it before it could slip open. "No."
"I just want to see this lingerie you hinted at."
"Who said I'm wearing anything?" He went to speak but she pressed a finger to his lips, "Shhh, go shower."



He laughed and made his way to the bedroom, finding his stuff put away and after going to the bathroom, he found all of his shampoo and such placed in their spots and thought, "Damn she's really going out of her way to make it home." He grinned, figured out the shower, and climbed in to wash the sweat and stink off.
Just as he was wrapping up, Sarah stuck her head in, "Lunch is ready."
"Alright, I'll be down in a minute, go ahead and start."
He exited the shower, toweled off, and made his way into the closet where he found his clothes neatly stacked and organized on the shelves, along with the other stuff that he had brought had been unpacked. He found the clothes he wanted and slipped them on before heading downstairs, where he could smell soup and some sort of bread.
As he rounded the corner in the kitchen, he found Sarah spooning beef stew into a bowl and setting it on the island beside a grilled ham and cheese sandwich; he felt his mouth begin to water, not only for the food but also Sarah's outfit. She was wearing a pair of blue Tom's and since it was mild out, she had chosen what could best be described as a long dress-shirt dress. Brandon had seen her wear one of his dress shirts before and it had been a huge turn on, now seeing her in a more fitted version had the same effect.
The dress had blue and white stripes alternating that ran vertically. He could see wide, pronounced cuffs and a collar; from the back, the dress hugged her curves, and her figure was pronounced. Hearing him enter the kitchen, she turned and smiled, "Go ahead and sit, lunch is there."
"I feel underdressed."
She laughed, "I bought this the other day and thought you liked it, being your favorite color and you like me in your dress clothes." She felt Brandon's hands snake around her waist, pulling her against him, she sighed, "Sit down and eat so we can go."
As he let go, he mumbled, "I'd rather eat you."
She giggled, "Sit down."
He moved to the island and sat down, and Sarah turned, showing the rest of her dress. The front, like the back hugged her curves, and had nine buttons holding the front together, giving the dress a complete shirt look. The dress fell to just below mid-thigh, and she had left the bottom button, along with the top two buttons undone, exposing a subtle amount of cleavage, suggesting that she was wearing some sort of push-up bra. Sarah joined him at the island, causing him to try and sneak a glance down her dress, but she turned slightly on the stool, smiling subtly to herself at her ability to tease him.
Over the next 20 minutes they ate and talked about the house and what they both would like to do with it. Brandon was quiet at first, but Sarah was able to prod him and draw out his opinion, even getting him to agree on some things, as long as he did the work, she would pay for them. With lunch finished, they placed their dishes in the dishwasher and headed down to the garage and Sarah's jeep. She tossed him the keys, "You're driving."
"Okay passenger princess."
She winked at him as he opened the door, "Don't you forget it." Using the running board to climb in, she slipped her one foot over the door trim and as she slid her other leg around, she let Brandon have a quick peek up her dress, but not enough to see all the way to her panty covered pussy. He shook his head and shut her door, before climbing in the driver's side and following her directions to the furniture designer.
****
They spent the next two hours at the furniture designer, picking out furniture for Brandon's man cave, and picking out a few other things the house needed. The ultimately decided on a gray sectional, a black coffee table and two end tables, blue an extra TV to go with his current one for plenty of football viewing. After leaving the furniture store, they spent the next couple of hours going to different shops and stores, picking up things and even stopping at a power equipment dealer to look at a mower. All of it was becoming a bit of an overload for Brandon considering he had paid for all of the furniture and such, and they had put a down payment on the mower, but surprisingly, he wasn't freaking out. Everything they bought was stuff they needed, and Sarah pretty much just gave her design input, rather than materials and cost.
When they finally returned around 6: 30, they unloaded the Jeep and both collapsed on the couch; they sat in silence for a few moments before Sarah said, "There's two ribeye's in the fridge, green beans from mom and dads and stuff to make a salad. That work for dinner?"
"Perfect, want me to man the grill?"
"I'll handle the beans and salad." Even with dinner decided, neither of them moved for a few moments, before Brandon started laughing, Sarah looked at him, "What's so funny?"
He laughed again, "Just that neither of us has moved. We are what a lot of my friends talk about except we aren't married."
She turned towards him and grinned, "What do you mean?"
"They always talk about coming home and being tired, and trying to do productive adult things is hard. Just like us now."
Sarah laughed and then sighed, standing up and pulling on his hand to stand up also. With them both standing, she pulled him into a kiss before saying, "Okay, let's get dinner squared away and then it's bedtime, you have to be exhausted."
Brandon nodded and kissed her gently, "When you come out, bring me a fork, the olive oil and that Kinder seasoning." He then made his way towards the deck and patio to the grill. While waiting for the grill to preheat, he couldn't help but lean against the rail and admire the yard and the quietness of the area. Turning back towards the kitchen, he could see Sarah moving through the kitchen, getting things ready to bring out, and he could hear music playing; he thought to himself, "This is a really big deal, but I could totally get used to it."
About 15 minutes later, the grill was preheated, and he texted Sarah to let her know. She walked onto the deck about five minutes later carrying the steaks on a wooden cutting board they had just bought. "Here you go, I also brought you a beer."
Brandon turned and found her barefoot with another one of the buttons on her dress undone, exposing the swell of her breasts and the full cleavage of them pressed together; also exposed now were the edges of her bra that had small wisps of blue fabric or lace exposed when she moved, and the fabric of the dress pulled away from her.
He gestured to her dress, "Getting warm?"
She glanced down at her own cleavage and grinned, "A bit. We aren't going anywhere else tonight, so I thought I'd get more comfortable."
He took the cutting board from her and set it on the shelf of the grill while she leaned back against the rail, taking a pull of his beer. He stepped towards her, pinning her against the rail and said, "I love you. Thanks for putting up with my freak outs over all of this."
She smiled and rested her hands on his chest, "This is a big deal for you and for us, I'd be a little worried if you weren't apprehensive, I know I am."
"Really? You haven't shown it."
"Oh yeah, I was so afraid you wouldn't like the house, or the simulator room, or you would change your mind about leaving the classroom, or your team. Especially after the paparazzi at the airport in Vegas, I was afraid you would just say that I wasn't worth the attention."
He leaned down and kissed her, pressing into her before saying, "That last part sucks, but I keep telling myself that the novelty of me will wear off and they will focus on someone else except when we are out together."
She kissed him again, "Yeah, I'm hoping you can be just another face in the crowd."
"Me too, now, how do you want your steak?"
"Medium please."
"Coming right up!" As Sarah headed back in the house, he took another pull of his beer and smacked her ass, causing her to giggle and look over her shoulder and wink at him.
****
They ate dinner and then worked together to clean up the kitchen. Once everything was cleaned up, the clock was nearing 8:15, and they settled onto the couch for a little bit and watched an episode of Maine Cabin Masters, their new obsession for DIY shows. With the episode over, Sarah uncurled herself from her position against him and stood up saying, "Okay, you ready for bed?"
He stood, "Yes, let's go."
They headed up the stairs at a slight jog and made it to the bedroom; Brandon shut the door behind them and when he turned around, Sarah was facing him and she smiled, "Sit on the bed baby."
He did what she asked, and she followed him to the foot of the bed, but stopped about five feet in front of him and slowly began unbuttoning the remaining few buttons on her dress. As she did, Brandon began to see more and more navy-blue fabric, and began to realize that her bra was connected by mesh to her panties, and as she shrugged the dress off, she was left in a navy-blue bodysuit. The cups of the bodysuit were pushing her breasts up and together, giving her the cleavage he had seen earlier, and the mesh was almost see through, exposing her stomach and even the top of her slit. She did a quick spin, revealing the top clasped like a bra and the bottom of the suit was a thong.
"Do you like it?"
"I love it, come here."
Sarah walked over to the bed and straddled his lap and kissed him as she began to work his shirt off. Once he was shirtless, he began to kiss her neck and collarbone, working his way to the upper swell of her breasts, causing her to lean her head back, giving him more access with a moan. As he continued to kiss and touch her body, she began to gyrate her hips, grinding her pussy into his growing bulge. She felt his hands on her back and then felt the clasp of the bra come undone, allowing her breasts to settle a bit. She leaned back and with a heavy breath said, "You're overdressed."
"Then fix it."
She stood, then bent over to undo his belt; she felt the cups of the bra slip away, and she felt his warm hand under the cup on her bare breast and sucked in a deep breath as she fumbled with his belt, then the button and zipper; "Lift your hips." Brandon did as she said, and he was suddenly in nothing but his boxers as Sarah tossed his pants near her dress. She looked down and groaned, "God you cock looks so good in those."
Brandon glanced down and noticed that due to his boxer briefs, there was a very prominent bulge, he smiled, "Glad you like it."
She pushed him back on the bed and climbed back on top of him. They continued kissing and grinding against each other as his hands wander her back and body. His hands snaked their way under the thong of the body suit, squeezing her ass and causing her to moan into the kisses. As he continued to grope and kiss her, she eventually sat up, "This is getting in the way!" She slipped her arms from the straps and with the back already undone, she pushed the cups below her breasts allowing them to drop free, "That's better."
Just as she was going to scoot up his body, he grabbed her hips and rolled them to their sides as she squealed. With them both on their sides, they resumed kissing, but now Brandon was free to use his hands to cup her breasts and pinch her nipples. She pulled away and let out a soft, "Yes."
Her hand moved from his side to between them where she pressed it between his skin and the waist of his boxers, cupping his cock and balls in her hand, causing him to let out his own groan. She could feel the precum on her palm as she gently squeezed his package and shifted so she could push his boxers down. As she did, he instinctively raised his hips and together they worked his underwear to his ankles where he was able to kick them off.
He pulled her close, pressing their bodies together and allowing his cock to slip between her legs and against her damp, cloth covered pussy. As they kissed, they ground their pelvises against each other and Brandon reached down, trying to move the gusset of the bodysuit aside, but when he did, he felt it release, causing him to stop, "Umm I think it broke."
Sarah giggled, "No it's got snaps so I can pee."
"Oh...well in that case." He began to rub his cock between her now exposed lips; as her juices coat his shaft, they both let out a moan. Sarah paused her movements and threw her top leg over his, and pulled him close, allowing him full access to her pussy. Brandon reached between them and grasping the base, eased his cock into her waiting pussy, causing them both to groan.
As he pressed completely into her, they both took a deep breath and looked into each other's eyes. "My arms trapped," Sarah said with a giggle.
"Oh shit, sorry." Brandon raised up slightly and Sarah slipped her arm under his neck. Now with their arms wrapped around the other, they kissed and pressed their bodies together as Brandon began to thrust. As they held onto each other, his thrusts were limited to shallow ones, but seeing how each one made her face contort, all he could was squeeze her tighter against him. They maintained this for a few moments, each moaning and groaning as their passion increased. Brandon began to speed up as much as he could, causing her to claw at his back, and then roll her hips, urging Brandon on as he drove them both to orgasm.
Their motions became more erratic, and their breaths became more ragged and soon they both reached the orgasmic cliff. Sarah tumbled over first, letting out a whine and an, "Oh fuck." as her walls began to contract, and her legs began to shake. When her walls began to pulsate around him, Brandon pressed his hips against hers and held her body close to his as his own orgasm coursed through him, and he filled her waiting pussy. As her contractions subsided and milked as much cum as possible from his body, they kissed each other and slowly caressed each other's skin.
As Brandon's cock began to soften, Sarah moved her leg from over him and rolled to her back, feeling is cum ooze from her and begin to slide down her ass. She lay there with a smile on her face before finally saying, "That was intense."
"I think that is what they call making love."
Sarah nodded and reached out, finding his hand, and stroking it softly with her thumb. Brandon stood up causing Sarah to ask, "Where are you going?"
"Do you want a towel?"
"No. I want a glass of water and you to help me out of this outfit." Brandon couldn't help but laugh, Sarah was laying in the middle of the bed with a clear wet spot forming under her, but still wearing the bodysuit, even if it covered just her waist.
"I'll get that water and then we will get you undressed."
He ran down to the kitchen, filled a glass of water, and made his way back to the bedroom where he found Sarah in the same position he left her, but now scrolling through her phone. He laughed again at her, causing her to smile and respond, "What?"
"You're just beautiful and funny at the same time, playing on your phone after sex."
"Well I'm basically a creme filled donut right now, and I'm comfy in our bed."
He laughed, and then softly smiled, "Our bed....I like that."
"Good now give me the water and help me out of this thing."
Brandon laughed and helped her wiggle out of the bodysuit without too much more of a mess and after both finished the glass of water, he turned off the lights and climbed into bed, rolling onto his side, and draping his arm across her stomach.
They both sighed, feeling content in their new house together, and drifted off to sleep.
***
Their dreams were interrupted by Brandon's alarm going off at 5:30 and they both groaned as he sat up to turn it off.
"Fuck, I hate that thing."
Sarah sat up and flipped on the bedside light, "Me too. You sure you can't stay until tomorrow? Or even leave late today and drive halfway."
Brandon thought about the second option for a moment, but then sighed, "No...I need to be back and teach all day tomorrow because of a test, plus we play tomorrow night."
Not wanting to argue, Sarah frowned slightly, "I know, but a girl can try."
He leaned over and kissed her before climbing out of bed and using the bathroom. While he was in the bathroom, Sarah got up and found her robe, pulling it on and as she went to make the bed, she couldn't help but notice the small wet spot from his cum, causing her to smile.
Brandon exited the bathroom and wrapped his arms around her, "What you thinking about?"
She leaned her head against him and pointed, "Well we christened the new bed and house."
Brandon looked and laughed, "That we did." He kissed her head and unwrapped his arms, finding his backpack and slipping on a pair of shorts and a hoodie. "Come on, let's go downstairs."
Sarah smiled, "I'm going to use the bathroom, then I'll be down."
As Brandon left, Sarah found herself on the toilet, gently sobbing and thinking to herself, "This has been perfect, why can't he just stay?!" She sniffled and stood, wiping the tears away and vowing to not let him see her cry. She headed downstairs and found him sitting at the island eating a bowl of Lucky Charms while coffee brewed.
She poured herself a bowl and joined him, "So if you leave here in a few, when will you get home?"
"I'll get back to New Jersey around 8ish, depends on traffic and how fast I want to drive."
Over the next fifteen minutes they clarified plans for April when Sarah was going to be meeting him in Myrtle Beach and then the basics for the remaining two months before he moved to Nashville permanently and how that related to her going out on tour in May.
They made tentative plans for Brandon to fly to Dallas to catch the first show of the tour before flying with them to Phoenix for the next show, and they fly back home for the final stretch of things in NJ and the big move. The plan was for Sarah to fly to NJ the day before he left, and she would make the drive with him since he was going to be pulling a U-Haul and would break the trip into two, seven-hour days.
As the clock neared 6, Brandon stood and said, "Well, I've gotta hit the trail."
Sarah giggled, "Hit the trail, what is wrong with you?"
He hugged her, "What? I'm dating a country star and moving to Nashville; I better start talking like a cowboy."
She shook her head laughing and kept her arm around him as they walked to the door. She looked at him, "I love you Brandon Baker. I'm glad you like OUR home."
He smiled at her emphasis and for the first time when thinking about it, he was totally at ease with his decision to move. "I love you too; I do like OUR home, now you need to go wash OUR sheets."
She smacked his chest, laughed, then kissed him, "Drive safe and keep me updated."
"Always do. I'll talk to you in a bit."
"Bye babe."
"Seeya."
Chapter 7- Early April
The remaining two weeks of March and the first week of April flew by. Between work, coaching, and filling his spare time with packing, Brandon stayed pretty busy. At the same time, things in Nashville were starting to pick up for Sarah; they received a notice of assembly for the furniture they had ordered, and Sarah was spending her free time filling the house and making it a home from the sterile white that it was when she bought it. Together via facetime and trips to Lowes or Home Depot independently, they were able to settle on paint colors for the different rooms, new light fixtures because Sarah wanted ceiling fans and other things that you do when you buy a house.
To his surprise and happiness, Sarah had let him contribute and always talked over prices with him and he found himself sending her money via Venmo once or twice a week. He was dipping into his savings a bit but considering he had been saving for a few years to eventually buy his own house, plus the extra "consulting money" he was getting from Josh's company, he was okay with it. While the stress of the move and wrapping up his life in NJ was getting a bit stressful, he was handling it all in stride, and truly was content with his decision; something that Sarah noticed on their evening calls when they were discussing the house, he was simply at ease and there wasn't the obvious tension or uncertainty.



Even though he was growing used to the move, when Friday after school hit, Brandon was fully prepared to head north to his hometown for a couple of days fishing with his dad. So as the final bell rang at 3:15, Brandon was out the door with his students, and began the four-and-a-half-hour drive back home. He finally arrived just after dark around 8:00 and like last time he was home, was greeted by Cooper, his parent's dog waiting for him as soon as he opened the door.
As the dog jumped and whined, Brandon bent down to scratch his ears, "How's it going buddy? You happy to see me?" The dog continued to run circles around his feet as he grabbed his bag out of the back seat and made his way to the house. After kicking the dirt off his shoes he yelled, "Anyone home?"
From the living room he heard his dad yell, "In here!"
Brandon walked in and dropped his bag before hugging his mom and his dad who had stood when he walked in.
"How was the drive honey?" Asked his mom.
"It was good, a little bit of construction on 80, but smooth sailing otherwise.
His dad nodded and they all sat and caught up for the next hour and a half. Other than phone calls, Brandon hadn't seen his parents since Christmas because of his traveling and work. Around 10, his mom announced that she was heading to bed, and that she would have breakfast ready in the morning for them.
Brandon turned his attention back to his dad, "So, where we heading in the morning?"
His dad thought for a minute and said, "I've stopped by the usual places and with the warmer temps, they are hitting the top of the water, what do you say we hit the run below Galeton?"
"Sounds good to me, Leave here at 6?"
"Yeah, that'll put us down there about 6:30. Being warm, there will be a bunch of fishermen."
Brandon nodded and his face turned a bit serious, "So you heard anything more about random people around here?"
Ben nodded, "Yeah, a couple of other people noticed Jess with guys in suits that they didn't recognize. Maybe they are people who are new to the hospital."
"Maybe..."
Ben could see his son thinking, "You don't seem so sure?"
Brandon shook his head, "No, I'm not." He spent the next few minutes explaining the events of the ACMs and what Josh had said about Morgan's ex.
Ben took it all in before saying, "I dunno if they are related, but it definitely sounds fishy. Whenever I've seen her, I'm polite like always, but I generally get a quiet, "Hi." before she hurries off."
The two men spent another half hour talking about the weirdness about Jess and other things in general about the move and the house and at 11, both turned in due to the early morning.
****
As promised, when Brandon's alarm went off at 5:30, he could smell bacon, eggs and coffee coming from the kitchen. He hurriedly checked his phone and saw that it was 48, with a high of 68 for the day, and dressed for the morning before heading downstairs. He ate breakfast with his parents and then at 6, he and his dad put their dishes in the sink, grabbed their waders, sling packs, and rods before heading out the door to Ben's truck.
They made the 30-minute drive to the run they planned to fish and found two other cars in the pull-off. They climbed out and donned their gear, his dad pulling on hip waders and then laughing at Brandon as he pulled on chest waders, "You know you can still catch fish without being up to your waist?"
Brandon half scoffed and half laughed as he tied his boots, "That may be true, but I still catch more fish than you."
"HA! I let you catch all them fish."
Brandon looked up with a smile on his face., "Suurreee."
He finished getting ready and they walked together over the hill along the forest road and saw the two cars had a total of 5 guys, all of which were scattered around the one big hole that was always stocked heavily. After nodding to them Ben and Brandon walked down stream about a hundred yards to a spot where the creek turned, leaving a couple of good holes.
As the sun rose, Brandon pulled on his sunglasses and began to point out fish to his dad, so he knew where to cast, especially since both had brought fly rods instead of spinning rods. As the first rays of sun hit the water directly the fish began to get a little more active and as the clock hit 8am, signaling the start of trout season, Brandon tossed his fly up stream as his dad did the same. As the fly drifted over a medium size fish, Brandon saw it rise, and as it hit the top of the water, he set the hook, but ended up with the fly hitting his boot.
His dad laughed, "I've told you, let them take it."
Brandon laughed but grumbled in frustration, "I know."
When the next fish rose at his fly, he did let it take it, fighting and then reeling in a nice 12-inch Rainbow Trout. Over the next hour and a half, he and his dad each caught five fish, keeping the bigger ones and tossing the other two back. As the clock neared nine, Brandon announced that he was going to head downstream a bit and hit another hole next to a large rock in the middle of the creek.
****
Brandon picked his way along the stream for the next few minutes until he came to the hole he was looking for. He waded out until the water was just above his knees and began to work his fly through the hole in a methodical manner, making sure to cover every inch. He did have a couple of fish rise, but none ever attempted to take the fly, and while a bit annoying, he was enjoying the peace and quiet of the stream.
As he made another cast, his mind drifted to his schedule over the next two months; he was heading to Myrtle Beach late the next week for a tournament with his team, then once he returned, he had a few weeks of normal before he flew off to Texas for the beginning of Sarah's tour. He would be there for 3 days before coming back to end the school year. They had only had one snow day, so they weren't going to make up anything, which meant they were done on June 5th. Sarah was flying in on June 16th, and they were leaving on the 17th to head back to Nashville. The plan was to be in Nashville on the 18th, and then Sarah was flying to Colorado on the 19th to meet back up with Amanda to continue the tour.
Brandon's thoughts were interrupted by a voice behind him, "I'm surprised you still can be bothered to come back here."
He turned around and standing on the creek bank was Jess, dressed for fishing like he was. He simply shook his head and scoffed before turning his attention back to the creek. As much as he tried to ignore her, he knew she hadn't moved on because there had been no scuffing of boots on the gravel. After another four or five casts, he turned around to her, "What do you want Jess?"
"I'm just surprised you are back here slumming with us when you are heading off to the big city."
Brandon rolled his eyes, "How do you know what I'm doing?"
"Oh come on Brandon, people talk, and ever since you brought HER back here, that's all people from high school talk about, especially when they see you on TV or when pictures of you two together get shared online."
He replied sarcastically, "Well excuse me for living my life and posting about the good stuff like everyone else."
Jess scoffed, "Oh come on, you're just posting that shit to show that you're better than everyone here."
After that comment, Brandon could feel his blood pressure rising, "What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
As he stepped out of the creek towards her, Jess replied, "Don't give me the fake anger Brandon! You always thought you were too good for Potter County, that's why you ran off to college in New Jersey instead of going to Mansfield or even Penn State; abandoning your family, friends, and me, and now you've got some big city girl to pull you further away."
He gave a fake laugh, and threw his hands up in the air as he made it to the bank, "So we are going to do that again? You can't ever let go of the past and are hung up in your stupid little fantasy world. Let me tell you something, first, I love Sarah and I am doing more with my life than you could ever hope to do, because you are too scared to leave your comfort zone where you seem to think you're hot shit. Second, I didn't abandon anyone! I made the best decision for me; you are the one that can't accept that."
Jess tried to interrupt him, he raised his voice and continued, "No you listen to me, I'm sick of your immature shit, there is a reason you are blocked on every social media. You need to grow up and act like the adult you are supposed to be. I'm moving to Nashville because it is allowing me to advance my career and be near the woman I love, and I'm going to live my life there because I WANT TO! Not because Sarah wants me to or because someone else's fantasy plans but because of me. Plus, it sounds like you're moving up, spending a bunch of time with people from out of town, so why the fuck are you worried about me?!"
Jess's face suddenly went from smug and annoyed to more sullen, she stumbled for words for a second and finally said, "How do you know who I've been spending time with?"
He scoffed, "Jesus Christ Jess! There's 15000 people in the whole county, people driving nice cars and wearing suits kinda stand out around here, people see it and they talk. There's nothing to be ashamed of if you're talking to people from UPMC."
When he said the name of the company that had bought the local hospital, he noticed her look down as he continued, "Are you up for a promotion or something? Cause if so, good! Maybe you can move on with your life and get the fuck over me."
She was quiet for a moment and refused to look at him, "They don't work for the hospital."
"Okay, so what? Seems like you're doing some right, Dad said you just put a down payment on the old Siska house, so apparently you're doing better."
She turned away and started walking away from him back up the creek. Brandon gathered his line and grabbed his stringer of fish before following her up the creek. He was annoyed that she had just walked away from him when he called her on her bullshit, but he couldn't help noticing the rapid change in her attitude.
He finally caught up to her just as he saw his dad heading up the hill towards the truck and said, "Jess wait, what the hell just happened?"
"Nothing Brandon, leave me alone."
"No. You don't get to harass me, then when I call you on your shit, clam up and act like nothing happened or that I kicked your puppy."
She started up the road with him on her heels, "Damn it Jess, what's going on?"
As they reached the main road, she wheeled around, and he noticed tears in her eyes, "Why couldn't you have just stayed here and why did you have to bring her here? None of this would have happened if you hadn't brought her back here."
Her reaction gave him pause, "What are you talking about? Sarah apologized for the shit back in November."
"SHE STOLE YOU FROM ME AND NOW WHAT'S DONE IS DONE!"
As she walked off towards her car, Brandon stood quietly in the middle of the road, unsure of what to say, trying to process what had just happened. Ben appeared at his side, "Mind telling me what that was all about?"
"I'm not really sure? She made some snide remarks down on the creek and we got into it, and it culminated in what you just saw."
Ben shook his head as they watched her drive off, as she got out of sight, he guided Brandon back to the truck. As they drove towards home, Ben finally spoke as Brandon replayed everything in his brain, "For some reason she just couldn't let you go. Maybe that outburst was her finally letting things go with you moving even further away.
"Maybe, but she said "What's done is done. What the hell is that supposed to mean?"
Been shook his head, "I don't know, seems weird even for her." They continued their ride home, neither saying much as Brandon stared out the window, trying to make sense of everything that had transpired in the past 15 minutes.
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"Thanks man, I can't wait to see you!" Bryce Grimes said as he hung up from the call. The call was from a former coworker of his that he had stayed close with even though they hadn't worked together for over a year and half. The coworker, Steve James, had gotten engaged 6 months prior and had recently made his groomsmen picks, and asked Bryce to be one. The call had been about the upcoming bridal shower and cookout, with the bridal party being from a three-state area, Steve and his fiancé Katherine had decided to throw a bridal shower then a cookout for everyone to get to know each other, scheduling it for two weeks later.
Bryce walked into the living room of his apartment, where his girlfriend Michelle was sitting, "Steve just called with some updates on the wedding and the bridal shower/cookout."
She replied without looking up from her phone, "What's going on?"
"I need to get fitted for my suit in the next month or so, just go to Men's Warehouse and they will send the measurements. The cookout and bridal shower is on for Saturday the 21st. Bridal shower is at 3, cookout will start after that's done around five or six."
"You're gonna have to go by yourself."
"What do you have going on?"
"I have a lunch date and spa day scheduled with Brena that day."
"Oh, okay. Can't reschedule it? We haven't seen them much lately."
"No, Brena needs girl time because of work and other stuff."
"Okay, I'll let Steve know to not include you in numbers. What do we want to get them or spend on them?"
"You're in the wedding, paying for your own suit, and hotel, do you still have to get them something?"
A little annoyed, he responded, "Yeah you do, they're my friends and it's the proper thing to do."
She rolled her eyes, "Whatever, pick whatever you want and let me know what I owe you."
Bryce nodded and shook his head as he walked out of the room. He couldn't put his finger on it, but over the last couple of months, Michelle had gotten nastier. He knew she was busy at work, but she just seemed cold to the entire human race, and everything was an inconvenience. He shook his head, questioning the ring that he had put a down payment on the month prior, something he had found himself doing a lot recently.
On top of that, over the previous two months, he was finding himself more annoyed with Michelle and found her becoming more distant and less willing to do things with his friends. At 34, he wasn't getting younger and knew he wanted to have kids before he turned 37, so they'd be out of the house by the time he turned 55. Plus, he knew he was a decent looking guy at 6'1 and strawberry blonde hair, so if it did fall apart, he could still find Mrs. Right, in theory.
***
"Thanks for checking in on me Kat. I'm getting along okay. The boys are doing okay, they see Brad every Wednesday and every other weekend."
"That's good, have they asked about why he isn't at home?" Katherine replied.
"Jack did, but I explained to him that Mommy and Daddy weren't going to live together anymore, but that we still loved them, and that seemed to placate him."
"Well that's good. Okay, onto happier things; are you good for the Saturday after next for the bridal shower and the cookout?"
Claire laughed, "Yeah, I will be there. The boys are with Brad that weekend so I'm going to drive over Saturday morning and get a hotel Saturday night."
"No you're not girl! You can stay with Steve and I."
"I don't want to impose."
"Shut up, you're not imposing. I'm not going to let you pay for a hotel after we've been drinking and gorging ourselves all day."
"Are you sure?"
"I'm positive."
"Alright, I'll stay. Who all is coming to the cookout?"
"Steve's mom and stepdad, my parents, other miscellaneous family and friends. The entire bridal party will be there except Sean, he and his wife are going to be at the beach."
"Is he the one I'm with?"
"No, you're paired with Steve's buddy from his old job, Bryce."
"What's he like?"
"Really nice guy, we just found out his girlfriend isn't coming, thank God. She's a bitch."
Claire laughed, "Oh okay, well I guess that'll work."
"Yes it will, you can forget about Brad for a little bit."
"Easier said than done." Hearing her youngest son Zachary cry out, "Okay, I've gotta run, Zachary is crying."
"Okay, give the boys a hug for me, and tell them Auntie Kat loves them."
"Will do, thanks again for being a great friend."
"Of course! Talk at you later."
Claire Miller hung up the phone and jogged into the nursery where she found her 6-month-old Zachary, crying in his crib. She picked him up, swaying back and forth as his cries slowed and softened. Never would she have thought that at 32 she would be divorced with two kids.
She thought back to the day five months prior that she picked up her now ex-husbands phone to look at something, and found a text from him to a coworker, complaining about how she hadn't been able to have sex yet after having a tubal ligation. Due to complications surrounding Zachary's birth that would make another pregnancy dangerous, if not life threatening, she had made the decision to have the procedure done shortly after the doctor announced that a C-Section was going to be necessary.
As she tried to get over the shock of what he had typed, a reply came in that read, "Don't worry, during lunch tomorrow I'll stop in and take care of that problem." With the boys both down for a nap, she stormed into their den and confronted her husband. At first, he tried to deny it, but as she read the exact messages, he simply shrugged his shoulders and said, "Well, a man has needs, and you're not meeting them."
She had kicked him out and called a divorce attorney the next morning. Luckily, due to the evidence of his infidelity and her attorney, the divorce went quickly and smoothly, she got to keep the house, her car, and he was paying not only child support, but also spousal support for the next 5 years or until she got remarried. She scoffed at that thought as Zachary began to drift back to sleep. She laid him back in his crib and grabbed the baby monitor. She headed to her bathroom to take a shower; after stripping down, she looked in the mirror and laughed; the divorce had just been finalized two months prior and she couldn't fathom dating again, let alone getting married.
When she looked in the mirror she shook her head, she had never been a stick, but after a four-year stint in the Army right out of high school, she had been in pretty good shape, but now at 32, her 5'4 frame didn't look as hot as it once had. She noticed the c-section scar that had finished healing, but was still a noticeable pink on her pale, freckled skin. There were slight stretch marks on her stomach after carrying both children, and after breastfeeding, her once perky breasts now had a noticeable sag to them. She felt and saw a tear slip down her cheek; she stood up straight and thought about what her therapist has told her, "Tell yourself you love yourself 12 times in the mirror each night, and when you're down, think of two things that you are proud of yourself for since the divorce."
She shook her head and laughed aloud at the absurdity of the exercise, but after repeating aloud, "I love you Claire." 12 times as instructed, she smiled and did the second half of the exercise; She thought to herself and then said, "I'm very proud of you for losing the baby weight and getting back into shape." During her pregnancy, she had understandably shot up to about 175, but had found herself down to a comfortable 145 since.
She had been 135 before getting pregnant but found 145 was now comfortable for her because of the second positive as she looked in the mirror; while yes, her breasts had sagged, they had grown from a B-cup to now a full C, meaning her bridesmaid dress was filled out nicely, and some of the new weight had found its way to her otherwise previous flat ass. Thinking of those two things, she smiled, but then after climbing into the shower, she felt a bit of sadness wash over her and thought to herself, "No guy in his right mind wants to date a 32-year-old, divorced mother of two." As she washed her hair, she shook her head and tried to be positive, "That's fine, I don't need a man, I've got my boys, they're all I need."
***
On the day of the shower and cookout, the plan was that during the shower, the guys would get to hang out, watch TV, and enjoy some beers until the women were done. After that, the guys would move gifts from the backyard to the house, then the cookout would start. Knowing all of this, Bryce made the hour drive, getting to Steve and Katherine's house around 2:30; he made his way up the walk and front steps, hearing the party in full swing in the backyard.
As he walked in, he was greeted by Steve, Katherine's father Daniel, Steve's stepfather Robert, and two of the other groomsmen, Dave and Justin. After introductions and greetings, the men all settled down on the couches to watch a football game. As the game went to commercial break, Dave was the first to speak, "So, what do we need to know about the girls we are with?"
Steve laughed, "Calm down there buddy, they are all spoken for except one."
Justin laughed, "You just crushed his soul."
Robert chimed in, knowing Dave the longest, "It'll be okay buddy, some dumb girl will marry you someday."
The whole room burst out laughing until Dave spoke, "No come on, is the single one the one with platinum blonde hair that was going out back as I was coming in?"
Steve shook his head, "No that's Lori, she's married with two kids."
Dave went to the kitchen, looked out the window at the bridal shower, and turned back, "Then which one is the single one?"
Steve shook his head and laughed, "See the brunette with the freckles in the blue and red dress?"
"Yeah."
"That's Claire, she's the single one." He frowned and then continued to everyone, "She and Kat have been friends since they were like 5. She just got divorced, her ex was having an affair, and it started right after her second son was born."
There were mutters of, "Damn," and "Oh fuck." from around the room. Katherine's dad chimed in, "Yeah, she's a great girl, almost a second daughter to me and Sally, I wanted to kill him when Katherine told us what happened. Still do honestly."
There were nods around the room as Steve spoke again, "She's paired with Bryce." He looked at Bryce and grinned, "Think Michelle will be okay with that?"
Bryce smirked as he walked to the kitchen, grabbing another beer, and glancing out the window, seeing the girl they had been talking about; she was a pretty brunette, and he replied, "She's pretty and a female, you know the answer to that."
Steve laughed, "Yeah, but all of Kat's friends are pretty, you were fucked no matter what."
"Pretty much." The men all settled back in to watch the remainder of the game they had turned on. Right at 6:45, as the game ended, Katherine stuck her head in the back door, "Oh boys!!! We are ready for you."
Steve yelled out sarcastically, "Oh goodie!" as the men began to make their way out the back door to the party.
Once everyone was outside, the gifts had been moved back into the house, and the food set out, Katherine and Steve thanked everyone for being there, and Steve handled introductions while Katherine ran inside to change, "Sean is my best man and who isn't here and is paired with Kat's Matron of Honor Sara. Dave is my buddy from high school and is paired with Jane. Justin is my buddy from college, he is paired with Lori, and then Bryce, my closest friend from my first job, is paired with Claire."
The parents and other friends and family gave a soft clap. With introductions over, Katherine reappeared and told everyone to dig in. Bryce went through the line last and after filling his plate, found a chair across from Claire, and Katherine's parents, "Mind if I take this seat?"
Daniel smiled, "Of course not."
Bryce sat down, introducing himself to Katherine's mother Sally before turning his attention to Claire, he smiled, "Hi Claire, I'm Bryce, I guess we are stuck with each other."
She wiped her mouth and half smiled, "That's what Kat tells me."
There was a clear coolness in her voice; figuring that it was due to the recent divorce, Bryce kept smiling and light heartedly said, "Well, you're stuck with me, I think I lucked out."
Unsure of what to think of his comments, Claire continued to eat and simply nodded her head while trying to size him up. He was definitely taller than her, but most people were. When the guys had come out, she had noticed that he was the first one to jump in and carry stuff, was chasing Katherine's nephew around, along with showing him how to play the ax throwing game that had been set up. He was also rather loud, both in his general voice, but also in his laugh, which she heard frequently.
Over the next half hour, he tried to engage her in conversation, asking about her job, her kids, and other general things that are usually safe topics when you first meet someone. With each question though, she gave a simple answer that was usually elaborated on by Katherine's parents, and she never asked him anything about himself, even when he offered up bits and pieces about himself, simply nodding her head as he talked about his work, and what he did in his free time.
Once everyone was done eating, the entire party shifted to the fire pit in the backyard and drinks began to flow. Bryce noticed that Claire was on her 5th High Noon of the evening; hoping the alcohol had loosened her up a bit, he found a chair next to hers, and sat down saying, "So, what do you want to do for a walk in? We have to beat all of these other losers."
She looked at him with a sideways glance, "What are you talking about?"
"Ya know, when they introduce the bridal party, people dance or do other silly stuff. Steve said we can do whatever we want."
With the same coolness of earlier, she replied, "Why can't we just walk in?"
"I guess we could, I just thought we could do something funny since we are the first one's through the door. Set the tone for the evening."
"I don't think I want to do anything like that."
"Alrighty then." He smiled and stood, "It was nice meeting you Claire, I have to head home. Drive safe when you head home tomorrow."
"Thanks, nice to meet you."
Bryce walked away and found Steve and Katherine, "Alrighty guys, thanks for a great party, but I'm gonna head home."
Katherine hugged him, "Thank you for coming! Did you get a chance to talk to Claire much?"
He shrugged his shoulders, "We ate dinner together and I talked to her a little bit ago. She doesn't seem to like me or maybe just is in a bad mood tonight."
Katherine frowned slightly, "Steve told you she just got a divorce right?"
"Yeah, I steered clear of that, just talking about work and life in general. She didn't seem to want to share much."
"Well, the divorce was final a couple of months ago, so it's still fresh."
"Understandable, I'm sure she's awesome, she is your friend after all."
Katherine smiled and patted him on the shoulder then told him to be careful. She walked away leaving him and Steve, "You good to drive?"
"Yeah, I quit drinking about two hours ago."
"Alright, drive safe and I'll talk to you in the next couple of days."
"Sounds good, I'm getting fitted for my suit next week."
"You book the hotel yet?"
"Yeah, called yesterday actually, got a room for both Friday and Saturday night."
"Perfect, shoot me a text when you get home, it'll make Kat feel better."
He smirked, "Yes dad."
"I'm not that much older than you, get out of here!"
***
Later that evening, after everyone had left, Katherine and Claire were sitting around the fire while Steve cleaned up; talking about the divorce, all of the adjustments that she had made with childcare, work, and everything else that comes with a divorce. As Steve headed inside to shower, Katherine turned the conversation towards the wedding, talking about everything that was left to do, but how much she was looking towards the reception. She finally asked, "So what do you think you and Bryce will do for your entrance?"
Claire had been zoning out a bit and snapped her attention back to Katherine, "Huh?"
Katherine laughed, "At the reception, what are you two gonna do for your entrance?"
"Oh, I dunno, he mentioned it but didn't give any ideas."
"Did you give him any suggestions?"
"No, I asked him why we couldn't just walk in?"
"Ouch, way to shut him down girl."
"What are you talking about?"
"Before he left, he said you seemed nice, but didn't really talk to him much."
Claire sat quietly for a moment before saying, "Yeah, so what?"
Katherine laughed, "So what? You're going to be around him a lot for that weekend, you don't have to be an ice queen to him."
"I wasn't!"
Katherine raised her eyebrows and took another drink of her wine before replying, "True or false, you said less than 50 words to him all evening even though you talk all the time?"
Claire thought for a moment, then frowned, "True."
"Exactly, he's a really nice guy, the only flaw he's got is his girlfriend. God I wish he'd ditch her and find someone nicer."
"What do you mean?"
"She wasn't here today because one of her friends wanted to have lunch and get a massage for her latest "catastrophe.". Anytime we've hung out with them, she is very standoffish, and she gets SO jealous when he's around other women. He's always willing to drive up here and help Steve with stuff and just a nice guy, it's annoying that he is with someone like her."
"So you're telling me she is going to be psycho at the wedding."
Katherine scoffed, "Hmph, I dunno. Steve said that he's now having second thoughts about their future together. As much as I don't want to see him down, I wouldn't be sad if he ditched her ass."
Claire let out a slight giggle, then sat quietly for a minute, replaying her interactions with Bryce that evening over in her head, and then adding in what Katherine had said before saying, "Maybe I owe him an apology. God knows I know what it's like to be in a shitty relationship."
Katherine nodded and stood up, fiddling with her phone. Claire's phone dinged and Katherine said, "That's his contact if you want to text him. I'm going to shower then go to bed. What time you leaving in the morning?"
"I figure I'll get up, eat, and head out around 9; that'll put me home around noon and in time to do some stuff around the house before asshole drops the boys off at 4."
Katherine chuckled and hugged her friend, "Gotcha, I'll see you in the morning."
****
The next day, Bryce had returned from volunteering at the local First Tee clinic for little kids in the area; when he walked in the door, he found Michelle on the couch flipping through her iPad, he smiled, "Hey."
Without looking up she said, "Hi."
Trying to remain cheerful, even with her apparent apathy, "Whatcha looking at?"
"Katherine posted pictures from yesterday."
Sensing where this conversation could be headed, "Really, I didn't see many being taken."
"Yeah she posted about 25. Who is the girl in the blue dress?" She turned the iPad and showed him a picture that someone had snapped at dinner. In it, you could see Claire smiling at something Bryce had said, one of the few times that occurred.
"That's Katherines childhood friend Claire. She's the bridesmaid I'm paired with."
"Who is that beside her?"
"That's Katherine's mom and dad."
"Is she not married; I don't see a ring?"
"Actually just divorced, ex-husband apparently had an affair right after their second son was born."
"And you're paired with her? She seems awfully happy for just getting a divorce."
Getting annoyed, Bryce said, "Michelle just stop. There is no need for the Spanish Inquisition. She is Katherine's friend, and I am paired with her in the wedding."



"Right, but there is supposed to be a bridal party dance, so you're going to have to dance with her."
"And?"
"I don't think you should be dancing with a newly divorced woman at a wedding when you're not married."
"What?!"
"You heard me." He shook his head and walked by her, "Where are you going?"
"I'm going to go take a shower."
"What about our conversation?"
"I'm not having this conversation with you again Michelle."
"Fine, then I'm leaving!"
"Be careful driving home," he said dismissively as he made his way to the shower.
After his shower, he returned downstairs, half expecting Michelle to still be there because that's what usually happened. To his surprise she was gone; he thought to himself, "Hmph, maybe I got through to her this time around. Or I just pissed her off." He shrugged his shoulders and set about making himself dinner.
As he settled down on the couch to eat, his phone vibrated twice, thinking it was Michelle, he didn't pick it up right away, but then a few minutes later, it vibrated again. With the third notification, he looked down and saw a number rather than a name. He opened the messages and found three texts, "Hey Bryce, this is Kat's friend Claire. Your Bridesmaid." "I wanted to say I'm sorry for how I acted last night." "You didn't deserve the wrath of divorced Claire."
He smiled and texted back, "Hey! Thank you for apologizing. I've never been in your situation, so I can only imagine what you're going through." "No hard feelings." "Did you make it home alright?"
Claire saw the replies and smiled, she responded, "I did, thanks for asking." "It definitely is tough, but I'm managing. My boys give me something to focus on along with the wedding." "So....about that entrance."
"Well good, so what are you thinking about the entrance?"
"I will do that. YouTube here I come!"
Bryce smiled and sent back a smiley emoji and then texted, "Sounds good, send me what you find when you have a chance."
Periodically that night and over the next month, they chatted via text about the wedding, the rehearsal, then the conversations eventually led to other things about their lives and work, even adding each other on Facebook and Instagram. About three weeks before the wedding, Claire had texted him asking a question and didn't receive a response which was unlike him. After an entire day of no response, Claire texted Katherine, "Ummm, is everything okay with Bryce?" "I texted him about our entrance yesterday and haven't gotten a response?"
She got a few message bubbles popping up before disappearing before Katherine finally responded, "He and Michelle broke up two days ago."
"Oh wow!"
"Yeah there was a huge blowup. I guess she got really accusatory about you since you added each other on Facebook and Insta, some girl he works with, and also about a mom of a kid he tutors, so he told her they were done."
"Me?"
"Don't give yourself too much credit ;-), I think you were the final straw. After defending you, she snapped." "This had been building for a few months according to Steve and he finally had enough."
"Wow, poor guy."
"Yeah, even though he initiated it, they had been together for a while so he's a little mopey."
"I'd say. Thanks for letting me know."
"No problem girl."
Claire sat on the information for an hour or two, unsure if she should say something or not. While she wouldn't necessarily call her and Bryce friends, she knew he was hurting, and she did know what that felt like. Around 8:30 after finally getting Jack to bed, she saw she had a text from Bryce, "The first one looks good, we can do that, especially since the guys have superhero socks."
She smiled, "Sounds good to me. How are you? Been a couple of days."
"Been better, Michelle and I broke up."
":-( I'm sorry to hear that. Want to talk about it?"
"Not really, it was a long time coming."
"Doesn't make it easier."
"Yeah."
"Well if you want to talk about it, I kinda know what you're going through."
"Thanks, I may take you up on that later. But first I'm just going to kill my feelings with bourbon."
She frowned, "Well don't drink too much. I need a dance partner in 2 weeks and I'm counting on you. :-)"
Bryce found himself cracking a slight smile, "Will do, you're not getting rid of me that easy."
"I wouldn't get rid of you; I'd end up having to dance with Dave and we don't want that."
"He might, but not me." They texted a little more that evening, and while he never opened up much about what happened, the little bit he said helped distract him, process some things, and most importantly, not get too drunk.
Over the next two weeks, he found himself texting Claire whenever he was feeling down, and she always responded with words of encouragement, talking about the wedding, her life, his life in general, and things she knew that he liked. He found himself enjoying their text conversations and learning more about her and her sons and their texts soon took on a tone of just friends talking, something that surprised both of them.
****
On the Friday afternoon of the wedding weekend, Bryce was walking out of a meeting when he got a text from Claire, "IT'S HERE!!!!!"
He laughed, "What is here?"
"The wedding weekend silly."
He shook his head and responded, "Oh is that this weekend?"
"Yes! What time are you getting into town?"
"I'm getting to the hotel around 4. Got some final stuff to wrap up in the next hour before I head over. What about you?"
"I'm already here. Got in about 2."
"Nice! You staying at the Marriott too?"
"Yep, all the bridesmaids are sharing Katherine and Steve's suite tonight."
"Cool, then you get another room for Saturday night."
"Nah."
"I don't think Steve and Katherine want company Saturday night ;-) Getting home to the boys?"
"Lol, not that, I'm going to drive home Saturday night to save some money. The boys are with my ex this weekend."
"Aren't you 2 hours farther than me, in the other direction, so 3 and half hour's total from the venue?"
"Yeah."
"Then why don't you stay the night? You're gonna be tired and the reception won't be over until 11."
"I'll be fine. I gotta run, see you in a little bit."
****
Bryce got checked into the hotel and made his way to the room on the 4th floor; opening the door, he dropped his head as he saw the king size bed, a fresh reminder that he had broken up with Michelle. He set his stuff down on the bed, then sat beside it, letting out a sigh, and thought to himself, "Suck it up, you made the decision, and it was the right one. Don't let that keep you down while Steve is getting married."
He got up and began to put his things away, hanging his suit in the closet, moving his suitcase to the recliner in the corner, unzipping it, and settling in for the weekend. At 5:15, his phone vibrated with a text from Dave, "Hey man, we are in the lobby, you ready to go?"
"Coming down in a minute." He hurriedly changed from his work clothes to a pair of slacks and a polo, before making his way down to the lobby, meeting Dave, Justin and his wife. They made their way to Dave's Yukon and after plugging the address into the GPS, made the 10-minute drive to the venue.
They pulled off the main road and made their way down a long-paved driveway before pulling into a gravel parking lot. Once they got out, they made their way up a walkway towards a giant tent that served as the reception hall. They found Steve, Katherine, and the wedding coordinator directing the set up; they all said hello and were given their orders. Dave, Justin, and Bryce were all assigned to move cookies, cakes, and the alcohol into the kitchen, which was located on the side of the mountain above the tent.
After unloading everything, Steve and Katherine gave them a tour while they waited for the bridesmaids to arrive. There was a building above them, a bit further up the mountain from the kitchen that held the bathrooms and also the bridal get ready room. Below the tent was a small cabin that was for the groomsmen to get ready in. Bryce noticed it was much smaller than the bridal room, "We are all like twice your size, why do we get the smaller room?"
All the guys nodded in agreement, but from the tent they heard, "You're not going to spend all day here like we are."
They turned, looking up the hill seeing that it was Sara, Katherine's matron of honor who had spoken and the rest of the bridesmaids standing beside her shaking their heads. After a round of laughs, the wedding coordinator directed everyone to the sidewalk behind the men's cabin for the rehearsal to begin. Claire walked up to Bryce, smiling and resting her hand on his shoulder with a smile, "Hey there partner, how you doing."
"Hey, I'm doing okay." He reached his arm around her waist, pulling her into a soft hug. She squeezed him around the shoulder and smiled, expecting things to be a bit awkward after their first in person interaction the month prior.
"I'm glad to hear that, can't have you being all mopey like Eeyore."
He gave her a sideways glance and said "Eeyore?"
"From Winnie the Pooh!"
He laughed, "I'm doing much better than a month ago."
Just as the coordinator was instructing the groomsmen on their entrance, Claire leaned over and whispered so no one else could hear, "I'm really glad you're here and are okay."
She smiled just as the coordinator said, "Bryce, get walking!"
"Yes ma'am!" The rest of the bridal party laughed as Bryce slowly made his way down the walkway, between the 150 chairs, and then turned right in front of the archway. As he turned, he saw Justin, then Dave, and finally Sean following him down the aisle and taking their positions beside him. Next came Steve and his mom walking in, then Katherine's parents, after seating her mom, her father returned to the men's cabin. With them seated, the music changed, and the bridesmaids began to process down the aisle, led by Claire.
She glanced over and smiled at Bryce, causing him to return the smile. He also noticed her dress; it was a dark green with short sleeves, a v-neck and fell to just below her knees, showing off her curves and even a subtle amount of cleavage. As she turned to her spot, he subtly shook his head, telling himself, "Stop staring at her, she doesn't hate you right now."
As the rest of the bridesmaids took up their spots, the music changed again, and Katherine began the walk down the aisle with her father. Once she reached the front, there was an abbreviated version of the ceremony run through, making sure Sean and Sara knew when they were reading their poems. After the ceremony was run through, the officiant pronounced them hitched to the laughter of everyone present and they began to process up the aisle.
As Justin approached the center of the aisle, he took Lori's arm and made their way up the aisle, leaving just Claire and Bryce. As he walked towards the center, he smiled and she sort of danced her way towards him, making him laugh. As they reached the center, she snaked her arm through his and bumped her hip into his and said, "I knew I could get you to laugh."
He shook his head, and they made their way back to where everyone else was standing. The next few minutes were filled with small talk and Claire asked, "So you good with our entrance."
"Of course."
"You're not gonna drop me?"
"Of course not. I've been hitting the gym a lot the last month."
Claire feigned shock, "Are you calling me fat?" Bryce suddenly didn't know what to say, fearing he had offended her, he began to stumble over words, trying to apologize when she burst into laughter, "I'm kidding!"
"Jesus, don't do that, I'm kinda sensitive right now."
Still smiling and chuckling she replied, "I'm sorry, I couldn't resist." She had noticed he looked a bit thinner in the face, and his blue polo fit him well. Knowing how she felt when complimented after the divorce, she smiled, "You look a bit more trim, and I like this blue on you."
Bryce blushed and said, "Thanks, your dress is pretty."
She smiled, but before she could reply, they were told to run through the ceremony again because of a small tweak Katherine wanted. They spent the next 15 minutes running the ceremony two more times before everyone was happy. After they processed the last time, Steve said, "Alright, does everyone have the address for Smitty's?" Everyone nodded, made their way to their vehicles and headed to the restaurant for the rehearsal dinner.
Smitty's was a local restaurant owned by Katherine's cousin, who had prepared the pasta bar dinner for them. Everyone arrived and made their way inside, finding tables scattered around the main dining room, the group of groomsmen found a table in the corner with Justin remarking, "We will sit in the corner like the bad kids we are."
Bryce laughed, "Mind if Dave and I are the third and fourth wheel?"
"Of course not!" he replied as they sat down and gave the waiter their drink orders.
Ten minutes or so had passed when Katherine walked in, and made eye contact with them, "Boys, come carry gifts!" The three jumped up and made their way to her car, grabbing all of the bridal party gift bags, and ferrying them into the room, setting them on a spare table. As they turned back to their table, they found Claire sitting and talking to Justin's wife Heather.
Justin smirked, "Looks like your lady friend is joining us."
"Not funny dude, she's the only other single person here besides Dave and me."
Dave laughed, "Yeah, but I'm not the one she's been talking to all night."
Bryce shoved Dave towards the table, "Well if you weren't such a weirdo, she might talk to you too."
"I'm not weird, I'm eccentric."
They all laughed and sat back down, and Claire smiled, "Hope you don't mind me joining you all.
Heather laughed, "Of course not, I needed another woman to talk to with these three brutes."
The guys protested, but after their laughter died down, the table fell into comfortable conversation. The guys reliving and joking about the antics of the bachelor party while the girls rolled their eyes and Claire told Heather about the bachelorette party in wine country.
Once dinner was served, they all moved to the buffet line, filling their plates and returning to the table to eat, then with dinner over, Katherine and Steve handed out the gifts. When Bryce opened his bag, he found a pair of socks for the wedding, a toiletries bag with his initials, a flask set, and a bottle of Knob Creek 18. He looked to Steve, "Dude, this is too much."
Steve grinned, "Nah, it is perfect. Thanks for being here."
As he put everything back into the bag, Claire put her hand on his knee, purely for stability when she leaned over and said, "You're going to share that tomorrow right?"
He glanced at her hand and smirked, "I suppose I could."
She smiled, "Good."
The rest of dinner wound down and the bridesmaids announced they were going to a bar by the hotel for a few drinks and fun before turning in. They invited everyone, but Sean and his wife weren't staying at the hotel, Justin and Heather were going to turn in early, and Dave was going back home for the evening also. Bryce hesitated when they asked if he was coming, but after some encouragement from Katherine and some prodding by Claire, he finally relented and told them he would come down for a few drinks.
Bryce returned to his hotel room, changed out of his slacks and polo shirt, slipped into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, and walked through the parking lot to the small bar at the end. When he arrived, he didn't see anyone from the wedding party, so he texted Claire, but got no response; he scoffed, went ahead and ordered a beer, before making his way to a corner table, sipping his beer, and scrolling through the usual social media sites. Just as he was finishing his beer and standing up to leave he heard, "There he is!"
He looked up to see Claire, Katherine, the rest of the bridesmaids, along with Katherine's mother and aunt walking in. He half smiled and waved as they made their way to the bar; he joined them and told the bartender the two rounds for them was on him, adding another beer to the order for himself. The two older women all thanked him, while the younger women cheered, ordering their drinks and making their way to a large booth in the corner near where he had been sitting.
Over the next hour, the women all had more drinks, while Bryce paced himself with his beers. Even with the playful banter about him needing to drink more, he kept himself to three beers and after seeing it was nearing midnight, he thought to himself, "One more and I'm heading to bed." The women discovered a karaoke machine in the corner and after getting the bartender to turn it on, they all turned their focus to the stage and the people on it.
Bryce smiled, seeing them all having fun, rose to get his final beer, and pay his tab. Luckily the girls had been gentle on him, and the total tab was only $75. As he turned to return to his table, he found Claire sitting in the seat across from his; as he made his way over to her and sat back down, she smiled, "Want some company?"
"Sure, but shouldn't you be getting ready to sing again?"
Claire looked at the stage where Katherine's mom and aunt were singing "I Want to Dance with Somebody" by Whitney Houston; she laughed, "I already sang, it can be someone else's turn for a while."
"I saw, you're not half bad."
Claire laughed but didn't reply; Bryce turned his attention back towards the stage where people were dancing and singing along. A few moments of silence passed when Claire spoke, "How are you doing?"
He took a drink, "I'm doing good, how are you?"
She rolled her eyes, "You know what I'm talking about."
He sighed and took another drink, "I'm okay...it was for the best, but it's still a major adjustment." Claire took a sip of her wine and nodded; he looked at her and continued, "I suppose you want to know what happened?"
"Only if you want to talk about it. Katherine gave me a cliff notes version."
He signed again, "Well she was pretty mad about the wedding and Katherine's insistence on you and I dancing together, especially when she found out you were recently divorced."
"What's that got to do with it?"
"She thinks you're on the prowl for a new man."
Claire laughed and shook her head, "Wow."
"But there's more. I work with a woman named Jennifer, she and I got hired at the same time, our offices are right next to each other, and she thinks that we had a thing for each other."
"Do you?"
"Nope! Jen is happily married, great guy named Hank, we are just good friends. Hell, Michelle was at their wedding with me. She got mad when I referred to Jen as my work wife because she tells me what to do."
"You're kidding?"
"About which part?"
"The work wife thing."
"Nope, she got really mad at that part, said it wasn't appropriate. And you know how I talked about helping with the First Tee Golf program when you were being an ice queen to me?"
"Ouch, I guess I deserved that."
He smirked, "Sorry, I couldn't resist. Anyways, there was a mom who was a bit flirty, but I always kept things focused on her son. Well Michelle told me I should stop working with the program. Add it all together and you got the nasty blow up a few weeks ago and I told her to pack her shit and get out."
"Wow."
Bruce finished his beer, "Wow indeed."
"So you never answered my question, are you doing alright?"
He smiled at her, "Yeah, I'm getting there. I know there is someone out there for me; that will trust me and not accuse me of cheating on her simply because I talk to women." Claire nodded as Bryce continued, "It can be a bit discouraging at times; I don't think online dating is for me, especially at 34, and meeting people is tough."
"Tell me about it, most guys don't want anything to do with a single mom with two hellions."



Bryce laughed, "Well, I don't know their asshole father, but their mother is pretty cool, I doubt they are too bad." Bryce lifted his empty glass, "Here's to singlehood until the right person shows up for both of us."
Claire clinked her glass against his, "Cheers." She took a drink and said, "You have to drink something with cheers." She held her wine glass out to him, "Finish it."
"What?"
You have to drink, finish my wine."
"I hate wine."
"I don't care, drink it." Seeing it was a battle he wasn't likely to win, Bryce took her glass and drank the rest with a disgusted look on his face.
He stood, "And with that, I'm going to go to bed."
Claire stood and blocked his path, "I don't know if it means anything from me, but you're a great guy Bryce. Steve and Katherine think the world of you, and if they think that way, it can't be wrong. There's a great woman out there for you, I know it."
"Thanks," he replied with a slight smile.
She suddenly stepped forward and hugged him, his arms hung to his sides at first, then gently hugged her back. As they embraced, he felt himself relax for the first time in a long time at a female's touch, no longer worried about whether Michelle saw and was going to freak out; her shampoo's scent filled his nose, causing him to relax a bit more. She released as suddenly as she started the hug, causing him to release and stepped back as she smiled and said, "G'night Bryce. Get plenty of rest because we party tomorrow."
He smiled, "You too, don't stay out too late." He said his goodbyes and waved to everyone before heading back to the hotel, the scent of Claire's shampoo and the thought of her hug running through his brain.
***
The next morning, Bryce slept in until 9 before getting breakfast, then spent the morning doing some paperwork for his job. He showered around 11:30 and headed down to the lobby to meet the rest of the groomsmen; Justin's wife Heather had volunteered to drive them all out to the venue.
Once they arrived, they all helped Steve put the finishing touches on the seating chart and moved some things around before the photographer that was assigned to them arrived. Once he got there, they all moved down towards the cabin and did the staged walking in photos with their NFL, NHL, and MLB jerseys on. With those all done, they spent the next half hour sitting around and talking until the photographer stuck his head in and said he needed them ready in ten minutes for their groomsmen photos.
Dave was the first one to say it as he buttoned his black shirt and pulled on his gray pants, "Who the hell thought it was a good idea for us to get slim fit suits. Not a one of us is slim."
The room filled with laughter and Steve said, "It was all they had in the colors we wanted."
Bryce slipped his gray vest on, adjusted his blue tie, and responded after looking in the mirror, "Well I guess you did all right, because I look damn good." The room filled with laughter again as they all finished dressing and began to step outside one by one. Bryce slipped on his gray jacket, grabbed the bottle of bourbon from his backpack and made his way out to the firepit area, filling his flask, then realizing the photograph was snapping pictures. "I'm sure that'll be good in the wedding album. Caption, "Drunk groomsmen starts early."
The photographer laughed, "It's one of those random things that couples like because it shows intimate moments."
Bryce chuckled, "I dunno about all that, I just don't want to be thirsty when we are taking pictures."
He and the photographer both made their way back to the cabin where the men were all standing. Over the next hour or so, the groomsmen got all of their pictures taken care of. With the fall colors and the elevation of the venue, they were able to get a lot of great photos both as a group and individually with just Steve.
As they were wrapping up the last set of individual photos, the photographer said, "Okay Steve, you stay with me. Guys, head over to the ladies' cabin for pictures."
Bryce and the rest of the groomsmen made the trek up the hill and were stopped by the other photographer and the wedding coordinator. The wedding coordinator smiled, "Okay guys, go stand close to the trees, Katherine wants to do a first look with you guys."
They all walked to where they were directed and heard whistling from behind them, they turned around and could see the bridesmaids looking out the window laughing and whistling at them. Bryce and Dave shook their butts to the cheers of the women and the laughs of the groomsmen. Once they were in position the photographer told them that she would tell them when to turn around to which they all nodded.
They stood around talking for another minute or so before the photographer said, "Ok guys, get ready." They stopped talking and they heard a door click, and then the photographer said, "Okay, turn around."
They all turned at once to find Katherine standing before them in her wedding dress; their smiles and cheers as the photographer snapped away soon turned to groans as they saw what she was holding. In her left hand she held 5 shot glasses, and in her right, a bottle of Patron Silver. Katherine smiled, "Bottoms up boys!"
There were murmurs all around as she handed the solo cup styled shot glasses out and then began pouring. Justin's was filled first, and she filled it to the rim, causing Sean to blurt out, "Jesus woman! You trying to kill us?"
Katherine laughed and kept pouring each a glass, "I don't want to hear it. I know you all can handle it." As she poured Bryce's, then her own she said, "Hate to break it you guys, you're stuck with me now."
They clinked glasses and all took the shot, each making a grunt or a groan as the liquid burned down. With the shots down, Justin squeaked out, "I think you're stuck with us."
Everyone laughed, and Katherine hugged them all while the photographer continued snapping away. They all made small talk for a few minutes until the wedding coordinator appeared with Katherine's dad for a few more photos. While they were doing that, the other photographer appeared, leaving Steve down at the guy's cabin to read over letters that Katherine had written to him.
The guys stood around talking, and the bridesmaids began to trickle out one by one after retouching their make-up. Claire was the last one out and Bryce was looking at his phone when she walked up and gently smacked him with her bouquet, "How do I look?"
Bryce looked up, "Wow, you look beautiful." She was wearing a pastel dress that matched the blue of his tie. The dress was floor length like the others, but Claire's had strap the went over each shoulder, then another that hung loosely around her shoulders, a v-neck that looked a tad loose and showed a bit of cleavage, along with a slit in the dress up to mid-thigh. Around her waist and up through the cups, the dress was pleated, drawing attention to the sculpted top. Her hair was pulled up shorter and fell in loose curls around her neck and shoulders with a single braid on each side going around the top of her head and pinned in the back.
She pushed him gently, "Don't act so surprised!"
"Sorry."
She laughed, "Cut it out, I know what you meant. How does the back look?" She slowly spun, showing him the back where the dress came together in the middle of the back leaving a small part of her freckled upper back showing.
"Looks great."
She turned back to him and smiled, "I'm glad. You don't look too shabby yourself. Where's your flower?"
"No one has given them to us yet."
She turned to the wedding coordinator, "Where are their boutonnieres?"
"Oh crap, let me go grab them, I think Steve's mom just got here and she has them." She ran down the hill and reappeared a few minutes later carrying a box with their flowers, "Sorry about that."
Bryce found his, pulled the tag off it, removed the pin from the stem, then stopped, unsure of how to proceed. He looked up to see Claire and slightly frowned, "Ummm, I dunno what I'm doing."
She laughed, "Of course you don't you silly man, let me."
He handed her the pin and flower before saying, "Don't stab me."
She laughed, "I'll try not to." She successfully got him pinned and then stepped back, adjusting the flower slightly, then straightened his tie. "There, I think you're good."
He smiled, but didn't know what to say, as he took in her smile and beauty as the sun streamed through the trees. He did eventually say, "Thanks."
As she smiled back at him, they were interrupted by the women's photographer, "I have to say, you two are so natural together." They both quickly turned to her as she continued and turned her camera towards them, "Look at these, you two take great pictures."
As they looked at the screen, she scrolled through the pictures of them as they talked, laughed, and Claire fixing his tie and pinning his boutonniere. Bryce thought to himself, "We do look pretty natural," and at the same time Claire was thinking to herself, "Wow, he's really handsome."
They looked up and smiled at each other softly and the photographer asked, "Are you two an item?"
Bryce shook his head, and Claire blushed, shaking her head also, "No, just friends."
The photographer shrugged, "Well...alright then." and proceeded to the ceremony site.
Claire continued to blush and suddenly turned towards the cabin, "I need to get a couple things ready for the ceremony. See you there."
Bryce was surprised by her sudden departure and said, "Okay."
Before he could think too much, Dave called his name, "Let's go hand out programs, people are starting to get here." Bryce shook his head and followed him back towards the ceremony site but couldn't help but wonder about what the photographer said, and then Claire essentially running away.
***
After handing out programs for a half hour, all the guests were seated, the groomsmen lined up, and waited for their signal. When the wedding coordinator cued the music, Bryce began his steady walk down the cobblestone path, making sure to follow the direction of "Don't look at the photographer, but make sure you smile." He took his place at the end of the patio and the remaining groomsmen filled in by him.
Once they were all in place, Steve escorted his mother and father down the aisle, followed by Katherine's parents; before her father turned around and made his way back to the men's cabin where Katherine and the bridesmaids had all moved to. Claire was the first down the aisle and Bryce maintained his smile as she made her way down the aisle. It wasn't until the very end of the aisle did she glance over at him, make eye contact, and briefly stick her tongue out at him, drawing a giggle from the groomsmen, and making him feel better after their awkward moment with the photographer.
Claire was followed by the remaining bridesmaids, and once they were all in place, the officiant spoke to laughter, "Would you all please rise for the real reason we are all here."
The music changed, Katherine and her father made their way down the aisle to the patio with everyone else. The ceremony was a simple affair since neither Steve nor Katherine were particularly religious. Sean and Sara both read a short poem that had been chosen about love, and after about 15 minutes, the officiant said the words everyone had been waiting for, "Steve, you may kiss your bride." To the claps and cheers of the crowd, he did just that.
As everyone began to process up the aisle, Claire couldn't help but be a bit nervous; she knew she should apologize to Bryce and explain why she ran off, but she was also afraid she would weird him out. As Justin and Lori started up the aisle, Claire turned and saw Bryce approaching her with a smile on his face. She couldn't help but think to herself as she smiled back, "God, he's handsome."
She approached him smiling, linking her arm through his as he said, "We didn't fall coming down, let's not fall going up."
She laughed as they began to make their way up the aisle, she looked up at him and smiled, "Sounds like a plan to me." They reached the cabin where everyone else had already gathered and let out a cheer as Katherine and Steve kissed. Once the cheers had died down, the wedding coordinator appeared, congratulated the couple, then directed everyone back down to the ceremony site once everyone had cleared out so they could begin to take pictures.
The first round of pictures were the families, leaving the bridal party to relax in the chairs. Bryce plopped down in a seat in the 5th row after running to the bathroom; as he watched the pictures take place, Claire appeared beside him with a small plate of food, "Hungry?"
"YES! I'm starving, the pre-wedding snacks weren't enough." He grabbed a slider and some veggies, and they sat silently as Katherine's family finished up and the photographer moved onto Steve's family.
Claire finally broke their silence, albeit quietly when she laid her hand on his arm and said, "I'm sorry about earlier."
"What about?"
"Running off so suddenly."
"Oh...yeah that was definitely a little weird." he said with a slight chuckle.
She took a deep breath, "The photographer's comment just scared me."
"What? That we take great pictures together?"
"....Yeah."
"Well duh, we are both awesome, of course we take great pictures together."
She giggled, "That's not what I mean."
He set the plate down, "Well, what do you mean?"
She didn't say anything for a moment, fiddling with her fingernail, then finally looked down and said, "No one has commented on anything like that since I got divorced. Sure some people have tried to set me up with guys, but I have emphatically shot them down."
"Okay?"
"Well...you're easy to talk to and I feel like I can be myself around you. Which I know is weird because I went from stone cold bitch to us texting all the time, then here we are today."
Bryce laughed and pulled his flask from his pocket, "You're perfectly fine. I appreciate everything over the last few weeks and days. I've been able to pretty much forget Michelle the last week or two." He took a drink from his flask and offered it to her, "You told me to share..."
"I was kidding, I don't drink bourbon."
"Well now is a good time to start, try it."
She took a swig, feeling the liquid burn as it rolled down her throat. She didn't gag like she had prior times trying bourbon. The taste still wasn't what she was used to, but she had to admit, "That's not terrible, better than the other kinds I've had."
He raised his eyebrows, "So you HAVE had bourbon before."
"My ex tried to get me to drink it with him and it was nasty."
He laughed, "What was it?"
"I don't remember, it had a black label."
"Jack Daniels?"
She shrugged her shoulders, "Sure?"
"Well there's your problem, he had shitty taste."
She laughed, "Just add another check to the list for bad aspects of my marriage, shitty alcohol."
He laughed and before he could say anything else, they were interrupted to begin bridal party pictures. Over the next 15 minutes, they completed all of the planned pictures and as they were wrapping up, the head photographer said, "Okay, Katherine and Steve, you're with me; Everyone else you're going with Andrew for some fun pictures."
The groups split up, and the bridal party ended out near the parking lot where the groomsmen had taken pictures earlier. Andrew, the other photographer said, "Okay guys, Katherine wants some silly photos of each pair, so come up with something real quick, we only have about 10 minutes before introductions. Everyone began to talk quickly between themselves; Bryce looked at Claire, "I picked walk -in, you can pick this."
"What? No, I dunno."
They laughed and finally Claire said, "What if we do the awkward prom pose?"
"YES! That'll be perfect."
Claire got his attention, "Andrew, we know what we want."
He motioned for them to come over into the trees and they told him what they wanted, he laughed, shook his head then moved them into position. Once he had Claire in the right spot with the lighting and the trees, Bryce moved behind her, placing his hand on her hip. She giggled and said, "This is so weird."
"I know, but I think I did this at my prom."
Claire laughed as the photographer had her place her hands on his and lean back against him as they both looked off towards the parking lot.
"Alright guys, smile!" They both smiled and did their best to not laugh while everyone else laughed and let out the sarcastic, "Awws."
The photographer thanked them and began to cycle through the other pictures, one pair jumped at the same time, another playfully slapped the other, and by the end, everyone was laughing, causing the photographer to snap even more pictures. After he flipped through them he commented, "Okay, those are perfect, let's head back to the tent so we can do introductions."
***
They all made a stop at the bathrooms before making their way to the edge of the tent where cocktail hour was going strong. While they were out of sight, the wedding coordinator ran through the order of events before dinner, "We will do the parents introductions first, then the bridal party, then finally Steve and Katherine. Once we are all in, we will go ahead and do the first dance, the father daughter dance, then the mother son dance. Once all that is done, we will do the formal bridal party dance Katherine wants, and then it's dinner time. Any questions?"
Bryce raised his hand, causing everyone to laugh, "What song are we coming out to?"
Steve spoke up, "Parents are coming out to the chorus of, "Can't Stop this Feeling" and then you all are coming out to, "All I Do is Win," Kat and I are coming out to, "Happy.""
Everyone nodded, and Bryce said, "See aren't we glad I asked?"
There was more laughter as the wedding coordinator said, "Alright folks, let's go."
The coordinator made her way into the tent, signaling the DJ to switch gears to the introductions. As he started getting everyone excited, then started with Steve's mom and dad, Claire looked at Bryce, "You ready to do this?"
He bounced up and down on his toes a few times causing Claire to laugh, "Am I ready? Are you ready?"
As Katherine's parents walked out onto the floor, Claire shrugged her shoulders, "I guess so, just don't drop me."
They stepped up to the tent flap as the DJ said, "And now for your bridal party, Bridesmaid Claire Miller and Groomsman Bryce Grimes!"
"Here we go!" Bryce knelt down and Claire held her dress's slit together with one hand and the top up with the other as he scooped her up and she rested across his shoulder with a laugh. As the staff pulled back the flap on the tent, Bryce started jogging into the tent and as Claire laughed and the crowd cheered, he weaved around the tables for 15 or 20 seconds until they reached the front where the dance floor was.
As the crowd laughed and clapped, he gently put her down; as her feet hit the floor she said between laughs, "I'm good!" He stood up and they briefly steadied each other, his arm around her shoulders and hers around his waist. As they made eye contact, she smiled back at him, and they subconsciously squeezed the other gently as they maintained eye contact and the crowd noise faded to the background. Their moment was interrupted as the next pair was announced, causing them to break eye contact and take a few steps back to clear the center of the floor.
The rest of the pairs made it in with no issues, one pair walked in chugging High Noons, once danced in together after they both realized they could ballroom dance, another played football with the bridesmaid's bouquet, and the maid of honor and best man walked in wearing sunglasses taking selfies with random tables. As the music changed, the DJ exclaimed, "Ladies and gentlemen, your bride and groom, Mr. and Mrs. Steve James!"



Everyone clapped as the couple made their way to the center of the dance floor; once the clapping died down, the DJ started "Eyes on You," by Chase Rice. As they moved around the dance floor, Bryce smiled and couldn't help but think to himself how he wanted that someday. He smiled, then glanced towards Claire, and was surprised to see she had turned and was smiling at him too.
As the song ended, the crowd clapped, and Steve moved to stand beside the bridal party as the DJ requested Katherine's father come to the floor. As the music and lyrics of Bruce Springsteen's, "When You Need Me" filled the tent, Katherine and her father danced, causing many to tear up as Katherine's father did. With their song done, Steve moved back to the floor and shook his father-in-law's hand and kissed Katherine as his mom moved to the floor, and danced to The Beach Boys', "God Only Knows."
With the traditional dances done, the entire wedding party moved to the dance floor as the DJ announced that once the bridal party dance was done, dinner would be served. Claire grabbed his hand, and they made their way to the floor; she stopped and turned towards him, placing her hand on his upper back as she felt his arm wrap around her waist, gently pulling her closer. "You wanna do the junior high dance where there is room between us?"
Claire laughed as "I Get by with a Little Help from My Friends" began to play; he took ahold of her outstretched hand and said, "Nah, I think we can dance like adults." As he gently moved them in a small circle, she closed her eyes enjoying the moment. As the second chorus started, she opened her eyes and looked up at him. As she did, he quickly averted his eyes, which she quickly realized had been glancing down her dress. She glanced down at herself and realized the dress wasn't pulled up as far as it had been she looked back up at him and smirked, "If you let me pull my dress up, they look better."
Bryce's face turned to a look of horror and embarrassment as he stammered, "I'm...uhhhh...sorry. I didn't mean to stare."
She quickly glanced around and with her back to the crowd and them being closer to the DJ than the crowd, she rose up onto her toes, kissed him on the cheek, and said, "Don't apologize, it's fine...the compliment is nice."
Bryce wasn't sure what to say, but as she eased off her toes, she gently rested her head on his chest as he tightened his grip around her waist a bit as the song continued and they gently swayed to the music. As the song ended and the crowd clapped, they stepped away from each other and he smiled at her, "You're a pretty good dancer."
She smiled, "You're not so bad yourself." They each walked their separate ways and made their way to the bridal party table, taking their seats while the DJ explained dinner procedures, then making their way to the buffet for dinner."
***
The rest of the evening flew by with little chance for them to interact. After speeches by both fathers, Sara, then Sean, and the cake cutting, the party got started with the DJ transitioning from soft dinner music to dance and party music. Periodically they would catch each other looking at each other, smile at each other and then resume their conversations with other wedding guests. Bryce couldn't help but notice that as much as he would get caught looking over at her, he caught her just as much. These moments caused him to begin questioning her actions along with his own; as much as he tried to tell himself that she was just a friend looking out for him, her reaction when she caught him staring made him think it was something more. As the night slowly began to wind down and people began to trickle out, he promised himself that once the wedding was over, he would message her and see if they could spend some time together.
Around 10:15, he made his way down the hill slightly to the fire pit and he found Katherine's dad who got his attention. Bryce walked over and was offered a cigar from his traveling humidor. Bryce gladly accepted and after cutting and lighting the cigar, made his way over to one of the high-top tables and leaned against it, sipping his bourbon and enjoying the spicy smoke that filled his mouth. As he looked up at the stars and thought more about the "after" of the wedding, his thoughts were interrupted by Claire, "There you are, want some company?"
He turned and smiled, setting his cigar down in the ashtray, "What you mean there I am?"
"You disappeared; I was afraid you left."
He laughed, "Nah, I promised Steve I'd stay and help pack up."
"Awww, that's sweet. Kat said they have to get all the food and drink out tonight?"
He took a puff of the cigar, savoring the smoke, then making sure to blow the smoke away from Claire; he said, "Yeah, I think the plan is to load it in Steve's car, and his parents' car's, then they will get sorted out in the next few days."
He ashed his cigar and she looked at it, "So what is the point of these?"
He laughed, "It's a sophistication thing, plus the nicotine goes a long way for not inhaling."
She nodded her head, "My ex smoked on occasion, but they never looked like that, and they smelled terrible, that smells good."
"Well if his cigar choice was anything like his bourbon choice, they were probably shitty."
She laughed and gently took the cigar from his fingers as placed it between her lips, "Like this?"
Seeing her pink lips wrap around the cigar, his mind couldn't help but go to the gutter, so he simply nodded and said, "Just a little puff, don't inhale." As she drew the smoke into her mouth, he said, "Okay, now hold the smoke in your mouth for a few seconds before exhaling."
She listened to him and did as he said, before gently placing the cigar back in the ashtray, "Almost like biting into a peppercorn."
He smiled and offered her a sip of his drink, and picked up the cigar back up, "Yeah, this one is peppery, the ones I usually smoke are a little smoother, but they are cheaper than this one." She laughed as he placed the cigar back between his lips, but before he could draw, the taste of her strawberry lip balm flooded his mouth, causing him to smile and wonder briefly what her lips would taste like on his.
As they stood looking at the stars, Claire smiled and said, "It's so pretty out here. Back home, it is too bright to see the stars."
Bryce couldn't help but look from the stars to her, "That it is. Claire, about earlier, I'm truly sorry."
She laughed, "For what? Looking down my dress? Like I told you, I appreciate the compliment, most guys anymore see me as a mom, which I am, and wouldn't trade that for the world, but it is nice to be appreciated as a woman too."
He nodded, "You are more than just a mother, you're a beautiful woman."
She laughed and stole another drink from his cup, then squeezed his arm, "Thanks, that means a lot."
They spent the next 20 minutes talking about Bryce's job as a software engineer which was becoming more of a supervisory role, rather than the code writing he loved, then shifted towards her job as a child advocate for the federal court district. Their conversation flowed naturally into life, talking about aspects of Claire's divorce and Bryce's break up; never feeling like they were forcing anything. As the clock neared 11, the DJ started "Don't Stop Believing," the song they both knew was the last of the evening. They began to make their way to the tent, Bryce placed his hand in the small of Claire's back as she passed, guiding her up the dark walk, and causing her to sigh, thinking to herself, "That feels nice."
With the last song over, they immediately transitioned into clean up. The groomsmen all began to carry the leftover alcohol up to the kitchen area where it would be loaded into the cars and the bridesmaids began to clear centerpieces and linens. By 11:30, the site looked like a wedding had never occurred, which caused everyone to begin loading the vehicles so things could be taken back to Steve and Katherine's and also Steve's parents. In another 10 minutes all of the food and drinks were loaded, and the hotel's shuttle arrived for the last trip.
Bryce began to look around for Claire and found her down at the parking lot talking to Katherine and Steve. As he walked up, he heard Katherine say, "Why won't you just stay the night?"
"It's only 3 hours and I quit drinking 2 hours ago."
"But you don't even have to get back for the boys."
"I know, but I can get up in the morning and get things done before they get dropped off."
Bryce walked up, "Everything okay?"
Katherine sighed, "Maybe you can convince her to stay. She's gonna drive home tonight."
"Seriously? Still? You won't get home until like 2:30."
"Seriously guys, I'm fine. How about I text you both when I get home."
Unsure of how far to push it, Bryce gave her a concerned look, "Are you sure you're okay? I'm sure you can get a room tonight at the hotel. Hell, I'll even pay for it."
Claire laughed as Katherine pointed at Bryce as if to say, "See he's right."
"I promise you; I am fine. Now let me leave so I can get home at a somewhat reasonable hour."
Katherine shook her head and hugged Claire, "PLEASE be careful and text me as soon as you get home."
"Alright, Alright. You are a beautiful bride!" She moved onto Steve hugging him, "You take care of my girl, you got it?"
Steve chuckled, "I know, or you'll cut my balls off."
"Exactly."
Katherine headed off to change out of her wedding dress as Claire turned to Bryce. She hugged him, and said, "Thank you for a wonderful couple days, and for being such a great guy. There's hope for the male population yet."
He gave her a squeeze, "You sure I can't convince you to stay tonight?"
"No, I'm fine, now I gotta go."
"Text me when you get home?"
She let out an exasperated, "Yes." as she made her way to her car and headed out of the parking lot.
As Bryce stood there, Steve stood even with him, "You two seemed to hit it off."
"She's a cool chick."
Steve nodded, "That she is, she deserves a good guy, I'm sure she'll find someone." Steve slapped him on the back as they made their way back towards his car, "Maybe she already met him."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Kat stuck her with you rather than Dave after her divorce for a reason. She's trying to play matchmaker."
"But I was with Michelle at the wedding shower?"
Steve shrugged his shoulders, "I dunno what to tell you, but Kat seems to think you two would work, and we both know how she is when she gets something in her head. Now help me get these last things in the car and then get on the shuttle."
***
The shuttle ride back to the hotel was about 10 minutes; Bryce said goodnight to everyone, promising to meet some of the groomsmen for breakfast around 11, before they all headed their separate ways. He rode the elevator to his room and pulled his jacket off and emptied his pockets; while he was in the bathroom, his phone started ringing, but because it had only been half an hour since Claire left, he didn't think too much about it, letting it ring. The ringing stopped and within 10 seconds it started again, so he walked out of the bathroom and picked his phone up off the charger and it said, "Claire Miller '' on the caller ID.
"Is everything okay?"
"NO! It's not okay!"
"What's wrong?"
"I've got a fucking flat tire, and I can't get it changed in this damn dress."
Grabbing his wallet and keys, Bryce headed for the door, "Okay, where are you?"
"I'm a couple miles past where 93 crosses 72."
"Okay, get back in your car and then send me your location."
He could hear her starting to sob a little, "Are you coming?"
"Yes, it'll be okay Claire, I'll be there as soon as I can."
"Thank you Bryce."
"If anyone stops behind you, call me and put it on speaker."
"Okay, see you soon."
As Bryce reached his truck, his phone lit up with a text from Claire with her location, he saw that it was only 20 miles from the hotel, but considering it was now a little after midnight, he figured he could get there in about 15 minutes max; he started his truck and with a squeal of tires, he sped out of the lot, making his way towards the location on his phone.
As he passed through the stoplight at the junction of 93 and 72, his navigation let him know that he was a little over a mile from Claire's location. He slowed down and as he made it around the next corner, his headlights picked up her light blue Subaru on the shoulder. He pulled in behind her, shutting his truck off, and got out, approaching her car. He saw movement in the front seat, then the door swung open, and she stepped out, jogging up to him and hugging him.
"Thank you so much for coming."
He hugged her back, "You're welcome. I'm not one to turn down a damsel in distress."
She softly sobbed against him and said, "I just couldn't get the jack or the tire out of the trunk, and I'm in my dress makes it too hard to bend over and I just couldn't do it!"
He softly rubbed her back, "Shhh, you're okay, we will get it taken care of."
She nodded against him, feeling a slight shiver run through her body at his touch as he pressed against her and rubbed her back, "I probably should let you go so you can change it."
"Probably or eventually someone is going to stop and ask questions." She chuckled and let him go and he said, "Okay go ahead and pop your trunk, I'm going to turn my truck back on, so we have light." They went their separate ways, him turning on his headlights and her popping the trunk and starting to pull things out of it. As she pulled things aside, her dress pulled tight against her body, and he couldn't help but stare, but quickly shook it off, wanting to get the tire changed as soon as possible.
About 10 minutes after getting there, he had the tire changed, found a nail in the tread of the flat, and had it loaded in her trunk, telling her to get it fixed as soon as possible because she didn't need to be running around on her donut for too long.
Looking down at her watch she sighed, "Damn it's late, I should have been halfway home by now."
Bryce was wiping his hands off on a rag from his truck and glanced at his watch, seeing that it was now 12:45; he frowned and said, "You're not going to get home until 4". She nodded slightly and he continued, "Why don't you come back to the hotel, I'll pay for your room."
Claire thought about arguing, but realized how tired she was and said, "Maybe you're right, I can get my own room though."
"Thank you. Whatever works for you, I know I'll feel a lot better if you're not driving this late."
"Okay, can I follow you?"
"Sure, I'll see you there."
They made the 20-minute drive back to the hotel and after parking, Bryce waited for Claire to gather her things. She appeared carrying her purse, her dress bag, and a backpack. Bryce remarked, "That all you got?"
"Yeah, I wasn't planning on another night." Bryce nodded, they walked up to the desk and Claire asked if she could get a room for the rest of the night.
The clerk tapped at her keyboard for a moment then frowned, then tapped a few more times before looking up, "I'm sorry ma'am, but we are all booked up for the night."
Bryce spoke up, "Really? The entire hotel?"
The clerk nodded, "Afraid so, there are two weddings this weekend, along with normal tourists hiking and looking at leaves."
Claire sighed, "Just wonderful..."
Bryce turned to her, "I have a king size bed and a recliner, you can stay with me."
"I couldn't do that to you."
"It's fine, you can sleep in the bed, and I'll crash in the recliner."
Claire thought it over in her head and the clerk looked between them before saying, "Do you know this man?"
Bryce was taken aback and looked at the clerk sideways, but before he could speak, Claire laughed and nodded her head yes, "We were in one of those weddings, he's my groomsman."
"Okay, just making sure."
"I appreciate that, but he is harmless. Is there a problem if I stay with him tonight."
"No ma'am, all of our rates are based on double occupancy, so you'd be fine."
Claire turned to Bryce with a smile, "Well, lead the way."
They made their way to the elevator, riding it to the 4th floor, then made their way down the hall to Bryce's room. Once inside he flipped the lights on and then walked to the recliner and moved his suitcase to the floor. He heard Claire groan and say "Ugh!"
He turned to find her laying on the bed with her feet on the floor. He chuckled, "You gonna make it?"
"Yes, I should have listened to you and Kat earlier, then I wouldn't be in this mess."
He shook his head and sat down beside her on the bed, "Mess? Am I really that bad?
She lifted her arm and smacked him on the back and said, "Oh shut up, you know what I mean."
They sat quietly for a moment before Bryce stood up, "If you give me 5 minutes to shower, I can be out of the way if you want to shower tonight."
"That sounds wonderful." Bryce hurriedly gathered a pair of shorts and a t-shirt that had been folded on the pillow and made his way into the bathroom. When the shower turned on, Claire willed herself to get up and begin sorting things out. She found her toiletries and found a pair of leggings and a t-shirt to sleep in, but after holding the t-shirt up, she said, "Fuck." The shirt was an old one from college and it was getting a little thin and she only had the regular bra that she had worn to the rehearsal, and she wasn't going to sleep in that. She thought to herself, "This night just keeps getting better." She figured it was only for a few hours, she would just make the best out of it.
Her thoughts were soon interrupted by the bathroom door opening and Bryce saying, "All yours." She turned to find him shirtless, drying his hair. She whistled playfully at him, he laughed and tossed his towel at her, causing her to laugh.
They passed and she stopped him by gently touching his arm, "Thanks again for letting me stay."
He smiled softly at her, "No problem."
She walked into the bathroom, shut the door, and set her toiletries on the counter. She found a fresh towel that Bryce had set out on the back of the toilet, causing her to smile and think, "That was nice." She turned, looking over shoulder and thinking about all of the bobby pins in her hair, then looking down at her clothes, she took a deep breath and called out, "Bryce?"
She heard him walk to the door, "Everything okay?"
"Yeah, but I have a couple favors..."
"Okay?"
"I only have leggings and a t-shirt, do you by chance have a pair of shorts I can sleep in?"
"Ummm, hold on, let me go check." She heard him step away then return a few seconds later, "I don't sorry. I have a spare pair of boxers since I pack like I'm going to shit myself every day."
She laughed loudly, "That's hilarious, those will work. The second favor, can you come in here?"
"In the bathroom?"
"Yes silly, I'm still dressed, but I need help."
There was silence for a moment, as Bryce tried to process what she had asked. She was beautiful and she was now asking him to come into the bathroom with her. He didn't sleep in boxers, so he just had gym shorts on, and considering it had been over a month since he had had sex, he was worried about getting an erection and offending her. He finally spoke, "Yeah, give me a sec."
When he finally opened the door, he saw her standing, facing the shower with her back to him. She turned slightly and smiled as he handed her the blue plaid boxers. "Those will work, thank you. Now, I need help getting my hair out, I don't know how many bobby pins are holding it up."
"Alright, what is the easiest way to do it?"
She looked around before saying, "Probably if I sit backwards on the toilet, you'll be looking down and be able to see them all."
He nodded, and she sat down on the toilet, allowing her leg to slip through the slit in her dress, showing off most of her thigh. Bryce felt a slight hitch in his breath and felt his cock begin to stir at the sight of her smooth leg; he began to think about dead puppies and football, attempting to will his cock to relax as he spent the next few minutes pulling 15 bobby pins from her hair, and with the last one, her hair fell into its natural waviness. He lifted it up and gently ran his hands through it, causing the scent of shampoo and hairspray to fill the room and her to sigh at the feeling. He smiled and said, "I think that is it."



She shook her head and then ran her hands through it, "I think so." He backed up and she stood up smiling, "Thanks, now I need one more favor."
"What's that?"
"Can you unzip my dress?"
He nodded and reached out, finding the small clasp at the top, undid it, then grabbing the pull, he gently pulled it down until it reached where her waist would be, "I think that is it."
She kept one hand on the front of her dress and reached around, feeling his hand which had lingered on her back, took a subtle deep breath and said, "I think so, thank you."
She turned to find him smiling and looking down at her, "You're welcome, need anything else?"
A million thoughts ran through her head, but she simply said, "No, I won't be long."
He smiled and walked out of the bathroom, shutting the door behind him. With him gone, she could hear the TV switch on, and she slipped the dress from her shoulders, eased it over her hips and let it pool at her feet. She stepped out and turned the water on, as it warmed up, she stripped off her white panties and draped them on the toilet beside her clothes.
When the water was the right temperature, she stepped in and began to quickly wash, working all of the hairspray out of her hair, then washing her arms, chest and stomach, she reached for her razor and quickly shaved her armpits. Setting the razor down, she brought her shower gel to her legs and began working from her feet up. When she got to her crotch, she was slightly surprised to feel the heat emanating from it, and the wetness coating her lips.
She scoffed at herself, thinking "He is just letting you stay the night, calm down Claire!" As she finished washing up and letting the water rinse over her, she couldn't help but think of how good looking he was, how his touch felt, and how it had been over a year since she had had sex. She shook those thoughts off, shut the water off and climbed out of the shower, drying herself, then reaching for her panties. As she slid them up, she noticed the gusset of them was damp, and sighed, thinking to herself, "I guess he had more of an impact than you thought." She peeled the panties off and placed them in her dress before pulling on the boxers Bryce had given her, pulled the shirt on, noticing that luckily in the dim light, her dark nipples didn't show through, but if she didn't get into bed fast, her nipples would push against the thin fabric, leaving little to the imagination. She quickly brushed her teeth, combed her hair and opened the door, stepping back into the main room.
***
Bryce heard the door open and looked up from the recliner and smiled, "Feel better?"
She sighed, "Much better, just getting the hairspray out is huge."
"I bet. I had the desk bring up another blanket, so the bed is all yours." She nodded and noticed the bed had been turned down. She set her things down on her backpack and then climbed in, sighing as she relaxed. Bryce got situated in the chair then said, "You done with the light?"
"I think so." The room suddenly went dark except for a small sliver of light coming in from the crack in the curtain. For the next 10 minutes, Claire lay in bed, hearing Bryce toss and turn until she finally said, "Bryce?"
He quit shifting, "Yeah?"
She didn't answer right away but finally took a deep breath and said, "We are both adults, and this bed is huge, sleep in the bed, that chair is gonna kill you."
"It's fine, I just have to find the comfortable spot."
"It is 130 and you've been tossing and turning for 10 minutes. Get in the bed."
She heard shuffling, then felt the bed dip and Bryce climbed into bed beside her., "Where are you?" He rolled over and his arm bumped into her, "I'm sorry, I didn't think you were in the middle."
She giggled, "You're fine, I'm not used to a bed this big."
He laughed with her, "Me either, I have a queen at home." They both lay silently for a moments until it was Claire tossing and turning; he rolled over, reached out, and placed his hand on her hip; she stopped moving, and he said, "Are you okay?"
He didn't move his hand and she took a deep breath as she felt the feeling from earlier flow through her again, "Short of my kids, I haven't shared a bed with anyone in over six months. I've been sleeping with a body pillow to take up space, and now my body doesn't know what to do with a real person."
He heard her sniffle a bit, "I'm sorry. Am I making you uncomforta..."
She cut him off, "No, you're fine, I'm the issue." He went to move his hand and she grabbed it, "Please don't."
He gently squeezed her hip and softly said, "What do you need?"
He felt her move, his hand slipped from her hip as she scooted back, pressing against him, "Will you hold me?"
"Lift your head." When she did, his arm slipped under her neck and she felt his arm drape against her stomach, pulling her tight against him. They lay quietly for a few minutes, her sniffling stopped, and she noticeably relaxed as he gently stroked her stomach with his hand. She tried to scoot back against him more, causing her ass and the rest of her body to press into his more. He took a deep breath and with her head now on the same pillow as his, he lowered his head and nuzzled her neck.
The sudden warm breath on her neck caused goosebumps to form on her skin, a shiver move threw her body, and her to let out a noise that could be described as a closed mouth moan. She subconsciously pressed her ass back against him, trying to get closer; her eyes shot open when she felt the unmistakable shape of a bulge pressing against her. She felt Bryce shift behind her and soon his nose was pressing against the base of her neck. Feeling herself getting turned on, she gently stroked his hand around her stomach with hers and heard him say, "This is nice."
"Mmhmm."
Feeling her press against him more, Bryce began to succumb to the urges he was feeling and allowed his fingers to find the hem of her shirt, moving it up, his fingers found her warm skin, heard her take in a deep breath and squirm under his touch, he stopped. She whispered, "That feels really good." He began to touch her softly, stroking her skin, causing her to make more pronounced noises, pressing into him more.
She let out a subtle gasp as she felt his lips pressed to her neck. She stopped what she was doing, let go of his hand, and quickly turning over so they were facing each other. He had a look of concern on his face as he said, "I'm sorry, I got carried away."
With her free arm, she pressed her hand to his face and brought her lips to his; after a brief hesitation, she felt his lips move against hers as they pressed into each other. She felt his arms wrap completely around her, hugging her tight as both their lips opened slightly, and their tongues touched; she moaned softly as he nibbled her bottom lip. She felt him rolling and she went with him, ending up on top of him and straddling his waist.
She broke the kiss and took a deep breath, he looked into her eyes and smiled, "Well, I didn't expect that."
He rested his hands on her hips as she looked down at him and finally said, "I haven't had sex in over a year..."
"It's been over a month for me..."
She laughed, "Not the same."
He raised his hips slightly; the sudden pressure caused her to take a breath in and shift a little bit as his bulge pressed into her crotch. She bent back down, kissing him again as his hands slid under her shirt and up her back. As she kissed him, she ground against him, causing her breath to increase. When she broke their kiss to take a breath, he looked at her and said, "If you want to stop and just go to sleep, I won't be upset..."
She sat up straight again and rested her hands on his stomach, "I don't want to stop...". She took another deep breath and grabbed her shirt, lifting it off of her body and throwing it on the floor. "I'm sorry I'm not all tone and fit."
Bryce took her body in, shaking his head, her body was the epitome of young motherhood. She was right, she wasn't tight like the models on Instagram, but instead there was the extra weight of motherhood. There were slight stretch marks on her stomach and her breasts were full with a hint of sag from breastfeeding. Her nipples were dark and pronounced, hardening due to the exposure and the horniness running through her body. He gently slid his hands up her body, smiled and said, "You're beautiful."
"You're just saying that."
He did his best to sit up, causing her to lean back a bit until she was straddling his lap. He wrapped his arms around her, kissing her gently, then saying, "It's true, you are beautiful with clothes on, and even more so without them on." She leaned her head against his as his hands stroked her back, he continued, "I'm serious, if you want to stop, we can."
She shook her head, "I don't want to stop, but please be gentle."
"Of course." He kissed her lips again before moving down her cheek to her ear, nipping it gently before moving down to her neck, then collarbone. As he trailed the kissed down, she bent her head back, softly moaning and gyrating her hips against his growing bulge. As he neared the top of her breast, he lifted his head, "I think we will be more comfortable laying down."
She shook her head and got off his lap before laying down on the bed. He turned and took her body in as the glow of the outside light streaked across her body. He smiled and she made a subtle attempt to cover her chest, he shook his head, "Don't."
She let her hand fall to her side as he straddled her waist and resumed kissing her collarbone and making his way to her breasts. He kissed down her breast, softly nipping at the skin before gently cupping it, lifting it slightly to kiss around her areola. She let out another soft moan as he got closer; with a flick of his tongue on her nipple, she pressed her hips upwards, groaning, but his weight kept them pinned to the bed.
Feeling her press upwards, Bryce opened his mouth, taking her firm nipple into his mouth, sucking firmly while moving his hand to her other breast, cupping and kneading it gently, letting her moans guide his hand, lips, and tongue. After giving her left breast and nipple attention, he let her nipple drop from his mouth and kissed across her chest, repeating the same thing on her right breast and nipple, once again causing her to softly moan in pleasure.
After a few moments, he lifted his head and slid up her body again, kissing her softly while tangling his hands in her hair. She once again pushed her pelvis into him, craving the feeling of his bulge. She opened her eyes when he pulled his lips away and said, "This all feels so good."
He smiled softly, "I'm glad, but I'm not done."
His hands left her hair and she felt him sliding down her body, trailing kisses between her breasts, then feeling them on the bottom of her rib cage, down to her stomach, around her belly button. As good as it felt, she reached her hand down between his lips and her skin, "Bryce, ummm stop."
He softly kissed her hand and looked up at her with a look of concern, "Is everything okay?"
"No, well yes." She covered her face, shaking her head.
When she moved her hands, she saw that he hadn't moved, but was smiling softly as he said, "Of course I'll stop, but I'm a bit confused by your answer."
She took a deep breath and look at the ceiling, "You don't have to do that."
"What do you mean that?"
"Lick me down there."
"I know I don't, but I wanted to."
"Oh, why?"
"Cause I was hoping to keep making you feel good. Can I know why you asked me to stop."
She sighed, looked down at him, then rolled the boxers down a bit exposing the 6in scar on her abdomen, "I had a c-section when I had Zach."
He looked down at her newly exposed skin and softly bent down, kissing the scar, "It's beautiful too."
She laughed, "Now you're just full of shit."
He looked at her seriously, "I'm serious. All the things you're self-conscious about don't bother me. You've had two kids, this is what a real woman looks like, and I like that."
She felt a tear slip from her eye, "Really?"
He smiled, "Yes really. Your body is beautiful."
She sniffled and wiped the tears from her eye, "Thank you," she scoffed, "Now I ruined the mood."
He reached up and gently caressed her cheek, "You didn't ruin anything."
She gripped his hand in hers and said, "Do you still want to keep going?"
"Only if you do." She shook her head yes and he pulled his hand from her face, placed both hands on her hips and resumed his kisses along her stomach; she let out a gasp as he began to kiss along her scar, and running his tongue along it, sending shockwaves through her body as she felt her pussy begin to dampen more. He kissed until he found her hip bones, then shifted lower, kissing right along the edge of the boxers, causing her to thrust her hips towards his mouth.
As he got to the crease were her hips and legs met, he paused and said, "Can I take these off?" She squirmed a bit and nodded her head; he slowly eased the boxers off her hips and down her legs after she lifted her ass. With them on the floor, he smiled and gently spread her legs, revealing her wet folds.
She lifted her head, "I'm sorry I'm not clean shaven."
He ran his hands up her thighs, "I don't care." With his hands at the top of her thighs, he used his thumbs to gently touch her lips, spreading them as she sighed in pleasure. He ran his fingertips through the faint patch of curly hair above her slit, then moved his hands to the inside of her thighs. He lay down between her legs, and said, "Bend your legs."
She did as he said, bending her legs and taking a deep breath as she felt his warm breath on her inner thighs and moving towards her pussy. She felt his hand parting her lips, then felt his lips softly kissing her most delicate areas as she let out a soft moan, as a wave of pleasure flowed through her. His kissed were soon replaced by his tongue as he softly licked between her lips at her wetness. As he worked higher, she let out another moan and thrust her hips towards his face, urging him to lick her clit.
Rather than do as she wanted, Bryce smiled to himself and licked around her clit before moving back down, sucking her lips into his mouth, then licking back up, causing her to moan and thrust into his mouth again. He did this same thing another two times before licking from her entrance to her clit, flicking it with his tongue, eliciting a much more primal moan from her. He lifted his head to see her chest rising and falling with deep breaths of pleasure and brought his finger around and softly stroked her slit, causing another moan.
He moved his head back down, flicking her clit while circling her entrance with his finger, then gently pushing his finger inside while sucking her clit between his lips. The sudden change caused Claire's eyes to shoot open as she let out the loudest moan yet. He spent the next minute or so working his finger deeper inside her, feeling her wetness coat his finger while he sucked on and flicked her clit with his tongue. Claire wasn't very loud, but her moans began to become a bit louder, and her body began to shake until she said, "Shit!" her legs began to tremble harder, and her pussy contracted around his finger in orgasm.
As the waves and contractions began to slow, Bryce softly licked her juices up before sitting up and stroking her legs as she came down from her orgasm. She opened her eyes and looks at him, "Wow. Can't say my ex ever did that."
He softly smiled back, "I'm glad it made you feel good."
Claire raised up onto her elbows, "You're overdressed." Bryce shifted from his knees to a sitting position and took his shorts, off dropping to the floor as his cock bounced free. Claire reached out, gently taking it in her hand and stroking it while running her thumb across the head, wetting it with his precum. He closed his eyes, savoring the touch, the letting go let go, she knelt in front of him. He opened his eyes, wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her against him, as they kissed passionately.
When their kiss broke, she reached down, taking is hard cock in her hand and said softly, "It's been a while, can I be on top?" He nodded and moved to lay down, but she touched his arm and said, "Can I sit in your lap like before?"
He nodded his head, "How would you like me?"
She kissed him then said, "Sit Indian style". Bryce shifted so he could cross his legs and Claire moved into position, straddling his legs, taking his cock in her hand and gently pressing it against her opening, and easing herself down slowly. As the head slipped inside, she took a deep breath, feeling her body stretching around the intruder that she was welcoming. She gradually lowered herself all the way onto his cock as he steadied her and stroked her back.
They both groaned as their bodies met, him because of the warmth and wetness enveloping him, and for her, the feeling of fullness that she hadn't felt in such a long time. Bryce wasn't huge like most people talked about, but he was six and a half inches, with enough girth to fill her completely and even stretch her slightly. She got her legs out from underneath her, wrapping them around his waist, and with his arms around her, they pulled each other close. Bryce thrust his hips into her gently, reaching as much of her as he could, causing her to let out another moan.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, "You feel so good."
He kissed her and replied, "You do too." As their lips met again, Claire began to move her hips, grinding her clit against his coarse pubic hair and pelvis. As she sped up to a pace that was hitting all the right spots, she pulled her lips from his and bent her head back, exposing her neck and collarbones, which Bryce gladly took advantage of, moving his lips to her neck. Kissing his way down, he found her collarbone, kissing along it as she gyrated against him and moaning with each gyration.
For the next few moments, the room was filled with her soft moans and his deep breaths; as she switched from a gyrating to a rocking motion, Bryce thrust up into her as much as he could each time she rocked forward. With this new motion, she could feel him pressing onto the front wall of her vagina, causing her to moan more and pull him against her as her eventual orgasm washed over her. As her body shook around him, Bryce pulled her against him, holding her until she began to come down, then gently kissed her chest and her neck.
As she caught her breath, she was overcome with a bit of emotion, even a couple tears breaking free, which Bryce caught with his thumb, "What's wrong? I didn't hurt you did I?"
Annoyed, she responded, "No, it's just stupid hormones and girl stuff."
He stroked her back and kissed her softly, "You're okay."
She wiped her eyes, "It's just been so long, and you are so caring. You're spoiling me and I can't help it."
He chuckled, "I'm glad these are tears of happiness then."
They stayed still for a moment as she collected herself, then she shifted slightly, causing the feeling on his cock to change, and causing him to let out a groan. She ran her fingers through his hair and said, "Wanna lay down?"
He nodded and she untangled her legs, rose off his cock, and lay down beside him. He untucked his legs rising to his knees as she spread her legs, signaling for him to get between them; as he climbed between them he placed his hands on either side of her shoulders and once again bent down, kissing her, then saying, "I dunno how long I'll last if I'm actually thrusting."
She giggled, "That's fine, you deserve to cum too."
He laughed with her and rested the head of his cock against her slit, "We haven't talked about birth control."
She reached down and stroked his still damp cock and as he groaned said, "I had my tubes tied after Zachary, you don't have to pull out if you don't want to." She gently pulled his cock into her, once again causing him to groan and her to sigh as he filled her up.



"Are you sure?"
She bit her lip, nodded, and Bryce began to slowly pull out of her before pushing back in. Feeling her wrapped around him while sitting was one thing, but feeling the contours of her walls as he slid in and out of her was a whole different level of pleasure. For Claire, feeling the veiny texture of his shaft as he stroked inside of her caused her to let out consistent moans as he sped up.
She was so used to her ex jackhammering into her, she was surprised when Bryce lowered himself onto her and kissed her. Her moans were stifled as she tried to kiss him back while he thrusted. She instinctively wrapped her arms around him, pulling him tight against her, and as he came closer, she wrapped her legs around him, making sure he didn't go anywhere. Their kisses soon became erratic, and Bryce pulled away as he grunted and his face began to contort, and with another grunt he pressed into her and soon she felt the pulsing of his cock, the familiar warmth, and the wetness as he came inside of her, causing her to sigh in contentment as she felt something she didn't know she missed.
As his cock finished pumping into her, she felt his body go limp as he relaxed; she gently stroked his back as his head rested beside her head, nothing but the sound of their breathing filled the room. Once he regained his composure, he lifted his head looking into her eyes and kissed her, before saying "Wow."
She grinned and said, "That's a good way describe it." She lifted her head, kissing him again for a few moments before his softening cock began to slowly slip from inside of her.
He broke their kiss and said, "Let me get you a towel." He slowly pulled out of her and made his way to the bathroom, where after quickly wiping his cock off, he brought her the towel to clean up.
After wiping off what had slid out already, she stood up, kissed him, and looked down at their clothes, "Do you care if we deal with that in the morning?"
"Nope."
"Okay, I'll be out in a minute." Claire made her way to the bathroom where she peed and finished cleaning up as much of his cum as she could. She thought to herself after the third wipe with toilet paper, "God he cums a lot." She laughed, shook her head, and wiped again; after standing up and doing one more wipe with the towel she caught herself thinking, "I wonder if I could swallow that all?" She shook her head and exited the bathroom to find Bryce in bed closer to the middle this time.
As she climbed in and pulled the covers up he said, "Think you'll be able to sleep now?"
She giggled, "I hope we both sleep good after that."
He smiled, "Goodnight Claire."
She leaned in, kissing him softly before rolling with her back to him and said, "Will You hold me for a bit."
She felt him move, then with his body pressing against her, one arm going around her stomach and the other snaking under her neck, "Like this?"
She sighed, "Like this."
****
The next morning, Bryce stirred awake with a smile on his face, remembering what had happened the night before. He had moved in the night, and when he rolled over to touch Claire, he found the bed empty. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes and looked towards the bathroom, expecting to see it shut, but instead the light was off, and the door was wide open. He sat up and realized it was 10:45 and Claire was nowhere in the room, nor was her dress draped over the chair from the night before, or her backpack on the floor.
He stretched and climbed out of bed, making his way towards the bathroom; before he could reach it though, a note stuck in the frame of the mirror of the closet caught his eye. He pulled it from the frame, and it read: "Bryce, I woke up and didn't want to disturb you. Thank you for a wonderful night and a great weekend, talk to you soon -C."
He scratched his head in confusion and made his way to the bathroom and then dressed, making his way downstairs to have breakfast with the groomsmen. Over breakfast, he didn't say much, playing the events of the night over in his head, wondering if he had done something wrong, or if he had misread what had happened. With breakfast over and goodbyes said, Bryce headed back up, packed his things then headed out to return his suit. Once his suit was returned, he headed out of town, getting home around 1:30.
Not knowing what time Claire had left, he shot her a text, "Missed you this morning. Hope you made it home safe."
A couple of hours had passed with no response which concerned him, so he texted Katherine, "Have you heard from Claire?"
She replied a few minutes later, "Yeah, she texted me a little bit ago and filled me in on her flat tire. Thanks for helping her and letting her crash last night. Why?"
"She was gone when I woke up and I texted making sure she made it home alright, but I haven't gotten anything back from her."
"Hmmm, that's odd, I know the boys come back around now, so maybe she is just busy."
"Probably so, least I know she made it home."
"Bryce, did something happen last night?"
Not wanting to be one who kisses and tells, Bryce lied, "We just talked a bunch and I liked that."
"Talk?"
"Don't give me that, Steve told me you were trying to play matchmaker, so yes we talked."
"Okay, Okay. You know she's pretty busy during the week, let me see if I can find anything out for you over the next few days."
"Thanks, I appreciate it."
The next few days turned into a few weeks with no new information from Katherine. She texted him periodically to let him know that she had talked to Claire, but no matter how she tried to bring it up, Claire wouldn't talk about Bryce or the night they spent together. He tried a couple times to message her, but never received any response. For the first couple of weeks, every time his phone vibrated with an alert, he would hurriedly check it, hoping it was Claire, but it never was.
He buried himself in his work and his other activities, trying to distract himself from his thoughts and his feelings. Bryce had never been a one-night stand type of guy, but he had also only been in seven sexual relationships, and two of those turned serious. The emotions and confusion he was feeling were so foreign to him he didn't know how to react. Part of him wanted to call her and ask what was going on and why she had gone radio silent, but after talking with Katherine, then later his best friend about everything, he decided that he probably should just let it go, and that maybe their night together was what she needed to start moving on.
Six weeks after the wedding dawned a clear, mid 60's Saturday, Bryce had come back from a mountain bike ride with some friends, showered, and was just settling down to watch the weeks college football games when his phone vibrated showing the name, "Steve" with the message, "What are you into this weekend?"
"Not a damn thing, just got back from a ride, going to watch football today and then clean around the apartment tomorrow."
"Nice, Kat and I may be down your way in the morning for some shopping, grab lunch maybe?"
"Sure, let me know."
"Will do man."
Around 3:30, the second game of the day was getting ready to kick off and Bryce was making his way back from the kitchen with another beer when there was a knock at the door. Bryce set her beer down, figuring it was a local kid selling fruit; he had seen them around the neighborhood the last day or so, and a neighbor mentioned they'd been around. When he opened the door, there was no kid, but instead Claire stood there looking at her feet, "Claire?"
She looked up and gave a half smile, "Hey Bryce..."
"What are you doing here?"
"Can we talk?" Bryce felt equal parts anger, confusion and joy, so he stepped back from the door, allowing her to walk in. He shut the door behind her and said, "How did you know where I lived?"
"Katherine gave me your address."
"How did you know I would...Oh, now I understand. The text from Steve earlier..."
She nodded, "I got into town last night and stayed with them."
He nodded his head, still unsure of what to say about her being there, "Do you want something to drink?"
She smiled a bit larger, "Thank you, what do you have?"
"I have beer, water, coke, ginger ale, and bourbon."
" A beer would be fine."
"Go ahead and have a seat, I need to use the bathroom quick."
He walked down the hall and leaned against the vanity for a moment, thinking to himself, "What is she doing here? You just got to where you're not checking your phone all the time." He felt himself getting annoyed but made himself take a deep breath and hear her out. He flushed the toilet and walked back out into the living room, finding Kat sitting on the couch at the opposite end of where his beer was sitting. He grabbed her a beer from the fridge and yelled "Glass or no?"
"Can is fine."
He cracked the beer and walked back in handing it to her, then sitting down opposite of her on the couch. He took a drink of his own beer then turned to face her; in his brain he started to say something two or three times before deciding on the direct approach, "Why are you here?"
She took a drink, then a deep breath and said, "I'm sorry for leaving in a hurry that morning and I'm sorry for not responding to you." Bryce nodded, not sure of what to say, something he was not used to. She continued, "When I woke up that morning, I freaked out."
"Why?"
"I've been separated and divorced for just under a year now, and everything that happened that weekend wasn't supposed to happen."
"Ouch."
"No no, that is nothing against you, you were absolutely wonderful to me then, and that was the problem. Even though you were going through your own thing, you were more attentive to me. That is something that in all the years I was married, my ex NEVER did."
He nodded, "Okay, but why disappear?"
She took another drink of her beer, "Because when I woke up that morning, and I was still wrapped in your arms, all I could think about was what could go wrong."
"What do you mean?"
"You're compassionate, you're funny, you care about other people, you're loyal to your friends and family, and so many other things that I can't put into words right now." She began to feel tears stream down her face again as she continued, "You're a great guy who deserves a great woman, and I'm not that. I'm 32 and divorced, I have two kids and we live three and a half hours away from each other; I couldn't let you fall for me, nor could I let myself fall for you, so I had to put distance between us."
She began to softly sob, turning away from him, but then she felt the couch shift; not looking up because she was afraid he was walking away, she continued to look down at her feet until she felt the cushion next to her sag. She looked up and Bryce was sitting there with a tissue; she took it from him, using it to dab her eyes, drying her tears, and looked back up at him, to see him smiling which made her look down again. She felt the cushion shift again, this time instead of him moving, she felt his arms wrap around her shoulders, causing her to sob again.
He gently stroked her back as the different thoughts and emotions ran through his head. Sure he had every right to be angry, but one thing he had figured out about Claire was that she was sensitive and because of the affair, didn't have the best self-confidence at times. Hearing what she had said made complete sense to him and he couldn't be mad at her, she was dealing with a lot of emotional baggage that she was working through. He was definitely confused because he still didn't know exactly why she was here; she could have just left things how they were and they would have both moved on, no big deal in the long run. Joy soon replaced both of those thoughts because feeling her back in his arms just felt right.
She finally calmed down after a couple of minutes and wiggled away from him a bit, but still leaving their legs touching, he looked at her and smiled, "Feel better?"
"I feel better now that you know what happened."
"Good, can I talk now?" She bit her lip and nodded, unsure of what he was going to say.
"Claire, everything you said a moment ago is crap. You ARE a great woman because of everything you see as a negative. I didn't care that night that you are divorced, or that you have 2 kids, and I sure as hell don't care now. I am attracted to you and everything about you that I know. Before our night together, I had decided that after the wedding weekend was over, I was going to try and talk to you about spending more time together."
"You're just saying that."
He playfully shushed her lips with his fingers, drawing a smile from her and said, "You talked, now it's my turn. I'm not just saying that you can ask Steve. He told me that Katherine was trying to play matchmaker, and I told him that she had good taste. Hell, even the photographer could see the connection between us."
"Have you seen that picture?"
He shook his head, "When Katherine posted them, I avoided looking because seeing you would have stung a bit."
She started scrolling through her phone and turned it to him, "I'm sorry, but here's the picture." He held her hand and brought the phone closer and it was a perfect picture, her fixing his tie, smiling as he smiled down, looking at her as she did it. "Swipe over." He swiped over and saw a picture from the bridal party dance that must have been taken right after she caught him looking down her dress. In it, her head was on his chest with her eyes closed, and a slight smile on her face, while he smiled looking at her again.
He looked at her and smiled, "You saved those..."
"Yeah, because I can see how happy I am in them."
Bryce took a deep breath and sat back slightly and decided to go for what he had wanted to after they spent their night together, "Can I try to make you that happy?"
"What about my kids?"
"I'd like to meet them when you want me to. The distance is an issue, but there are places half way."
"About that, I'm moving."
Bryce slumped a bit, "Oh..."
She smiled, "I took a new job working for the state in Denver, I start next month."
"So you'd be like a half hour from here?" She nodded, "So what do you say?"
"You know I'm still seeing a therapist?"
"Okay, I probably should see one. Quit trying to come up with reasons why this won't work."
"I just know I've hurt you already, and I don't want to do it again. Kat and Steve filled me in last night about everything, and Kat read me the riot act."
He chuckled, "Well if she read you the riot act, that's punishment enough."
She sat quietly for a minute, running through everything that could go wrong, but then the words of her therapist when she would tell her, "I'll try." popped into her head, "Do or do not, there is no try." She leaned closer to him and said, "Would you kiss me?" She barely finished what she was saying before his arms were around her and his lips were on hers.
They kissed for a few minutes before he pulled his lips from hers and said, "One thing though."
"What's that?"
"Can I take you to dinner on a real date tonight?"
"I would love that."
That evening they went to a local brewery and enjoyed beers and dinner while watching the football games that Bryce planned to watch that day. They were both surprised that even with the heavy conversation they had had a few hours earlier, they quickly fell into a comfortable rhythm of conversation. With the 8:00 games getting ready to start, Bryce asked the waiter for their check, and they made their way back to his truck; as they left the brewery, he reached out and took her hand, causing her to smile at him; he chuckled, "There's the smile I saw in the pictures."
"That smile has been consistent for most of the night when I'm not talking or laughing."
He opened the door for her and then drove them back to his apartment. He pulled in beside her car and they both got out, not sure of what was next, he leaned against the side of his truck and pulled her against, "You're not planning on driving home tonight are you?"
"I could, or I could go back to Katherine and Steve's. I wasn't sure how talking to you would go, so I wanted to be ready to run home with my tail tucked if necessary."
He nodded, "So you have your bag?"
"Yeah.."
"Then you want to come upstairs?"
"I'd like that."
"One condition though."
"What's that?"
"You're still here in the morning."
"I promise."
***Epilogue*** 18 months later
The clock was nearing 11 and the DJ was playing "I'll Be" by Edwin McCain, and Claire and Bryce were once again in each other's arms, gently moving around the dance floor. This time though, Claire's outfit was very different, instead of a blue bridesmaid dress, she was wearing a white wedding dress. There was a brief commotion off to the side as Steve and a pregnant Katherine tried to corral the two young boys desperately trying to make their way to the center of the dance floor.
Bryce and Claire both giggled and let their arms drop as the two broke free, the oldest, Jack yelling "BRYCE!" and the youngest waddling and jabbering "Mom Mom Mom."
Bryce scooped up Jack as Claire scooped up Zachary and they shared a group hug as Steve and Katherine made their way to them, Katherine apologized, "Sorry about that guys, they escaped."
They laughed, and Claire said, "It's fine. Boys, now you be good for Aunt Kat and Uncle Steve tonight. Bryce and I will pick you up tomorrow afternoon."
Both boys shook their heads and Bryce set Jack down before saying, "Thanks again for keeping them tonight."
Steve slapped him on the back, "Of course, it is good practice for us, plus all newlyweds deserve their first night alone. Alright kiddos, let's go get some ice cream!"
Both boys yelled out ice cream and took off towards the edge of the tent with Steve in pursuit. Katherine hugged each of them and said, "Claire, you make a beautiful bride, this time though takes the cake. Enjoy your evening guys."
She walked off and Bryce pulled his new bride back into his arms as the bridge of the song played. They danced a bit more and as the song wound down, Claire looked up at Bryce to kiss him, and just like the last time they were there, he was looking down her dress. "Mr. Grimes, are you enjoying the view?"
"Why yes I am Mrs. Grimes."
She laughed, "Well it worked for you last time."
"I know, and I can't wait to see what is under that gown."
She leaned up and kissed his cheek and as the song wound down, she whispered in his ear, "Not a damn thing."
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As Andy Blackston hit his second shot from the fairway, he heard his phone vibrate from the cart. After watching his ball land, he made his way over to the cart and found a text from his wife Jessica, it read, "Pick up some chicken for dinner, Maggie came over after work and we want to grill out and drink wine." Andy was a teacher at the local high school, and that day, the teachers had an in-service day without student and being that the weather was gorgeous, especially for late fall, Andy had blown off the afternoon sessions to play golf with his buddy and dad.
He laughed, then read the text to his buddy and his dad. His dad is a quiet guy, but he scoffed and said, "Lucky bastard, two beautiful ladies telling you to hurry home."
Andy was 33 years old, about 6'1 with a trim, athletic body. His wife, Jessica was 30, 5'8 with the perfect hourglass figure of someone blessed with good genes and who took care of herself. Like him, Jessica was also a teacher, her teaching special ed science and him teaching math. Jessica had three classes where it's just her and students and then four where she is with another teacher. The other teacher in this case was a younger teacher named Maggie.
Maggie was year or two out of college and had moved to their small rural town for her first job. Maggie was someone that caused you to stop when you first saw her. She was almost 5'11 with VERY pronounced curves, especially her bust. Being new to the area, and especially with there not being many young people, Maggie had become incredibly close with Andy and Jessica. She spent a lot of time at their house rather than her tiny apartment and watched their dog/house sat when we were gone. Maggie had a long-term boyfriend in college, but they had broken up about 6 months after she moved to the area, and he refused to "move to the sticks" as he put it. Jess was an only child, causing her to take an immediate liking to Maggie, developing a bit of a sisterly bond.
After finishing their round, Andy did as he was asked, making his way to the grocery store to get some chicken before making his way home. When he got home, he walked around the back of the house and found Jess and Maggie sitting on loungers with glasses of wine. As he came around the corner, he whistled and said, "A guy could get used to coming home to this!"
Both giggled and held up their glasses and Jess said, "About damn time, we are hungry and need a refill." He took both their glasses and went inside where he discovered one bottle was empty, but another was chilling. he refilled their glasses, prepped the chicken, and poured himself a bourbon before heading back out. "Your drinks ladies."
"Now this is service I could get used to." replied Maggie.
He laughed, fired up the grill, and while waiting for it to preheat, asked what he had missed during the afternoon meetings.
Jess and Maggie both scoffed and began to fill him in on what had been discussed, the latest small-town drama, and other pertinent information. As he cooked dinner, the ladies continued talking, both occasionally "cat calling" him as he cooked before descending into their normal laughter. With the chicken and the sides done, they all sat down to eat, and after they all pitched in for clean-up, before settling in to enjoy the freakishly warm evening for middle of November.
As it began to get dark, Maggie stood up to go inside to the bathroom and stumbled. As she giggled, Jess started laughing and said, "Girl, you aren't driving anywhere, you need to sober up, you're staying here tonight!"
After some short protests from Maggie, she gave in and goes, "Well if I'm staying, I'm getting another bottle of wine!"
Andy just laughed, and suggested, "Why don't we head inside then?"
The women nodded and they all moved inside to our TV room. Andy ended up on the couch with Jess on his right and Maggie on his left. As they continued to talk and drink, Maggie kept bumping her hand into his thigh and knee. He of course noticed but didn't think anything about it because she always talked with her hands when sober and tended to get more animated once she had been drinking. Eventually her hand came to rest on his leg and didn't move; between fits of laughter Jess looked over and said, "Maggie what's that hand doing?"
Maggie looked down and goes, "Oh shit, I'm sorry, I wasn't even thinking." She moved it quickly which caused them all to laugh.
As they all settled down and silence fell upon them, Jess looked over at Maggie with a serious face and said, "Maggie when was the last time you got laid?"
They had discussed relationships before and Andy had heard the two of them talk about sex quietly, but this forwardness was unexpected. He glanced between the two of them and as Maggie began to grow redder; he tried to cut the awkwardness, saying "Don't put her on the spot like that."
Jess replied, "Andy shush, when was it, Maggie?"
Maggie said very quietly, "8 months, I hooked up with Adam when I went back to my college for a sorority reunion."
Andy wasn't sure how to respond, sitting their silently, but Jess filled the void, "Holy shit girl, that is TOO LONG!"
Maggie immediately said, "What am I supposed to do? All the guys around here have a baby momma, or only have half their teeth! None of that is worth dealing with!"
Maggie kind of sighed and sank into the couch; Andy gave Jess a look that said, "What the hell are you doing?"
The issue was, he could see her thinking and after a minute of absolute silence, Jess leaned forward so she was looking at Maggie and said, "How about you sleep with Andy and I?"
Andy was left speechless, and Maggie just stared off into space. After 30 seconds, but what seemed like an eternity, Andy tried to say, "Maggie, Jess has had a lot to..."
Maggie cut him off and with a shrug of her shoulders said, "Sure, I had two guys in college, but never a man and a woman."
To say Andy was in shock was an understatement, he kept looking at one, before shifting his look to the other. Jess looked at both and smiled, then said, "Well that settles it. Maggie, we have a king size bed, why don't we head there?"
The two women got up and headed towards the bedroom; Andy just sat on the couch in disbelief that seemingly, he was about to sleep with his wife and another woman. Sure, they had talked about bringing another woman into the bedroom, especially since Jess had disclosed that she had a bit of a bisexual streak during college.
Once they reached the hallway, Jess turned around and said, "Are you coming or is it just going to be us two?"
He got up and followed them down the hallway, shutting the door to their bedroom so the dog wouldn't intrude. No sooner than he shut the door, Maggie and Jess sat on the bed and Jess said, "One rule, Maggie, I know you are on birth control, but Andy will not cum inside of anyone but me, got it?"
Maggie shook her head and said, "Of course, I prefer swallowing, facials, or on my tits anyway."
Andy groaned and continued to stand there dumbfounded until Jess looked at him and said, "Get over here, the woman hasn't had a dick in 8 months, help her out." He walked over to the bed and Maggie's hand immediately undid his belt and pulled down his shorts and boxers, allowing his cock to spring free. He was at "half-mast" when they got to the bedroom, but hearing Jess and Maggie talk about his cum, made him spring to his full 7".
Maggie began to stroke his cock and said, "Oh, Jess you weren't kidding, it is a great cock."
Jess meanwhile had stood up and was stripping her clothes and said, "Wait until it's in your mouth and cunt." As she finished saying that Maggie nodded and took the head of his cock in her mouth, wetting it, then began to work down the shaft.
As Maggie sucked his cock, Jess came over and helped him with his shirt and they began to kiss. As they kissed, they could hear Maggie slurping as she gave him a very wet and sloppy blowjob, covering his cock in her saliva. He grabbed Jess's ass and then moved his hand around to her pussy finding her shaved like always and already wet. Jess pulled away to moan a bit and then said, Maggie, that is fucking hot, but I want some of it. Why don't you get undressed?"
Maggie agreed, murmuring with his cock in her mouth and let go with a pop. As she stood up Jess kissed her passionately and said, "Mmmm you taste like him, get undressed."
Jess got down on her knees and took his wet cock in her hand, slowly jerking him before taking it into her mouth. Something they had discovered very early on in their relationship was that Jess had no gag reflex, and she loved to deep throat him whenever she could; it wasn't long before she started working his cock deep into her mouth and throat.
All the while, Andy was a bit distracted as Maggie began to undress. Maggie wasn't a stick by any means, but she wasn't fat either. She was very healthy, making sure to exercise and to eat right, but there was no denying the woman was stacked in all the right areas. She slid out of her leggings revealing no panties and a clean-shaven pussy; she then took the hem of her shirt in her hands, lifting and removing it to reveal a black Under Armor zippered sports bra that was struggling to hold her tits in, the tops of them spilling out.
She unzipped the bra, undid the clasp in the middle, then shrugged it off her shoulders, adding it to the pile of clothes on the floor. As her tits dropped free, Andy simply muttered, "Wow." Maggie's tits had to be at least a DD, if not an E cup. They were topped with large areolas, with the firm nipples jutting out. It was beginning to sink in that he was going to fuck both of them; like every guy, Andy had dreamed of a threesome with two women, but even with their conversations, he didn't think it would ever happen.
He finally spoke and told Maggie, "Come here, I want to feel that pussy."
She grinned and walked towards him before saying, "Jess am I allowed to kiss him?"
Jess hummed "Mmhmm" with his cock in her mouth, causing Andy to let out a moan as he wrapped his arm around Maggie's waist. He and Maggie began to kiss before he slipped his hand to her pussy to find her wet, just like Jess. He slipped a finger between her lips and lightly stroked, causing her to moan into their kiss.
Right as he slipped his finger inside of her, Jess bottomed out, gurgling on his cock and causing him to moan just as Maggie had done from his finger. He began to slide his finger in and out of Maggie, aiming for her g-spot. She pulled back from their kiss and began to moan., causing Jess stopped sucking and mouth, "Make her cum."
He nodded and slid another finger into Maggie and began to work her towards an orgasm. Jess stood up and moved to take one of Maggie's nipples into her mouth. Once she did, Maggie's eyes shot open and between moans said, "Oh god, just like that!" Andy and Jess kept their motions up for another few minutes until Maggie moaned, "I cummmminngg." Andy felt her pussy clamp on his fingers and with Jess's help, they held her upright as her body convulsed through her orgasm.
As she came down from her orgasm, Andy and Jess grinned; finally, Maggie said, "Thank you so much, for the first orgasm other than my vibrator, that was wonderful."
Jess smiled at her and said, "Good, but you're not done. Why don't we get on the bed, and you ride him?"
Not wanting anyone to change their mind, Andy quickly moved to the bed and lay down; Jess climbed up and rested against the headboard while Maggie crawled up and straddled his pelvis; she looked at them both and said, "Are you sure?"
Andy looked to Jess, making sure that she was sure, as she said, "Oh, I'm sure."
Maggie nodded and lined up her pussy and his cock, she said, "Jess, thank you so much for this ahead of time; I forgot how much I needed a cock."
Jess smiled and said, "No problem, babe, just make sure you ride that cock good."
Maggie slid down onto his cock slowly and when she reached to bottom, they both sighed. Her pussy was wet, warm and incredibly tight, wrapping itself around his cock. As she sat on his cock, she looked to Jess who had begun fingering herself slowly and said, "You weren't kidding about the size, it is stretching me just right."
Jess nodded, "I told you girl, it's perfect."
Maggie nodded and began to slowly ride up and down on his cock. Andy couldn't help comparing the two women; when Jess rode him, there was very little up and down, and more him thrusting and her grinding against him. With Maggie, he had to do nothing; he rested his hands on Maggie's hips and ass and she moaned more and more as she bounced up and down on his cock. She began to slow down a bit and said to him, "Grab my tits."
He did as she asked and began to pinch her nipples and squeeze her tits feeling the soft flesh give with each squeeze. This went on for another minute or so until Jess who had been quiet other than moans said, "Let me do that, Andy, eat my pussy." Jess rose up, straddled his face, then lowered her pussy to his mouth so he could eat her out while Maggie rode him.
He couldn't see what was going on, but he knew that Maggie was moaning more and more, and Jess's moans were interspersed with them. Jess let him know she was getting close and told him where to focus his tongue. Maggie sped up until she was slamming her pussy onto his cock as he felt Jess's pussy begin to leak her juices. Soon Jess began to moan and cum, and shortly after Jess's orgasm began, Maggie let out another moan of, "I'm cumming" as he felt her pussy contract around his cock.
As both women came down from their orgasms, Maggie slipped off his cock onto her side while Jess got off his face and sat back against the headboard. As they all caught our breath, he said, "I'm glad you two came because I dunno how much longer I could last."
He sat up and looked at Maggie and told her, "Lay down, I need a minute and I haven't got to taste your pussy yet." She nodded her head and laid back allowing him to get between her legs and begin to lick her freshly fucked pussy.
As he worked on her slit and clit, he heard Jess say, "Do you want to eat me out?"
Maggie moaned from Andy's stimulation, then said, "Yes, but I've never done it."
He glanced up to see Jess's ass as she held onto the headboard, straddling Maggie's face as she had done to his earlier. He could see Maggie reaching her tongue out and gently licking Jess's wet slit. It didn't take long for Jess began to grind her pussy into Maggie's face as he licked and sucked Maggie's pussy for all he had.
Quickly, Maggie began to cum, her pussy once again contracting around his two fingers that he added that were hitting her g-spot; her moans stifled by Jess's pussy clamped over her mouth. As Maggie came down from her orgasm, Jess slid off her and said, "Okay Andy, that's enough calming down, get behind me and fuck me!"
As they shuffled into position, Jess said to Maggie, "Your tongue is good, but let me show you, lay back."
Maggie once against nodded as she reclined in the bed and Andy slid into Jess. Once he was completely in her, she let out a moan, then dropped her shoulders to the bed and began to lick Maggie from the bottom of her slit to her clit. Watching Jess eat Maggie out was one of the hottest things Andy had ever seen and had to fight too not cum too soon. As he kept thrusting into Jess, she paused for a second, looked over her shoulder and said, "You had better pull out, and cover her tits."
He nodded and went back to thrusting while Jess went back to Maggie's pussy. As both women began to moan louder, Andy saw Maggie reach up and began to cup and squeeze her own tits. It wasn't long before Maggie began to cum from Jess's tongue; Andy sped up slightly, making sure to hit Jess deep like she liked.
As Maggie came down from her orgasm, Jess lifter her head and began to moan as her own orgasm started. Andy felt her pussy contract and kept thrusting until he couldn't hold back anymore. He pulled out of her wet pussy, Jess shifted and collapsed next to Maggie, and he moved up towards the head of the bed, Maggie looked at him, continuing to cupping her tits. As he got into position, Maggie said in a sultry voice, "Cum all over my tits."
Jess reached over as he stroked his cock, cupping and massaging his balls until he groaned and shot five solid ropes of cum onto her tits, the first three landing on her left one the other two on her right one.
As his orgasm subsided, he lay down, joining the tangled mess of body parts. They lay there and caught their breath for a few minutes. Andy felt the bed shit and when he looked up, Maggie was scooping some of his cum off her tits and putting her fingers into her mouth. As she did, Jess said, "Hey girl, you don't get all of it."
Jess sat up and began to lick the rest of his cum off Maggie's tits, causing Maggie to let out another sigh. They continued to lay there for a few minutes while Maggie then Jess went to pee.
As Maggie and Andy waited for her to finish, Maggie cuddled up against him and slowly cupped his balls; he groaned and he looked at her and said, "Sorry I'm no porn star, it's another 3-4 hours before I can go again."
She laughed and said, "That's fine, I wouldn't do that without Jess being here, but thank you for the great sex, I really needed it." Before he could respond, Jess yelled from the bathroom, "Come on you two, we need to shower before bed."
Their shower consisted of more kissing and groping, both women having another orgasm courtesy of the other as Andy enjoyed the show. They went to bed and when he woke up the next morning, both Jess and Maggie were gone. He headed downstairs to find that Maggie was finishing breakfast, wearing one of his hoodies and nothing else while Jess stood at the coffee pot in her robe; both women smiled, taking turns to kiss him good morning. With plates dished out they ate breakfast, reminiscing about the night before and how fun it was.
Andy couldn't help but think there might be round two before Maggie left, but once breakfast was finished and cleaned up, Maggie headed upstairs to change, then made her way to the front door. As she left, she thanked both of them for a wonderful night, kissing each of them again before making her way to her car and heading out. As they shut the door, Jess looked at him and said, "That was fun! Now, I need you to bend me over the couch and fill my pussy up."
He grinned and smacked her ass, following her into the living room. As she shed her robe, he dropped his shorts and moved behind her as she bent over the back of the couch he said, "I should have filled you up last night and had Maggie clean you up."
He sank into her, causing her to groan and as he began to thrust, she said, "Maybe next time."
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Well, this trip wasn't going as we had planned. For the fifth or sixth time, my stepmom Kelly and I were slowing to a stop due to the snow clogging the roads. I groaned, "Seriously people, this isn't that bad."
Kelly looked over at me and chuckled, "Calm down James, we are still making decent time given the weather."
"I know, but I was hoping to get to the cabin before dark, it's easier to get things turned on."
She placed her hand on top of mine on the gear shift of the Jeep, gave me a small smile and said, "I understand. Thank you for coming up and helping me clean it out. I know that this isn't easy for you."
I nodded my head and thought back to a year prior when I got the call from Kelly that my dad had a massive heart attack while out for his evening run. There had been no real warning and since he was only 44 and in what we thought was good health, it came as a shock to all of us. Luckily Dad and Kelly did have a will and based on his investments, savings, and other things, her and I were both set for a long time.
While Kelly was my stepmom, we didn't have the typical stepmom/stepson relationship. Kelly had been in my life for as long as I could really remember. My mother, rest her soul, had died giving birth to me, a massive hemorrhage from what Dad told me. Dad and Mom were young when I was born, she was 21 and he was 22, college sweethearts. According to pictures and Dad, Kelly came into our lives when I was four, they began dating when I was five and were married when I was seven. While she was the mother figure in my life, she tried to be like an older friend or even an older sister more than my mom, my grandmother tried to handle the normal motherly stuff such as keeping me in line. At 24 now, I never really called her mom, simply Kelly or Kell, something that never seemed to phase her.
As I got older, I did what every young man with a beautiful, younger stepmom did, I fantasized about her, nothing I would try to pursue obviously, she was married to my dad, but young fantasies none the less. My friends often commented on her, and I couldn't blame them honestly, Kelly was beautiful, how my dad snagged her, I still don't know. Kelly has blonde hair and stands 5'9, she has always been physically fit and active, hiking, running, yoga and clean eating. While her and my dad never had children, she definitely has that MILF vibe from her body shape; she has a toned ass and wider hips from her physical activity, a narrow waist, and when I was younger and snuck a peak at her bras, I discovered a 34B tag. I have to admit, there were a time or two that I stole her panties out of the laundry and used the lace to get off, before quickly throwing them in with the next load of laundry I did.
We always got along well, even as I went through my "jack-ass teenager," stage, she was able to tolerate me, even when I was insufferable. She was about 5 years younger than dad having just turned 40 right before he passed away, so maybe she was able to see my point of view on things better than he could, I dunno.
I was snapped back to reality when Kelly tapped my hand again, "Hey, traffic is moving a bit."
I shook my head as we began to creep forward, "Sorry, was just thinking."
She squeezed my hand, "I know it's been tough, are you sure you're okay with me selling the cabin?"
"Yeah, it was more your and dad's place. I enjoy it, but I'll be honest, I want to use some of what he left me to get a place up around Kalispell so I can take advantage of fishing and snowboarding."
"Ooo that'll be great for you!"
"Yeah, just wish it was under better circumstances..."
"Me too honey, me too."
We crept along for another hour or so before I noticed people hitting their brakes and starting to ease off onto the shoulder and onto the exit ramp. I next saw flashing lights of a highway patrol pickup and the officer directing people off the highway. We pulled even with him, and I rolled down the window, "What's going on officer?"
"Road's closed up ahead, major wreck. Diverting everyone off here."
I sighed, "We've got a cabin outside of Sedan, can we go up another 2 exits?"
"Sorry son, with the weather and the wreck, I don't think you are getting there tonight."
I groaned and thanked him before joining the stream of cars making our way off the highway. "This is just great, it is almost 7, we aren't going to get to the cabin, and who knows where we stay with everyone getting detoured."
I glanced over and Kelly had her head in her phone, "Already on it."
I kept driving north and Kelly made a phone call, "Good Evening! My stepson and I got detoured because of the wreck on 191, I was just wondering if you had any rooms available? Just one, okay, we will take it."
Kelly dug her wallet out of her purse and proceeded to read her credit card number over the phone and thanked them before hanging up. She reached over and grabbed my phone out of the small nook between our cups and after asking for my passcode, began to enter an address, "Follow these directions, I got us the last room for a ways I figure."
"Alright, thanks for handling that."
She reached over and squeezed my leg, "Anything for my boy."
"Boy, I'm a man now."
She laughed, "I know you are, I'm just messing with you." She turned a bit more serious and continued, "You've really grown into a successful and handsome young man. I'm really sorry that Mandy didn't see that."
Mandy was my ex that I had broken up with about three months after my dad passed away, after she complained that I wasn't fun anymore and was becoming a homebody. I scoffed, "Yeah, her loss, dumb bitch."
Kelly feigned shock, "James, language!"
We both laughed as we began to pick up a little speed as the traffic thinned out as people began to make their ways into small towns looking for rooms as it began to get later. Finally, around 9, we pulled into the town of Gallatin and made our ways to the parking lot of the Gallatin Gateway Inn.
We found a parking spot and jumped out of the Jeep, grabbing Kelly's suitcase and my duffel bag before making our way into the lobby. Kelly walked up to the desk, giving her name and began to discuss things with the clerk as I looked around. I heard her remark, "The room only has a queen size bed?"
"Yes ma'am, it is the only one we had left."
"Oh, is there a recliner or could we get a roll away?"
I glanced over as the clerk shook his head, "Normally we could get a roll away, but with the storm, we are all out."
Kelly sighed, "Okay, it is just for one night, thank you."
She walked towards me with a key, "So did you hear that?"
"Yeah...we will track down some extra blankets and I'll sleep on the floor."
"You don't have to do that, it's a queen size bed, and as long as you don't sleep naked, we will be fine."
I laughed as we walked down the hall and as we reached the door, I replied, "Nope I sleep in gym shorts, should I be worried about you?"
Kelly smirked, "You wish." As she opened the door, I was speechless and just stood there. Kelly turned and looked at me, then winked, "You gonna make it?"
"I, Uh, ummm..."
She burst out laughing, "I'm just screwing with you, I sleep in gym shorts and a sports bra usually. You've seen that plenty, now get out of the hall."
I followed her into the room, unsure of what to think of her comment. She had always picked on me playfully, but never with comments like she had just made. I quickly tried to clear my head, silently scolding myself, "Cut it out you moron. God, you need to get laid." Since Mandy had broken up with me, I buried myself in my work and wrapping up Dad's affairs with Kelly and hadn't had time to get back to the dating scene.
Setting our bags down, I observed a very basic, if not dated hotel room. Right when you walked in the bathroom was to your left. Once you entered the room, there was a classic style dresser with a TV on top; across from it there was a queen size bed with small end tables on either side of it.
Kelly broke the silence, "Home sweet home for the night. Mind if I go ahead and use the bathroom then shower?"
"Sounds good to me, I'm going to track down some vending machines."
"Perfect! Can you get me a bottle of water and a bag of chips?"
"Will do!"
As she began to rifle through her suitcase, I couldn't help but try and sneak a peak at her clothes, seeing her typical jeans, hoodies, leggings, t-shirts, but then a plain black bra, a sports bra, and multiple pairs of panties. As she set things aside that she would need, I quickly turned away and headed out of the room making my way down the hall towards the front desk to find vending machines.
It took about 15 minutes to make my way to the front desk, find the vending machines, and then double check that everything was out of sight in the Jeep before making my way back into the hotel, then back to our room. When I unlocked the door, the bathroom door was open, and I found Kelly sitting on the bed rubbing lotion on her legs. As she had said before I left, she was wearing a black sports bra and a pair of black high waisted yoga shorts that showed off her toned legs and thighs.
"Got us some drinks and snacks."
She looked up and smiled as I set the stuff on the dresser, "Thanks!"
I moved to my duffle bag and found and began to dig out my toiletries bag and a pair of shorts, "You done in the bathroom?"
Kelly had stood up and was putting her things back in her suitcase, I couldn't help but notice she had bent over to do so, and her ass was perfectly framed in the shorts. Without turning around she said, "Yep, all yours!" I felt my cock begin to subtly rise, so I grabbed my things and slipped past her, slightly grazing her ass with my pelvis. She laughed "Say excuse me young man!"
"Sorry...". I made my way into the bathroom and shut the door, quickly turning the water on and leaning over the sink. I said softly aloud noticing my growing cock, "Dude, get your shit together. You have to share a bed with her, you can't have a fucking hard on!" I grunted and turned the water on, stripping my clothes off, and as suspected, my cock bounced free in a state of half erection. I climbed in the shower and willed myself to calm down; I thought about rubbing one out, but I knew that it would take another 10 minutes after that for my erection to completely subside, damn not having sex in nine months.
I showered and tried to think of everything I could but sharing a bed with Kelly, but I had little luck. I eventually gave up and finished up my shower, drying off and then slipping into my gym shorts that I planned to sleep in. Luckily, they were baggier basketball style shorts and my half-erection wasn't really noticeable. I gathered my things and exited the bathroom to find Kelly sitting in bad with the blankets pulled to her waist. She had taken her contacts out and had switched to her glasses as she read on her iPad. She looked up and smiled at me, "Feel better?"
"Much, I'm ready to conk out, the driving wore me out."
She set her iPad down, laying her glasses on top of them, "Understandable, 3 hours of driving in the snow is always tiring."
"For sure, any news on the roads?"
"Yeah, looks like the accident will be cleaned up tonight and we will be good to go tomorrow morning. Weather is supposed to improve too. Still cold, but clearing off."
I moved towards my duffle, placing my clothes on the floor beside it and said, "Cool, what time is check out?"
"Ten, I figure when we get up and rolling, we can head out. Breakfast on the road on the road or whatever pastries they set out?"
"Sounds good to me, let me brush my teeth and then I'm heading to bed." She nodded and picked up her phone as I headed back to the bathroom to brush my teeth, once I was finished, I came back out and told her it was all hers.
She made her way past me, once again brushing against me in the tight space between the bed and the dresser. As I climbed into bed, I heard the toilet flush, then the sink run and a few moments later, Kelly came back out, "You good for me to turn the overhead light off?"
"Go for it." I turned my flashlight on so she could see as she moved through the darkness after turning the light off. As she climbed into bed, I shut the light off and lay my phone on my table and settled in.
I felt the bed shift and she lay down beside me. We lay in silence for a few minutes before Kelly spoke, "Thanks again for coming up with me, it really means a lot."
I reached over and gently squeezed her shoulder in a hugging manner, "You're welcome. Just because dad is gone, doesn't mean you're getting rid of me."
She laughed, "I appreciate that. Your grandparents told me I am always welcome for the holidays, which means a lot."
"Well good, because if they didn't, I was going to make sure you were invited to family things by me."
She rolled to her side, so we were facing one another, "Thanks, that really means a lot, I guess in the way of family, we are all we've got other than them." She sat up and kissed me softly on the cheek, which while unexpected given we were in bed together, wasn't different from when I used to leave home during college or after I graduated. But feeling her kiss and knowing she was half naked and touching me, sent a different signal to my genitals. "Goodnight James."
"Night Kelly." With goodnights said, I rolled over to my side of the bed and she rolled to hers and I quickly drifted off to sleep.
I woke up a little while later; the first thing I realized was that I was hot, the second thing I realized was that I was on my side and spooning Kelly. I woke up completely and then realized three other things, (1) my right arm was draped over Kelly's midsection and my hand was tucked up under her left breast, (2) my erection from earlier had returned, but much stronger, and (3) Kelly was softly gyrating her ass against my cock.
I'm sure my eyes opened as wide as possible, and my surprise was further compounded when I heard her let out a soft moan, and gently push back against me more. I was frozen in shock, but her movements were having an impact on me as I felt my cock getting harder. As she let out another soft moan, my hips involuntarily pushed into her, causing her to stop and let out a slightly louder groan. We lay there, pressing into each other before Kelly broke the silence, she softly said, "James...are you awake?"
My brain immediately told me to lie so she would continue, but I eventually squeaked out, "Yeah...". I expected her to pull away and act as nothing happened but once again, I was in for another surprise.
"You feel good..."
"...You do too." We lay in silence for a moment until Kelly began to subtly move her ass while pressed firmly against me. This time we both made noise, me a groan as I pressed tighter to her, and her a moan from the movement and increase in pressure. Taking a chance, I moved my hand from under her breast, cupping it firmly and feeling it give under my touch, which caused another moan to escape her lips.
I kneaded her breast through her sports bar as she ground her ass against me, our noises each increasing with the stimulation when suddenly she stopped moving. I stopped my attention on her breast as she shifted and moved to a sitting position until she was looking at me and I rolled to my back. She looked down at me and said, "James, what I want to do is not okay."
"I want to do it too."
"You realize this is a line we can't ever cross back?"
I nodded my head and she looked at me, her face was one that I had seen many times as she thought things over, but this time was something much different than anything before. I gently reached my hand out, placing it on her knee and slowing sliding it upwards. "If you want to stop, I understand."
She continued to look at me, but as my hand reached the hem of her shorts, I paused, not wanting to go too far or pressure her. As my fingertips fiddled with the tight hem, I noticed Kelly bite her lip and then her hands started to move. I expected them to stop my hand and tell me that we should go to sleep, but instead they grabbed the hem of her sports bra and quickly pulled it over her head. I assume she threw it over on the floor because that's where it was the next morning, but I was too busy staring as her breasts settled without support. As I said before I knew Kelly bra size, and on her frame, they were a perfect size. Her areolas were the size of a half dollar with small nipples hardening and protruding outwards.
"Now we are evenly dressed."
I slid my hand over her shorts, bringing it to the juncture of her leg and pelvis before gently squeezing; she took a breath and closed her eyes. I moved my hand off her leg, shifted to my side and propped my head up, putting my eyes just below her breasts. I reached out and pulled her closer to me; I adjusted so my head was basically in her lap and lifted my head to her breasts, and softly took her nipple into my mouth, sucking on and gently nipping at it, eliciting another moan from her.
I felt her hands cradle my head, pulling me into her chest as she said, "That feels so good."
I let her nipple fall from my mouth, looked up at her sand said, "I'm glad." Scooting a bit further, I was able to take her other nipple into my mouth and repeated what I had done to the other one, causing her to moan once again. I continued alternating between each breast, paying attention to her nipples and surround flesh; as I did, she began to wiggle her hips in pleasure as she continued to coo and moan. I felt her grip loosen on my head and then felt her hand on my side, where it began to fiddle with the waist of my shorts.
I gave her nipple one more good nip, then pulled my head from her chest, "Are they in your way?"
"Just a little bit, I want to see what I felt earlier." She gently pushed my shoulder, causing me to fall onto my back. "Mind if I turn a light on?"
There had been some residual light from the window, but not a ton so wanting to take her in completely I said, "Of course."
She reached over me and turned bedside light on, as she did, I ran down her bare sides to her ass, giving it a squeeze, relishing in the fact that it was a firm as it looked. She squealed and sat up, then moved in front of me and as she reached out said, "Lift." As I did what she said, she pulled my shorts down, depositing them behind her. He eyes got a bit bigger and she began to stroke my erection, "Wow, you have a beautiful cock."
I blushed because I am slightly above average at a little over 7" and thanked her. She scooted between my legs and licked her palm and resumed stroking my cock slowly; with her other hand she began to cup my balls in her hand, causing me to groan. When I opened my eyes, I saw her focused on me and my face, maintaining what she was doing as I continued to groan and began to squirm under her touch.
She kept this up for a minute or two before she grinned and said, "Do you want me to stop?"
"Not unless you're going to take you shorts off."
She smirked and let go of my cock, "I think that can be arranged. She raised up straight and slipped her fingers into the waist of her shorts and began working them down her thighs. Once they were almost to her knees, she sat back and keeping her legs shut so I couldn't see anything, slipped them the rest of the way off, dropping them on the floor. Returning to her knees I noticed a well-trimmed bush above her slit, but what appeared to be a bare slit.



"Is this better?"
"Much better."
Kelly scooted back between my legs, gently stroking my cock as she spoke, "James, are you sure you want to continue?"
I didn't even have to think, "Kelly of course I want to continue, you're so beautiful and you can obviously see the effect you have on me."
She gently squeezed my cock and smiled, "I do, but you know this is going to change us forever?"
Obviously thinking with my little head, I remarked, "I know, and I am okay with that, are you okay with that?"
She thought again for a moment then gave me a small smile, "I am. I don't want to think about losing you, but if you have to move on, at least we can share this."
I sat up, and for the first time kiss her on the lips. We kissed for a few moments, the kiss deepening as time went on until we broke apart to catch our breath. "We just have one problem."
"What's that?" Kelly replied.
I gave her a sideways frown, "Obviously I didn't expect this, and I don't have any condoms..."
She gave my cock another squeeze, "That's okay, we don't need them..."
"Really?"
"Really. Have you ever wondered why you never got a little brother or sister?"
"Crossed my mind but figured you guys had your reasons."
"I have a condition called primary ovarian insufficiency or POI, basically my ovaries quit working when I was 30 and don't produce any eggs. So, I'm infertile."
Momentarily forgetting that I was naked with my stepmom while she stroked my cock, I wrapped my arms around her, hugging tightly and said, "Oh Kelly I'm so sorry."
She released my cock and hugged me back, saying as I stroked her back, "It's okay. It was tough originally, but I got over it because I have you." We released each other and leaned back before Kelly continued, "Now, I can have you in the most perfect way possible. Lay back?"
She gently pushed on my shoulder causing me to lay back; with me on my back, Kelly pushed my legs down and then crawled up the bed until she was able to straddle my waist. As I looked down, I could see her hovering over my cock, her lips glistening in their wetness; she reached down and took ahold of my cock, softly running it up and down her slit. Once the head was completely wet, she placed it at her opening and began to lower herself onto me.
I have had my share of sex in my young life, but seeing and feeling my beautiful, older, stepmom's pussy envelope my cock was literally a dream come true. We both groaned as she settled completely onto me, and neither of us moved for a moment. As we made eye contact, Kelly spoke, "God you feel so good."
All I could do was nod my head, causing her to smile, then slowly gyrating her hips, allowing her pussy to twist around my cock ever so much. Seeing her move in the light and feeling the textured walls of her pussy caused me to moan softly. Just like her movements that had woken me up no more than 10 minutes prior, she began to speed up her movements, causing us both to let out noises of pleasure. Our noises were interrupted when she said, "Touch me please baby."
I moved my hands up her bent legs, resting them on her hips and helping guide her motions as she ground, and then began to rock back and forth on my cock, grinding her pelvis and her clit against my coarse pubic hair. Her moans began to increase in volume before she clamped a hand over her mouth, not wanting to disturb the neighbors. That caused me to smile and gave me an idea. Each time she rocked forward on me, I felt my cock slip out of her slightly, so each time she did, I began to thrust upwards into her. The first time I did, her eyes opened bigger, and she let out a louder, but muffled moan.
We kept this up for at least a minute before she quickly removed her hand and squeaked out, "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum."
I kept doing what I had been but made sure that each thrust was a bit more forceful, and I held myself against her for a moment. Within three or four more thrusts, Kelly pushed down into me and stopped her movements as her body began to shake. She let out a muffled moan as I felt her walls contracting around my cock as the orgasm flowed through her body. I kept our pelvises pressed together as she rode her orgasm, relishing in the feeling of her pussy and the sight of her pleasure.
As her orgasm began to subside, I relaxed slightly and began to softly run my hands from her hips, around to her ass, giving it a soft squeeze before sliding up her back and gently pulling her against me. Feeling our bodies pressed together, her breasts pressing into my chest, sent a chill through my body, causing me to thrust into her as our lips met, causing her to moan into our kiss, before allowing her tongue to slip into mine. We stayed like that kissing for a few moments before she pulled away, sitting back vertical. I smirked, "You're pretty sexy when you cum."
She gently smacked my chest, "Well I would hope so considering you did that to me!"
I laughed, "You were the one doing all the work, I just helped you out."
"Well, you did a damn good job of it!" As I smiled at the compliment, Kelly moved her hands from her thighs, up her body until they were gently cupping her breasts.
Her hips began to move again slightly, and I took a deep breath before muttering, "Fuck that is hot."
She smirked, "I'm glad you like it, would you like to change positions?"
"What would you like?" I was secretly hoping for doggy, the thought of being behind her, seeing her tight ass as I thrust sent a wave of pleasure to my cock.
"How about plain old missionary, then I can see your face when you cum."
While I was a little disappointed in the choice, hearing her comment about me cumming more than made up for it. "That works, but you kinda have me pinned."
"Oh yeah, that is a slight problem, but you feel so good." She rolled her hips one more time, causing us to both groan before lifting herself off my cock and rolling to the side so I could get up.
As I got off my back and moved between her now spread legs, I said, "You feel pretty fucking good too."
She reached down and gently grasped my cock in her hands, pulling me towards her open lips, "Fuck I'm creamy."
I looked down at my cock in her hand, and sure enough, there was a white film built up around the base of my cock. When I glanced at her lips again, I could see the same film, built up at the bottom of her slit. As my head spread her lips and entered her, we both groaned; she let go of my shaft and I pressed the rest of the way into her, once again bringing our pelvises together.
I pulled out, then slid back, getting used to her and then beginning to make shallow thrusts, causing her to moan. With both of us comfortable, I pressed back into her. I leaned over, placing my hands on either side of her shoulders so I could look into her eyes. She looked up at me and smiled, I smiled back and said, "You said you wanted to see me when I cum, but where do you want me to cum?"
She smirked, "I told you I can't have kids, I want you to cum inside of me."
"Are you sure?"
She nodded her head, "That is, unless you don't want to?" As she finished her question, I felt her walls squeeze my cock.
I groaned, "Fuck, did you mean to do that?"
"Of course, now do you want to cum inside of me James?" She squeezed again and I groaned from the feeling and her dirty talk, something I never would have expected. I nodded my head, pulled out and began to thrust. She took a deep breath and said, "That's what I thought."
The next couple of minutes, there were no words spoken by either of us except the occasional "Fuck" or "Yes!" I began to speed my thrusts up, trying to maintain a rhythm that felt the best, but prolonged the pleasure because what little bit of brain power I had left told me that I wanted this to last as long as possible. I felt Kelly shift and opened my eyes to find that she had moved a hand to her pussy, exposed her swollen clit and was stroking it; this caused us both to moan as I leaned back so I could watch and keep thrusting.
We both kept up was we were doing for another couple of minutes before I felt her walls once again contract and she let out a loud moan, not even bothering to cover her mouth. At the same time, I felt a wetness spread over my pelvis and balls; when I looked down, I saw a bit of liquid slip from below her finger, continuing to coat me. Realizing that she was squirting (my first one) I pressed into her again and felt my own orgasm pulse through my cock as I began to cum. Keeping our bodies pressed against each other, I pumped my cum into her, causing her eyes to shoot open and moan then squeak out "YES!"
As both of our orgasms subside, we both stayed still, filling the room with sounds of our heavy breathing. As our breathing began to return to normal, Kelly gave me a sleepy smile and grabbed my arms gently pulling me to her. Once we were pressed together, she hugged me and wrapped her legs around my waist, pinning me to her. As my cock began to soften, she gently scratched my back and said, "That was amazing."
I tried to flex my quickly delating cock and gently kissed her neck before saying, "You aren't kidding."
We stayed liked that for a few moments until Kelly released her legs and the shift of her body caused my cock to slip out of her. We both let out a sigh and I lifted my head from the crook of her neck and said, "Would you like a towel?"
She smiled back at me, then kissed my lips softly, "Not really, I love the feeling of after sex. Can I have my water though?" I stood up and walked to the dresser, grabbing both our waters; when I turned back to the bed Kelly was casually running her finger up her slit, drawing our combined cream onto her finger, she smiled and said, "You came so much."
I nodded, unsure of what to say; as I handed her the water, I climbed into bed beside her, taking a swig of mine as she pulled up the covers and lay down completely. I reached over and turned the light off, then lay down myself. Once my head was on the pillow, Kelly began to shift and I felt her ass press against me, wiggling a bit as she came closer. I smiled, "I know I'm 24, but I need about a half hour for round two."
She giggled, "That's fine. I figured we started out this way, might as well go to sleep this way."
I nodded to myself and draped my arm back over her, cupping her breast in my hand and squeezing her a bit closer. She let out a sigh and we stayed like that until I felt myself drifting off to sleep; I remember saying, G'night Kell," she pressed back into me and said, "Night."
****
I woke the next morning with a groan, at first from the light streaming in through a crack in the curtains, and then from the feeling of a wet tongue and lips on my cock. As I opened my eyes, I could see Kelly, still naked with her wet hair in a pony tail, between my legs with my cock in her mouth. I involuntarily pressed into her, causing her to smile and then look up at me, "Oh good, you're awake. I wondered when that would happen."
"You could have woken me."
"Well, when I woke up, you were creating a pretty good tent with the sheets, so after I showered, I thought I'd take care of you."
"You really don't have too..."
"I know, but I wanted too, would you like me to continue?" I nodded my head and she smiled, "I'm glad."
With that, she dropped her lips back to my cock, gently kissing the head and then parting her lips to take it in. She spent the next five minutes working her lips up and down my cock, flicking the underside of my head with her tongue, causing me to moan with each pass. After taking me as deep as she could, she pulled back to catch her breath while I groaned. I looked down to see her smiling; she replaced her mouth with her hand, softly stroking my cock, then moving down, took one of my balls into her mouth. I've had great oral sex before, but no girl had ever taken my balls in her mouth, and when Kelly did, I let out a loud moan.
As her hand continued to stroke my shaft, she allowed my one ball to drop from her mouth, and quickly took the other into her mouth causing me to let out another moan. She gently rolled it around in her mouth before letting it slip free and raising back up, and replacing the hand on my shaft with her mouth. She once again worked my shaft, but this time, she began to cup my wet balls with her hand, gently rolling them as I moaned in pleasure. She kept this up for another minute before I said, "Kelly, I'm going to cum soon."
This seemed to spur her on as she increased her tempo with her mouth and as I involuntarily thrust into her mouth, I exclaimed, "Oh god!" I felt her lips clamp tighter on my shaft as my orgasm hit me and I felt the first shot of cum leave my cock, heading towards her throat. Kelly softly coughed but as the next few spurts entered her mouth, she swallowed every bit. With my orgasm subsiding, Kelly loosened her mouth on my cock and began to softly clean my shaft up before allowing my cock to slip from her mouth.
As I regained my breath and Kelly sat up, I managed to say, "Wow, that is a hell of a good morning."
"I agree, I'm glad you liked it."
"I did. What time is it even?"
Kelly laughed, "About 9:30."
"Oh shit, we have to check out in like a half hour."
She laughed again, "Yep. Go ahead and shower, I'll get dressed and go grab some donuts and muffins from the lobby for us." We both got up from the bed, her heading towards her bag and me towards the shower.
I spent the next 10 minutes showering and trying to wrap my brain around what had happened over the last nine hours. Of course, I had fantasized about her, but now I had had sex with my stepmom, and been woken up by her sucking my cock, so it was clear she didn't regret what happened. I finally decided as I dried off that I what would happen over the next few days, since we were going to be wrapping this up at the cabin.
I got dressed, packed up my toiletries, then exited the bathroom to find Kelly sitting on the bed in a pair of leggings and a crew neck sweatshirt. She looked up from her phone and smiled, "I got us some food and I started packing up both our bags."
"Thank you." I sat down on the bed beside her, fetching a blueberry muffin from the plate and we made small talk about the news on TV as we ate, then packed up and headed towards the front desk to check out. "If you want to take our things out and get the Jeep cleaned off, I'll get us checked out."
I nodded and then head out, starting the jeep, and began to get it cleaned off after throwing our bags in the back seat. As I finished the windshield, Kelly came out, smiling as she climbed in the passenger seat, letting me finish everything else up before joining her in the Jeep. We made the remaining hour and half drive, talking like we always did. When we turned off the main road towards the cabin, I unlocked the gate, shifted the Jeep into four-wheel drive, and then made my way up the snow-covered drive until we could see the cabin through the trees. Pulling front of the porch, as close as I could, I jumped out and grabbed a broom of the front porch, doing my best to sweep off the steps and the porch to the door. As I got to the front door and unlocked it, Kelly had joined me carrying her purse, backpack and coat; I turned around, causing us to bump into each other, "Oh shit, I'm sorry."
She laughed, "You're good. I'll go in and start getting things turned on and then I'll start unloading the Jeep."
"Sounds good, I'm going to change boots and then I'll go around and get the pumped turned on and then bring in some wood for the fireplace."
"Perfect, and James?"
"Yeah, Thanks again, this means a lot."
I smiled back at her, "Of course."
After changing, I spent the next 15 minutes getting the water turned on and moving, then began to fill the wood rack in the cabin then on the porch. Our electric was underground, so outages weren't common, but didn't want to risk losing heat when the low that evening was forecasted in the single digits with a windchill in the negatives. As I finished up, I noticed the Jeep was unpacked and made my way into the cabin.
Once inside, I kicked off my boots and hung my coat up. I noticed that Kelly had already put away most of the kitchen stuff, there was a small fire burning in the woodstove and the furnace was running as it brought the temperature up to 65 from its preset of 50. Kelly was nowhere to be found, I figured she was in the master getting unpacked, so I decided to head to my usual room and get changed into my heavier clothes so I could get the old tractor out and get the driveway cleared.
When I walked into my room, my bag wasn't on my bed, nor were my clothes in the dresser, I walked back into the living room and yelled, "Hey Kelly, where is my bag? I want to get the driveway plowed."
From down the hallway I heard, "Ummmm, hold on."
I turned towards the sound of her voice and as I did, she walked out the door of the master. I simply muttered "Oh." Kelly stood in the hallway naked; her bush from the night before was now trimmed to a thin landing strip and her nipples were pointing directly at me, standing at attention in the cold.
She gave me a devilish grin and said, "So, why don't we warm up a little bit, and you can plow something else. How does that sound?"
"Sounds a hell of a lot better than what I had planned."
"Good." As she spoke, she turned, shook her ass subtly and then walked into the master with me close behind her. When I got to the room, I found my duffle bag sitting beside the bed and as Kelly sat on the bed, spreading her legs for me to see she said, "I just threw our clothes into the closet bag this morning, so they are mixed, I figured we could sort them out together."
I smiled and began to strip my clothes off, feeling the cool air leaving goosebumps on my skin, "Makes sense to me, only need to dirty one set of sheets."
My thoughts exactly, now, let's take care of our goosebumps."
For the next half hour, that is exactly what we did, I got to taste her wet pussy, bringing her to two orgasms, one with my tongue ad one with my tongue and fingers. After that, I did get my wish from the night before, getting to fuck Kelly from behind and watching her firm as jiggle with each thrust of my hips.
One we were done and lay under the cover in each other's arms, covered in sweat and each other's juices, Kelly spoke, "So, when do you have to be back at work?"
"I took a full week off, so the rest of this weekend, all week, then next weekend, so we've got a while."
"Good, I think we are going to be distracted a bunch."
I chuckled, then groaned as she began to stroke my cock softly with her hand as she gave me a hint of what the next week, and then later the rest of my life would bring.
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Chris heard his phone vibrate, then chime on his nightstand, he looked over and saw that it was 5am, and with a groan, he rolled over and picked it up, seeing the name "Emily" on the screen. He thought to himself, "It is way too early for her." Emily Williamson was Chris's consistent hook-up. They had met through mutual friends six or eight months before and had gotten closer before eventually falling into bed together one night after drinks.
Because of their busy careers, him working for Amazon as a data engineer and her working at the Fred Hutchinson Cancer Center, the thought of settling down into a relationship was something that didn't appeal to either of them. Even with that, they still grabbed drinks or dinner a few nights a week or on the weekend, which generally led to phenomenal sex at one of their places. The fact that she was texting him at 5am when they had been together two nights before was odd though to say the least. He unlocked his phone and read the text from her, "I know it's early but what do you have going on today and tomorrow?"
He rubbed his eyes and texted back, "Nothing really, just work."
"Can you call off?"
"Probably, haven't used much PTO. Everything okay?"
"Yeah, a friend and her husband were supposed to go to Whistler today for a quick trip, but their kid is sick."
"Well, that sucks."
"Not for me, I've got two lift tickets and a room at the Westin in Whistler tonight, wanna go?"
"Hell yeah!"
"Figured you'd say so, pick me up at 6:30?"
He climbed out of bed as he responded, "Sounds good."
"Bring something decent for dinner, they had reservations at the Grille and Vine." He replied with the thumbs up emoji and began to gather his stuff.
The next hour was a blur as he called off work claiming he was sick, showered, ate, and rounded up all his clothes and gear, then grabbed his Burton Cartographer snowboard from the wall, before loading everything in the bed and back seat of his Tacoma and made the 25-minute drive north towards Everett, pulling up outside of Emily's apartment at 6:35.
She was waiting outside as he hopped out and opened the backdoor then the tailgate for her to drop her bags, then load her skis in the bed. As she did, she smirked and remarked, "You're late."
"Sue me, you didn't give me much notice."
"Hour and a half is plenty of time for a free trip to the mountains."
He shook his head, "Yeah, yeah, get in the truck and let's go."
She laughed, climbed into the truck and began to fiddle with the radio until she found a station that suited her. He climbed in and shook his head as she was already singing along to the Taylor Swift song that was midway through. They spent the next three and a half hours making small talk about work, their friends and other things. They cleared the border no problem and pulled into the main parking lot at Whistler Blackcomb just after 11.
"Check in isn't until 4, so we can ski for a while, then check in before dinner reservations at 7."
Chris turned the truck off and said, "Sounds good."
They both stepped out of the truck and Emily let out a sigh of contentment, "Wow, it is so beautiful today." Chris nodded and realized she was right. The sun was out, giving them a perfect bluebird day, and it was unseasonably warm with the temperatures hovering near 50.
He replied after stretching from the drive, "This is perfect, I'm not going to need a jacket today." Emily nodded and was already digging in her bag for her clothes, she pulled out a pair of black North Face pants and after kicking her Birks off, pulled her pants on over her leggings. She thought about what Chris had said, and decided to strip off her mid-layer, leaving her in just a t-shirt, then pulled her jacket over that. She moved around the truck, finding Chris already sitting on the tailgate, pulling on his boots.
She hopped up on the tailgate beside him, "I like this outfit, the pants and the hoody are casual."
He laughed, "What this old thing." They both laughed as he gestured at his outfit. "The pants are brand new, but this hoodie is a few years old." He cinched down his boots and waited for her to slip on her boots. With both dressed, Chris pulled her skis and his board out and after locking the truck up, they made their way to the lodge to pick up their lift tickets; Emily's friend had already transferred everything over into Emily's name, so there was no issue picking things up.
As they walked to the base of the mountain Chris asked, "So, where do you want to start?"
"How about we just do the lower mountain for a little bit, then after lunch we can do the whole mountain?"
"Sounds good."
They walked towards the lift and after getting their skis and snowboard on, made their way to the lift, got in the short line and within a couple of minutes they were on the chair lift with two others, making their way up. They spent the next couple of hours making their way down the mountain, gradually increasing the trail difficulty until they came to the lift again around 1:15 and Emily said, "Okay, I'm getting hungry."
"Thank God! I am too."
She let out a laugh, "So the gondola lift is over there, want to ride to the top, there is a restaurant at the top there?"
"Yeah, Roadhouse is really good for quick stuff."
They took their skis off and made their way over to the gondola house and climbed aboard the next gondola with two others. For the next 20 minutes, they made small talk with the other two and enjoyed the comfortable ride up, checking out the beautiful views and the great weather.
After arriving at the top, they made their way off the lift, and after locking up their equipment up outside, made their way into the lodge and ordered lunch. They spent the next half hour enjoying their burgers and beer, talking about stuff going on around the world, and people watching a bit. As they were finishing up, Emily said, "Okay, get rid of our trays while I go to the bathroom, then we'll go?"
"Sure, I need to pee too, I'll meet you back outside."
They went their separate ways, and as Chris left the bathroom, he noticed Emily ahead of him, and couldn't help but notice her ass shake a little as she walked in her ski boots. Emily stood about 5'5 and maintained a very fit body. She had played soccer through high school and even in college when she was at Western Washington. That left her with a great toned ass, and a thin waist, as he watched a couple of guys follow her with their eyes, he smirked and thought about how they could look, but he would be the one enjoying her later.
When he got outside, he found her zipping her coat back up and fiddling with the lock he had put on their equipment, she looked up and smiled, "What the hell is the combo?"
He laughed, "Impatient are we? 615."
She worked the numbers and after retracting the cable, handed him the lock back, where he shoved it in his backpack. "Can you put this in there too?" She asked as she handed him a full Nalgene.
He put the bottle in his pack, and then said, "Okay, what do you say we go down that black, then the blue back down to the village."
She nodded her head and then after pulling her goggles down said, "Catch me if you can." She pushed off and was gone before he was even clipped back into his board. He laughed, clipped in, started his music, then took off after her, watching her for her green coat in the distance so as not to lose her.
As they passed the mid-station lift, he did begin to catch her, but a small child from the ski school cut across his path causing him to slow down and 10 minutes later he came to a stop beside Emily. He took a deep breath, "I would have had you if it wasn't for that kid."
She laughed and flicked snow off her ski towards him, "Surreee...come on, let's go."
He unstrapped and followed her back to the gondola house and when they walked in, one was pulling out of the station, leaving just them on the platform. The attendant smiled as the next one pulled in, "Looks like just you guys. Just so you know, mid-station is closed for the rest of the day."
They both nodded and stowed their equipment before climbing aboard and pulling out of the station. As they cleared the station and started up the mountain, they both stripped their helmets and jackets off because the sun had heated the gondola up nicely.
They talked for a few minutes about the run, before Emily said, "Hey, can I have that water bottle?"
Chris dug through his bag, pulling it out and then leaning forward to hand it to her. Emily unscrewed the cap and took a drink; she commented about how beautiful the view was and went to take another drink, but when she did, they passed over a lift tower, causing the gondola to bounce and the water to spill down the front of her light blue t-shirt.
Chris burst out laughing as she groaned and wiped her mouth before sitting back up, "Fuck!"
Chris continued laughing, before finally taking a breath and saying, "That sucks."
She tossed her water bottle back at him, then pulled her shirt away from her body to survey the damage. "Well this is just great, we've got another two hours of skiing left. Oh great, this shirt is thin and is gonna be see through."
Still laughing softly, Chris said, "If you wanted to do a wet t-shirt contest, we should have gone somewhere warmer."
She glared at him, then realizing the silliness of the whole situation, she smirked, "You would love that wouldn't you."
He returned her smirk, "I don't need you in a wet t-shirt contest, I've enjoyed the view sans shirt a lot of times."
By this point they were above mid-station and almost to the top. Emily looked around, getting an idea in her head, she lifted her ass as Chris watched, unbuttoned her pants and quickly untucked her shirt before sitting back down and fastening her pants again. Chris looked on as she quickly peeled her shirt off and tossed it at Chris, "Put that in your backpack."
Chris pulled the shirt off his face and looked on as Emily leaned back in just her white v-neck sports bra. He couldn't help but stare, noticing the faint outline of her nipples pressing against the fabric and the cleavage of her 32C breasts spilling slightly over the seams. "Comfy?" he asked as he leaned forward, never taking his eyes off her as he put her shirt in his backpack.
"Actually yeah, it's nice to get some fresh air. Is there a problem?"
"Not from me, just adds to the scenery. Although we are getting close to the top, you may want to put your jacket back on."
She looked at him slyly as he shifted subtly, "Why's that?"
Chris could feel his cock hardening slightly and said, "I dunno how the ski patrol would feel about you in just that."
"Oh...well I don't want to get us in trouble." She shrugged her jacket back on as he did the same and they began to get ready to get off. When they pulled into the station and the gondola came to a stop, they both stood, and Emily moved toward the door first. This allowed Chris to get behind her and give her ass a squeeze. Emily audibly sighed as the door opened and let out a soft, "Yes please."
He smirked at her reaction and followed her off the gondola where they gathered their equipment and made our way back out to the slopes. Chris sat down in the snow, strapping into his board, "Want to do that same run again?"
"That sounds good, I liked that. I'll let you keep up this time."
He laughed and popped to his feet, "I dunno, I kinda liked the view from behind."
She smiled, "Of course you did, you always love that view." She pushed off, and he shook his head before following her down the mountain.
Once again, they made it down the mountain in about 25 minutes with Chris enjoying her graceful moves as she carved her way down the mountain. When they got to the bottom, the sun was beginning to sink low on the horizon, and the gondola attendant told them, "Probably have one, maybe two more runs before 4:30 folks."
They thanked him and after loading their equipment, they found themselves alone again. As they pulled out of the station, Chris found Emily sitting on the same side instead of across from him, she once again shrugged her coat off, leaving her in just her sports bra, he took his coat off and shook his head. She replied, "What?"
"Just you teasing me."
"I am doing no such thing."
He laughed, "Bullshit, from sitting here in just your sports bra, the sighing when I squeezed your ass."
"That felt good!"
He laughed, "Well duh, then following you down the mountain as you moved so effortlessly, you know what you are doing to me."
She placed her hand on his upper thigh, causing him to sigh himself, "Sorry, I'm not sorry, want me to do anything about it?"
He tossed his head back and laughed as her hand began to slide upwards, "Well yes, but we have to get back down the mountain first."
Emily's hand skipped over his crotch and settled on the snap of his pants, "Well, we probably have another 15 minutes until we get to the top." She unsnapped his pants and then continued, "I bet I can make you cum in that amount of time."
"Oh you do?"
"Yeah, do you want me to make you cum baby?" He nodded his head and she continued, "Okay good, lift your ass and pull your pants down."
As he pulled his outer pants and sweats down, then spread his legs, Emily moved to the floor and got as close to him as she could, then helped him pull his boxers down, allowing his cock to spring free. She looked up at him and gave a half smile, before lowering her mouth to the head of his penis, opening her lips and taking it into her mouth, sucking gently.
Chris let out a sigh as she flicked her tongue along the underside of the head before parting her lips and taking his cock deeper into her mouth. As the gondola continued to make its way up the mountain, Emily worked her lips along the length of his shaft as he let out sighs and soft moans as he ran his hands through her hair.
She opened her mouth a bit more, taking him as deep as she could. He let out a groan and gently pulled her into him, causing her to gag a bit before she pulled back and stroked his shaft with her cock while she took a breath. She looked up at him, "How much further?"
He took a breath also, then said, "Probably another 5 minutes."
"Then I better get to work."
She opened her mouth, taking his head, then shaft between her lips and began to work it up and down, causing him to groan in pleasure. With his shaft thoroughly coated in her spit, she moved her lips to the head and wrapped her hand around his shaft, working it and her lips on his cock. He began to groan more, and subconsciously lifted his hips, pushing his cock slightly deeper into her mouth; within another 15 to 30 seconds, he groaned and said, "Fuck Em, I'm cumming."
She moved her lips to just under his head and sped her hand up while sucking a bit firmer. She heard him groan and felt the first spurt of cum hit the back of her throat; she quickly swallowed as the next spurts followed soon after. She quickly swallowed them, tasting the sweet saltiness of his cum as she gently resumed moving her mouth, running her lips over the shaft, cleaning him up.
She let his softening cock slip from her mouth and looked up at him as he took shallow breaths; she smiled, "Feel better?"
He looked down at her, "Fuck that was hot."
She rocked back on her heels, "I'm glad you enjoyed it. How close are we to the top?"
"A couple of minutes."
"Perfect timing then." She stood up and moved to the seat next to his, as he began to pull his pants back on. He took the water bottle out of his backpack, offering her a sip, then taking one himself. With his pants back on and them both dawning their jackets, they stood as the gondola pulled into the station. Once the gondola had come on a stop, they exited, grabbed their gear and made their way outside to the slope.
Chris looked at his watch, "It's just before 4, so this will be our last run of the day."
Emily pushed over next to him as he strapped his board on and said, "Sounds good to me. I'm pretty wet, so it's a good thing we are about done." He looked up at her but before he could say anything, she smiled and pushed off, "Seeya at the bottom."
He shook his head and popped up, chasing her down the mountain, but once again like earlier, he couldn't catch her, and after ten minutes of trying, he just settled in to enjoy the view of her body moving down the mountain and the natural scenery as the sun sank below the ridge lines.
When he finally reached the bottom of the mountain, he found Emily unsnapping her skis and removing her goggles to smile at him, "About time you got here."
He laughed, "Well I'm still trying to get the blood going to the right place."
She laughed as he unsnapped his bindings and picked his board up, "Come on, we can check into the hotel now." He nodded and they made their way back to the truck, tossing their equipment in the bed before grabbing their bags from the back seat and then made the short walk back towards the Westin.
They got checked in and made their way to the room after confirming that their reservations were for seven. Once they got to the room, they admired the view of the mountain and Chris remarked, "Damn, what does your friend do?"
Emily laughed as she began to strip out of her ski gear, "It's just Brittany, you've met her."
Chris thought to himself, remembering meeting Brittany and her husband Steve, and vaguely remembering that she was an accountant, and he was a corporate headhunter. "She's the accountant, right?"
Chris turned to Emily, seeing her in her sports bra and leggings, "Yep, that is her." He nodded and she continued, "So, I'll shower first, then you can shower while I dry my hair."
He pulled his own jacket and pants off as she began to dig through her suitcase, once he was down to his own t-shirt and sweats, he walked up behind her, pressing his semi-hard cock against her ass and gently standing her up straight until they were pressed against each other. As his hands traced up her tight stomach, moving toward her breasts, she groaned and then pulled away from him.
She turned and pointed at him with a smile on her face, "Keep your hands to yourself mister!"
He laughed, "We could conserve water, you know?"
"NO!" she said with a giggle, "We will have plenty of time later, now I'm going to go shower, you need to calm down!"
She pushed past him heading towards the bathroom carrying her toiletries, as he sighed, flopped down on the couch, and turned on the TV. About 15 minutes later, Emily emerged wrapped in a towel and said, "Your turn!"
Chris shook his head and grabbed his own toiletries and clothes, heading into the bathroom, but not before Emily gave him a swat on the ass, causing him to turn and say, "Now you quit! You told me no, so you have to do the same."
She laughed and sat down at the small table and pulled her make-up mirror out, "You don't get to tell me no, you know how this works." Chris grunted, knowing she was right and made his way into the bathroom that was still steamy and smelled like her body wash. Once his shower was done, he returned to the main room finding Emily just zipping up her skirt. "Wow, you look hot."
She smiled back at him, "I figured you'd like this, considering green is your favorite color."
He smiled back, knowing that she was right. She had chosen a black leather mini skirt that was definitely on the mini side, rising six to eight inches above her knees. On top, she wore a green, knit sweater, but when she turned around, revealed that it was backless, held together only by the neck and the fact that it was tucked into her skirt and revealing that she was braless. She topped the outfit off with a pair of black ankle boots, giving her a casual but sexy look.
He set his dirty clothes in his bag and pulled a gray Henley out, slipping it on, before grabbing his own black boots and sitting on the bed to put them on. Looking down at his last boot, Emily's legs moved into his line of sight, and once his boot was tied, he slowly sat up, running his hands up the back of her legs, causing her to shutter as his hands passed her knees and started up her things. Just as they reached the hem of her skirt, he stopped and smiled up at her, "Ready to go?"



"You're evil."
"Maybe, but I'm hungry."
With pure sex in her voice she said, "We could always eat here..."
"I think that is desert."
She sighed and stepped back, "I suppose you're right."
He stood, pulled her against him, kissing her on the lips and then letting go, moving to the door. She stood by herself for a minute, her mind reeling at the kiss, thinking that they never kissed unless it was during sex, and now he kissed her before dinner, and she had liked it! Her thoughts were interrupted by him, "Emily, Emily?" She snapped to look at him, "You coming?"
"Oops, sorry, daydreaming a bit."
He smirked, "Get your mind out of the gutter, let's go." She hurried after him, grabbing her clutch on the way out the door.
They made the five-minute walk downstairs and to the restaurant where Chris gave their name, and they were taken to a table immediately. He pulled her seat out, causing her to grin and blush a bit as she sat down. He took his place on the other side of the table, smiling as their waiter approached to take their drink order. She ordered a glass of wine and water while he ordered a bourbon on the rocks and a glass of water also.
After the waiter left, they made standard small talk about the day, avoiding the events on the gondola, at least for a moment until she made a wisecrack about the gondola rides be relaxing for him, but not for her, causing them both to laugh just as the waiter returned with their drinks. With drinks in hand, they made their requests, skipping appetizers and skipping to the entree; he ordered the Cap striploin while she ordered the Garganelli Bolognese. As the waiter thanked them and walked away, they fell into a casual, comfortable rhythm talking about life, work, and the next few weeks.
It took about 15 minutes for the waiter to return with their food and refills on their drinks, but once he set the food down, they both just looked at it. Chris spoke first, "I don't think I've ever eaten somewhere this fancy while skiing."
She nodded and placed her napkin in her lap, "Me either, normally it is just junk food and beer." He nodded and they began to eat in silence. It wasn't until both their plates were about half empty that Emily finally paused and said, "Can I ask you something?"
Chris wiped his mouth and set his fork down, "Go for it."
She pondered for a moment, before just coming out with what she was thinking, "What was with the kiss before we left the room?"
Chris turned his mouth up, thinking of how best to answer the question, "Did it bother you?"
"No, just not like us, considering we only kiss, you know."
"Yeah, about that..."
"What?"
He thought for a moment before replying, "I'm not sure I want to continue what we've got going on."
"" ...Oh?"
He could see her getting annoyed and worried at the same time and decided he probably just needed to come out with what he had been thinking for the last few weeks, "Emily, I don't think I can keep doing the friends with benefits thing." Seeing her look at him, not annoyed, but concerned, he continued, "I have to admit, over the last few weeks, since you stayed the night after Steve's party, I realized that when you got up to leave, I didn't want you to leave."
"Oh." Emily felt herself bubbling with excitement, because she too had been realizing their hookups were becoming different.
He smiled softly and continued, "I understand if you want to keep things casual, but I'm not sure I can, so I just want to be upfront with you. If that means I need to sleep on the couch in the room or even in the truck, so be it. I just couldn't resist anymore."
She took another bite of her food, leaving him to look on, after chewing and wiping her mouth again she said, "Funny you mention that night." She lowered her voice and leaned in, "I felt something change after that night too...that was the first night you came inside of me..."
He grinned, "Maybe that was it..."
"I think so.... I'll let you in on a secret, I really liked that. And I didn't want to leave the next morning either..."
"Really?"
"Yeah, so you could say we are in the same boat."
"I think so."
She smiled and leaned back, picking her fork up again, "What do you say we finish dinner, then head back to the room for dessert and enjoy the room as a couple?"
"A couple?" She nodded and smiled, prompting him to continue, "I'd like that."
They spent the next 20 minutes finishing off their dinner, talking without the burden of their hidden feelings weighing on them. When the waiter brought the check, Chris paid while Emily left the tip. With everything taken care of, they both stood and headed out of the restaurant. As they neared the elevator, Emily linked her arm in his, looking up and smiling as he pushed the button for their floor.
With the door closed behind them, he leaned against the wall, and she leaned against him, sinking into his chest as he wrapped his arms around her waist. She sighed and said softly, "This is nice."
"Mmhmm," replied Chris. They rode the rest of the way in silence, disembarking at their floor and quickly walking to their room where Chris opened the door and allowed Emily to walk in first as he ran his hand up her back. He followed her in, shutting the door, and when he turned around, he found Emily waiting for him.
"How about desert now?"
He stepped towards her, pulling her against him, "That sounds perfect." Their lips came together, and they spent the next 30 seconds kissing deeply, eventually moving together as one until they stood at the foot of the bed.
When their lips parted, they each took a deep breath and Emily spoke first, "Shoes off." Chris nodded and bent down, untied his shoes and kicked them off as Emily did the same with her boots. They both stood up and came together, kissing again as Chris's hands began to caress her bare back through the gap in her sweater. Emily pulled her lips from his, kissing down his cheek to his neck, causing him to groan. She pulled her hands from his back and began to fumble with his belt, then the button of his jeans; just as she was going to work the zipper, his hands grabbed hers, "Nope, let me."
She protested, but felt his hands let go of hers and then work her sweater out of her skirt. She felt the cool air hit her bare stomach and raised her arms, allowing him to work it over her head, depositing it on the floor by their shoes. As the cool air moved from her bare stomach to her now bare breasts, she felt her nipples begin to harden, and his mouth going to her collar bone, making its way towards them. She groaned and pushed him back, "Shirt off."
He simply nodded and peeled his shirt off, then seeing her reach around to the zipper on her skirt, he began to undo his jeans, pushing them to the floor along with his underwear. When he turned his focus back to her, he found her skirt on the floor in the pile of their clothes and her in nothing but a red thong. "Wow, that looks great on you."
She smiled and did a twirl so he could see the back, showing off the lacing that revealed most of her lower back before the fabric disappeared between her firm ass cheeks. "I saw this at the store the other day, and I thought you'd like it."
He stepped back to her, pulling her body against his and pressing his lips to hers again as their hands roamed over each other's bodies; Chris gently steered her to the bed, breaking their kiss, he said, "Sit down." She kissed him again and sat on the edge of the bed, with his erect cock now at mouth level, Emily leaned forward to take it into her mouth, but once again found herself being stopped. "It's your turn."
She leaned back, resting on her hands as she felt him press her legs apart and watched him drop to his knees between them. He kissed up her thigh, something he had never done before, she felt a hitch in her breath as she felt his breath on her cloth covered pussy. He pressed his nose to the cloth, the pressure causing her to moan as his breath sent a chill across her wet lips to the rest of her body.
Chris smiled as Emily reacted; he ran his hands up the outside of her thighs until he encountered the straps of her thong, grasping them, he eased them down as she lifted her ass, allowing her panties to join the remainder of their clothes as his side. With them on the floor, he was left looking at her puffy, and clearly wet pussy. She breathed heavier in anticipation, he began to kiss his way up her thigh, until he pressed his mouth to her lips, kissing them softly as she let out a groan.
Using his fingers, he spread her lips and began to lick inside her folds, using her moans as a guide to his focus and pressure. He paid close attention to her entrance, pressing his tongue inside, gathering her wetness with it, before sucking her lips into his mouth and her moan began to increase in volume. Smiling to himself, he worked his tongue upwards, feeling the firm nub of her clit, and caused her to jerk and let out, "Fuck" when he softly flicked it.
He glanced up from between her legs and saw her chest and breasts heaving as her breathing was becoming more labored and erratic, before turning his focus back to her clit. He sucked it between his lips, causing her to let out another moan as her legs tightened around his head. He maintained the suction and flicked it with his tongue, her moans becoming muffled as her thighs clamped around his head. With another flick of his tongue, her hands moved to the back of his head, pressing it against her as her orgasm began to roll through her.
With a "Fuck!" Emily's orgasm rolled through her body, causing her to take short deep breaths as her legs shook with each lick of her sensitive clit. As it began to subside, Chris's tongue eased up, providing her much needed relief as the waves of pleasure ebbed. She finally loosened her legs as her breathing began to return to normal, before she finally said, "God, you're good."
She scooted back toward the headboard, and he smirked and said before moving beside her on the bed, "It was my pleasure."
As he reached out, gently placing his hand on her hip, she said, "Kiss me."
"I'm a bit covered in you."
She giggled, "I don't care." He leaned in, pressing their lips together as they both slid to their sides, deepening the kiss. She could taste herself on his lips and tongue, turning her on more, and causing her to press against him, feeling his cock slip between her legs, then, feeling it slide along her wet slit. They both groaned into the kiss before she pulled away and pressed him onto his back.
He smiled up at her, "Taking control are we?"
She straddled him, hovering above his cock before saying, "At least for a little bit." Taking his shaft in her hand, she gently rubbed it along her slit, wetting the head before guiding it into her. She sighed and he groaned as their bodies met, she bent at the waist and lowered herself to his body, kissing him again before raising up slightly and said, "You feel so much better without a condom."
"You do too...l'm glad we ditched them night when we were drunk."
She laughed and rocked her hips, "I don't think we will be needing them anymore."
He pressed into her lightly, "Agreed." She leaned down again, kissing him, then began to rock on his cock, grinding her clit into his pelvis as his cock slid in and out of her slightly. They continued to kiss as their bodies moved in tandem, each time she slid down his cock, he would press into, their tempo gradually increasing to the point where Emily had to pull her lips from his so they could both breathe.
With her raised up, it allowed him to thrust a bit more, pushing into her and causing her to moan in pleasure. Having caught her breath, Emily raised up completely, feeling his cock sink deeper into her. He placed his hands on her hips as she began to grind into him, then, with his hands for guidance, she began to rise up on his shaft before settling back down. She repeated that until she found a rhythm and between moans said, "Grab my tits."
Chris moved his hands from her hips, cupping each breast, squeezing them gently as her firm nipples poked into his palms. She groaned again and began to ride him faster, then harder as she slammed down onto his cock until after a short time, her eyes shot open, and she moaned as her orgasm washed over her. Chris felt the walls of her pussy contract and a bit of her wetness dripped down his balls as she shook from orgasm.
As she came down, she once again fell against his chest, resting her head on his shoulder as she gathered herself from her second orgasm of the night. Chris softly stroked her back, giving her ass a gentle squeeze as her breathing began to normalize, "That was intense."
She grinned to herself, "You're telling me. How are you doing."
He chuckled, "Well, I haven't cum yet."
She laughed and sat up, simply resting with his hard cock filling her, she absent mindedly cupped her own breasts and said, "I'm up one, we should probably fix that."
She felt him place his hands on her back as he rose slightly, and as she let out a squeal, she felt him moving them, and without him sliding out of her, she found herself on her back, with him on top, "I like the sound of that."
Without another word, she felt him pull out, before thrusting back in causing her to groan again. After a few moments of thrusting, he shifted his weight so that he was directly over her. She opened her eyes and seeing him, she moved her hands up to his chest, running her nails over his chest, causing him to let out a groan himself, bringing a smile to her face before she felt him press back into her, stretching her pussy around him.
She once again closed her eyes and moved her hands to his back; as he continued to thrust, the room was filled with her moans and his grunts as his thrusts sped up. With each thrust, she involuntarily raised her hips to meet him and within a few more moments, she felt another orgasm begin to flow over her as she moaned out his name.
As she moaned his name, Chris tried his hardest to hold his own orgasm back, but as her pussy began to contract around his shaft, he let loose with his own groan and as her pussy coaxed it out of him, he pressed as deep into her as he could and filled her pussy up with his cum as her orgasm continued.
As both their orgasms subside, Chris stayed suspended above her, each of them breathing deeply as they looked into each other's eyes. Emily gave a half smile and said, "Relax, you won't smash me."
He smirked and gently lowered himself down until they were pressed together again. He nuzzled her neck, gently kissing it, causing her to sigh as she stroked his back as they both relished the after sex feeling of connectedness. He lifted his head slightly and said, "So a couple?"
She didn't answer right away, but finally said, "Yeah a couple...that still okay with you?"
Almost eagerly he said, "I would love that."
She smirked where he couldn't see, "Whoa, don't be throwing the L word around yet."
He fumbled for something to say, fearing he had screwed it up, but Emily did her best to roll them to their sides where she kissed him and said, "Calm down, I'm just playing."
He let out a sigh of relief and shifted a bit trying to get comfortable, but in doing so, his softening cock slipped from her, landing on both of their legs, causing Emily to giggle as the combination of their juices landed on her leg, and she felt some of his cum slip out of her pussy. She gently stroked his face and kissed him again, before he pulled away and said, "Do you want me to get you a towel?"
She reached over him, turning off the light and said, "Nah, I want us to both stay right here, is that okay?"
"Sounds perfect."
Emily rolled to her other side, pressing her back against him, once again feeling the sticky, wetness of his cock on her skin, causing her to smile and say, "Hold me?"
She felt his arm shift, then wrap around her waist, pulling her a bit closer as he said, "G'night Em."
"Goodnight Chris."
*Next Morning*
Emily began to slowly open her eyes, moving to stretch, she found that she couldn't really move that well, not only was she a bit stiff from skiing, but she was constrained by Chris's arm still wrapped around her waist, and their legs were intertwined. She smiled to herself and closed her eyes again, enjoying the warmth and security his arms provided.
She found herself waking up again a little while later, this time by the pressure in her bladder. She wiggled from his arms, grabbed some clothes for the day and made her way to the bathroom. Sitting down on the toilet, she noticed the residue of dried cum from the night before on her lips and legs. Once she used the bathroom, she grabbed a washcloth and wiped her legs, making herself mildly presentable. She laughed silently to herself as she thought, "So much for keeping things casual."
She slipped her underwear, then yoga pants on, then snapped her bra and pulled on a crew neck, brushed her teeth before gathering her toiletries and made her way back into the main room where she found Chris sitting up in bed, playing on his phone. He smiled at her, "Good morning beautiful."
She cocked her eyebrow, "Really?" He once again fumbled for words until she burst out laughing, once she calmed down, she flopped down on the bed beside him, "I'm kidding, I kinda like that."
"You gotta cut that out, you're going to kill me."
She laughed, "Nah, I like messing with you."
He smirked and quickly rolled over, pinning her to the bed, she squealed as he began to tickle her sides. After they had thrashed around for a moment, they both ended up laughing, until Chris leaned down, kissing her; she returned the kiss, and as he began to deepen it, she initially reciprocated, but began to giggle soon after and turned away. He looked at her, "What?"
She smiled, "You have morning breath. Go get ready, we can get breakfast on the road."
He ran his hands under her sweatshirt, causing her to take a deep breath as he reached the underwire of the cups and him to say, "We have a little bit before check out..."
She slapped his chest as she felt his hardening cock press against her, "Calm down tiger, we've got a four-hour drive home." He groaned, causing her to laugh again as he climbed off and made his way to his suitcase crumbling. She giggled, finding his frustration cute. As he gathered clothes and his toiletries bag, she came up behind him, wrapping her arms around and nuzzling his neck before saying, "Thank for yesterday and last night, it's been wonderful."
He smiled to himself and turned in her arms to kiss her, before letting go, "I know, I know, get ready to leave." She laughed and nodded as he headed towards the bathroom.
With the door shut, she finished packing her things, then picking his clothes up from the floor, neatly them, and placing everything she could back in the suitcase. With that done, she ran out of the room, heading downstairs where she got herself a latte from Starbucks and him a Red Bull, knowing his preference for those. With the drinks in hand, she returned to the room, finding him putting the rest of his stuff in his bag, he turned and smiled, "Thanks, but you didn't have to do all of it."
She handed him his drink and smiled, "I know, but that's what girlfriends do."
He smiled and zipped his bag before pulling her into a hug, "That going to take a bit of time to get used to, but I like it."
"Well I'm glad, because I like it too."
He smiled and kissed her before letting go to grab their suitcases as she grabbed her lululemon everywhere bag, throwing it across her body and following him out of the room to check out.
Once they had checked out, they loaded their things in the truck and headed out of the parking lot, back towards Seattle. After a quick stop in Squamish for gas and breakfast, then another stop in Bellingham after crossing the border for lunch, they found themselves nearing Emily's apartment in Everett shortly after three.



Emily had been quiet since leaving lunch and because of traffic and the sudden worsening of the weather, Chris hadn't said much as he concentrated on the driving. After lunch, his hand had come to rest on her thigh as she pulled her feet up into the seat. Her hand had found his and taken hold of it, bringing a smile to both their faces. As he neared her exit, he looked over, seeing her sound asleep, he gently squeezed her thigh, "Hey Em, we are almost to your place."
She woke up slowly, and groggily said, "What?"
He smiled, "I said we are almost to your apartment."
Waking up a bit more, she picked her head up from the window and looked out the windshield; letting go of his hand to rub her eyes and said, "Wow, the weather really turned to shit."
Chris slowed and began to switch lanes as the sign for her exit showed two miles. He replied "Yeah it did, started right after we left Bellingham. Radio is saying it will switch to snow after five and give us four or five inches.
Emily nodded, looking around the highway before her, "Wanna take tomorrow off too?"
"Huh?"
"I asked if you wanted to take tomorrow off too?"
"I probably could, told my boss that I was sick today and yesterday. Tomorrow is Friday which would mean a long weekend."
"Let's go to your place."
"You sure?"
"Yeah, you got enough food for the next few days?"
"Yep."
"It's settled then."
"Do you want to swing by your place and get anything?"
As they passed her exit, she shook her head and placed her hand on his thigh, causing the blood to begin moving in that direction before saying, "Nah, I don't figure we will be needing clothes much, and if we do, you have a washer, and I can wear your clothes."
His cock began to harden more with her statement as he moved over to the left lane, bypassing all the exit lane traffic and said, "Sounds perfect to me."
"I thought so, nothing like a long weekend snowed in with your boyfriend." He smiled and they made their way back towards his apartment where they did just that.
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"Well now what am I going to do the rest of the evening?" Alex said to himself as he shut the grill. He looked around the deck as he sat down, picking up his beer and taking a drink as the sun fell below the horizon. Alex was fresh out of college and home for the summer as he was job hunting; he had been back for a few months now, and a couple of interviews had been promising, but he still hadn't received a job offer, just moved onto the next round. In the meantime, his parents were beginning to drive him nuts; after living on his own for the past four years, suddenly being back under their roof and supervision was killing him.
Luckily for him, his friend Dave had needed to go out of town on business, so he had asked Alex to house and dog sit, along with feed the 10 horses he had. Dave had graduated high school a couple of years ahead of Alex and had done very well for himself, getting a job right out of college, and then taking over his family's farm when his parents downsized and moved into town. That farm was where Alex was sitting currently, it had the house, a couple outbuildings, a barn, and about 50 acres of pasture for the horses to run in. Being late July, there was a breeze in the air that cooled things off, breaking the heat and making being outside very comfortable.
Dave had told him he could have people over, but no raging parties, a comment that made both of them laugh. The truth was that most of the people they both knew were no longer living in the area, so the thought of having a party, especially on a Thursday night was absurd. Alex began scrolling through Facebook, trying to see if he could find anything exciting to get into, when he stumbled across a former coworker's status, "Bored tonight, anyone doing anything exciting?"
The post was from Tabitha, or Tabi for short, a girl that Alex had worked at JC Penny with during breaks and during the summer from the end of high school until the previous Christmas. Tabi was a year younger than him but had graduated early from a different college a year early with a business degree and had gotten on as a loan officer with one of the local banks. They had flirted a lot when they worked together, even going out a few times, and getting as far as making out, but that is as far as it ever went. He genuinely did like her and could see potential with her, but there was a glaring issue.
The issue that arose between them was Tabi's upbringing and her family; Tabi and her family were very religious. Her family didn't approve of him because while he had been baptized, he had written off church once he got to college, never mind the fact that he was Methodist while they were members of the Church of Christ. He had met her parents a couple of time and while he was always overly polite, they didn't approve of him and tended to talk poorly about him to Tabi. On top of that, a couple of times he tried to go further than kissing, Tabi had been okay with it, touch him on over his close, the moment she started feeling any pleasure, she would freak out and stop it. Her parents and upbringing had clearly gotten into her head good, driving a wedge between them.
Although, something he realized with seeing her Instagram, she had obviously loosened up some, her wardrobe was definitely a bit tighter than it had been through college and there were even pictures of her with alcohol. He also could gather by her posts that she was living on her own, albeit in one of the many rentals her parents owned around town. While they hadn't stayed as close of the years, they still talked on occasion and had had dinner right after they both graduated.
Taking a chance at least having someone to talk to that evening, he texted her, "What's up Tabi!"
A few moments later she replied, "Hey! How are you?"
"I'm good, just hanging at a friend house. House/farm sitting. How about you?"
"I'm good, a little bored, have tomorrow off, but nothing to do."
"Oh nice, I saw your post, wanna hang out?"
"Sure, what'd you have in mind?"
"I dunno, was just gonna hang out here tonight, maybe have a few more drinks and sit in the hot tub. Anything you suggest would work."
"Hot tub?"
"Yeah, my buddy has a hot tub."
"Now that sounds nice."
Liking where the conversation was heading, Alex responded, "Yeah, should be really nice tonight, you can come out if you want."
There was a lull in the conversation, making Alex think he might have pushed a bit too much, too fast, but after about five minutes Tabi responded, "Sure! Where is the house?"
Alex sent her the address and followed up with "You'll see my truck in the driveway, just park behind it or in front of the barn."
She responded with a thumbs up, then said, "Other than my bathing suit, need me to bring anything?"
He thought about pushing it a little more and saying she could forget the bathing suit, but decided against it and replied, "I've got whiskey and Coors Light, if you want anything else, you'll have to bring it."
She replied with another thumbs up and said, "I'll see you about 10."
Looking at his watch, seeing that it was just after 9, Alex spent a few minutes finishing up his mess from dinner, then went down to the lower level of the deck and checked that the hot tub was ready to go; it was currently set at 96, so he bumped it up to 99, shut the cover and headed inside to make sure the rest of the house was picked up. He then spent the next 20 minutes taking care of the night feeding of the horses, before coming back in and showering the grime off, drying off, and pulling his swim trunks on along with a clean t-shirt.
Shortly after ten, he saw head lights turn up the drive and after looking at the window, saw Tabi's blue GMC Terrain pulling behind his truck like he had said to. He watched her get out, then walk over to the passenger side grabbing a tote bag and a box before coming towards the door. He opened it as she reached our, causing her to startle a bit, "Jeeze! You scared me."
He laughed and opened the storm door, "Sorry, didn't want you to knock and cause Hank to go crazy.
"Hank?"
They hugged as he explained, "My buddy's dog, he's a goofy lab that goes crazy until he meets you, then he's a dope. He's downstairs in the basement conked out on the couch, dog sleeps like the dead. Totally worthless as a guard dog."
As they made their way through the house, Tabi smiled, "Oh okay. I brought some Trulys, where I can I put them?"
"Are they cold?"
"Yeah."
"Then we will put them in the fridge when we go outside, won't have to track water in the house when you want a refill."
"An outside fridge?"
Alex laughed, "Yeah, he's got an entire outdoor kitchen with a mini fridge built into it."
"Ooo fancy."
Alex laughed again, giving her a real quick tour as they headed towards the lower level, it led out to the deck where the hot tub was. He had noticed that she was wearing aa pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt so her asked, "Do you need to change?"
She opened her bag a bit and replied, "Yep."
He took her Trulys and showed her the bathroom, heading out to the patio after she shut the door and put her drinks in the fridge. He kept one out for her and then grabbed a beer for himself. After getting their drinks, he turned the patio light off, then opened the hot tub, noticing the temperature had come up to where he wanted, he turned the light on in the tub before shedding his shirt and making sure the towel warmer was on low. He climbed in and settled back to relax until he heard the door open a few moments later and Tabi call out "Alex?"
He sat up so she could see him, "Over here, there's nothing between you and the hot tub, just the steps."
"So, promise you won't laugh."
"Why would I laugh?"
"I got a new bathing suit, and I haven't worn it until tonight."
"Okay, I'm sure it is fine."
"Oh, it fits fine, just not something I've worn before."
"It'll be fine Tabi; do you want me to turn the light off?"
He heard the door shut and then saw her in the moonlight walking towards him, "No, the light is fine."
The thing about Tabi was that she didn't have the most pronounced curves. Based on the couple of times he had gotten a feel, he figured her breasts were about a B-cup and while she did have wider hips and a bit of an ass from playing softball through college, she didn't have the traditional thin waste that everyone talked about, but those things coupled with her strawberry blonde hair and freckles, she would easily classify her as cute. As she came around the edge of the hot tub, he could see her in her new bikini, and it definitely wasn't what he was expecting. He was expecting her to be wearing a tankini or even a one-piece suit, but instead he found her in what appeared to be a dark blue bikini.
She stopped and was illuminate by the moon and the glow of the hot tub, letting him get a better look. The bikini was dark blue as he suspected with a bit of white/sliver sparkle to it. The top was a traditional halter style, but the straps were wider, and had a cutout in each of them, exposing her collarbones. The top provided full coverage but must have had some support built in because there was a noticeable swell in the exposed breast. The bottoms were bit higher waisted, coming to just below her belly button. She smiled sightly and said, "What do you think?"
He smiled confidently, "You look great, that bikini is very flattering."
She smiled and then turned, looking back over her shoulder, "It's not too revealing?"
He scoffed as he took her in; the top was tied in a knot behind her neck and was held together in the middle of her back with small silver clasp. The bottoms were a little higher cut in the back, exposing a bit of her ass cheeks. After taking her in, he quickly replied, "You realize you're talking to a guy, a bikini really can't be too revealing. I think it is great though."
She turned and blushed, "Thanks, how's the water?"
"Why don't you get in and find out, it is starting to cool down a bit, you'll freeze out there."
She laughed and did climb in, settling down in the seat across from him, sinking down in the warm water with a sigh. They sat quietly for a few moments before she said, "Okay, this is pretty awesome."
He opened her drink, handed it to her, and said, "Here is your drink." She thanked him and relaxed back into the water. "Want me to turn the light off and the jets on?"
"Sure, the moon is plenty bright." When he turned the jets on low, she groaned softly and remarked, "Now that feels good."
They sat in silence for a few minutes, enjoying the water and the ambience, then began to catch up on life in general. After about 10 minutes, both of their drinks were gone so Tabi volunteered to get the next round, he pointed her towards the fridge, watching as she rose out of the water, and stepped over the edge, letting him enjoy the view of her ass stretching against the material of her suit. As she made her way back, the breeze had kicked up a little bit, and he couldn't help but notice the faint outline of her nipples pressed against her top.
Once she was back in, they continued to talk for another 15 minutes or so until their drinks were once again empty, this time leading Alex to get the next round. When he stood up, he had to adjust his shorts a bit because they had become stuck to his legs and crotch, and he couldn't help but notice Tabi's eyes looking right at it as he climbed out; he grabbed them each another drink before rejoining her in the tub.
After talking for a few more moments, he noticed Tabi fidgeting a bit and he asked, "You okay?"
She reached up and touched her shoulders and neck before replying, "Yeah, sitting at my desk though is doing a number on my neck and shoulders, I was trying to get the jets to hit the right spot."
Deciding to take a chance, Alex replied, "I can rub them if you'd like?"
Tabi's eyes got slightly larger before she smiled, "You wouldn't mind?"
"Of course not, come sit in the middle and put your back to me." She took another drink from her can, then moved into the footwell of the hot tub, turned around, and doing as he said. Once she was in place, he reached out, and put his hands on her shoulders before saying, "You'll need to give me guidance on where to rub and how much pressure." She nodded her head, and he began to give her a basic shoulder massage, making sure to rub her neck the best he could with his thumbs.
This continued for a few minutes as they talked, and she gave him direction on where to rub. They talked about her new job and how his job hunt was going, and he was beginning to feel her relaxing a bit. One issue he was running into was as he did her neck, the tie of her suit kept getting in his way, she eventually said, "Is the knot getting in the way?"
A bit taken aback by her forwardness, he replied, "Yeah a bit, it's probably digging in a bit which isn't helping."
She chuckled and said, "I doubt that, my boobs aren't that big." She paused and then continued, "Go ahead and untie it."
"You sure?"
"Yeah, it's fine." He pulled his hands out of the water and untied the bow, allowing the strings to come loose, giving him access to her neck. He began to run the new exposed skin, causing her to groan a bit and tilt her head forward giving him better access as she said, "That feels better." He continued rubbing across the top of her shoulders and neck as they continued talking until she said, "Can you rub a bit lower?"
"Yeah, but it might be a bit awkward."
She looked around the hot tub before saying, "Is that seat over their deeper?"
Alex looked to where she was gesturing with her head and said, "Yeah, everything is under there except my head."
"Then let's move over there."
She moved out of the way, raising out of the water a bit, causing her top to slip down, she reached up and held it in place as he moved to the other seat. With him sitting down, she reached behind her as she scooted back between his legs; her hand feeling for the edge of the seat but was too high and came to rest just under his cock.
He smirked, "Ummm, little too far."
"Ooops, I'm sorry. I was just seeing if there was enough room for me to sit."
He rolled his eyes and said, "You can probably balance, let me help." He reached out, found her hips and guided her back until she was perched on the edge of the seat between his legs, "That work?"
"Yeah, I don't think I'll fall." She relaxed her arms, allowing the straps of her top to float on the water, something that he immediately noticed, because while she was still covered by the bikini and the bubbles of the water, there was more skin exposed than before.
He began to massage more of her back, working his hands from the top of her swimsuit bottom, back to her shoulders, doing his best to work around her top, but paying attention to her reactions. Each time her neared the mid-strap or her side, he noticed a definite change in her reaction, that in turn sent a reaction to his cock, and it slowly began to harden in his shorts. After another five minutes of this, she reached out and took a drink, giving him the opportunity to do so also.
She set her can down and said, "I'm out, want another one?"
He smirked, "Yeah, and it's your turn to go."
She laughed and stood up, holding her top, but not tying it, "Yeah, yeah, yeah, I hear you." She stood up giving him a welcome reprieve because she had scooted closer during the massage, and her ass was getting dangerously close to his half erect cock.
When she came back, she handed him his drink, then climbed back in, but in doing so, she had to let go of her top briefly to steady herself, allowing part of it to slip down, thus allowing her one nipple to slip free. She sat down saying, "Shit."
He chuckled enjoying her reaction because she rarely cussed and using it to cover up the fact that he had seen her pert quarter sized nipple.
Once she sat down and noticed him laughing, she playfully glared at him, "What?"
"Just hearing you say shit is funny since you have always been so reserved and don't really cuss. That coupled with the bathing suit is just a different, more laid-back version of you."
She smiled at him, "What do you think of this version?"
"More entertaining for sure."
"Well then, let's just continue the surprises." He gave her an odd look as she leaned forward, reached behind her back, and then pulled her top out from under the water, draping it on top of the towel warmer behind her head.
"Well that was unexpected."
She smiled, "I know you caught the nip slip, might as well leave us equally dressed."
Alex laughed and raised his beer to her, "Touché."
They continued their conversation for a few minutes, soon turning to exercising and dating. She asked him, "So you haven't found anyone at the gym or anything?"
He laughed, "Nope. I haven't been going to the gym much, mainly just been running and riding my bike. Hoping that my leg loosens up so I can ride tomorrow, I took a spill on Monday, so been taking it easy."
She nodded her head, "Me either...want me to return the favor?" He gave her a confused look and she said, "You rubbed my back, want me to rub your legs?"
"You don't have to."
"I know, but I will; what happened and where does it hurt?"
"Top of my calves and my thighs. I came around a corner and had my leg out for balance, but when I went to clip back in, I missed my pedal and jammed it into a log before getting thrown over the bars."
She gave him a concerned look, "Ouch." She once again looked around and then readjusted her hair and settled back into the middle of the tub in front of him. "Put your legs on either side of me." He did as she said and soon felt her hands working his calf, causing him to groan as she worked the tension from his leg; after a few minutes on one, she switched to the other one, drawing a similar reaction. With both claves rubbed, she moved her hands up, pressing on his hamstrings and quads, causing him to sigh as they continued talking.
It didn't take long for her hands to reach the hem of his shorts, expecting her to slow down or flat out stop, Alex was surprised when her fingers slipped under the hem and continued to work upwards, causing another groan to escape, this one not only from the tension being released from his thighs, but also the tingling he felt as her hands eased closer to his growing cock. She continued to massage him, talking like nothing was odd about what was happening, but then the inevitable happened, his cock had hardened enough and was pointed down his one leg, and her finger grazed it.
He took a deep breath in, and she paused before saying, "Did I hurt you?"
"No, just a little higher than I expected."
"Oh, well I'll stop." She withdrew her hands and moved back to the seat across from him, this one not as deep, causing the top of her breasts to be above the water, hinting at the top of her areola. They both took a drink and just enjoyed the night air in silence for a few moments before she spoke again, "Would you mind rubbing my legs?"
Alex had just gotten his mind slowing down, but with her question, it ramped back up, once again causing his cock to begin to swell. He nodded and said, "You probably want to switch me seats." She nodded and raised up slightly, as the scooted past each other. He couldn't help but notice as they brushed past each other, her breasts moved further out of the water, exposing her nipples as they brushed against him before she settled into the seat, he had previously occupied.
Once she was seated, and he was in the middle of the tub he said, "Anywhere in particular you want me to rub?"
She leaned her head back looking at the sky and replied, "It's actually my thighs and hips. Leg day kicked my ass yesterday."
He laughed, but realized that everything that evening combined, meant she was feeling different than just two friends hanging out and catching up, he decided just how far she would let him go; he had left many times with her with blue balls, another wouldn't surprise him. He placed his hands above her knees and began to rub both legs at the same time as she had done for him, apply firm but gentle pressure, working the tops of her thighs before dragging his hands down the outsides. He did this for a few minutes as she groaned and shifted in her seat, especially when he got to the edge of her bottoms.



Seeing her reaction, he moved a bit closer, so he didn't have to reach as far and slipped his hands under the side of her bottoms, pressing into her hips. While he did so, he watched for her to give him a negative reaction, but instead, she sighed and said, "That feels really good."
"I'm glad." He continued rubbing and kneading her hips before pulling her a bit closer to him, where her legs were starting to rest on his. While he had been rubbing primarily with his fingertips and palms, he allowed his thumbs to lip under her bottoms too, and while his fingers rubber her hips and thighs, his thumbs softly rubbed the juncture of her legs and pelvis, all the while watching for a reaction, but only getting a sigh, he continued.
As he began to put more focus on where his thumbs were, he noticed Tabi wiggling a bit more in her seat and as his fingers worked inward, he was pleased to not feel any hair, just a little bit of stubble, bringing a grin to his face. When his fingers touched at what he figured was right above her slit, he pressed a bit firmer, causing her to let out a moan rather than a sigh, "Do you want me to stop."
Tabi was silent for a moment before softly saying, "Please don't." He moved his thumbs in a circular motion and moved them lower, causing her to moan a bit again and her breathing to become shallower. He felt the change in her skin as his gingers neared her slit and he heard her moan again, then say, "Lower."
Teasing her a bit he said, "What'd you say?"
"Touch me lower." Taking her words as the go ahead, he separated her lips with one thumb, and ran his other along the inside of her slit, coating it in the distinct wetness of her pussy. She jerked and moaned again, pressing herself towards him. He removed his thumbs and she let out a whimper and her eyes shot open, "Why did you stop?!"
He smirked and replied, "So I can do this." He grabbed both sides of her bottoms, and pulled them downward, causing her to lift her hips, allowing them to come the rest of the way off as he scooted back. He lifted them above the water and smiled, "Do you need them anymore?"
"Not if you're going to keep that up."
"I can do one better, sit on the edge of the tub."
"But someone might see me?"
He laughed and scooted back towards her, "There's no one for a couple of miles, no one will see you." She looked at him and he could see her think before she reached behind her and pulled herself up onto the edge of the tub. Due to the brightness of the moon, he got his first real look at her nude body. He was right, her breasts were a solid B-cup, making them a perfect handful and as he gently pressed her legs apart, he could see that her pussy was indeed shaved with dark pink, puffy lips.
He moved between her leg, kneeling so that his face was at the same level as her pussy as she asked, "What are you going to do?"
"If it's okay with you, I'm going to eat you out."
"Oh, I've never had that done."
As he brought his mouth closer, he breathed, sending a shiver through her and said, "What have you done?"
She stammered out, "I've had sex twice, but never anything like this."
He smiled and said, "Then enjoy." Before she could respond, he pressed his mouth to her and sucked her lips into his mouth, and as she moaned, back off to separate her lips with his tongue, pushing it flat against her and licking towards her clit. He spent the next few minutes licking and sucking her, using her noises as a guide to what she liked. As expected, when he flicked her clit, she let out another moan and shuddered a bit.
He sucked her clit into his mouth and began to flick it with his tongue, as she continued to moan and twitch, he brought his hand up, and gently slipped a finger inside of her causing her to moan out, "Oh my god!" He gently worked his finger in and out of her while maintaining the attention on her clit and within 15 or 20 seconds, she let out a long moan, and he felt his finger being clamped down on. As her orgasm quaked through her body, Alex licked as much of her cream up as he could, not slowing down until he felt her orgasm doing the same.
As she leaned back against the cover, he leaned back on his haunches and waited for her breathing to return to normal before saying, "How was that?"
She took another couple deep breaths and then looked down at him with what could only be described as fiery lust and said, "That was amazing." She slipped back into the water and moved towards him, placing her hands on his thighs, "You're overdressed."
"That I am, why don't you fix that?" She reached towards him, finding the tie of his short, undoing it, then with his help, she shimmied his shorts off and dropping them on the towel warmer with her bathing suit. He scooted to the edge of his seat and grabbed her hips, pulling her into his lap. For the first time in a couple of years, their lips crashed together, and they passionately kissed for a few moments, their hands wandering the other's body.
Tabi began to grind into him, causing her to groan into their kiss as she pressed her slit against him. When they pulled away to breathe, she pressed her forehead to his, "Do you have a condom."
Alex realized that he didn't; dejected he said, "No, Dave might, but I don't even know where to look."
Tabi let out a sigh of frustration, then said, "You'll be my first."
"What do you mean? You said you've had sex twice."
She reached down and took his cock in her hand, "You'll be the first without a condom."
"...Oh...are you sure?"
Rather than respond, she raised her hips, pressed his head to her opening and with a groan, slid him inside of her. With him fully inside of her, she finally spoke, "Oh my god this feels so much better than with a condom."
He nodded in response and pressed up into her. The adage that girls were tight when they hadn't had much sex seemed to be true because Alex was average in the length and girth department, but he felt Tabi's walls gripping him tightly as she began to grind against him. For the next few minutes, they ground against each other, her moaning as she sloshed water over the side of the tub and him pressing into her. As her next orgasm neared, she pressed her face into the nape of his neck, letting out a long moan as she pressed down and against him; he gave her ass a squeeze, sending her over the orgasmic edge.
Alex could only sit there, pressing into her as he felt her walls contract around his shaft as she rode her orgasm to completion. As she began to relax, she lifted her head and looked at him almost drunkenly, "That was amazing."
He pressed up into her again, causing her to groan again and said, "I agree, want to try something else?" She nodded but didn't move; Alex looked around and then said, "Sit on the filter cover and lean back." Tabi turned her head to see where he was meaning and then slowly raised herself up, groaning as his cock slipped from her. She did as he said, leaning back until she was reclined against the cover; with her situated, Alex stood up, getting another clear look at her naked body as he stepped between her legs, bringing another smile to his face.
She reached out and gently took his cock in her hands, pulling him to her; she again pressed his head to her slit, once it had penetrated, she let go and relaxed as Alex grabbed the hot tub on either side of her and pushed himself the rest of the way in, he groaned as she sighed, feeling him fill her again. She could feel him deeper this time and wrapping her legs around him, held him to her until she was used to him; once she was, she loosened her legs, and he was able to begin thrusting.
He started to thrust in and out of her, first with shallow thrusts, then beginning to pull out further each time and pushing back into her, causing her to moan with each thrust. With each subsequent movement, he picked up his pace, until he was pumping in and out of fast enough and firm enough that he was having to hold onto her hips, pulling her against him; and causing her breasts to match thrust, bouncing up and down subtly.
As the water began to slosh over the edges again, he could feel his own orgasm coming creeping up on him. As his orgasm continued to build, she squeaked out "Give it to me!" as he continued to thrust, Tabi began to cum again for a third time, moaning "Oh God," again. Rather than letting her ride her orgasm, Alex continued to thrust, prolonging her orgasm, but at the same time, expediting his.
He had a clear thought for a moment and realized that as much as he wanted to fill her with his cum, he thought better of it, and as her orgasm was waning, he felt his surging inside of him. He quickly pulled out and stroked his cock a couple of times, sending him over the final edge and he erupted on Tabi's body. It may have been the tabooness of having sex in the open, the dry spell he had been going through, or even the fact that he finally had sex with Tabi after multiple blue ball incidents, either way, his orgasm was one of the hardest that he had had in a long time, causing him to shut his eyes as it wracked his body.
As his orgasm waned, he heard Tabi let out a scream, causing his eyes to shoot open as she yelled, "What is wrong with you?!"
He looked at her and saw that he had shot cum on her stomach, between her breast and some had even landed on her chin. He could see she was clearly upset and managed to stammer out, "I didn't know what to do other than pull out..."
She stood up and pushed him back, "YOU DIDN'T HAVE TO CUM ON MY FACE!"
She climbed out of the tub grabbing her clothes as he followed her towards the house, "Tabi wait, I didn't do it on purpose." She got to the bathroom where she had changed, slamming the door as he tried to explain that he was being honest but all he heard was her slamming things around and running water as she cleaned up and got changed. As he grabbed a spare towel from the shelf and wrapping it around his waist, Tabi emerged from the bathroom pushing past him.
"Get out of the way Alex."
He followed her towards the door and out into the driveway, "Tabi, Tabi! I get why you're mad, but where else was I was supposed to cum?"
She opened her door and turned back towards him, "I don't know, but cumming on my face was too much!"
He threw his hands up, "You're ridiculous! I didn't do it on purpose and after four or five blue ball incidents, it isn't surprising that I came that hard."
"I'm ridiculous? We could have talked about where you were going to cum."
He laughed, "You were the one who put me inside of you without a condom."
She glared at him, "That is beside the point!"
"No, it's not! We didn't talk about it, and I aimed for your tits, and I missed, I'm sorry."
He could see her fuming, but after a few moments of staring at each other, she stepped from her car and glared at him, then moved until she was right in front of him. They looked at each other for a moment before she said, "Why didn't you cum inside of me?"
He was taken aback for moment, unsure of what she had said, "What?"
She looked at him and repeated herself, "Why didn't you cum inside of me?"
"How the fuck did we go from you being mad that I came on your face, to you asking why I didn't cum inside of you?"
"I dunno, but all this arguing is turning me on." Thoroughly confused, he looked at her blanky; she smirked and said, "Come on, let's go back inside, I would like round two."
She walked past him and headed back towards the house, he turned and muttered, "Are you kidding me?"
She heard him, turned and said, "No, I'm not kidding." He shook his head confused, but at the same time, turned on and willing to give her what she wanted; as long as she didn't try to rip his dick off, but he decided it was a risk he was going to take.
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Brody Sutton found himself walking down the halls of his alma mater and now workplace. He had been hired three years prior as a history teacher after a nine-year stint at another school further from his hometown. Being closer to family and some friends was a definite perk, but like many smaller cities, his hometown was declining, and a lot of younger people were not returning after college or were simply moving away.
He signed and wondered if he should be looking elsewhere to expand not only his career but also his personal life. Other than being closer to family and friends, Brody had moved home to heal. At his first school, he had met an English teacher by the name of Jen, had fallen in love and they had married. They had tried to start a family to no avail, and after numerous doctor's visits they had found that he had a low sperm count, and even after implementing the doctor's suggestions, there was no improvement. Jen had taken the news especially hard; she had always seen herself as the working mom, toting kids around, and being "super mom."
With that not panning out, she took her frustration out on him, becoming colder and more distant as time went on, he had suggested adopting, but she shot that down. It was the worst when she was drinking, she would refer to him as less of a man, and just continue the emotional and mental beat down. It all came to a head one night when he came home from a golf trip with friends a little early and found her in bed with another man. She didn't offer up excuses or anything, just shrugged her shoulders and said, "He is a real man, I'm pregnant."
Luckily the house they lived in was completely in his name, having been bought when he first moved there. After telling her she had an hour to get her things, he left in a daze, headed to the local Lowes, bought all new locks, then as he waited an extra half hour, he called a divorce attorney, leaving a message. When he returned, he found most of her clothes gone and a wet towel on the floor. He busied himself with changing the locks and the garage door code; with that done, he had called his sister Lyndsey, told her what happened then collapsed on the spare bed crying.
When the job in his hometown opened, he jumped on it; with the evidence of her infidelity obvious, she didn't contest his initial offer of transferring her car out of both of their names into hers, allowing her to take some of the furniture from the house, splitting their accounts 50/50 and a few other odds and ends. With all of that taken care of, he sold the house, paid off the loan balance, then over two weekends, moved all of his stuff back to his hometown, moving into a house his mother owned.
All of that seemed like such a distant memory; in the past three years, he had done some extensive therapy to get over his self-esteem issues, gotten in some of the best shape of his life, risen to head of the History Department, fixed up the house to his liking, to which his mom gifted him, and was genuinely content with most aspects of life. The one place that was lacking and that couldn't be denied was his love life and that problem didn't seem to be getting better. Sure, he had been on a few dates, but nothing that stuck. That sort of changed earlier that year when the school hired Brittany Roberts as the new nurse. Brody didn't know Brittany, but his sister Lyndsey did; Lyndsey was five years older than him and also a teacher. She had taught Brittany in middle school, and when the school hired Brittany, Lyndsey had introduced them.
Brittany or Brit as her friends called her, was 29 to Brody's 35 and had lived an interesting life to say the least. She had grown up a military brat and had lived in 3 countries and 4 states before her parent settled down; making the three years at George Washington High the longest she had ever been in one place. Making use of her 5'10 frame, she had excelled on the basketball court, but when she went to college, she decided to forgo athletics and focus on her goal of becoming a nurse. That goal was derailed in her sophomore year when she got pregnant; the pregnancy was bad enough, but what made it worse was that it was by her clinical supervisor.
Like the naïve young woman she was, she thought he was going to leave his wife, because that's what he told her. When she told him about the pregnancy, he laughed at her and told her that he wasn't leaving his wife. She was crushed, dropped out of school, and moved back home, giving birth to her daughter Emma later that year. Emma's father gave her $10,000 to never contact him again, and he gave up all his parental rights. With help of her family and friends, when Emma was one, Brit went back to school, earning her associates degree in nursing and thanks to a nursing shortage, she hired on at a local hospital.
As Emma neared four, Brit was looking for a change, shift work was wearing her out, and she hated that she missed out on so much time with Emma. When she saw the nursing position open at her old school, she applied and was hired, starting that fall. The job was exciting for Brittany, there was never a dull moment, she had the same schedule as Emma, the staff was great that she worked with and she had met some really great people, especially one Brody Sutton.
She had been introduced to him on her first day because he was who helped her get all her technology set up and was the brother of her former math teacher. Over the course of the fall, they had become polite colleagues, but that all changed one day when Brody came down and asked her to check his temperature. It was high and when he explained what he was feeling, she gently pushed on his abdomen and his exact words were, "You bitch, what did you do?" Realizing that Brody's appendix was acting up, and he wouldn't go on his own, she called the paramedics who took him to the hospital and after a CT scan, he was taken right into surgery for a severely inflamed appendix. After hearing from Lyndsey that he was okay, she had gone to visit him the next day and spent a few hours talking about their lives and things in general.
After that, they became genuine friends, on his first day back to work after surgery, he had brought her a plant for her office and a thank you/sorry called for calling you a bitch card. When their staff Christmas party rolled around, they had a good time with the rest of the staff and then moved on with a few others to another bar until it was just the two of them. One thing led to another, and they ended up at his place where they hooked up. That incident was repeated a few more times through the winter and into the spring, but as Brody began to prep for the end of the year, and with Emma playing tee-ball, they had settled back into the rhythm of friends.
On this particular Sunday, Brody was holding a two-hour study session for the upcoming AP Economics exam. As he had walked in, he had noticed a blue, Toyota Rav4 parked by the rear doors that looked like Brit's; once he got to his room and got everything set up, he texted her, "That your car at school?"
She replied a few minutes later, "Yeah, you stalking me :-P?"
"Lol no. Study session today, AP Test is Monday." "What are you doing here?"
"State is doing an audit on the nurses." "Julie wants a complete inventory of what we've got here."
"That sounds terrible."
"Oh it is! I about have all the supplies inventoried, but still have the paperwork side to do."
"Yuck."
"No doubt, how long is your review session?"
"2 hours."
"Fun, I'll let you get to that."
Over the next hour, Brit finished her inventory and started on her student logs to show why her position and the part time nurse that had been hired to help through lunch were both needed. She took a break and as she scrolled aimlessly on her phone, she found pictures that Brody had posted on the local lake the previous day; in them, he was shirtless with his toned body on display. She sighed, thinking about how good it felt pressed against her when they had sex. She felt herself begin to get turned on as her mind drifted to the last time they had been together; it had been a quickie in the backseat of his truck in her driveway when she had booty called him after Emma had gone to bed.
Even as she began to get more turned on reliving the moment, she couldn't help but laugh at them acting teenagers; he had pulled in and she rushed out in wearing a robe over a slip. As he climbed out, she told him to get in the back seat, and once they were both in, she pulled his gym shorts down, sucked his cock briefly to get it hard before straddling him and riding him to two orgasms for herself, then climbing off and sucking him to completion.
She sighed again, she could never decide if she liked swallowing his load, him finishing inside of her, or him cumming on her tits the most. He had done each twice and she loved them all; she shifted in her chair, causing the seam of her leggings to press on her slit and clit, allowing a soft moan to slip out. Realizing what she had done, she covered her mount, then looked around her office before shaking her head and thinking, "No one is here but you and Brody upstairs with some kids."
As her thought finished, her eye caught the two maroon beds where students could rest if they weren't feeling good or while they waited on their parents to come get them. Checking her watch and seeing it read 4:15 and knowing that her parents wouldn't be home from the zoo with Emma until at least six, a devilish thought ran through her head. Without thinking twice, she switched to the messages app and texted Brody, "When you're done, can you stop down and help me with something?"
He didn't respond for about 10 minutes, but when he did, the text read, "Sure, I figure the kids will be all gone by 5:15."
She grinned and replied "Thanks!"
For the next 30 minutes, she got more of her paperwork done, but had problem focusing. When the alarm on her phone went off at 4:55, she saved her work, stood up and made her way to the bathroom in her office. She made sure to pee, then used some of the wipes she had in there to clean herself up, silently thanking herself for having shaved less than a week before. She stood up and started to pull her leggings up before stopping, pushing them back down, stepping out of her flipflops, and stripping her panties off. She had to laughed at the sight of them on the floor, they were about as utilitarian as you could get without being called granny panties.
After pulling her leggings back on, she fixed her hair and adjusted her shirt before realizing that her thin sports bra wasn't doing a good job of hiding her hardened nipples. She shook her head again, saw that it was a little after five, so she quickly pulled her shirt, then sports bra off. As she picked her shirt up of the floor, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Brit had gotten back in decent shape after Emma was born, but she definitely didn't have the body of her youth. She still had the stretch marks of pregnancy, but they had faded, and a little bit of extra weight around her midsection. The one thing that she did like was that even after she finished breast feeding, her d-cups never returned to the b-cups that they were in high school, something that Brody really liked. She felt another shiver run through her and she quickly pulled her shirt back on, then exited the bathroom shoving her bra and panties in her bag before going back to her chair to try and get some more things done while she waited on him.
After about 15 minutes, she was beginning to wonder if he was going to show up when there was a knock at the door, she wheeled back and saw Brody standing at her window, sticking his tongue out. She laughed and stood to let him in. She leaned forward to unlatched the door and Brody couldn't help but try to peek down her V-neck shirt. He was rewarded when all he saw was the soft flesh of her breast. As she turned, she felt and he could see the sway of her breasts, signaling that she wasn't wearing a bra; she grinned to herself as she said, "Hey! Thanks for coming down."
Brody smiled and followed her into the office, shutting the door behind him, with a grin and the realization of where this could be going, and felt his cock begin to stiffen in his shorts. He followed her back to her chair where she sat down and said, "So, I was typing up this report, and I need to import this table into it."
"Alrighty, so do it."
She turned and frowned at him, "If I knew how to do it, I would have done it already."
He chuckled, "Okay, so what is the issue?"
"When I highlight, then copy and paste it, I lose all my grid lines."
"Oh okay, that is easy enough. Let me show you." As she faced the computer, he leaned over her and taking the mouse, he moved the table, edited the formatting so that the gridlines reappeared.
With the move completed, he didn't move because now, instead of looking at the screen he was taking advantage of her leaning forward, giving him a complete view down her shirt and confirming there was no bra. She felt his warm breath on her ear and face and shivered, but managed to say, "Thank you so much."
He softly said, "You're welcome."
"Can I thank you somehow?"
"The view is plenty thank you."
"I thought you'd like that, want to see more?"
"Always." He stood up slightly and she spun in her chair, leaving him towering over her more than usual. Now facing each other, he leaned down, crashing his lips into hers; they kissed passionately, nibbling on each other's lips as their tongues wrestled. When they both pulled away to catch their breath, Brody said, "Your place or mine?"
Brit shook her head and in a raspy voice responded, "Neither, here, now."
Brody looked around and seeing the beds, he motioned with his head, and she shook her head in agreement. He backed towards the beds and kicked his shoes off; after making sure not to trip on them, he looked up to see Brit had done the same and was now in front of him pulling her shirt off. As she dropped it to the floor, her breasts settled a bit and he let out a groan as the sight. Her breasts had the sag of motherhood to them, but they were still perky enough and incredibly sensitive; he had made her cum once by sucking on them while she ground against him. "God you're sexy."
She grinned, "You're not too bad yourself, now finish getting undressed." They both took the next 30 seconds to shed their clothes, then with both naked, they crashed back into each other, their warm skin pressing against each other as they both groaned into the kiss. The stayed like that for a minute before their hands started wandering; both had the same idea, his finding its way to her wet slit, and hers wrapping around his cock. They both moaned at the pleasure and spent the next minute or so pleasuring each other while continuing to kiss.
As both of their breathing becoming faster and a bit more ragged, Brit pulled away first, "Enough of this, I need you inside of me." Brody took a deep breath and pushed his finger inside of her, coating it to the knuckles in her wetness. She moaned again then moved backward, causing his finger to slip out of her; as she stood at the foot of the bed, she shook her head with lust in her eyes and said, "Not that, your cock. Lay down."
Brody nodded and moved past her, laying on the bed. No sooner than he was completely reclined, she climbed onto the bed with him, straddled his cock and taking it in her hand, lowered herself down, guiding his head past her entrance. As she felt his hard shaft penetrating her, she moaned, removed her hand, and slid down his cock until he was fully inside of her. They both stayed motionless for a moment, her getting used to the stretch and him enjoying the wetness and warmth flowing over his cock.
Slowly, she began to rock her hips, grinding her pelvis against his. He moved his hands to her hips, helping to guide her movements and pace. As the pace increased, so did Brit's noises; what started out as soft moans were becoming slightly louder and becoming more like grunts and groans. Suddenly, Brit quit moving back and forth, and cupped her breasts as Brody pushed into her, causing them both to moan.
She opened her eyes and smiled, then leaned back a bit, resting her hands on his legs and began to rise up and down on his cock. The new motion didn't do a lot for Brody, but seeing her pleasure each time she did it, was more than enough for him. As he enjoyed the show, he reached up and began to softly stroke her clit, causing her eyes to shoot open, and mouth to open in a moan that got caught in her throat before she squeaked out "Don't stop."
He kept up what he was doing, and in a few more bounces, Brit pressed down on him firmly, let out a moan and he felt her walls squeeze his cock and an orgasm began to flow through her body. For the next 20 to 30 seconds, she groaned and shook as her orgasm moved through her; no matter how many times he felt or saw it, he was amazed at not only how hard she came, but also how sexy she looked doing it. As her orgasm subsided, she sat up, gave a half smile, then leaned forward, then lay against him, catching her breath.
As her breathing returned to normal, Brody began to gently scratch her back and softly thrust into her, causing her to begin softly moaning again. He did this for a few moments, both of them enjoying the feeling before she pressed down on him, pinning his pelvis to the bed, "Why'd you stop me?"
She sighed, "I need a moment to recover, and you aren't giving me that."
He laughed, "You caught your breath."
She raised up and smiled, "Well yeah, but I'm still a bit lightheaded."
"Isn't that supposed to make orgasms better?"
"Probably, but if I pass out, how we going to explain this?"
He laughed again, "Good point."
They stayed still for a few moments, before Brit smirked, squeezed her walls around his cock; he inhaled sharply as she said, "Let's switch positions?"
He nodded, "What'd you have in mind?"
"Missionary?"
While not his favorite, he nodded because he could see her tits bounce as he thrust which was pretty damn hot. She climbed off him, his cock slipping out of him, landing on his stomach with a slight splat from her wetness. As she stood at the side of the bed, he stood up so they could switch. As they moved around each other, she stroked his cock a bit and smirked again, "God you make me so fucking wet."
As she lay down and spread her legs, he climbed between them, and as he pushed into her waiting pussy, he replied, "And you make me fucking hard." They both groaned; when their pelvises met, he paused and looked down at her, finding her staring back at him, "Where do you want me to cum today?"
She giggled at the question, but it was something that he always asked and that she appreciated it. She felt his cock twitch inside of her, causing her brain to go haywire for a moment; regaining some clarity, she quickly ran through her options and said, "No mess, inside of me."
"Perfect." He began to thrust, taking short thrusts until he found a rhythm that was working for both of them. He did speed up as her moans began to become more constant; with each thrust into her, her breasts moved up her body with a slight jiggle before settling as he withdrew, only to be repeated a few seconds later.
As the waves of pleasure moved through her, she couldn't help but want more; as he withdrew again, she groaned, "Deeper."
Without saying a word, Brody rose a bit and pressed into her again, changing his angle and getting deeper. They stayed this way for a few seconds, and while it was deeper, it wasn't what she wanted or needed. She groaned again, "Hold on."
He stopped, and with a look of concern he said, "Everything okay?"
"Yes, well no, but yes. I need you deeper and this just isn't cutting it."
Catching his breath a bit, he said, "Okay, what do you need?"



"Lean back a bit, then don't move." He did as she said, causing his cock to slip out a bit. Once he was resting on his heals, he felt her legs move as she drew them up to her chest. She held them with her hands she said, "You won't see my tits, but you're gonna be so fucking deep."
Hearing her talk like that always turned him on and just as he was ready to thrust, she said, "Fuck me Brody."
He groaned, raised off his heels, and plunged back into her. Once he was fully inside of her, he raised up a bit more and began to thrust hard and fast. She could feel him hitting deep inside of her, the tip of his cock brushing her cervix and while it stung a bit, she moaned feeling him giving her just want she needed.
In this position, it didn't take long for him to feel his orgasm bubbling inside of him; at the same time, her moans began to increase, spurring him on faster and harder until he couldn't hold back any longer. As his orgasm hit, he pressed against her as hard as he could, emptying his balls deep inside of her with a long groan.
Feeling the hot splashes of cum fill her, her own orgasm started as her eyes opened, then rolled back in their sockets. She groaned as the walls of her pussy contracted, milking as much cum out of his shaft as it could. His orgasm subsided first, followed by hers; both laying there, trying to catch their breath, and enjoying the aftermath of two very powerful orgasms.
"Wow, that was something else," Brody said between breaths.
Brit shook her head, "No kidding, you hit so deep, that's what I needed."
He laughed and nodded his head in a bow, "It was my pleasure ma-lady."
She started laughing at his stupidity, but finally calmed down and after a few moments of nothing but breathing, she said, "Can you get my underwear out of my bag?"
"Sure." He slowly withdrew his softening cock an stood up while she stayed still, careful not to spill his cum from her pussy and make a mess. Once he retrieved her bra and panties, he walked over and handed them to her. She slipped the panties on first, then sat up to slip the bra on; when she did, her face was even with his cock. Seeing it glisten with their combined cum, she opened her mouth and with two sucks, cleaned him off as he groaned. When she let him slip from her mouth, he looked down at her and said, "You keep that up, I'm going to need round two."
She slipped the bra on and stood up shaking her head, "You wish, I have to pick Emma up from mom and dad's in about a half hour."
As he began to get dressed himself, he replied, "Perfect timing then."
She dressed herself and said, "I think so."
They finished dressing in silence; then, grabbing some Lysol wipes, Brody made sure to wipe down the bed, removing any evidence of their deed. She thanked him as she began to gather her things, when Brody said, "So you done?"
"Yep, walk me out to my car?"
"Of course."
They gathered the rest of their things and walked out of her office, making their way to her car where she set her bag in the passenger seat. After she shut the door, she turned and smiled, then said, "Thank you for that, you gave me exactly what I needed."
He smiled, "I'm glad, it was pretty hot doing it in your office."
She smirked and made her way around to the driver's side with him in tow, he opened her door, and she climbed in, "Thanks, maybe the next time we can use your desk." He didn't have a response, causing her to shut the door and chuckle, but not before saying, "Have a good evening Brody, see you tomorrow." He just nodded as she backed out before he made his way to his own vehicle.
***6 Weeks Later***
Brittany found herself walking up the stairs to the other end of George Washington High. She had been dreading this moment all day, but knew it needed to be done. Three weeks before, she had started to feel weird, but chalked it up to stress and her oncoming period. A week passed and the stress died down, but her period never came. Most women would be freaking out, but ever since she had Emma, her period could be a little weird sometimes, sometimes early, sometimes late. After another week, still no period and she was starting to get concerned. When she mentioned it to a friend, she laughed and jokingly said, "Maybe you're pregnant."
She had laughed it off saying, "That would require me to get laid." They had laughed and continued with their conversation, but the rest of the evening, her mind kept asking, "What if I am pregnant?"
She kept shaking it off because the only guy she had had sex with was Brody, and she had seen the paperwork that showed he had a low sperm count. As the weekend drug on, she couldn't shake the feeling and, on a whim, when getting groceries, she grabbed a pregnancy test. That evening after putting Emma to bed, she peed on the stick and within 5 minutes the words "Pregnant" had appeared.
Shocked turned fear, which turned to sadness, leaving her crying softly on her bathroom floor. She thought about not telling Brody and simply getting an abortion, but she ruled that out quickly. She had seen how he talked about his ex-wife and how he did want a kid, and was disappointed that he couldn't give her one, then that leading to her affair, and their subsequent divorce. There was no way she could take the opportunity from him, even if they weren't married or even together. She decided that evening, that she would take another test on Wednesday, then go from there.
On Wednesday, she went to a different store and bought a different brand test, and once again, followed the steps; this time the two red lines appeared clear as day. She called in that Thursday sick because she had to wrap her mind around everything. Brody had texted her asking if she was playing hooky or really was sick. When she replied that she wasn't feeling good, he offered to bring her soup or anything she needed. She told him it was fine that her parents and Emma were handling it, and that she would be back on Friday.
He responded back, "Okay, let me know if you need anything, I can be their lickity split "
The next day, he popped in real quick to ask how she was doing, but she was with a couple students, so she just smiled and said, "I'm doing better."
He smiled back, "Good, I'll talk to you later."
That afternoon, she texted him around two and said, "Are you leaving right after school?"
"Nope, I got some grading to do before the weekend."
She felt the fear rise inside of her as she read the text; part of her had hoped he would say yes, then she could put it off for a few more days. After rereading it a few times, she replied, "Mind if I stop up around 3:45."
"Not at all, I'll leave my door cracked."
After the final bell had run, and she had handed out the usual weekend food bags, wrapped up some paperwork, then as 3:45 neared, she reached into her bag to make sure the tests were both in there. After shutting down her computer, she took the long way, but ultimately made her way to his classroom. Just as he had said, the door was cracked and she opened it sticking her head in, seeing Brody at his desk in the corner away from door, she slipped in and pulled the door shut behind her.
The click of the latch got his attention, he looked up, smiled, and setting his pen down said, "Hey!" He immediately noticed that she didn't smile back, so as she walked towards his desk he said, "Brit, what's wrong?"
She walked to the side of his desk, took a deep breath, and laid the bag with the two tests on the desk and said, "Brody, I'm pregnant."
He felt a wave of emotion roll over him, first happiness because he knew she was such a good mother, then sadness because he really enjoyed their arrangement and he genuinely liked her, even feeling himself "catching feelings" from time to time; he had no clue she had been seeing someone else. He looked at the test again, swallowed the sadness, then replied, "Congratulations!" He hopped up and wrapped her in a hug, as he squeezed her, she hugged him back softly; then after pulling back he goes, "I didn't know you were seeing anyone. Especially after a few weeks ago," he ended with a wink.
She couldn't help but giggle at his goofiness, but once she stopped, she said, "I'm not seeing anyone, you're the father."
"...Wh...Wh...What?"
"Brody, I haven't been with anyone else in since we hooked up at Christmas, you're the father."
He stepped back, collapsed in his chair, and just stared off into space, not looking at her. After what seemed like forever but was probably only a minute or so, he said, "It can't be, the doctor said there was like a 1% chance I could ever father a child."
Brit nodded, "I think we found the 1%..."
Brody leaned back, sighing as he looked at the ceiling. After another pause, he started laughing. She looked at him confused and he finally said, "I can't believe this and laughing is all I've got."
Brit looked down at her feet, "I'm sorry Brody."
She heard his chair roll back and then he was in front of her, "Why are you sorry?"
She steeled herself, willing herself not to cry, "Because we should have been more careful, and I wanted you to do what you did. That's like the prime position for baby making. Please know I'm not trying to trap you."
He wrapped his arms around her, kissed her head as she melted against him. They stood like that for a moment, and he eventually replied, "Don't be sorry, you couldn't trap me, we didn't think this was possible. Plus, we were both more than willing participants."
She had found herself softly sobbing, but his comment made her sniffle then laugh. He pulled away and she felt him wipe her tears away. She looked up at him and said, "So what are we going to do? I want to keep it."
"Good. We should be a team about this." She nodded and then after a pause he said, "Brittany, do you want something more?"
She looked back at her feet and whispered, "I'd be okay with that."
She felt him lift her chin, and when she looked into his eyes, he smiled and said, "Just okay?"
"More than okay?"
"I'd like that too." He paused again and looked past her before saying, "Holy shit, I'm going to be a dad." He found himself smiling and becoming a bit giddy, so he did the only thing he could think of, he looked down at Brit and kissed her. She was a bit shocked, but soon found herself kissing him back. They kissed for a few moments until his tongue began to touch hers, and she felt his hands wander down her back, settling onto her ass.
With a squeeze, she let out a groan, but pulled back, looking at him. He frowned, "Sorry, hormones took over."
She looked up at him, "Yeah and hormones is what got us into this." He nodded slightly, unsure of what to say. She turned her head, looking around before saying, "Has the custodian been around already?"
"Yeah, Jeff was in about 20 minutes ago."
She nodded and slipped out of his arms, moving around him to his desk, then sitting on it. With Brody standing there, she smirked and said, "So when I'm pregnant, my sex drive goes through the roof..."
He nodded and moved closer to her, "Is that so?"
"Yep." Not breaking eye contact, she felt him press her legs apart and step into the gap; she continued, "We did say the next time should be on your desk, and here I am on your desk..."
He nodded as she reached out and grabbed his belt, undoing it. He moved his hands to her hips, causing her to raise her ass as he pulled her scrub bottoms down, as he did, he replied "You make scrubs look hot."
She snaked her hands into his pants, grasping his cock and said, "Wait until you see them on the floor baby. Now fuck me here, then take me to your house for round two."
With a groan as she fished his cock out, he pulled her panties aside and said, "What about Emma?"
"She is camping with mom and dad, so I am all yours."
As he split her slit with his head he replied, "I could get used to that."
She moaned, "Me too, Me too."
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Chapter 1-Late April
In the weeks after his return from Pennsylvania, Brandon's life was focused on work, baseball and getting things organized and packed in his apartment. One thing that never came up in conversations with Sarah was the interaction with Jess. He had tried to put it out of his mind, and with his schedule, it wasn't too difficult. Due to rain early in the season, his team was playing almost every night to get games made up. He and Sarah talked every night like normal, mainly talking about their daily lives and her prepping for the tour that was set to kick off in a few short weeks.
The last week of April arrived, and Brandon's stress level went through the roof due to the upcoming baseball trip. Every year since he had been an assistant, and now as the head coach, the team traveled to Myrtle Beach, South Carolina for a tournament. This year, due to fundraising, the team had managed to raise enough money to fly, so getting 17 boys, plus equipment, and staff organized, along with his personal life was about all he could handle. When the Wednesday morning of the trip arrived, Brandon found himself at the school at 6:30am as the players began to trickle in, dropping their stuff in a line for bag inspection.
Matt finally arrived at 6:45, Brandon scoffed, "About time you got here."
Matt laughed, "Chill out, I brought you Red Bull."
Brandon took the drink and thanked him as the next car pulled up, this one held their bookkeeper, his student assistant, and the only girl on the tip, Mya. She dropped her stuff at his feet, he chuckled, "Good morning sunshine."
"Shut up, there's my bag, I'll be on the bus."
He laughed and called over one of the moms who were joining them to go through Mya's bag, while he and Matt started through the players' bags. As expected, there was no contraband, Brandon had threatened to leave the whole team at home if he found anything, so peer pressure had paid off.
Brandon had to laugh as he noticed Mya in the very front of the bus, already asleep; he looked at Matt, "She is going to get a big surprise come Friday."
"You didn't tell her about Sarah, did you?"
Brandon grinned, "Nope."
Matt laughed, "She's going to kill you after she's done freaking out."
"Oh I know, let's get all this loaded and get on the road."
After loading the bus and getting to the airport, Brandon gave everyone instructions to get checked in and get through security. Matt and a few of the parents that were flying with them were the first through and Brandon brought up the end, with everyone getting through no problem. They found their gate and just relaxed until it was time to board; once again Brandon brought up the rear and after doing one last check of the bathroom and texting Matt to make sure they were set, he boarded himself.
As he made his way down the aisle, he noticed the woman in front of him was reading an article on an iPad, he saw the headline, "Country crooner throws down: singer punches out the ex-girlfriend." He rolled his eyes because he knew how TMZ liked to exaggerate things, but as the woman scrolled, he saw a picture of Sarah and then one of Jess, aloud he said, "Oh Shit."
He began digging for his phone, but it wasn't in his pocket, which meant that it could only be in his backpack. By the time he reached his seat, the flight attendant had shut the door and they were starting their safety briefing. He sat down, fumbling through his backpack until he found the phone at the bottom. He tried to call Sarah, but it just rang and rang. He hung up and tried calling again with the same result.
As the flight attendant came back through the cabin, she saw him furiously typing on his phone, she stopped and said, "Sir, I need you to put that in airplane mode now."
"One second."
"Sir. Put the phone on airplane mode now."
He looked up and saw people looking at him, he apologized and hit send on the text, "We have a problem, getting ready to leave."
***
The two hours of flight time where some of the longest two hours of his life as he wracked his brain on how to deal with everything. He filled Matt in on what was going on, who sympathized, and told Brandon he would get the team corralled so he could class Sarah. As they began their descent, Brandon tried to think through what to say to Sarah, and where everything had come from.
It didn't take long for him to put two and two together, Jess. All the weird people that had been seen with her around town, her sudden influx of money to buy her house, and ultimately her comments from earlier in the month. Somehow Jess had gotten in contact with the paparazzi and was going to do what she could to ruin he and Sarah's relationship.
He could feel himself becoming angrier at what she had done and at the same time, worried about Sarah's reaction to everything. When they finally landed and they were told they could turn their phones back on, Brandon immediately found two missed texts and a missed call from her. He read the texts first, "I woke up to calls about everything." The second one was a half hour later, "Call me as soon as you get this."
As they taxied to the gate, he pulled his phone to his ear, listening to the voicemail she had left, and he could hear the frustration in her voice., "Brandon, I know you aren't on the ground yet, but I really need to talk to you when you land. This is a BIG problem that we have to deal with."
As they pulled up to the gate, Brandon gave Matt a solemn look, "She's pissed."
Matt frowned, "I can only imagine. What are you going to do?"
"I have no clue. I know where it came from, but I don't know what I can do to change it."
Matt nodded, "Did Sarah really punch her?"
"Oh yeah. Jess left the game we were at, got drunk, and then confronted us at my truck afterwards. Called Sarah a whore and Sarah decked her."
Matt couldn't help but laugh, trying to lighten the mood, "Well for your sake, I hope she doesn't give you the same treatment on Friday."
Brandon glared, "Yeah, just get the group together and I'll find you at the rental car counter." Matt nodded and then began to stand up, gather his stuff and make his way off the plane as Brandon did the same. As they made their way into the concourse, Matt rounded the group up and directed them towards the rental car counters and Brandon walked over towards the windows where it was quieter.
He pressed Sarah's contact, it rang once before she picked up, "Hi."
"Hey...we just landed, and I saw your messages."
"Yeah, so what are we going to do about this?"
He could sense the coolness in her voice, and responded, "I'm sorry Sarah, but I don't know what we can do."
"What do you mean? Talk to her and figure this out."
He sighed, "What do you mean talk to her? She is just being vindictive; shouldn't we just ignore it?"
Sarah scoffed, "We can't just ignore it, this is my career. I have a meeting with my record company in a little bit about this."
"Don't they have your back; don't you have people to deal with this sort of thing?"
"Yeah, when it is made up, but I did punch her and that's not a good look for them or me."
"It happened almost 6 months ago, it was just a scuffle, no charges were pressed, and she was drunk."
"Brandon, I punched someone and now the tabloids are all over it."
He was silent for a moment, "Giving this and her attention is exactly what they want. If we ignore them, it will go away."
"BRANDON! We can't just ignore this! What if the record company drops me? What if she files a civil suit against me? YOU HAVE TO FIX THIS."
A bit taken back to her yelling at him, he said loudly into the phone, "FINE! I'll call her, but it isn't going to do any good. Now, I have to get off here, I'm sure the vans are about ready." Before hearing her response, he hung up the phone as he noticed people looking at him as he shoved his phone into his pocket and walked towards the rental car counter.
Sarah on the other hand was left sitting in her, well, their living room looking at her phone. She was angry at the whole situation, that something that was a momentary lapse of judgement was coming back to bite her. She had been fielding calls from friends and family all morning, then the secretary at the record company called, telling her that the management wanted to meet with her at noon.
As she sighed in frustration, her mind shifted to the phone call, where she realized that for the first time ever, Brandon hadn't told her he loved her, nor did he say goodbye, he just hung up. The more she thought about it, the more that stung than anything else going on. She felt a tear slip down her cheek and thought to herself, "What if I have screwed up with him?" She tried to push the thought from her head as she moved from the couch and headed upstairs to dress for her meeting, a meeting that she hoped didn't end her career.
Chapter 2
When Brandon reached the rental counter, Matt was standing with their booster president Mike Cline, each holding keys and Brandon's bag beside them, "Everything okay?" Matt asked.
"Not really, I'm going to have to make a pain in the ass phone call in a little bit."
Matt frowned and nodded his head as Mike spoke, "Coach, the vans are ready, two Sprinter's like we reserved."
Brandon nodded, taking the key, "Thanks Mike. Are the guys out there?"
Matt nodded, "Yeah, we sent them out to get loaded after we got their locations."
"Good. Let's get going, the house is a digital check in, I already have the door code, so that will make things easier."
They made their way out to the parking lot where they found the team either sitting in the vans or milling around them with their bags stored. "Okay, load up." The players could sense the annoyance in Brandon's voice and hurriedly got in the vans.
Brandon got in the front van, finding Mya in the passenger seat, she looked up from her phone and over at him, Everything okay Baker?"
"No Mya, not really. You got the directions?"
She nodded, not pushing it, "Pulled up on my phone."
"Good, don't get us lost."
She laughed, "You're the one driving, you just have to listen." He looked over at her, clearly annoyed by her attempt at humor, "Sorry, I'll get us there."
"Thanks."
They pulled out of the airport, making their way towards Cherry Grove where they had booked a large ocean front home. In the past, they had booked hotel rooms, but Brandon had found that gave the boys opportunity to get into teenage hijinks, so this year they had reserved a house where supervision would be easier.
The drive to the house was about a half hour and when they finally pulled in, Brandon got out and told his players to get their stuff unloaded and wait for him and Matt to come back out. The booster president and his wife who was in charge of Mya, helped the players get everything unloaded while Brandon and Matt got the door unlocked and gave the house a walk through to make sure everything was as promised. Finding that it was, Brandon pulled out sticky notes and a notepad, and they spent the next five minutes putting room assignments on the doors. The players were on the main floor when you walked in while, he, Matt, Mike and his wife, and Mya were on the upper floor off the main living area.
They walked back outside to find the guys standing at the steps waiting to go in, Brandon spoke, "Okay, it is a little after 12:30, the parents will be by with food to eat around 1:30, then you all have an hour of study time, before we leave at 4 to get to the fields for practice at 5." The players nodded then he continued, "Mya, you're first, your room is on the top floor, pink sticky note.
She pushed her way past the players as they groaned, "Thank god, I'm hot and want to change."
After giving her a few minutes head start, Matt said, "Okay, the rest of you, your rooms are marked with sticky notes too. Freshmen, you all are in the room with bunk beds, so let's keep it down. Get unpacked, explore the house, go down to the beach, remember lunch is at 1:30."
They moved aside and let the players run past them into the house, for the first time in a few hours, Brandon allowed himself to smile seeing the joy on their faces and the noises he could hear coming from them as they found their rooms. Mike and his wife Lisa walked up next, Brandon smiled at them, "Thanks again for being willing to stay here, especially you Lisa."
Lisa smiled, "No problem, Mya is a great kid, Brayden talked about her a lot. I guess they have classes together."
Brandon nodded, "Good, she's pretty lowkey, but come Friday she's going to be on a whole other level."
"Oh really?"
"My girlfriend flies in that morning and Mya adores her but doesn't know she's coming."
"Oh really? That'll be great for you."
Brandon looked over and caught Matt looking at him concerned, he shook his head, "Yeah, should be a nice break for her before their tour starts."
"Good for you coach."
"Your room is on the front of the house, I figured you'd want quiet more than an Oceanview, if I was wrong, let me know and I'll swap rooms."
"Not at all, quiet is important."
As they moved past them into the house also, Matt looked at him, "She still going to come?"
"She didn't say otherwise."
"But that was before..."
Brandon glared, "I know, I'm still counting on her being here."
"Gotcha, let's go and get unpacked."
Brandon nodded and felt his watch vibrate, looking down saw another text from Sarah, "Anything yet?" He shook his head and didn't bother to respond because there wasn't anything to say.
****
For the third time, Sarah received no response from Brandon, but could see that he had read it. She was annoyed that he wasn't responding, but she did know that he was busy, but she couldn't help but say to herself as she made her way into the office of the record company, "It takes 10 seconds to respond to a text, why can't he respond?"
As she was shown into Kurt Pierce's office, she found him and one of the label's PR people waiting for her. She nodded and said, "Good afternoon Mr. Pierce."
"Sarah, I've told you to call me Kurt. Have a seat, this is Wendy McIntire, I think you have met."
Sarah took a seat, "Yes, she handled some of our early stuff before Morgan came onboard."
Kurt leaned against his desk, "I'm not going to beat around the bush, we both know why we are having this meeting." Sarah nodded and looked down at her feet, feeling about three inches tall as he continued, "I'm assuming what they wrote really happened; want to tell us your side of the story?"
Sarah spent the next couple minutes explaining what had happened, the lead up from going home with Brandon, until the incident in question. The entire time Wendy took notes and Kurt nodded until she was finished and said, "That is pretty much it."
Kurt nodded and looked over her towards the door, then replied, "You know this is a really bad look for you, especially with the tour coming up, and it doesn't look good for us, we don't make a habit of signing people that get into trouble with the law."
"The authorities were never involved. The other woman was drunk and it's a small town, we left, and she was taken home."
Wendy spoke up, "Why didn't you notify us when this event occurred?"
Sarah took a deep breath, "Honestly, I was a little embarrassed. I got so upset when she attacked Brandon and myself, I just reacted. Then afterwards, I felt so bad, and we just thought it was done."
"Well obviously it wasn't. So now we have to figure out what to do."
Silence fell over the room and a moment later Kurt spoke up, "Okay, we need to get ahead of this and put out a statement and you need to confirm that it happened, and that you reacted to her speaking poorly about you and your boyfriend. We need to make sure that it is included that she was drunk."
"Sir, I dunno about that, I don't want to make things hard for this woman."
"Sarah, being honest may hurt her, but it is just that, the truth and that is the best method here."
Wendy chimed in, "Exactly, we aren't going to spin this, or try to deflect, you're going to be honest and then we will go from there."
Kurt nodded, "One more question; do we know how TMZ, or anyone heard of this?"
Sarah thought for a moment, "No clue. The only people who were there was Brandon, his dad, sister, brother-in-law, the other woman, and a cop that Brandon knew who took her home after talking to us and others."
Wendy rubbed her forehead and sighed, "So it could be anyone. Has anyone spoken to this Jessica?"
"When I talked to Brandon this morning, he said he would talk to her and try to find out why she did it."
Kurt looked at Wendy, "Is that a good idea?"
Sarah responded first, "Sir, this is small town America, lawyers and PR people don't mean anything. She is only going to talk to him."
Wendy shrugged her shoulders, "She's probably right. Will you keep us updated as to what happens?"
"Of course, I already have an apology in my head."
As Kurt sat down, Wendy said, "Oh, Let's hear it."
"I was thinking something like this: "As the reports have said this morning, I was involved in an incident involving a former significant other of my boyfriend. During that incident, I reacted poorly and struck Ms. Kelly. I do not support violence as a way to solve issues and I want to apologize to Ms. Kelly, my friends, my family, and my fans. I hope that everyone involved either directly or indirectly can forgive me."
Kurt and Wendy both nodded and Wendy added, "We need to add in that she was intoxicated, and I think that will be good, we can get it released and hopefully move on within the next couple of days."
The trio spent the next 45 minutes talking about how to handle interview requests, questions and other things that could potentially pop up. Finally, at 3:15, Sarah walked out of the office, down to the parking garage, and sat in her Jeep, taking a deep breath before pulling out her phone, seeing a few texts from other people, but still, none from Brandon. She sighed and pulled up the schedule that he had sent her earlier in the week and saw that he was at practice now, so she knew there was no use in texting him now.
As she began to pull out of the garage, she couldn't help but question her own reaction to the events, wondering if maybe she had been too hard on him. As she pulled to a stoplight, she grabbed her phone and text him, "Hope all is going well so far."
She thought to herself as the light turned green, "Hopefully he will know that even with all of this, we are okay."
****
As Brandon climbed back into the driver's seat of the van, he looked at his phone for the first time in a few hours and saw Sarah's text, he smiled a bit and started to back out of Rios, the restaurant they had dinner at, when one of the players yelled up, "What else do we have tonight coach?"
"Well, we have one game tomorrow night, we are going to have BP tomorrow morning, but other than that, we can just relax a bit tonight and tomorrow. I figure we can find a movie or something to watch tonight. Mr. and Mrs. Cline went grocery shopping, so they have snacks for you guys tonight."
Another player piped up, "I dunno coach, we may all be stuffed from dinner."
The entire van laughed, even Mya said from her spot in the passenger seat, "Yeah, I don't think I've ever eaten that much."
Brandon laughed, "You can afford to eat a bit there string bean."
She glared at him, "I have a prom dress to fit in, if I can't I'll blame you."



He scoffed, "Bull, it's not my fault we are going to eat good this weekend, nor that you said screw softball and came to help for us."
My rolled her eyes, "I wasn't getting the playing time I deserved."
"I know, I know, and I am glad to have you."
"You ever get my pictured signed?"
He smirked to himself then frowned to her, "Yeah, it is back home, I'll remember it when we get back."
She shook her head and for a moment, Brandon felt normal, but then almost as quickly remembered that he had to try and call Jess once the players had settled down. When he texted the number he had for her, it came back as undeliverable due to disconnection, so he had reached out to Sally, a friend of theirs that hadn't picked sides, and after he explained that he needed to talk to her about the article, she had given him Jess's new number.
After getting back to the house and having a short team meeting about the practice that night, and everything going on the next day, he gave the boys the chance to figure out a movie to watch while some headed to the pool, he went to his room, changed into a pair of sweats and t-shirt before heading towards the beach. After walking past the pool, he found Matt at the end of the board walk on the phone also. He pulled the phone down, "Everything okay?"
"We will see, I'm going to call Jess. You good?"
"Yeah, talking to Kate before she heads to bed."
Brandon nodded and made his way past before walking onto the beach and sitting down on the sand away from the walkway and dialing the number Sally had given him. It rang 3 times before he heard her voice, "Hello."
"Hi Jess."
"Brandon? What do you want?"
He laughed aloud, "Cut the crap Jess. We both know why I'm calling. Why'd you do it?"
The line was silent for a minute before she finally responded, "I don't want to talk about it."
Getting irritated, he replied, "No Jess, you don't get to do that. You don't get to try to screw up my relationship or my girlfriend's career and then say you don't want to talk about it. So, why'd you do it?"
There was silence before she finally responded, "I gotta go Brandon." She hung up, leaving him saying her name into the phone.
When he pulled the phone away, he saw that she had in fact hung up, causing him to redial, but this time the phone just rang and rang until it went to voicemail. After the tone he said, "Jess, this is complete bullshit and we both know it. You started it with Sarah and yeah, she shouldn't have punched you, but you did kind of deserve it. I dunno how much you got paid for it, but it's a pretty shitty thing to do. Now I'm not going to contact you again, but I would suggest you find a way to get the rest of the story out. I'm sure Sarah's people will make sure she and them are protected, and they are smart, with a lot of money. Goodbye for good Jess."
With the message left, he sat on the sand for another half hour, contemplating everything going on in his personal life, and trying to focus on the next few days, his players, and the trip in general. He looked down at his watch, seeing that it was nearing 10:30 and he shot Sarah a text, "I hope your meeting went okay. I tried to talk to Jess, but she hung up on me. I left a voicemail telling her to tell the whole story. I'm exhausted, I hope we can talk tomorrow. I love you."
Sarah found herself in bed, dosing off when she heard her phone vibrate. She had wanted to text Brandon before bed but had decided against it because she didn't want to bother him, plus she didn't know what to say. When she picked her phone up, she couldn't help but smile a bit after reading his text. She typed back, "I love you too, meeting was fine. We WILL talk tomorrow."
Knowing he wouldn't respond, she placed her phone back on the nightstand and rolled over, hugging a teddy bear that Brandon had sent her with roses as they kicked off the tour practices and eventually did drift off to sleep with the help of melatonin.
****
"I can't believe that bitch went to the tabloids." Amanda groaned as she climbed into bed beside Josh.
"Yeah, about that, are you sure Sarah actually, did it?"
"OH YEAH," she said with a laugh, "For sure. She called Sarah a whore and insulted Brandon, so Sarah decked her."
Josh thought for a moment, "Then I have a confession to make."
Giving him side eye, Amanda said, "What'd you do?"
"When you texted me and I read the article, I reached out to some people that I know who tend to be up on all of the gossip and it appears that Jake may have something to do with it."
"Jake, as in Morgan's ex?"
"Yeah...it sounds like he heard the rumor and then pursued it."
"That dick!"
Josh put his hand on her thigh, "Calm down. I'm going to do a little bit more digging; nothing is confirmed."
"Why would he do it?"
"Probably because he is still pissed at Morgan for choosing Brandon over him. We both know he is the epitome of a spoiled ass."
"I'm going to kill him if it's true."
Josh couldn't help but laugh, "No you won't, you start killing someone after Sarah punches someone, we are in for a world of hurt. Let me look into it a bit more, then we will go from there."
"Grrrr, fine! But you better work fast."
"I'll see what I can do. G'night babe." She kissed him, responded the same and then leaned back to read a bit before going to sleep herself.
Chapter 3-Thursday
At seven, Brandon's alarm went off and he groggily rubbed his eyes and sat up in bed. Getting up to use the bathroom, then opening the curtains, he looked out at the beach. The tide was just about reaching its low point, so he changed clothes and grabbed his running shoes before heading out to the main living area. He found Mike sitting there reading the paper and drinking a cup of coffee, he looked up and said, "Morning coach, coffee is on, and we will have breakfast at 8:30 like we talked."
"Thanks. I'm going to grab a banana then go on a quick run. Any of the guys up?"
"You're the first person I've seen other than Lisa, she went for a walk. I think a lot of them were up late."
"Yeah, excitement and all." Mike nodded as Brandon ate his banana and tied his shoes before saying, "I'll be back in about a half hour. We need to head to the fields by 9:30. Our BP slot is 11."
"Sounds good."
As Brandon headed towards the steps he turned to Mike and grinned, "One more thing, go drag Matt's ass out of bed around 7:30."
Mike laughed, "Gladly."
Brandon got to the beach, did a light stretch, then took off at a slow jog. It was a warmer morning with temperatures in the 60's and the typical breeze of the beach, making his run very pleasant. Just as he reached the condo complex that he had set for his turn around, he felt his watch vibrate. Knowing that it was about 7:30, he figured it was Matt complaining that Mike had woken him up, but when he looked at his watch, he saw Sarah's name instead.
He stopped, took a deep breath, and answered, "Hey good lookin."
Sarah chuckled, happy to hear him being a bit more cheerful, "Hey baby, I didn't wake you, did I?"
He chuckled, "Actually no. To both of our surprise, I'm actually out on a run."
"Whoa, are you feeling okay?"
"Yeah, I feel fine. Just a beautiful morning and it seemed like a good idea."
Silence fell over the line as they both paused, unsure of how to proceed, finally Sarah spoke, "I'm sorry for snapping at you yesterday."
Brandon gave a half smile on his end, "Thanks, I'm sorry for hanging up on you and not talking last night."
"So, what did she say?"
"Basically, she tried to deny it first, but then she said she didn't want to talk about it, and that is when she hung up. I left a voicemail like I said and told her that while you shouldn't have hit her, she was drunk and started the whole mess, and that she needed to tell the whole story, not just the part that makes you look bad."
Sarah scoffed, "Yeah, I did a pretty good job of that myself."
"Shit happens when emotions run high."
"I still shouldn't have punched her."
"You're right, but it happens, I just know I don't ever want to piss you off."
"Shut up!"
They both let out small laughs, breaking the tension a bit more before Brandon asked, "So what is the take of this whole mess on your end?"
"Funny you mention that, I got a text from Amanda this morning."
"How's that any different than usual?"
"Shut up and listen. When the story broke, obviously everyone in the entertainment industry was talking about it, cause let's face it, I have got a clean image."
"They don't know you very well."
"Shut up Brandon. Anyway, a couple people reached out to Josh, and apparently, Morgan's ex Jake is behind all of this."
"What?!"
"People who know Josh and who work in the promotion end of things said that somehow Jake found out about it and tracked her down."
"So that would explain all of the people that my dad saw around town with her, and suddenly her being able to buy the house she did."
"What are you talking about?"
He sighed, "So I didn't tell you, but when we were in Vegas, Dad called and told me about her being seen around town with guys in suits and how she was short when he'd see her around town. Plus, when I was home to fish, I ran into her, and she said some weird shit about, "What's done is done." which now all makes perfect sense."
"Why didn't you tell me all that?"
"I didn't want to bother you with her stupid and immature bullshit."
"You wouldn't have bothered me. Please tell me that kinda stuff from now on."
"Hopefully we don't have to deal with it anymore. So, what are we going to do with Jake?"
"We aren't going to do anything. I'm sure you've seen the statement and my video apology, so as far as we are concerned, it is done."
"We can't let him get away with this though."
"I know, but you and I aren't going to do anything about it. Josh is going to handle it."
"I don't need someone to fight my battles for me Sarah."
"I know you don't, but Josh knows people and can handle this very subtly. We don't want anything to come back to bite me, the record company, or you."
"I dunno..."
"Trust me please. Reach out to Josh, I'm sure he can fill you in a bit more."
"Okay, if you say so."
"I do say so. Now onto more important things, how's the trip so far?"
"It's going good. House is nice, practice went well last night. We have a BP slot at 11, and then our seeding game is tonight at 5:30."
"Nice! What's the competition look like?"
"Team from Arkansas, pitching is alright, but they have a couple sluggers."
"You'll figure it out."
Nearing the house, silence fell over the line again before Brandon finally spoke, "Are you still coming tomorrow?"
"Of course! Why wouldn't I?"
"I just thought with everything going on that you may decide to stay home."
"Like hell I'm staying home, I'm already packed, I can't wait to see you, and I need to get out of here for a few days. Which brings me to the next thing, my flight has changed."
"What happened?"
"Well with everything going on and the press, flying commercial probably isn't a good idea. Josh's dad's other company has a private plane, and they have some execs going to do business in Charleston and play golf somewhere down there, so they changed flight plans to drop me off in Myrtle Beach then they will make a short hop down to Charleston."
"OH! Well that's nice."
"Yeah, so we are leaving here at 8:15, with an ETA of 9:30 tomorrow. Is that a problem?"
Feeling himself get a bit more excited, he tamped down his emotion and replied, "Not at all. Tomorrow morning is free, beach time in the morning and we play at 5:30."
"Sound perfect then. Are you sure that me being there won't be an issue?"
"It'll be fine, as long as you don't wear a normal bikini, the guys will only stare a little bit. Our booster president and his wife are staying at the house, and they know you're coming, obviously Matt does too. There's one person that doesn't know you're coming though."
"First, that is gross about your players, they are kids." Brandon laughed as she continued, "Second, no bikinis are packed, I did buy two one pieces that are flattering though." Brandon laughed again, "And third, who doesn't know I'm coming?"
"You remember Mya from when you visited?"
"Yeah, softball player and your student assistant. I signed a picture and sent her a note."
"Well, she quit softball because the new coach plays daddy ball and she wasn't playing much. So, I brought her on as our bookkeeper. I also didn't give her the picture and note yet, I figured you could give it to her in person. She's going to flip her shit."
Sarah laughed, "I can only imagine."
Brandon kicked his shoes on the steps, getting as much sand off them as he could, he heard Lisa yell from the deck, "Okay boys let's go, breakfast is ready."
She waved at him as he started up the board walk and he said, "Okay babe, I'm back to the house and breakfast is ready. I'll talk to you later tonight."
"Alright, I can't wait to see you. I love you."
"Love you too."
****
After breakfast, the team piled into the vans and made their way 30 minutes through Myrtle beach to the practice facility. They spent the next 2 hours working through batting practice and some fielding drills. Brandon felt almost normal after getting to talk to Sarah, and getting things settled with her. The team seemed to be locked in, he and Matt's preaching of this being fun, but ultimately a "business trip" had seemingly worked.
With practice done, the team loaded up again, heading back to the house where the parents had set up cold cuts for the players for lunch. After everyone had eaten, Brandon got their attention and announced, "Okay, it is 1:30; we need to leave here at 3:30 for our game. I don't want you in the pool or in the ocean, if you're on the beach, you better just be laying there."
One of the players said, "What if we are looking at scenery?"
Before Brandon could laugh and tell him to knock it off, he heard Mya exclaim, "Knock it off perv. None of them want you."
"What she said, just take it easy, we really need to win today, so our game times are better, and you can get a little bit of relaxing while we are here. If I were you, I'd take a nap so you're rested and ready to go."
There were nods all around the room as they began clearing the table and filtering out, some heading towards their rooms, others heading towards outside. As Matt dumped his plate he said, "Think we need to supervise?"
"Probably, I was going to sit on the deck and read some before looking over game notes."
"Sounds good, I'm going to grab a power nap and will be out about 2:30 to look over stuff."
Brandon nodded and moved back towards his room, grabbing his Kindle and clipboard before reaching for his phone that he had plugged in when they got back from practice. The screen lit up showing he had a missed call and a voicemail from a number he didn't recognize at first, then realizing it was the number he had called Jess at.
He hit the voicemail and listened; he was first confronted with sobs and a clearly upset Jess, but then she managed to squeak out, "Brandon, it's Jess, please call me when you get this, I'm sorry."
Taken aback by her message he quickly typed out a text to Sarah, "Jess left me a voicemail, apologizing and asking me to call her..."
Almost immediately she texted back, "Really? Have you called her back?"
"Not yet, should I?"
A couple of bubbles popped up before disappearing and then reappearing, before she finally responded, "I think so, try to stay calm and hear her out."
"Okay, I'll let you know what she says."
He grabbed his things and made his way out to the deck, seeing a few guys down on the beach and a few others sitting around the pool. He made his way over to a chair in the corner, sat down, took a deep breath and dialed Jess's number. She picked up after two rings, softly saying, "Brandon?"
"Hi Jess."
"Brandon I am so sorry! The press found my number and they won't quit calling and leaving messages. People in town are avoiding me and I don't know what to do."
Brandon sighed, "Why'd you do it Jess?"
He could hear her sniffling and just as he was going to speak again, she began to speak, "I was just so mad, then that guy called me saying he knew about what happened and he wanted to know if it was true."
"What guy?"
"He said his name was Jake and that he worked for a company that promoted their tour." Brandon shook his head, feeling his anger rise as she continued, "He said that he didn't want his company hurt because of her actions, so he wanted to find out what really happened."
Keeping his anger under control, he replied, "Jake is my friend Morgan's ex-boyfriend, he doesn't have anything to do with Sarah's tour. They broke up and he was mad that she chose her friends over him."
"So he...he lied to me?"
"Yep. That's why he released the information to the press, not to the record company."
"Oh no."
Calming down after realizing that she had been duped, he said, "So how much did they pay you?"
He heard her sniffle, again, "Five thousand."
He sighed, "Well that explains the new house."
"Yeah...Brandon what am I going to do? They keep blowing up my phone, other people won't to talk to me and I'm afraid no one is going to be my friend."
Resisting the urge to be an asshole and tell her that she brought this on herself, he paused and replied, "Jess, I know this is tough, but you're going to have to tell the truth."
"What do you mean, I never lied."
"You're going to have to tell reporters that want to talk to you that you were angry, got drunk and started it, and Sarah reacted."
"But..."
Sternly, he replied, "Jess, there is no but about it, you need to tell the truth, only then will they leave you alone. When they realize that you provoked her, then they will leave you and us alone."
He could hear her starting to cry again, so he sat quietly until she said, "Okay, but who do I talk to?"
"That I dunno. I'll see if Morgan knows anyone that she trusts that will just tell the whole story."
"Okay."
"I'll talk to Morgan then put someone in contact with you."
"Brandon, I'm so sorry."
"Thanks Jess. I'll be in touch."
He hung up and leaned back in the chair. He caught some movement out of the corner of his eye and saw Lisa sitting in a chair on the other side of the deck, she looked over at him and smiled, "Everything okay?"
He scoffed, "I think so, or at least it's getting there."
She nodded as he turned his focus back to his phone scrolling to Morgan's number and pressing call. She picked up after one ring, "Hey."
"Hey, how's it going."
"Dumpster fire, how about you?"
"Not quite a dumpster fire, but still shitty."
"Have you talked to Sarah?"
"Yeah, this morning."
"Have you seen the statement?"
"Yes. Which is why I am calling."
"I can't have her retract it."
"I don't want her to retract it, I need your help."
"I don't know if I have time."
"Listen to me Morgan. I just got off the phone with Jess."
He heard Morgan mutter "Shit."
He continued talking over her, "Jake and his people lied to her about the reason they wanted her side, they told her they were looking out for their company that works for the tour."
"THAT'S BULLSHIT! They've never had anything to do with us. I'm going to kill him."
"That's what I figured. I told Jess she needs to talk to someone that would tell the entire story, the part about her being drunk and all."
"Well yeah, that's for sure!"
"So, do you know anyone that will be honest and not berate her, just tell the rest of the story."
The line went silent for a few moments, then she replied, "Yeah, I know someone who writes for CMT's website."
"Can we put them in contact with her?"
"I don't see why not. I'll talk to her and then send you her contact info."



"Perfect, thanks Morgan."
"You sure knew how to pick them."
"Yeah yeah, young and dumb with a limited dating pool."
"I'll talk to you later."
"Thanks again Morgan."
Brandon set his phone down and leaned back in the chair taking a deep breath and looking out at the ocean, thinking to himself about how big of a pain in the ass this all was. He picked his phone up, texting Sarah and filling her in on everything that has transpired over the past 20 minutes.
After chatting with her for a few, he dove into his book, trying to relax for a little bit before Matt came out to discuss their game plan. Once he did, Brandon shifted into game mode, they worked out a line-up and strategy for dealing with individual players.
As they finished, they yelled at the players on the beach to head up, and they headed inside to get ready. When Brandon reached his room, his phone vibrated, looking down, he saw it was Morgan with a contact and a message, "Her name is Mary Tennant, she will be fair."
He replied, "Thanks again, I'll send it on."
After he changed, he texted Jess, "This is Mary Tennant's number, she is a writer for CMT's website and will be fair and not be negative towards you. She is expecting your call."
"Okay, thank you."
"Please do the right thing Jess."
After waiting for a response, but not getting one, Brandon put his phone into his bag, and followed the players out of the house towards the vans and their first game.
Chapter 4
That afternoon, Josh walked into an office building on 3rd Avenue South. He strolled over to the elevator and presses the button for the 10th floor. Reaching the floor, he strolled into the offices of StageStruck Promotions. He walked up to the secretary and smiled, "I wonder if it would be possible to see Mr. Spencer?"
She looked up from her computer, "Do you have an appointment?"
Maintaining his smile, he replied, "No, but Jake and I go back a long time. Could you check please?"
"He doesn't like to be disturbed, but I will check. Who should I tell him is here?"
"Josh Knicely. Thank you very much."
As she made the call, Josh stepped back admiring the view from the floor as it looked out over the skyline of Nashville, he could see the famous AT&T Batman building and make out just the back of the famous Ryman Auditorium, the original home of the Grand Ole Opry. After a few moments, he heard the secretary call out his name and he turned around, "Mr. Spencer can see you in a few moments. Have a seat over there."
"Thank you again, I really appreciate it." He found himself waiting for about 15 minutes, getting more annoyed with each passing minute, knowing that Jake was likely just using the waiting as a power play. When the secretary finally called for him, he stood up, fastened his suit jacket, and thanked the secretary again before following another woman back the hallway, taking note of the people working, especially one guy near the stereotypical corner office where he found Jake leaning on his desk, looking over a stack of papers.
Jake looked up and spoke, "What can I do for you today Josh?"
Josh shook his head at the obvious condescension in Jake's voice, "I'm not going to fool around, what did you hope to gain?"
"What are you talking about?"
Josh scoffed, "Don't play dumb, it is obvious that you are the one that went to TMZ about the incident in Brandon Baker's hometown."
He rolled his eyes, "Why the fuck would I care about that?"
"You did it because you couldn't handle Morgan choosing him over you."
Jake laughed, "Why would I care about her anymore? I can get any woman in this town."
Josh shook his head, "I don't really care about who you can and can't get, I want to know what you thought you would get out of all this?"
"I told you; I don't know what you're talking about?"
"Then why is the talk around people affiliated with your company and the touring companies saying that you're bragging about the story when you're out with your buddies?"
Jake suddenly turned and Josh could see the anger in his eyes, "Who is saying that?"
Josh smirked, "I also passed some pictures that I was given of people who met with Brandon's ex, and they were identified as people who work here. I think I even saw one when I was walking in, wanna see?"
Jake leaned over his desk glaring at Josh, "What do you want?"
"I already told you; what did you hope to gain?"
"He had to fuck everything up. Came in here, caused Morgan to leave me, and..."
Josh scoffed, "Dude, shut up. You have no one to blame for Morgan leaving but yourself. If you weren't so damn insecure, it would be fine."
Jake slammed his fist on the table, causing Josh to shake his head, "She should still be mine! You should really get those girls under control."
Josh approached the desk, his own anger rising, "Listen here you piece of shit, Amanda, Sarah, nor Morgan are pieces of meat or property. They can make their own decisions." Jake went to speak again, but Josh cut him off, "Here is what is going to happen, Sarah has already told her side of the story, Morgan put Brandon in contact with a reporter from CMT that is going to tell all of Jess's story, and you're going to call your buddies at TMZ and get them to print a retraction, or else."
"Or else what, you can't do anything."
Josh laughed in Jake's face before stepping back, "Oh but I can. I can use my dad's connections to get ahold of Frank. Something tells me the CEO of the company wouldn't like to hear that his company's resources are being spent on personal matters to interfere in the personal lives of not only the biggest new country artists, but also in the lives of regular citizens."
"You wouldn't..."
"Oh, but I would, you fucked with my friends, and that is unacceptable. Also, I'm sure the lawyers could come up with something about you only leaking select things to the press. Probably wouldn't go anywhere, but they have a hell of a lot more money than you, so your lawyers would advise you to settle. How does that all sound?"
Jake stood quietly, clearly trying to think of a way out of this, but after a minute of silence he finally relented, "Fine, I'll contact my guy at TMZ and tell him what else happened."
"Good choice. Wait a few days, let the CMT story break first, that'll give TMZ some cover and only make you look like the jackass you are to them."
Josh turned and headed towards the door, but stopped and turned back as Jake sank into his chair, "Jake?"
He looked up and replied, "Yeah?"
"Leave them the fuck alone." Not letting him reply, Josh opened the door and made his way out of the office and back down the hallway.
As he got on the elevator, he texted the group message between he, Amanda, Sarah, and Brandon with a simple message, "Everything is taken care of."
Chapter 5-Friday
Brandon's alarm went off at 7:45, he groaned and rolled over shutting it off before sitting up. They hadn't gotten back to the house until after ten the night before. They had won their seeding game, giving them a first-round game at 5:30 that evening. After their game, they had eaten at the fields and stayed around watching the other games to see the competition, meaning when they got back, it was a free for all getting the boys showered and fed again.
After getting out of bed and using the bathroom, he pulled on a t-shirt, hoody, and gym shorts, before grabbing his flip flops and making his way to the kitchen. Once again, he found Mike sitting at the table drinking coffee and working on his laptop. Brandon grabbed a bagel from the island and poured a cup of coffee, "Morning Mike."
"Morning coach, how are you?"
"Good, don't you ever sleep in?"
Mike laughed, "My nurse sent me some reports on surgeries for early next week."
Brandon nodded and after buttering his bagel joined Mike at the table, picking up the paper Mike had already finished reading. "Any exciting surgeries?"
Mike laughed, "Nope, at my age, it is all routine stuff, gallbladders, colonoscopies, endoscopies, hernias, things like that."
Brandon nodded, taking a bite before saying, "See anything last night that stood out to you?"
Mike had played baseball in high school and even did a stint in the minors and Brandon always was interested in his input. Mike pulled his glasses off and said, "Not with us, kids seemed dialed in, was good to see Landon's curve working and Connor gave you some good work in relief." Brandon nodded as he continued, "That team we have tonight from South Carolina has some good pitching. Looks like the one kid has a change-up and another with a knuckle that could give us problems."
"Yeah, the change up has me concerned. I think we will just need to stress to the kids to stay back and not get ahead of it. First time around may be an issue until they see it and get a feel for it."
Mike nodded, "Yeah, but I'm sure with some BP beforehand they will be okay. So, what is the plan for today?"
Checking his phone, he saw Sarah had texted, saying they were taxiing on schedule with the confirmed ETA of 9:30. "I have to be at the airport to pick up my girlfriend at 9:30, we should be back here around 10:30. The boys have all day free, we are leaving here at 3, that should give us plenty of times to get to the field, take BP, and then get warm for the game."
Mike nodded, "Anything off limits for the guys?"
"Nah, they can have fun. I figure most of them will be lounge around on the beach or by the pool. This is a vacation after all, I just don't want them wandering off."
"Gotcha. Are you taking one of the vans?"
"Nah, I was just going to take an Uber there, and then we'd grab a rental car from the airport."
"Why waste the money?"
Brandon leaned back, "Hadn't really thought about it."
Mike laughed and said, "Hold on." He stood, heading back the hallway towards his and Lisa's room and returning a few moments later, "Here are the keys for the rental Lisa got for us, take it."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course. You probably should get going soon, we will hold things down here."
"Thanks Mike, I really appreciate it." Mike waved him off as he turned his focus back to his laptop and his notes. Brandon filled two travel mugs with coffee, used the bathroom and headed outside, finding a Mustang convertible sitting beside the vans.
Brandon laughed, climbed in, started the car and was getting ready to pull out when Lisa stepped in front of him, "Where do you think you're going?"
"Mike told me to take this to get Sarah."
"Oh did he? I'll have to talk to him about that."
He laughed, "I don't wanna be on the wrong side of you."
She laughed, "Oh don't you worry, it is just him and Brayden on my bad side."
He joined her laughter, "I can make Brayden run more?"
"That would be good, although Mya may get mad at you for that one."
He nodded knowingly, "Yeah. I've noticed. She will be distracted in about an hour and half."
Lisa laughed again, "Oh, I know. You better get going coach." She moved out of the way, but then said, "She may be famous, but no girl dislikes a convertible, put the top down."
He smiled, "Good idea."
***
Brandon arrived in the parking lot for the private air terminal that Sarah had sent the address for and entered the building. He was greeted by a lady at a desk, "Can I help you?"
Looking back at his phone he replied, "Yeah, my girlfriend is supposed to be arriving on a plane registered to Peterson and Smith."
"One second." The woman turned back to her monitor, clicking a couple of times, then made a phone call that was very short. Once she hung up, she looked at him and smiled, "According to the tower, they are on final approach and should be arriving at the terminal in about 10 minutes. You can have a seat over there, and she will enter through that door."
Brandon thanked her and sat down, pulling out his phone and aimlessly scrolling social media; he was pleased to see that for the first time in two days, Sarah wasn't at the top of the media headlines. He switched apps and began work to work his usual USA Today Crossword and after getting through the clues once, the lady at the desk said, "Sir, they are on the ground taxiing now, should only be a few more minutes."
Brandon thanked her and stood up; sure enough he could make out a small business jet taxiing towards the terminal. It came to a stop about 50 yards from the building, once it was completely stopped and the engines wound down slightly, he saw the stairs fold down and saw Sarah appear at the top of them. She said something to the pilots before descending the steps and pulling her small suitcase behind her made her way to the terminal. The door opened and she stepped in, seeing him and smiled, "Hey!"
"Hey yourself!" They closed the gap between each other and hugged, then kissed for a few moments before pulling away, "Let me have your stuff."
"I've got it. Where are you parked?"
"Nope, let me have it." She giggled as she turned her suitcase over to him and they made their way out of the terminal, thanking the lady at the counter before exiting.
When they reached the Mustang, she stopped, laughing at him, "Really? You rented a convertible Mustang?"
Putting her suitcase in the trunk, "No, our booster president and his wife rented it, they just let me borrow it to come get you."
Sarah climbed in, "Well that was nice of them."
Brandon got in the driver's side and started them back towards Cherry Grove, "Yeah, they are really great people, he's a doctor and she is a nurse."
"Oh nice, are they staying at the house?"
"Yeah, they are spearheading the meals and stuff, plus Lisa is in charge of Mya to keep the school happy about a girl on the trip."
"Ooo, yeah, I bet that is a bit of a pain."
"You're not kidding, I had to fight for her to be allowed to come."
Silence fell over them as they cruised down US 17 through the heart of Myrtle Beach. It was a beautiful morning; temperatures were already in the low 70's heading towards a high of 80. When they came to a stop light, Sarah unbuckled her seat belt, stripping her hoody off, leaving in just a t-shirt and a pair of leggings. Brandon couldn't help but stare as her shirt rode up, exposing her bare stomach. He reached over and placed his hand on her knee, drawing a smile from her and then said, "Are we okay?"
She shoved the hoody in the floorboards and said, "Of course, why wouldn't we be?"
With the light turning green, Brandon pulled away, "It's just with everything going on, we kinda snapped at each other."
Sarah grimaced and nodded, "Yeah, about that, I'm sorry for that. I was mad at the situation and took that out on you."
He nodded, "Yeah, that was kind of rough."
She reached down and squeezed his hand, "I'm really sorry. I didn't know what to do because I had no way of confronting her. Let's face it, the last time I did, it didn't end well."
Brandon couldn't help but chuckle, thinking of Sarah laying Jess out on the ground, "I shouldn't have hung up on you."
"Yeah, that sucked too, please don't do that again."
Brandon nodded, "I didn't know how else to react because that, coupled with the stress of the flight and the trip as a whole, I just went into brain overload, and it was easiest to just shut that down because I knew you'd always be there."
They pulled up to another stoplight and he turned to look at her as she said, "You're right, I will always be here. Don't forget that." She leaned across the console, kissing him. They deepened the kiss but were soon interrupted by the honking of horns behind them due to the green light. They both laughed and as Brandon pulled away, she said, "So yes, we are fine, and now we get a weekend to relax. Wanna know the best part?"
"What's that?"
"I get to see my hot boyfriend coach; those pants are going to look so good in person."
He couldn't help but laugh, "You have to keep your hands to yourself. I did get you some new gear at the house."
She winked, "Only in public." He laughed as she continued, "What'd you get me?"
"Well, I got you a couple of shirts, a hat, and a new hoody with this year's design." She smiled and they made the rest of the drive to the house, making small talk and filling each other in on other goings on, both hoping that this weekend was as relaxing and peaceful as they hoped.
Chapter 6
They pulled back into the house shortly after 10:30 and after putting the top up and climbing out, Brandon could hear noise coming from the pool area, smiling knowing that his players were having a good time. They climbed the steps to the front door, then up the stairs to the main living area. When they entered the great room, he found it empty with Lisa standing over the sink, washing up a few dishes, Brandon frowned, "Lisa, the boys know they need to clean up after themselves."
She looked up and smiled, "Oh hush, I told them to go outside, it is just knives and things that can't be put in the dishwasher." Sarah chuckled as Brandon was put in his place; Lisa dried her hands off and looked to Sarah smiling, "You must be Sarah, I'm Lisa Cline."
Sarah reached out shaking her hand, "Nice to meet you." The three of them made small talk about Sarah's flight and Lisa updated Brandon on what had transpired in the hour and a half he was gone. The players were all up by 9:30, had eaten and then made their way to the pool or to the beach. Matt and Mike were down at the beach, making sure they didn't wander too far and a few of the players were in the pool.
With Brandon caught up, Lisa remarked that she would let Sarah get settled and that lunch from a local BBQ joint was going to be delivered at one, so it had plenty of time to settle before they headed out at 2:45 for their game at 5:30. Brandon thanked her again and then asked, "Where did Mya wander off to?"
Lisa smiled, "I think her she headed down to the beach about ten with Brayden, Zach, and Dylan."
Brandon nodded and headed down the hallway, showing Sarah to their room. When they got to the room, Brandon set her bag down, "I saved you a couple of drawers."
She wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him passionately and saying, "Thank you. So, what is the plan for the rest of the day?" He kissed her again until she pushed him away, "Down boy," she giggled then continued, "Answer my question."
He sighed and gave her the rundown of the rest of the day before finishing up with, "I'm gonna go yell for Mya, why don't you get changed and meet me out on the balcony."
Sarah smiled while pulling her shirt off leaving her in just her bra and leggings as Brandon sighed, "Sounds good, now get out of here before you get any other ideas."
He shook his head but did as she told him too, grabbing the picture and the note Sarah had written Mya the month before, shutting the door and making his way to the balcony. He looked down to the beach and could see Mike and Matt sitting side by side as the players played in the surf or were sitting in circles talking. He could see Mike's son Brayden and a few of his close friends sitting off to the right with Mya beside Brayden. They thought they were being subtle, but Brandon could see them holding hands and had to chuckle to himself. He pulled out his phone and texted Matt, "We are back, can you send Mya up here?"
He saw Matt look down at his phone and turned back towards the house, Brandon waved, then he heard Matt yell, "Mya! Coach wants to see you." He laughed again as she quickly let go of Brayden's hand as Matt startled her.
She stood up and after setting a book down in her chair started towards the boardwalk After walking up the walkway, she stepped through the gate and looked up at him, clearly annoyed, "What?"
"Rinse your feet off and come up here, I want to talk to you about something." She sighed and did what he said, making him chuckle at her attitude.
A few minutes later she came out onto the deck with a Celsius energy drink in her hand, "What couldn't wait?"



He smirked and then rolled his eyes, "I have something for you." He pulled out the picture and letter, handing it to her and continuing, "Sarah said to have a great rest of senior year." Mya smiled and looked at the picture, then unfolded the letter beginning to read it, her smile getting bigger and bigger. Brandon noticed Sarah coming towards the door, he subtly nodded for her to come out.
Mya stood with her back to the door and finished the letter before hugging Brandon, "Thank you so much coach! This means so much to me, please tell her thank you so much!"
Brandon patted her on the shoulder and said, "Why don't you tell her yourself."
My pulled back and looked at him, "Huh?"
Before Brandon could reply, Sarah smiled and said, "You're welcome Mya."
The girl jerked back and turned to see Sarah standing there in pair of gym shorts and an old t-shirt that hung off one shoulder, "Oh my god you're here! And you know my name!" Mya let out a squeal, causing Brandon to repel a bit.
Sarah just laughed, "Of course I know your name, Coach talks about how you make his life easier at school and keeping book."
"You talk about me?!"
He smirked, "Only the annoying stuff."
"I can't believe you're here. How long are you here for?"
"I fly back to Nashville Monday morning before you guys fly back to New Jersey."
"And you're staying here?"
Sarah and Brandon both laughed, Brandon responded this time, "Of course she is staying here. I figure we can give Mrs. Cline a break and you two can hang out."
"Really?!"
Sarah laughed, "Yes really. Now do you want to head back to the beach?"
"If you do, that is fine with me!"
Sarah laughed, "Let me grab my beach bag. Brandon are their chairs somewhere?"
"Yeah, they are down leaning against rail by the pool. Grab yourself one and I'll bring one down after I change."
Sarah headed back inside and Mya smacked Brandon's arm, "I can't believe you brought her here and didn't tell me."
"Ow! I wanted it to be a surprise for you."
Mya softened, "Thank you, this is so cool!"
They heard Sarah yell from inside that she was ready, as Mya turned to go inside Brandon remarked, "Hey kid, keep your paws off Brayden, I need him tonight."
Mya blushed, "Ummm. Ummm."
Brandon laughed, "You're not that slick, but please behave, seriously."
Mya nodded, "I will, I gotta go."
Brandon laughed as she ran back inside and led Sarah back down to the pool, then after grabbing a chair made their way down the boardwalk. He watched them reach the sand and Matt rise to give Sarah a hug and make the introduction to Mike as she set her chair down. While that was going on Brandon laughed as Mya ran over to her own chair, said something to the group she had been with while pointing to Sarah and then running back to set her chair down beside Sarah. As he turned to head inside to change himself, he could see Mya pointing to her book and Sarah nodding and digging her own book out and what was clearly becoming an animated conversation, bringing a smile to his face.
After changing and rounding somethings up for later, he walked down to the beach, grabbing his own chair and setting it in the sand between Matt and Mike. He glanced over, seeing that Sarah had pulled her shorts and t-shirt off, leaving her in a wide brimmed sunhat, and a one-piece bathing suit that was green on top, a white band around her waist, and the rest black. It wasn't her usual bikini, but with its V-neck showing some cleavage, it was more modest, but still very sexy. As he sat down, he said, "They been like that since they got down here?"
Mike looked up from his magazine, "Pretty much, they've been talking about school, books, and Mya has pointed out everyone to her."
Matt nodded, "And I have to say, I didn't know a one piece could look that good."
Mike chuckled and Brandon threw his flip flop at Matt. Matt yelled out, drawing the attention of Mya and Sarah, causing Sarah to pull her sunglasses down, "Boys, do I need to come over there?"
They both mumbled no, causing Mike to laugh aloud, then comment "I like her, she keeps you two in line."
Matt retorted, "I don't think so."
Sarah looked at him again, "I heard that Matthew."
That comment cause Brandon to join Mike's laughter as Matt sunk into his chair and Sarah turned back to her conversation with Mya. Once Brandon caught his breath, he looked at Matt, "Damn dude, she's only met you twice and she's using your full name."
Matt grumbled, then cracked a smile, "I'm glad you found her, she's not gonna put up with your shit either."
All three men laughed and turned their focus back to the boys running in and out of the surf, enjoying the late morning sun. As the clock neared one, Mike's phone vibrated and he pulled it out, reading a text then saying, "That's Lisa, the food is here."
Matt stood up first, "Gotcha, I'll go up and help get everything set up."
Brandon laughed, "You just want to be the first in line."
"Maybe, but I don't see you jumping up."
Brandon shook his head, then whistled for the players, telling them to get packed up and get back to the house for lunch, they all did so, and he noticed Sara and Mya hadn't moved. As the players all moved past, they nodded to Sarah and the one bringing up the rear was none other than Mike's son Brayden. Mya stood up as he paused, and she said something to him then noticed he stuck out his hand to shake Sarah's hand. Mya pulled on a pair of shorts before heading towards the boardwalk with him in tow.
With them gone and Mike following, it left just he and Sarah, so he picked up his chair and dropped it beside her's before sitting back down, "Well she has certainly taken to you."
"That's because I'm awesome."
Brandon laughed, "Well duh. Remind me what I've told you about her?"
Sarah thought for a moment, "Not much really, just that she was your student, now she's your student assistant. Her dad died a year or two ago."
Brandon nodded, "Yeah, and her mom works a lot, so Mya is left to fend for herself a lot. Don't get me wrong, her mom is wonderful and isn't neglectful, but I know Mya is by herself a lot.
Sarah frowned and nodded, "She an only child?"
"Yep, I know she is close with our one English teachers, Lindsey, but I'm not sure how much guidance she's getting on stuff."
"Yeah, she was talking about colleges a bit and how she is worried about leaving her mom. I wasn't much help there."
"Ehhh, you had an unconventional college experience, but you know what it is like being away from people you care about. She say anything else? "
"About what?"
"Brayden?"
Sarah pushed him gently, "I'm not sharing girl talk!"
Brandon laughed, "I don't wanna know everything, I've just never seen her around a boy before, and then there is this."
Sarah nodded, "I guess he asked her to prom."
"Ooooo."
"Oh shut up." They both laughed and then leaned back in their chairs, Sarah reached out, taking Brandon's hand, he squeezed it then said, "I'm really glad you're here."
She turned and smiled, "I'm glad to be here." He leaned over, softly kissing her before he heard his phone vibrate.
He broke the kiss with a groan, looking down at seeing a text from Matt, "Quit sucking face and come eat :-P"
He turned and looked seeing Matt grinning on the deck, he flipped him off before standing, "Okay, let's go eat before Matt starts hollering." Sarah giggled and stood, digging her short and shirt out of her bag slipping them back on. Brandon sighed, "How to you make getting dressed sexy?"
"I'm good like that. Now what is for lunch?"
***
They joined the team and the parents for lunch, Brandon took the time to introduce her to a couple of the parents that had been with him since he was the assistant. Lunch went well with Mya and Lisa making sure to include Sarah in conversations as much as possible. Seeing Mya latch onto Sarah brought a smile to his face, they truly did have a lot in common and Brandon could see that Sarah was genuinely interested in what Mya had to say.
With lunch wrapping up, Brandon quieted everyone down and said, "The vans are leaving in 45 minutes, that will get us there at 3:30, take some BP, then get warmed up and first pitch is at 5:30. Any questions?"
He looked around the table and seeing nothing he said, "Brayden."
"Yeah coach?"
"What uniforms tonight?"
"Are we home or away?"
Brandon pulled his phone, checking it before replying, "Home."
He saw the kid think before replying, "Red jerseys, black plants."
Brandon nodded, "You heard it, there's your uniform combo. Let's get dialed in and do what we came here to do."
The boys all stood up from the table, taking their plates to the dishwasher then filtering out towards their rooms, leaving the adults to discuss logistics of the game. With everyone clear on what fields they were on and dinner plans, they also began filtering out leaving Sarah, Brandon, Matt, Mike, and Lisa. Sarah smiled, "You all really have this down to a well-oiled machine."
Lisa laughed, "We kind of have to, or else it is chaos. The boys are basically feral squirrels if given too much free time."
Sarah turned to Brandon, "What do you want me to do?"
"You can ride over to the game with us, I'm sure you can find a tree to read under while we get ready."
Sarah nodded, but then Lisa chimed in from the kitchen, "Nonsense. Sarah, why don't you stay here and then catch a ride over with me and the other moms."
"I wouldn't be intruding?"
"Of course not. Do you seriously want to be in the van with those stinky and dirty boys."
Sarah laughed and replied as Brandon shook his head, "Come to think of it, not really."
"Then it is settled, we will leave here at 4:15."
Brandon stood up, "With that settled, I am going to go get changed." He made his way to the bedroom where Sarah joined him as he was pulling on his jersey.
She whistled at him, "Those pants do look good."
He turned and smiled, "My butt looks better in the gray ones."
She walked up to him, wrapped her arms around his neck, "So who do I need to talk to about those being in the rotation?"
He laughed, "We only have those and the white ones, so they will either be tomorrow or Sunday."
She kissed him, "I can't wait."
He kissed back, "You sure you're good with the parents?"
"Of course! They seem nice and Lisa is cool."
"Alright, just making sure. Her and Mike have been with me from the get-go and were big advocates for me getting the head job."
She kissed him again, then let go, allowing him to finish dressing, "Well they made a good choice. Any of the parents I should watch out for?"
He laughed as he packed his game bag, "Not really, some of them are gossipy, but I think Lisa laid down the law about you being here and keeping that quiet."
"Well, that's nice, I'm hoping no one notices me."
"I honestly doubt they will. Just keep your hat on and sit with the parents and it'll be fine."
Sarah nodded, "I guess if anyone gets too curious, I can hide in the dugout with Mya."
Brandon laughed, "That could work, but your gal-pal gets pretty serious."
Sarah smirked and shoved him, "I can pay attention to the game too, I understand baseball...sort of."
Brandon laughed and leaned down kissing her, "Okay, if you say so. I need to go over the game plan with Matt, you good on your own?"
"Yep! I think I'm going to head back down to the beach and read for a little bit before we head to the game."
"Sounds good, love you."
"Love you too!"
****
Brandon and the team left on schedule, and after double checking with Lisa about their departure time, Sarah headed back down to the beach, enjoying her book and the warm weather. At 3:30, her alarm went off, and she headed back to the house. She dropped her chair off with the others, hosed her feet and legs off; as she made her way inside, she waved to a few of the parents who had found their way to the deck before she made her way upstairs to the bedroom.
She stripped off her t-shirt and then her bathing suit, and grabbing a washcloth, wiped herself off, making sure to get all the sand off her. She thought about hopping in the shower, but decided against it, seeing that it was getting close to 4, and figured she'd just shower that evening. A small smile appeared on her face as she thought about sneaking a shower with Brandon.
She felt a shiver run through her body, but quickly shook it off as she pulled on a pair of black panties, then found a pair of black shorts in the drawer, slipping them on, then reaching for her new black bra. After adjusting her breasts in the cups, she found one of the t-shirts Brandon had gotten for her, pulling it on. She found that it wasn't the standard unisex shirt you often saw high schools sell, but instead it was more fitted and stretchier, with a V-neck instead of the standard crew neck. She checked herself in the mirror, even bending over a bit to make sure you couldn't see down it; satisfied that it was fine, she pulled her hair into a ponytail and grabbed the hat from the dresser, slipped on her black flip flops and made her way back to the living room.
She found Lisa and two other mom's milling around the kitchen, Lisa looked up, "Wow, you look so cute!"
Sarah blushed, "Thank you."
Both the other women shook their heads in agreement, and one who Sarah remembered was named Kim said, "Damn, dating the coach gets you all the good stuff. We need to request those type of shirts instead of these plain shirts."
The women laughed as Sarah said, "Does he not do an order just for y'all?"
The last woman who Sarah thought was names Jen shook her head, "Nope, just the same shirts that the boys get."
Sarah shook her head, then went to the fridge to fill her cup, "Well ladies, I'll have to have a chat with him and fix that."
Lisa smiled, "I like you more and more, are you all ready to go?"
Everyone nodded and made their way outside where a white Ford Explorer waited. Sarah hung back a bit waiting to see where everyone went, Kim climbed in the driver's seat and Jen headed towards the passenger seat, so Sarah climbed in behind Jen and Lisa got in behind Kim. As they pulled out on the street, Jen began to navigate them to the field while the moms talked about the game and the rest of the weekend, leaving Sarah take it all in. After about fifteen minutes, Jen turned to her, "So, we know who you are on TV, but tell us about yourself Sarah."
Sarah smiled, "There's not much to tell really. I grew up in Mississippi, about an hour outside of Biloxi, went to school at Ole Miss where I met Amanda and got discovered, then the rest is history." She ended with a chuckle.
Lisa added, "So how did you and Coach Baker meet? He's originally from Pennsylvania, right?"
Sarah nodded, "Yeah, my publicist and friend Morgan went to college with Brandon. He spent some time on tour with us last fall and I guess we just really hit it off."
Jen laughed, "I would say so. We've been trying to set him up with girls we know from the gym since he became assistant coach and I think he went on one date."
Lisa nodded, "Yeah, he was always so polite turning us down, none of us could figure out what he was looking for."
Jen continued, "Now we know though, and boy did he hit the jackpot."
Sarah felt herself blush again, "Thanks."
Lissa shook her head, "It's just a bummer that we are losing him."
Sarah nodded, "So he's told everyone?"
"Yeah, he told the team a few weeks ago and told the parents at the last booster meeting."
Sarah frowned, feeling bad for taking Brandon from people who clearly cared about it, "How'd everyone take it?"
Kim replied and turned smiling at the next stoplight, "Everyone was disappointed since he has been able to do a lot of good with the program, the kids love him, but we understand that it is a big step up for him career wise, and he will be with you."
"I feel like I should apologize for taking him away."
Lisa stopped her, "Nonsense. You two seem so good together, a baseball team at a high school in New Jersey shouldn't keep him from personal happiness."
Sarah nodded, "I know but..."
Lisa stopped her again, "But nothing. He needs to make this move; he is way too smart and qualified to stay where he is. I'm personally glad he is moving because this is going to be so good for him."
Jen added, "Besides, being together will make dealing with everything in life so much easier."
Sarah sighed, "That is for sure, it's been a rough few days."
"I hate to bring it up, but is everything taken care of? I heard Brandon on the phone the other day." Lisa asked.
Sarah sighed and looked out the window, "I think so. Looking back, I wish I had never done it."
She felt a hand on her shoulder and found Lisa smiling softly at her, "We all do things that might not be a good idea when people we love are hurt. That is what makes us human. I have to ask though; did you really knock her to the ground?"
Sarah shook her head, "Yeah, it helped that she was drunk."
From the front seat they heard Kim reply, "Damn girl, don't mess with you."
The car was filled with laughter, breaking the tension, once the laughter died down, Lisa spoke again, "All the drama sucks, I'm really sorry. Mike got sued last year because someone didn't follow their post op instructions, and social media blew up about how bad of a surgeon he was."
"Oh no."
Lisa nodded, "Yeah, luckily his insurance covered it, and when it went to trial, it came out that the person had gone skiing a week after having their gallbladder removed, but still, it's all anyone talked about for weeks."
"That must have been rough."
Lisa nodded again, "It was, but it was on a small scale, I can't imagine what it is like on your end."
Jen spoke then, "Yeah, but you're able to hide out a little here right?"
"We hope so; no one knows I am here except a couple of friends and our families. I flew private, so there's no pictures of me at the airport. Brandon told me to keep my hat on and sit with you all or in the dugout with Mya, but I don't want to be a distraction to him."
Kim laughed, "Girl have you looked in the mirror or how he looks at you, you're always going to be a distraction."
Sarah blushed as they pulled into the parking lot, "Well maybe a bit of a distraction."
They all laughed as they parked and then climbed out of the car, making their way to the ticket booth. After paying for their tournament passes, they looked at the map and made their way to field three where the previous game was just wrapping up. Sarah received a text from Brandon that read, "We will be in the first base dugout."
Sarah relayed the message to the other three women, and they made their way into the stands, finding Mike and a few of the other parents already in place. Their group joined them, making small talk as they waited for the game to begin. As the Panthers took the field for warm-ups, Sarah couldn't help but watch as Brandon worked his players in the outfield while Matt handled the infield. Once the warm-ups were finished for both teams, a young girl sang the God Bless America and the crowd settled in for the game.
***
The game was entertaining, Brandon and the Panthers pulled ahead 2-0 early, adding two more in the 5th, but the team from Kentucky wouldn't roll over, scoring three in the 6th and another in the top of the seventh, tying the game up. With a double from the lead-off hitter, then a walk-off single into the right-center gap by the third man up, the Panthers emerged victorious.
Sarah understood the basics of baseball but had never paid a lot of attention to it; even with that, she found herself not only being nervous for Brandon, but excited to see the boys make solid plays. Luckily for her, whenever she was confused or had questions, Lisa, Jen, and Kim were able to answer them easily, or would defer to Mike about the strategy that was coming into play. As the teams shook hands, the fans began to file out of the stands and make their way towards the fence.



When Sarah reached the fence, she could hear Brandon talking the players through the game, then what was next. He was complimentary of the team for handling the pressure well, then gave them a quick run own of the scouting report Mike had created for their next game. Their next game was scheduled for the following morning at 9:30 against a team from West Virginia also named the Panthers, and then a second one scheduled for 7:30 against a team from Pennsylvania.
As the talk wrapped up, Mya emerged from the dugout and smiled, "What'd you think!"
"I don't know a lot about baseball, but I know that was a good game!"
"We just have to stay on it, the next few teams have really good pitching, especially the kid we face tomorrow. Mr. Cline, say he has a nasty curve." Sarah nodded, trying to show Mya she was paying attention, but not really understanding what she was saying. Mya chuckled, "It's fine, I'll explain at dinner."
Sarah gave a slight smile, "Thanks, I appreciate that." Mya gave a slight nod, causing Sarah to turn around, when she did, she found Brandon smiling at her, "Hey babe."
He reached out pulling her into a hug and a quick kiss, a kiss that was shortened by the "Oooos" of the players and Mya. She blushed and he rolled his eyes, "Hey to you too."
"Is this where I am supposed to tell you good game?"
He chuckled, "Sure, and maybe a pat on the ass."
She smacked him on the chest, causing dust to stir and making her sneeze, "Cut it out."
He laughed, "So how does seafood sound for dinner?"
"Sounds good to me, Mya said she's going to explain to me what a curveball is."
He raised his eyes knowingly, "Ah, well your time is going to be monopolized."
Sarah gave him a sideway glance, "It's just throwing a ball."
"Oh no it is not, there are tons of mechanics behind it, trust me."
"If you say so."
Their conversation was broken up by Lisa with Mya by her side., "Sarah, if you don't want to ride the stinky vans, we are going to get going and give the restaurant a heads up."
Sarah nodded and Brandon looked at Mya, "You got those stats for me so I can call back home?"
My handed him a sheet of notebook paper, rolled her eyes, and said, "Of course."
They all laughed at her attitude and parted, Brandon to get the players rounded up before heading to dinner, and Sarah, Mya, and the moms to get to the restaurant to make sure everything was situated.
***
Dinner was at a local seafood place called Original Benjamins; the buffet style made things much easier on the team and the staff because all they had to worry about were drink refills. As promised, Mya pretty much absorbed all of Sarah's time, explaining the ins and outs of baseball. Brandon was pretty sure she covered everything from the field dimensions clear down to the tricks of hitting certain pitches. When Mya got up to get desert, Brandon leaned over, nudging Sarah, and said, "Are you taking notes?"
Sarah's eyes got big and replied, "Holy smokes that girl talks a lot."
Brandon laughed, "Just about things she likes and to people she likes."
Sarah laughed, "I guess so, I sure hope she doesn't expect me to remember all of that."
With a wink, he replied, "Oh she probably does, maybe you need a study session later."
Sarah nudged him with her foot, "Oh really? I could get behind that."
Brandon smirked and turned his attention back to the table, but not before moving his hand to Sarah's leg, softly stroking it before squeezing her knee, causing her to smile as Mya returned. The rest of dinner was spent talking about a whole host of things with Brandon, Mya, the parents, and the players. As Brandon and Matt were settling the check, Sarah leaned back, full from dinner and thought about how nice it was to be a normal person. The players and the parents were treating her no different than she would expect being the coach's girlfriend and based where she was sitting, none of the other patrons had given her a second look.
With the check all settled, everyone began to shuffle out when Lisa found Sarah, "We are going to stop at the grocery store and get things for breakfast and lunch tomorrow, do you still want to ride with us, or do you want to head back to the house?"
Seeing the boys walk back to the vans and seeing the dirt on them and their uniforms, Sarah laughed, "I think I'll stick with you guys." Lisa laughed and after Sarah filled Brandon in, she made her way to the car."
Shopping for 15 teenagers plus five adults was an experience like Sarah had never been through. They each took a cart and went down most of the aisles. They grabbed multiple bags of chips, fresh fruit, Pop Tarts, Gatorade, Liquid IV, energy drinks, sodas, lunch meat, cheese, vegetables, bread, and other odds and ends that somehow appeared on their list. When it was all said and done, the bill came to over $400 and as Sarah stood astonished, the other moms began to sort out paying with the money Brandon had sent.
She shook out of her shock and said, "You know what, I've got it."
The moms all turned to her with Kim saying, "No, the boosters have the money."
"I know, but I don't think I'm paying for anything, let me buy the groceries for this go around."
Lisa softly smiled, "That's really sweet, but there is paperwork involved."
"Paperwork?"
Lisa continued, "Yeah, we have to account for all the money in, and all the money out."
"Okay, so what does that mean?"
Lisa turned to Jen, who replied, "Basically we will have to write it up as a donation and you'll have to sign a form?"
"Is that a problem?"
"Not really, I'll call the school in the morning and have them email one over."
"Then it is settled, this one is on me."
All three women thanked her as Sarah dug in her pockets, finding her ID and credit card along with some cash. She handed the card to the cashier who looked at her, then at her card then swiped it. The girl was obviously trying to place her, so Sarah quickly looked away and said to Lisa, "Is there any way to sneak away for a glass of wine with you ladies?"
Kim laughed, "Not really, especially for Lisa since she is technically chaperoning."
Before Sarah could reply, she heard that cashier say, "Miss, your card."
Without looking back, Sarah took her card and receipt, thanked the cashier, and then began to gather the bags in their cart before making their way out to the parking lot. Sarah kept her head down and when they reached the car, she let out an audible sigh, causing Kim to ask, "Everything okay?"
"Yeah, I think that cashier almost recognized me."
Jen said, "Ooo, that's not good." They looked back towards the store and didn't see anyone looking towards the lot and Jen continued, "I think we are good, why don't you get back in the car while we load this up."
"You sure?"
Lisa putting on a bit of a motherly tone replied, "Positive, just get in the car."
Sarah did as she was told, and the car was loaded soon after and they began to make the 30-minute drive back to the house. As they pulled in, Lisa texted Mike and immediately six players appeared and helped shuttle the bags into the house, where Lisa directed them where to put everything. Once Sarah said goodbye to Kim and Jen who were heading back to their hotel, she made her way into the house and found that most of the players had already been through the shower with some lounging around the pool and the rest sitting on the deck.
She looked around and didn't see Brandon or Matt, figuring they were both probably showering, she took the opportunity to make her way back to their room. When she opened the door, she found his uniform draped over a chair and she could hear the shower running and a podcast on his phone. She set the things from her pocket on the dresser and quickly stripped off her clothes, leaving them in a pile on the bed, before quietly opening the door.
She could hear the latest Danger Close podcast playing on his phone, so she softly closed the door and then seeing his hand appear above the bar closest to the showerhead, she pulled back the curtain and said, "Want some company?"
"Woah! You scared me!"
She giggled and stepped in behind him, "I'll make it up to you."
Before he could reply she had climbed in behind him, wrapping her arms around him, pulled him against her, smashing her breasts into his back and kissed, then nipped his shoulder. He sighed and managed to say, "That sounds wonderful." He turned around in her arms where their lips met, and their hands began to wander over each other's body.
With his body blocking the shower head, Sarah dropped to her knees and took his rapidly hardening cock in her hands before kissing the head and licking the shaft as he softly groaned. She opened her mouth, taking his head into her mouth and sucking gently, causing him to let out a moan. She released his cock with a slight pop and looked up at him, "You have to be quiet, or I'll stop." He nodded his head earnestly, causing her to giggle and add, "Good."
She resumed sucking his cock until it was completely hard; she glanced up at him to see him bracing himself against the shower wall with his eyes closed. She relaxed her throat and took him as deep as she could; as she gagged slightly and withdrew, she felt him shudder and heard him moan again. After letting his cock slip from her mouth, she stood up, looked him in the eyes as she softly stroked his cock and said, "If I promise to be quiet, will you bend me over?"
He pulled her against him, kissing her before replying, "You better be quiet." He cupped her ass, causing her to let out a groan into her into his neck. He grinned, relaxed his grip, moved his hands to her hips and spun her around. She let out a slight squeak in surprise, but with her back to him now, she shuffled her feet, backing them both up before bending at the waist and placing her hands on the back wall of the tub.
She felt his hands come to rest on her hips, then felt him pressing against her. Feeling his head splitting her lips, she could help but take a deep breath then let out a slight moan as he pushed into her. With his all the way inside of her, she wiggled her hips, getting her legs under her and let out another sigh as she felt him withdraw and press back into her.
Over the next few minutes, her soft moans and his subtle grunts fill the bathroom as the pace of his thrusts increased. He slowed for a moment, and just as she was about to complain she heard him say, "Should I cum inside you?"
She groaned, looked over her shoulder and replied, "Probably not if we are going back out with everyone." He shook his head and resumed thrusting, making her brace herself again. As he got back to the pace he had been to, she removed a hand from the wall, finding her clit, and began rubbing it. With the new waves of pleasure, she had to stifle her moans and it wasn't long until she felt the weeks of pent-up passion wash over her as her orgasm began to cause her body to shake.
As Sarah bent her head back and tried to hold her moans in, Brandon felt her walls contract around him, quickly him sending him over the edge also. We quickly pulled out with a frustrated groan, and with a stroke of his hand, his own orgasm rolled through him, leaving the evidence on her lower back and ass. As both their orgasms subsided, he braced himself against the wall as Sarah stayed bent over, catching her breath.
After a few moments, she stood up and turned around, wrapping her arms around his neck as his wrapped around her lower back. She giggled as she tried to kiss him and felt his hands pull away, now covered in cum. She managed a quick peck then pulled away, "Now you know what I feel like in the morning."
He gave her a screwed-up face and stuck his hands behind them, rinsing them off, "I've never heard you complain." He placed his hands on her hips and they did the shower gymnastics of getting her under the water.
She signed as the warm water washed over her, "Okay, this feels really good."
He bent down, kissing her, "I'm glad. Is it okay if I get out?"
"Yeah, I'll be her for a little bit, I want to wash my hair."
"Sounds good, I'll be out in the living room." She rose on her tip toes, kissed him again, then smiled, "I love you Brandon Baker."
He gave her a soft smile, "I love you too Sarah Bixby."
Chapter 7-Saturday
Sarah heard her alarm go off, rolled over and groaned as she smacked her phone. Knowing that it was 7:30, she sat up, rubbing her eyes. She looked around the room, finding Brandon gone; he and Matt had told the team the night before that they were leaving at 7:15 so they could get a short batting practice in before warm-ups and their game at 9:30.
She had decided the night before that she would ride with Lisa, Jen, and Kim again, allowing her to sleep in just a little bit, she had heard Brandon's alarm go off at 5:30, felt him kiss her on the forehead, then he was out the door. After using the bathroom, she pulled on a pair of Nike running shorts, a white sports bra, then the red tank top and hoodie that Brandon had gotten her. After dressing, she made her way out to the living room where she found the three mom's, all who greeted her with smiles.
She poured herself a cup of coffee and Lisa pulled a plate from the microwave with a couple strips of bacon and a small portion of eggs, "Coach saved this for you, there is fruit on the fridge."
Sarah nodded, savoring the first drink of coffee before making her way to the fridge and getting some grapes. After taking a bite she said, "What time are we leaving?"
Kim replied, "We will leave here about 8:30."
Sarah finished up her breakfast while talking with the mom's, getting to know them each. She already knew that Lisa was a nurse, but found out that Kim was an accountant, and Jen worked for the state of NJ as an engineer. Sarah found herself genuinely enjoying their company and while they asked her questions about the music industry and touring, they didn't treat her with kid gloves or seem to be star struck, something that she really was enjoying.
After eating and washing her plate, she checked her phone and had a text from Morgan, "Call me when you have a chance."
She verified the time they were leaving and stepped out on the balcony, taking in the salt air breeze and the early morning sun. She found a chair where she could put her feet up and hit Morgan's name; the phone rang once, then she heard Morgan say, "Girl, please tell me you are sitting on the beach!?"
Sarah laughed, "Not quite, I'm sitting on the balcony looking at the beach."
"You suck. It is cold and rainy here."
Sarah laughed, "That is the exact opposite of here. 80's and sun every day. I think it is supposed to rain Monday though."
"Isn't that when you're coming home?"
"Yep."
"Again, you suck."
Sarah laughed, "So what's up?"
"Did Amanda fill you in on Josh's meeting?"
Sarah sighed, "Yeah, she said he talked to Jake and Jake is going to get TMZ to back track."
"Right, did Brandon fill you in on my friend Mary?"
"Yes. She was supposed to call and talk to Brandon's ex to help get the whole story out."
"Right, I have the first draft and interview notes. Do you want to look over them?"
Sarah sighed again, thinking, and didn't say anything for a minute, "No, I don't."
Morgan sounded surprised when she asked, "Are you sure?"
"I'm sure Morgan. I just want to put this behind me. I'm having a great time this weekend. I can just be me, not the country superstar Sarah, but instead Sarah, Coach Baker's girlfriend."
"Oh."
"Yeah, I trust you and the rest of the team, I assume it's good?"
"Yeah, she took responsibility and explained that she was having trouble letting go of Brandon. She apologized to both of you."
"Okay, will there be a statement from us once it has been released?"
"Yes, something short, about being glad the truth is out; reiterating that you're sorry for your reaction and wishing her the best."
"Fine, anything else?"
"I think that it is. Sooo, what have you been doing!?"
Sarah laughed and they spent the next 10 minutes talking about the trip until Lisa stuck her head and signaled to Sarah that it was time to go, "Okay Morgan, Lisa is saying it is time to go."
"Okay! Tell Brandon I said hello."
"Will do, I'll talk to you in the next day or so."
****
The women got to the fields and got settled in for the game. The game started out slow, staying scoreless through the first four innings. The team from West Virginia, also called the Panthers finally scored two runs in the top of the fifth and another in the top of the sixth. Going into the bottom of the sixth, there seemed to be some life for Brandon's Panthers, they managed to get two runners on with no outs but were shut down with three straight strike outs.
Brandon brought in a new pitcher for the seventh, he allowed one hit to the leadoff batter but then settled in and got out of the inning. With one inning to go, the Panthers got on the board finally with solo homer from the leadoff bater. After two back-to-back walks, the walk off run came to the plate, and the opposing team called time and switched pitchers. Sarah watched as Brandon met his runners behind second base and talked over strategy. Sadly, that talk was for naught as the last two batters struck out, dealing them a 3-1 loss.
Sarah looked at Lisa and said, "So now what?"
"Well, they play again at 7:30 tonight. They need to win tonight to get out of the loser's bracket. It is a double elimination tournament. If they lose again, they are done."
"What about tomorrow if they win tonight?"
"They will play in the morning, then it's dependent on the rest of the teams. They could have one or two more games tomorrow afternoon and evening."
"Wow... that's a lot."
"Yeah, come on, let's get down there."
They made their way down to the fence as the players were streaming out. Sarah found Mya sitting on the ground writing stats down on a legal pad, she looked up and saw Sarah, "Well that sucked."
"They seemed to play well, just couldn't hit."
"No, we sucked, they didn't listen about the kid's curveball."
Remembering their conversation from the night before, "Oh, yeah, I remember us talking about that."
Mya nodded and went back to writing before standing up and handing the sheet to Brandon who was talking to Mike. Sarah stood to the side and waited for Brandon to notice her; when he finally did, she smiled softly, and he did his best to return it. He yelled at the players to get back to the vans then approached her, "Well that sucked."
Sarah nodded, unsure of what to say, "Mya said the same thing."
She could see him thinking hard, so she let him process before he said, "So we will go back to the house, eat lunch and I'm going to make them rest. We need to be back here at 6:30."
Sarah nodded again, "What do you need from me?"
"Can you help the parents get the lunch spread out?"
"Of course." She leaned in and kissed his cheek, "I don't know how to help, but tell me and I'll do it."
He smiled, "There's nothing you can do unless you can hit a curveball, but I appreciate that."
She giggled, "I now know what that is. I'll see you at the house."
****
Sarah and the moms rushed back to the house to get the sandwiches, fruit, and chips set out for the lunch. Knowing that they had the night game, the plan had always been for a lunch of cold cuts at the house, but after the loss, Lisa was making sure that once the boys got there, they could eat, then get rinsed off before they were under mandatory rest.
Right at noon, the plays streamed in and made their way to their rooms to change and quickly wash up. By 12:30, the spread for lunch was out and as the boys filtered back out, they filed through the line before taking seats at the table. The stark change from the previous day was obvious, instead of the laughter and goofing off, the players were talking quietly amongst themselves; it was almost eerily quiet.



Brandon and Matt were the last through the line, joining the players at the table as Sarah sat at the bar with Lisa, Kim, and Jen. Sarah looked at Lisa, "Where is Mike?"
"Brandon asked him to stay and scout the team they play tonight...Well, I figure Mike volunteered. No one likes losing, but Mike HATES it."
Sarah nodded and was getting ready to reply when she heard a chair move on the floor and saw Brandon stand up, "Okay guys, listen up. Definitely a tough loss that shouldn't have happened. That said, we have to think about tonight. Dr. Cline is watching them now and we will have an idea of what to expect later this afternoon. As for this afternoon, I want everyone resting until at least 4. Take a nap, read, work on schoolwork, I don't care, but I want you all resting and drinking water and Gatorade. No pool or beach until you have rested. We are leaving here at 6 and dinner will be at 4:45. Any questions?"
No one said anything and Brandon turned to the island and said, "Mrs. Cline, did they get the red jerseys to the washer?"
Lisa nodded, "It looked like they were all there."
"If you haven't gotten your red jersey to the washer, it needs to be there in the next five minutes so I can get them going. Finish up, clean up your messes so these wonderful women don't have too, then get some rest."
There was a series of nods and "Yes sir" echoed around the table as the players made their way from the kitchen to their rooms and the couches scattered throughout the house.
Brandon grabbed his plate and put it in the dishwasher as Sarah and the moms began to put lunch away. He smiled, "Thank you all so much for taking care of this, I appreciate it and I know the guys do too."
Jen shook her head, "They have been very polite and thank us each time."
Kim said, "Yeah, if I could get Zach to be this polite all the time, it'd be perfect." They all laughed, and Kim continued, "What else do you need from us?"
Brandon thought for a moment, "I think we are good; I'm going to get the jerseys going, then I'm going to plop my ass on the beach for a little bit; once Mike gets back, we can put together some sort of game plan for tonight.
"Sounds good, then I am going to go grab a nap while it is quiet," Lisa replied. Jen and Kim smiled and excused themselves, heading back to their hotels and confirming that they would be to the house at 6:45 to pick up Sarah and Lisa for the game.
With them gone, Brandon and Sarah were left in the kitchen, she walked up to him and wrapped her arms around him, resting her head against his chest, "Sure I can't do anything?"
He gently stroked her back, "I'm sure, just the nature of coaching, I have to figure out what to do about tonight's game. Why don't you go change and grab Mya to see if she wants to hang out on the beach."
Sarah nodded, "Are you coming down?"
"Yeah, once I get the laundry going, I'll change and join you."
Sarah leaned up and kissed him softly, "Good, I'll see you there."
Sarah found Mya on a couch downstairs cuddled up to Brayden, when she came in view, Mya hurriedly scooted away, causing Sarah to smirk, "Shouldn't he be resting?"
Brayden piped up, "Sorry ma'am, we were just talking."
Sarah laughed, "Okay, none of that ma'am stuff, I'm not that old yet." The boy blushed and Sarah continued, "Mya, I'm going to change then go to the beach, wanna come?"
Mya looked at Brayden, then back at Sarah before replying, "Sure, he needs to rest anyway."
Sarah turned away, heading back towards her and Brandon's room; passing Brandon by the washer, she smacked his butt and said, "Mya is changing, found her cuddled up on the couch with Brayden."
Brandon's eyes got big, "What?!"
Sarah laughed, "Calm down, there were no blankets and two other guys there."
"I'm going to talk to her."
"No, you're not. It was harmless; and when I told her what was going on, she only hesitated for a second before she agreed to come to the beach."
Brandon mumbled something under his breath, then heard Sarah say, "Whatever you're mumbling about stop. She's a good kid, nothing is going to happen."
"If you say so."
As Brandon turned back to the washer, he found Sarah standing beside him, "I do say so. I know you have to worry, but she's got a good head on her shoulders, she's not going to do anything too stupid."
"Okay, if you say so. Now go get changed."
She smiled and kissed his cheek, see you in a few!"
Brandon finished up loading the washer, then set his alarm for an hour and a half to coincide with the timer on the washer. He headed upstairs and found their bedroom empty, so he stripped down, pulled on his board shorts than grabbed his portable charger, his iPad, shoving them in his bag and after filling his cup with Coke, made his way to the beach where he found Sarah and Mya sitting side by side under one of the canopies the team had rented for the week.
As he set his chair up beside Sarah's, Mya looked up from her phone, "Bout time you got here."
He rolled his eyes and Sarah looked up, smiling, "Hey, get everything going?"
He sat down and replied, "Yeah, they will be ready to be switched around 3:30." He looked her up and down, admiring her lightly tanned skin and said, "That is a cute bathing suit."
Sarah smiled and stood up, spinning to show off her suit. Like the one the day before, this one was a one piece, it was orange and ribbed, showing off a little more of her butt without being too high cut. The top of the suit had a v-cut and while showing off her beautiful cleavage, it still provided full coverage, "I thought so. I wasn't sure what to buy for the trip."
Brandon nodded as she sat back down, "Well, I think you did a great job."
She leaned over and whispered, "I googled "Sexy mom suits" and both of these popped up." Brandon's eyes got huge, and Sarah quickly realized what she had said; she gasped and covered her mouth and began shaking her head."
He mouthed, "Are you pregnant?!"
She started laughing, drawing the attention of Mya, who gave them a weird look before turning back to her phone. Sarah finally calmed down enough as the tears were starting to roll, "No, hell no!"
Brandon began to take deep breaths, realizing that he had been holding his breath and finally squeaked out, "God, don't do that!" He let out a short chuckle and leaned back exhaling as Sarah continued to chuckle softly.
"Your face was priceless."
"Well, you just scared me to death."
"I didn't mean too, but damn that was good."
Brandon continued trying to catch his breath, causing Sarah to laugh even more; Mya took her AirPods out and looked over at him, "You gonna make it coach?"
Brandon nodded, "I think so, just was startled for a minute. I'm good."
"If you say so, you guys care if I take a walk?"
Sarah looked at Brandon who shrugged his shoulders, then she said, "I think you're good." Mya stood, said she'd be back in a little bit, and started walking down the beach. They watched her go and Sarah said, "She is so cute. She got over being star struck pretty quick."
"I'm glad." They sat silently for a few minutes just watching the waves when Brandon said, "We've never really talked about kids..."
Sarah was a bit shocked by his comment and clarified, "Brandon, I'm not pregnant. Remember IUD?"
"Oh I know," he said with a chuckle before continuing, "But we are moving in together and we have mentioned getting married. So, kids are the next thing you're supposed to talk about."
"Supposed to talk about?" She said with a laugh.
"Yeah, all those websites and shit say you're supposed to talk about stuff like that before getting married."
"Are you reading marriage magazines or something?"
"No, just something that has popped into my head."
Sarah shook her head and smiled; she stayed silent while thinking before finally saying, "I think a couple, maybe three would be good."
Brandon nodded, thinking before replying, "I definitely want more than one, but I don't need to field a baseball team."
Sarah started laughing at his comment, "How many is that?"
"Nine."
"Dear lord no! You're not the one pushing a watermelon out of a hole the size of a grapefruit."
"Ahhh, that's weird!"
Sarah continued laughing, "That is the best example! And honey, I love you, but you've got a big head, not looking forward to that."
"Hey! It's not that...well yeah, I do have a big head."
She nodded with a. smile, "Oh, I've noticed."
They sat silently, just smiling at each other until Brandon said, "I would like a couple too."
"I'm glad, a few years down the line, I think I need to have my first one before 30 or the doctors get concerned."
Brandon nodded, "So that gives us...you...three years?"
Sarah reached over and took his hand, "I like the idea of that giving us three years."
"I do too...". She leaned over and kissed him.
She broke the kiss and leaned back in her chair, "Good, now will you let me get back to reading?"
Brandon laughed, "As long as I can stare, your boobs look great in that suit."
"Brandon! Behave."
He laughed, "They do, and I am allowed to say it."
She laughed and shook her head, turning her Kindle on, finding the book she was almost done with and let go of Brandon's hand as he dug for his iPad in his bag. Once he had found it, his hand found hers again, bringing a smile to her face as she became absorbed in her book and Brandon began to look over stats from the team that evening.
Mya reappeared about 20 minutes later and lay down on her towel, she reached around to untie her top, but before Brandon could say anything Sarah piped up, "No way. That stays tied or I'm covering you with a towel."
"But my prom dress!"
"Figure it out on your own or when we aren't around."
Mya huffed and Sarah smirked, then said to Brandon, "See, I can be stern when necessary."
He laughed, "Good because I figure Brayden and a few of them will trickle down here shortly. Don't need to give them any ideas." He heard talking behind them, turning his head he found Mike and Matt making their way onto the sand.
They set their chairs down and Mike said, "Check your email, I sent you some stuff to look at."
Sarah shook her head, "Welp, that is my cue, have fun boys."
She stood, grabbed her towel from the back of her chair, and tossed it besides Mya, laying down beside her and saying softly, "It's nothing personal kid, there are times you have to maintain certain appearances."
Mya smiled softy, "I guess, I just don't want tan lines. My dress is a halter."
Sarah smiled, "I understand, did you bring anymore bathing suits?"
"No..."
"Bummer, have you used self-tanner before?"
"I always end up orange."
"Okay, we will get that taken care of, you have to use the good stuff and use it gradually. When is prom?"
"Three weeks."
"Oh, that is plenty of time." They spent the next 10 minutes talking about make-up and self-tanner while Brandon, Matt, and Mike went over Mike's notes and the video clips he took, dissecting certain aspects. Just as Brandon was standing to go switch the jerseys over to the dryer, Lisa texted telling him that she had switched them, so he went back to his planning, but not before smiling as he watched Sarah and Mya talk and laugh about who knows what.
***
After dinner, the team dressed and left on schedule; Sarah helped clean up the mess, then changed into a tennis skirt and the t-shirt from the night before. When the women arrived, the Panthers were already on the field taking warm-up and shortly after taking their seats, the game got rolling.
Unlike the that morning, there was plenty of offense with the score being tied up at four a piece going into the sixth inning. The Panthers we able to get two runs in the sixth, giving them a cushion as they entered the seventh. As the top of the inning wound down, Brandon yelled out, "Mitchell! Get loose." The player hopped up and followed their catcher down the line to the rudimentary bullpen.
Matt looked across the diamond and gave Brandon a look of uncertainty. Brandon motioned with both hands to calm down and they finished the half of the inning. Matt met Brandon outside of the dugout, "You sure that's a good idea?"
"Not really, but they haven't hit a curveball all night."
"He threw five yesterday, and if you want him to throw tomorrow, he needs to be quick tonight."
"That's my hope." Brandon yelled down the line," You two good?"
The pitcher gave him a thumbs up, threw one more, then both players made their way towards the field. Brandon caught the catcher, who without prompting said, "He's throwing good."
"Okay, I'm going to call each one, expect curves and two seamers, you call the locations."
The catcher nodded and trotted out to the field, setting up behind the plate as the pitcher tossed a few pitches to get used to the mound. As Brandon settled down on his bucket, Matt sat down beside him, "I hope you know what you're doing."
"Me too."
Over the next 10 minutes, Brandon called the pitches and other than one batter reaching on an error by the third baseman, their pitcher threw a total of 22 pitches sealing the win. After the teams shook hands, Brandon was approached by the tournament organizer, "Coach Baker?"
Brandon turned shaking his hand, "Yes sir, how are you?"
"Good! Hell of a game there and you've got a hell of a team."
"Thank you sir. What can I do for you?"
"Just wanted to give you the rundown of tomorrow." Brandon nodded and the man explained, "You all will play tomorrow morning at 10:30, If you win that game, you will for sure play again at 2:30. Then, depending on the bracket, that 3:30 game may be the championship, or the championship could be at 7:30"
"Three games?"
"Yes, that is just how the tournament has fallen this year."
Brandon shook his head, worrying about the length, "Okay, it is what it is then. Thank you."
"Thank you for coming and good luck."
Brandon turned back to the dugout and filled Matt and Mike in, before announcing to the team what the plan was, "Good game tonight, I'm proud of how the bats got going. Defense was good, just have to watch those stupid mistakes. Tomorrow, our first game is at 10:30, when we win, we play again at 3:30. That game could be the championship, or we could be looking at a game at 7:30."
There were mutterings around the dugout, and Matt spoke up, "It's a lot, but it's things like this that define who a team is. We have the conditioning; we can handle it."
Brandon nodded, "Any questions?" No one replied, and Brandon continued, "Okay, get packed up, get back to the vans. Need to get plenty of sleep tonight, tomorrows gonna be a long day."
The players began shuffling around while Brandon and Mike made their way out of the dugout to find Sarah and Lisa waiting with Kim and Jen. Sarah smiled, "Well that was much better."
Brandon smiled, "That it was. Mrs. Cline, where are we on things like sandwich stuff, fruit, Gatorade, etc?"
"I think we have plenty. What's tomorrow look like?" Brandon explained everything to her and once he was done Lisa said, "I think we are fine for two games, but if we have a third, we will have to figure something out."
"Can you handle that?"
"Of course. I'll do an inventory at the house, Sarah you ready to go?"
Sarah nodded hugging Brandon, "Good game babe, I'll see you back at the house."
****
The team arrived back to the house and after unloading the van's Brandon and Matt sent the players to shower and gave them a 7:00 wake-up call; they then went upstairs to check on the preparations for the next day. Sarah had already showered and was standing in the kitchen with Lisa counting out Liquid IV packets and writing a shopping list for what they needed. She smiled as they walked in, "Hey babe."
He walked up to her, kissing her cheek as she went back to counting, "How's it going?"
Lisa looked up, "We are good for the first two games. Like I said earlier, if we have to play a third game, we will have to get food."
Brandon nodded, "Sounds good, thank you for handling this."
Lisa smiled, "You're welcome."
Brandon looked over at Sarah, "Having fun yet?"
She scoffed, "Of course! Being the coach's girlfriend is so much fun."
Brandon laughed, "Even though you don't understand much about the game?"
"I don't have to understand the game to do this."
Brandon laughed, "Alright ladies, I'm going to go shower, then I am going to get to bed. I told Matt and Mike we could talk game plan first thing."
Both ladies wished him a good night and Sarah added, "I'll be in once we are done getting stuff ready for tomorrow."
He nodded and made his way down the hall. After getting in the shower, he slowly washed off, half expecting Sarah to join him, but after 10 minutes with her not appearing, he finished up and climbed out, slipping on his gym shorts before brushing his teeth and heading back into the bedroom. He found Sarah reclined on the bed in her gym shorts, but instead of her tank top, she was just wearing a sports bra. He smiled, "I thought you might join me."
She laughed, "I already showered, I don't need two."
He climbed into bed beside her, kissing her, "But you're so dirty normally."
She laughed again, smacking him before climbing out of bed, "Behave."
"Never!"
She went into the bathroom and after brushing her teeth, reemerged, shed her shorts, then stripped her bra off, slipping into a shirt of his that she had been sleeping in. She climbed into bed and scooted against him before saying, "Mind some TV while we talk?"
"Talk? That's never good."
"Oh hush. I want to talk about the house."
He lifted his arm, wrapping it around her shoulder and pulling her against him, "Okay, so what do you want to talk about?"
She snuggled against him and said, "I got a phone call earlier today that the furniture is going to be delivered on Tuesday."
"Oh nice! Do you still have the drawing of where to put everything?"
"Yep! It's at home on the bar in the basement."
"Perfect."
"Yeah, I also have the painters coming in a week to finish up the paint in the basement. And your new lawnmower is set to be delivered in two weeks."
"Sounds like everything is coming together."
"I think so, which is good because I leave in three weeks for tour."
"Shit, that has creeped up."
"No kidding. Rehearsals have been going well; the trucks and busses head to Dallas in two and half weeks. We fly down two days later."
He smiled, "I'm still planning on coming for the first leg of the tour."
She returned his smile, "I'm glad you're coming, what about the team?"
He shrugged, "It'll only be an issue if we make it out of the region and into the actual state playoffs."
"Then what?"
"Then I may have to get creative."
She laughed, "How in the world are you going to do that? We can't move tour stops and you can't move games."
"I have no clue. I'll be honest, it'll take a miracle for us to reach that level. We are good, but we aren't that good."
Sarah nodded, "I guess we will see what happens."
"Yep. You still going to be good to fly in the middle of June and drive with me?"
"Yes, I was very clear to Morgan and the company that they couldn't add shows then."
"They do that?"
"Not really, but they did just add one that I want to talk to you about."
"Okay?"
In September, there was an open Friday night. We play Merriweather Pavilion near Baltimore on Wednesday and Xfinity Theater in Connecticut on Sunday; the tour company scheduled the Prudential Center on Friday night."
"In Newark?"
"That would be the one. I was thinking about getting Mya, her mom, and Brayden if they are still a thing, backstage passes?"
Brandon smiled, "She'd love that. Maybe add Matt and a guest?"
"I thought so, I also thought it'd be good for you to see people if you were with us. Guest for Matt?"



"Unless Josh needs me, I figure I'll be with you guys. Yeah, he started seeing a girl named Kate a month or so ago. She's nice and he seems serious."
"Good. Did you tell your parents about State College and then November?"
Brandon nodded, "Yeah, they know to expect us that Thursday night, then we will fly to Columbus for the Buckeye Fest on Saturday. They're good to come to Nashville for Thanksgiving. Dad wants to drive, and mom wants to fly, I'm not getting in the middle of that."
Sarah laughed and slid down in bed, "Good idea. Are you okay with the parents meeting."
Brandon shut the light off and slid down in bed beside her, "We will have been together a year at that point and are living together, they probably should meet."
Sarah shut the light off and pressed against him, feeling his arm wrap around her. She sighed in contentment, "I think we've got it all worked out."
He kissed her neck, "Until we don't".
She smiled as his hand began to wander, resting on the bare skin of her stomach, she cooed as he stroked gently, she said, "I know you want to have sex, but can we just cuddle instead?"
"Yeah, but is everything okay?"
"Yeah, I'm just tired and I know tomorrow will be a big day."
"Okay, but are you sure?"
She rolled over and kissed him softly, "I'm positive. Goodnight baby."
He returned the kiss, "I love you." She rolled back over and as her breathing slowed, Brandon felt himself drift off to sleep.
Chapter 8-Sunday
Brandon's alarm went off at 6:30; he quickly shut it off to not disturb Sarah, but when he rolled over to kiss her head, he found her already gone. Confused, he got up and dressed before making his way out to the living room where he found her standing at the counter with Lisa, Kim, and Jen making sandwiches. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes and said, "Morning?"
The women all turned to him and said good morning before turning back to the counter and the sandwich supplies laid out before them. He poured a cup of coffee and grabbed a bagel before joining them at the counter. He looked at Sarah, "What time did you get up?"
"Six. I wanted to be up in plenty of time to help get things ready."
He shook his head, "Alright then. Do you all need anything from me?"
The women shook their heads and Lisa added, "Mike is already out on the porch, we will have breakfast ready at 7:15."
Brandon thanked them again and made his way out to the porch where he found Mike, "Morning Doc."
"Morning Coach. I have to say before we get down to business, you have a hell of a woman in there."
Brandon laughed, "I know that, but why do you say that?"
"Lisa and I made it out there about ten after six and she was already making sandwiches."
Looking back into the house, he said, "Oh wow, she said she got up at 6; I never heard her alarm or anything."
Mike nodded, "Like I said, she's a good one. Hold onto her."
Brandon smiled as he opened his iPad, "I plan to."
"Good, now let's get down to business."
While the players ate, Brandon, Matt, and Mike brainstormed a game plan for the first game, deciding to have Brayden pitch and save Mitchell for the second game. On the chance it went to three games, they would pitch someone else and have Mitchell for the Championship. As the clock neared eight, they sent the players to get dressed, then load the coolers in the vans to head to the fields.
The first game went off extremely well, the Panthers went up five to zero in the first inning; they did allow two runs in the third, but that was it. Over the next two innings they added another 7 runs, putting them up 12-2 going into the bottom of the fifth. The ump called Brandon and the other teams coach over and said, "Gentleman, you all know the mercy rules correct?"
Brandon nodded, knowing that if the opposing team scored less than two runs in the bottom of the fifth, the Panthers would win. The opposing coach grumbled; he had been on the umpire's case all game about strike zone. Brandon smiled and thanked the ump before turning back to the dugout and signaled for his players to take the field. He caught Brayden on his way to the mound, "Good work today kid. Hit your spots and finish it off for us."
"You got it coach."
Brayden got behind on a couple of batters, but dug himself out of the hole both times
He did give up a single, but that runner never made it any farther after the next batter hit into a double play to end the game. After shaking hands, Brandon gathered the players around him, "Great job guys. Now we wait, if the team from South Carolina wins, we play at 3:30 for the championship, if the team from GA wins, we will play the team from South Carolina, and the winner of that game will play for the championship."
The players nodded and Matt said, "Alright, get your stuff and head over towards the playground. Mrs. Cline, Mrs. Roberts, Mrs. Alexander, and Ms. Bixby have lunch set up for you. Don't eat too much and for God's sake, drink some water."
The players broke off heading towards the playground where matt had directed them. Brandon paused to look over the book with Mya and said to Matt, "I'm going to grab a sandwich and a Gatorade then come over and catch a little of this game."
Matt nodded, "Alright, I'll watch the guys."
"Thanks man."
Brandon used the bathroom then jogged over and grabbed a sandwich and a bag of chips, gave Sarah a quick smile as she told him good game before turning back to feeding his players. By the time he had used the bathroom, got his sandwich, and called in his scores, it was already the third inning of the game after theirs. He found Mike behind home plate against the press box and took a seat beside him.
Mike had a legal pad he was writing on, and once Brandon sat down, he slipped it to him, "Here is what I've got so far. SC looks good, they've been through the line-up once."
Brandon nodded, "Thanks, anything of note?"
Mike stood, "Not really, solid fundamentals team. Their left fielder's arm looks a bit weak."
Brandon nodded, "That's good to know. Go ahead and get something to eat."
Brandon spent the next half hour watching over the game and he had to agree with Mike, their fundamentals were strong, but their outfield in general didn't have a lot of arm strength." As the game go into the sixth inning, a shadow fell over him, causing him to look up and see Sarah beside him, "Seat taken?"
He smiled, "Only by you."
She smoothed her skirt and sat down, his eyes drawn to her tan legs, "Thanks, figured you might want some company."
He smiled and rested his hand on her leg, "Just watching and taking notes. Looks like we are going to have two more games, not just one."
"I'll let Lisa know that we need more food." She pulled out her phone and quickly typed a text.
Brandon looked at her, "Texting with my player's parents?"
Sarah laughed, "Yep, we are pals now."
Brandon rolled his eyes, "Pals?"
"Shut up, now explain what you're doing?"
Brandon spent the next 15 minutes explaining his scouting notes, specifically how to pitch against certain batters, weak spots in their fielding and other general thoughts. Sarah seemed to be taking it all in and understanding what he was saying, asking questions. When he was done, he smiled at her, "Do you really care or are you just caring cause it's me?"
"I do care because it matters to you, and I never knew there was so much strategy and such involved. Until Friday, I didn't know there were plays in baseball."
He nodded and squeezed her leg, "Well I'm glad you're here and taking interest."
She leaned over, kissed his cheek, and turned her focus back to the game. As the top of the seventh came to a close, and with the team from Georgia up by three, Brandon sighed and stood, saying to Sarah, "It's going to be a long day. Let's go."
She grabbed his hand, following him out of the stands and released it as they got back to the picnic area where the team was relaxing. He whistled and the team all sat up and gathered around, "Okay gentleman, the team from Georgia won, so we have to play the team from South Carolina, winner advances, loser goes home." The player's nodded and he continued, "Sam, you're on the hill, get loose. The rest of you, get stretching and start long tossing."
The players all began to shuffle around, putting their cleats and jersey's back on; he turned to the mom's and Sarah, "I figure we are going to be here all day, go ahead and get something figured out for dinner."
Kim replied, "What time is the last game?"
"7:30."
Kim looked at the rest of the moms and said, "Okay, our game will be done around four or four thirty. If we feed them right then, it'll have a couple hours to digest. What if we do burgers?"
Lisa nodded, "I think I saw some charcoal grills over by the one shelter we could use. Brayden has already pitched; I'll go to the store and get what we need."
Sarah looked at Brandon, "Do you care if I go help her?"
He replied, "Not at all. I appreciate all the help you've been."
Sarah smiled, "No problem." She gave him a quick kiss and headed towards the parking lot, following Lisa.
****
The afternoon game was closer than the morning one, staying tied through the third inning before the Panther's went on a run in the bottom of the fourth, plating three runs before the opposing team was able to get out of the inning. Pitching for the Panthers stayed consistent allowing one run in the fifth, but the offense responded with another two runs putting them up five to one.
That score held for the next inning and a half and with the team from South Carolina only scoring one more in top of the seventh, the Panthers walked off as the winners, securing themselves a spot in the championship game. After shaking hands, Brandon gathered the boys back in the dugout, "Okay, good game guys, but we aren't done yet. The parents have dinner made for you all, get things in here cleaned up, and head over to the picnic shelter by the parking lot."
As the boys filed out of the dugout, clearly excited, Matt appeared at Brandon's side, "One more to go."
Brandon looked out over the field, "Yeah, one more."
Matt slapped him on the back, "You know we have never made it this far in this tournament?"
Brandon allowed himself to grin, "Mike mentioned that a little while ago."
"Good, now let's enjoy it."
Brandon laughed, and they made their way towards the picnic shelter where he could hear the players laughing and yelling as they waited in line and then sat down to eat. Brandon found Sarah by the grill where Mike was throwing burgers onto a tray she held. He smiled, "Thanks for cooking Doc."
"Of course! I love grilling and seeing these kids so happy, makes it all the better."
Matt walked up, "Let me take that Sarah."
"You sure?"
"Of course!"
Sarah handed over the tray, she and Brandon walked over to the table, grabbing themselves a couple burgers, some macaroni and cheese, and some fruit before finding a couple empty spots at the end of the one table. Sarah smiled, "One more!"
"Yeah, one more. We've never been this far in any tournament before."
"That's what Lisa said, that is really exciting!"
Brandon chewed then sighed, "Talk about nerve wracking."
Sarah stroked his back and said, "You've handled the stress so far."
"Yeah, I think I have prepared them the best that I can. We will give them some notes on certain players, but I think I'm just going to tell them to have fun."
She smiled softly at him, "It's a game, it is supposed to be fun. If it's no longer fun, is it worth doing?"
Brandon pondered what she said for a moment, "I guess not, I just don't want to let anyone down."
"I don't think you're going to let anyone down. As long as you do your best and put the best players in a position to win, I think that is all anyone could ask."
He smiled, "You're right. Thanks."
She grinned, "I know I am."
He laughed, "So humble."
"I try. Now go talk to Matt and get a game plan together, I'm going to go help clean up."
He gave her a quick peck on the lips, "You really are awesome, you know that, right?"
She gave her million-dollar smile, "Yep, and don't forget it."
He stood up laughing, "I don't see that happening anytime soon."
She yelled after him, "Good!"
***
As 7:30 neared, Sarah and the rest of the parents finished cleaning up and made their way back to the field where the championship would take place. They took their seats and as they waited for the game to get started, they made small talk, but as 7:30 came and went, Mike said, "Wonder what the hold-up is, both teams are ready."
The rest of the crowd was beginning to make the same rumblings when the announcer came on, "Folks, we are sorry for the delay, our National Anthem singer has not arrived yet." This caused a collective groan to come from the crowd.
Another 10 minutes passed, it was getting obvious that the crowd and the teams were all getting reckless. The umpire called Brandon and the other coach to the plate where line-up cards were exchanged, the officiating crew was introduced, the crew chief who was behind the plate explained how he wanted complaints and other things handled. After he was done, he said, "Now if this singer will show up, we can get this show on the road."
The other coach remarked, "Maybe we should just ask if someone from the crowd could do it."
The ump nodded, "That may be what they will do."
Brandon nodded and glanced up in the stands, making eye contact with Sarah, she smiled at him, and he said, "Hold onto that one sec."
He nodded his head at Sarah and motioned for her to meet him at the back stop. She made her way to the stairwell and came to the fence, "What's up?"
"I have a huge favor to ask?"
"Sure, anything."
"Will you sing the National Anthem?"
"What?"
"They want someone to sing the National Anthem and the umpire says they don't know where the person that was supposed to do it is."
"Oh..." Sarah paused, thinking it through.
Seeing her hesitation, Brandon said, "Never mind, forget I said..."
She interrupted him, "Sure. You know people are going to recognize me, right?"
"Yeah, you're probably gonna have to ride this game out in the dugout."
"Let me grab a bottle of water, give me a couple of minutes."
He smiled, turned back to the plate, and returning to the ump said, "Hey blue, my girlfriend will sing the National Anthem."
The tournament organizer appeared as Brandon as finishing his statement, the umpire looked at the organizer, Brandon and the other coach and said while gesturing to Brandon, "Coach Baker says his girlfriend can sing the National Anthem."
The organizer looked at him skeptically, "Is she any good?
Brandon heard Mya yell from the dugout, "Coach, she's ready."
Brandon turned and saw Sarah standing at bottom of the dugout steps, gone was her hat and she had taken her hair out of its ponytail, leaving it in its natural waves, she had taken her Panthers t-shirt off and was standing in a plain white tank top. He smiled at her, and after getting one back along with a thumbs-up, he turned back to the organizer, "You could say that. You ever heard of the country duo Biloxi Broncos?"
The other coach nodded his head, "My daughter loves them."
"My girlfriend is Sarah Bixby, one of the Biloxi Broncos. She's in the dugout and will sing so we can get started."
The other coach looked around Brandon, "My daughter is never going to believe this."
Brandon laughed, "So we good?"
The organizer shook his head, "Give me a second."
The coaches both headed back to their respective dugouts as the announcer headed towards the press box. Brandon yelled, "On the line!" The players moved around Sarah and lined up on the first baseline, Brandon came to the bottom of the steps, "You sure about this?"
She laughed, "I never thought my first National Anthem would be at a high school baseball game."
A woman appeared in the dugout and handed her a mic, "Ms. Bixby, thank you for doing this. They will announce you and you can stand between home plate and the mound. When you're ready, give the press box a nod and then start."
Sarah smiled, "Thank you and it is my pleasure."
The woman stepped aside, Sarah double checked the mic, and Brandon smiled, "Break a leg."
He gave her a quick peck and she laughed as she watched him join his team on the baseline. She took a deep breath and then heard Mya say, "You're gonna do awesome."
She turned and smiled, "Thanks for the boost."
No sooner had she finished her statement, the announcer came on, "Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for your patience. We have good news; we have someone to sing the National Anthem and it is a special treat. One half of the country duo Biloxi Broncos, Ms. Sarah Bixby!"
Sarah took a deep breath, and she could hear murmurs in the crowd, but once she got to the top of the steps where the crowd could see her, there was a cheer. She turned to the crowd and waved, smiling as she made her way out to where the woman had instructed. She stopped and gave the mic a soft tap to make sure it was on, hearing the dull thud over the speaker, she looked up to the press box and nodded.
She closed her eyes and started into the song; what she didn't expect was that by the time she sang, "Whose broad stripes and bright starts," the crowd had joined in, and it was like being on stage as they sang with her. As she hit the high note of "Land of the Free," she felt herself relax as she finished to a thunderous applause and chants of "USA."
She smiled and waved again as the umpire shouted out, "Play Ball!"
She made her way back into the dugout where the players were preparing for their first at bats, they all thanked her and told her she did such a good job, bringing a smile to her face as she thanked them in return. She got to the end of the dugout where Mike, Lisa, Mya, and Brandon stood. Brandon smiled and kissed her, "You did awesome! Now we have to play a game."
"Go play, I'll be cheering." Brandon trotted out of the dug out towards third base. Sarah looked at Mya, "I think I'm staying in here for the game."
Lisa chimed in, "About that...we don't want them to bug you or the team, so we think if move Mya out of here fast enough in the middle of a crowd, people will think it is you. Then she can come back and keep book."
"What about me?"
Mike chimed in, "You need to sit in the back corner of the dugout where no one can see you for a couple innings. Brandon said to put this on."
Sarah took a red hooded short sleeve shirt she had seen the players and coaches wear during warm-ups. She slipped it on and laughed at how big it was and the fact that it looked like a dress on her, almost covering up her skirt. "I guess this'll do." She turned to Mya, "Have fun while everyone thinks you're famous."
The girl lit up and smiled, "Oh, I am so ready."
As the first pitch was thrown, Sarah settled into the back corner and she saw Mya pull on a flannel, tuck her hair into a hat and slip-on sunglasses before saying to Lisa, "Let's do this." Mike, Lisa, and two other parents surrounded Mya and hurried her out of the dugout towards the parking lot, Sarah could hear people yelling her name and could see phones flashing. She tucked back in the corner a little further and watched the game unfold.
Both teams were scoreless as they entered the 3rd inning when Mya returned. She took up a position on the bench beside Sarah and as the teams swapped places, she beamed, "That was so cool! They were following us, yelling out your name, they even took pictures!"
Sarah laughed, "I'm glad you liked it, but it gets annoying after a while. Imagine trying to go out to dinner with Brayden and having people following you around."
"Oh, I could totally see that. That would suck."
The fourth inning finally brought some excitement with the Panthers scoring a run on a missed diving catch in the outfield. They held their lead as they entered the bottom of the fifth, but after the other team hit a ball into the centerfield gap for a double, then the next batter driving the ball into right field, the game was all tied up.



As the top of the seventh rolled around, Brandon got the three guys up around him and said, "Look, we don't have to do it on one swing. Play our baseball, make him pitch to you, and just find me a little grass."
The first batter up got out after fouling a ball straight back, an easy grab for the catcher. The next batter hit a solid shot between the center and right field gap on an easy stand up double. The third batter hit a short blooper that dropped in front of the right fielder, giving the Panthers runners on the corners. The fourth batter worked the pitcher, but ultimately struck out looking on a full count, outside fastball.
With two outs, and runners on the corners, the fifth batter of the inning stepped to the plate and dug in, he took the first two pitches, the first a strike, right down the middle, but a bit high and the second, a ball inside. With the count one and one, the pitcher delivered the third pitch; anyone who knew baseball could tell immediately the pitcher had missed his spot; the catcher shifted upwards to meet the pitch, but the Panther player took full advantage of the fastball down the middle right above the belt, driving the ball into center field. With the hit, the runner on third crossed the plate easily and the runner from first one standing on third after sliding to beat the throw.
The crowd cheered as the dugout erupted as the Panthers went up by one. Sarah even found herself getting caught up in the moment, cheering and yelling as the action played out on third base. With the focus on third, the batter who scored the go-ahead run, easily made it into second, removing any force the other team had. All of that wouldn't matter as the sixth batter for the Panthers struck out ending the top of the 7th with a score of two to one.
Brandon came running across the field, clearly as excited as his players were, "That's what I'm talking about! Great job out there, now we've gotta play defense. Good fundamentals, no stupid shit!"
As the players ran towards their positions, Mitchell was still standing in the dugout, "Coach?"
"What?"
"You want me back in?"
"You feel okay?"
"I feel great."
"Then why wouldn't I want you in?"
"There's just a lot on the line."
"You're right, there is. Do you think you can handle it?"
The kid was quiet for a second, "I can handle it."
"That's what I thought, now get out there and finish it for us."
The young man trotted onto the field and Brandon found Sarah by the water cooler, unsure of what to say she just smiled then said, "Three outs."
He nodded his head and let out a nervous sigh, "Exactly, just three outs."
He grabbed a cup of water and moved back to the steps of the dugout, finding Matt leaning against the rail, "What you think?"
Brandon let out a breath and said, "Call me crazy, but I think I'm going to let Zach and Mitchell end this on their terms."
Matt shook his head and spit out a sunflower hull, "Yeah, you're crazy. We've called the entire game, why stop now?"
He shook his head, "Yeah, let's see how this first batter goes, where they at in the line up?"
"Four, five, six."
Brandon nodded his head and signaled in the first pitch, getting a strike on a fastball. Brandon signaled the second pitch to be another fastball, this one inside. Mitchell delivered, jamming the batter, and causing him to foul the ball off the ground in front of him. Brandon signaled the third pitch down in the zone on a change-up, which got the batter swinging wildly, recording the first out. As the batter walked to the dugout Brandon said, "Let's see what they can do." He stood up, "Time!"
The ump called time and Brandon jogged out to the mound, signaling for the entire infield, "Okay gentlemen, two outs away, we are in the middle of their line-up. A little bit of power, but not a lot of speed. Zach, the call is yours, Mitchell, shake him off if you need to, but let's play smart."
The ump walked towards them, "Let's go coach."
Brandon nodded fist bumped Mitchell's glove, "You got this kid."
The player took a deep breath and turned back towards the plate as Brandon left the field. When he returned to the dugout, Matt said, "I hope you know what you're doing."
"Me too."
Turns out Brandon did know what he was doing, it took Mitchell on 11 more pitches to sit the last two batters down, giving the Panthers the win. As the last batter struck out swinging, the crowd erupted, as did the dugout. The players swarmed the mound, tackling Mitchell as Brandon, Matt, and Mike all hugged and shook hands before joining the players on the field to celebrate. Sarah rose from her spot and hugged Mya, both smiling. Sarah smiled, "Go celebrate with them!"
As Mya joined the team on the field, Sarah stood at the top of the steps, enjoying the scene in front of her. Seeing the players swarm Brandon and the smile that she fell in love with never leaving his face. He turned and they made eye contact and he smiled, motioning her to come out. She smiled back and shook her head no, not wanting to draw any attention away from their accomplishments. He jogged over and met her at the top of the steps, "You can come out here."
"I know, but this is about you all. If I come out there, people might recognize me, and take the attention off you, I'm just going to stay here."
He wrapped his arms around her, picking her up slightly, causing her to squeal as he kissed her. After setting her down he smiled, "Thank you so much for being here and supporting me and us."
"Of course, now go celebrate." He let her go and as he walked to rejoin the team she smirked and yelled his name to get his attention, when he turned around, she winked and said, "We can celebrate tonight." He laughed, before jogging to return to the team.
****
After the awards ceremony, the team returned to the house where the celebration continued; the players showered, then they all ended up around the pool where the parents had set up a spread of food. Someone had even stopped and gotten a cake and ice cream, making it a real party. Finally, around 11, the players began to drift off towards bed since they had to be at the airport around 11:30 the next morning for their flight at one. After cleaning up the trash from the party, everyone else filtered back to their rooms, allowing Brandon and Sarah some much needed alone time.
Sarah had excused herself first, saying she needed to pack since her flight left at 9:30 in the morning, so she and Brandon needed to leave around 8:30. When Brandon finally walked in the room around midnight, he was greeted with "Hey coach."
He smiled, "Hey there." He shut the door and took in the sight before him; Sarah was reclined on the bed, wearing his black jersey that the team hadn't worn. The jersey was completely unbuttoned, exposing the swell of her braless breasts. As his eyes traveled down, they found that instead of the gym shorts she had on earlier, she was now wearing a pair of black lace panties.
He stepped towards the bed, removing his shirt; as he did, Sarah moved to the foot of the bed and rose onto her knees. Their lips crashing into each other, kissing passionately as their hands began to wander. Brandon slipped the jersey from her shoulders and dropped it on the floor. As he tilted his head down, kissing her neck and nipping at her collarbone, she let out a soft moan and pressed her nails into his bare back.
As he pulled away, she smiled, "I told you we could celebrate later."
He stripped his shorts and boxers off, then climbed onto the bed as she moved backwards. He straddled her and as he hovered over her said, "Yes you did, this trophy is better than the one out there."
She giggled and stripped her underwear off, leaving them both naked. Their lips once again met and he lowered himself onto her, pressing their bodies together. She groaned into the kiss as she felt his hardening cock press against her pelvis, causing her body to react involuntarily, pressing into him. They broke their kiss, but Brandon began to trail kisses down her body, paying special attention to her breasts.
Her nipples were erect, begging for attention that he was more than happy to provide. He took one into his mouth as she moaned again, softly sucking on it while cupping the other one. As the waves of pleasure flowed through her, she pressed against him, trying to feel as much of his body as she could. As he allowed her nipple to slip from his mouth, he raised up slightly, made eye contact, then said, "Are you okay?"
She replied with ragged breath, "YES! I'm trying to keep it down."
He smirked, "That's a good girl." He lowered his head back down, taking her other nipple into his mouth, nibbling on it as she continued to squirm underneath him. He bit it slightly harder, causing her to let out a moan that was slightly audible.
As he stopped, she whispered, "I'm sorry, I can't help it."
He chuckled and said, "Try harder."
He began to kiss lower, passed her belly button and then between her legs. She felt his warm breath on her slit and whispered again, "If you do that, I dunno if I can keep it down!"
He laughed again, spread her lips with his fingers, then said, "You probably need a pillow then."
Before she could protest even more, she felt his tongue give a firm lick along her slit; she reached out grabbing a pillow, putting it over her mouth as she let out a moan. She heard Brandon say, "That's better." First it was the licks up and down her slit, then it was him pressing the tip of his tongue into her opening, then another lick before he zeroed in on her clit. When he finally focused on her clit, she was already withering in pleasure, and the sudden suction, then flicks of his tongue across it sent her over the edge.
As he focused on her clit, he felt her body begin to move more, before feeling her hand grab the top of his head, holding his mouth against her as her juices flowed onto his face and short beard. He heard her muffled moan and did his best to lick her juices, relishing the taste of her and enjoying her moaning, quivering body, quivers that were his doing. As her orgasm began to wane, he let her clit slip from his mouth and softly continue his licking until he heard her breathing begin to slow.
He licked her slit one more time, felt her shiver again before moving up beside her. She turned her head, "God I love you."
He smiled, "You're just saying that cause you just came."
She giggled, gently pushing him onto his back, "Nope, that is just an added perk." She leaned over, kissing him and tasting her juices; she moved her hand to his face, deepening the kiss for the next minute until they broke to catch their breath.
He rolled up onto his side and looked into her eyes, he smiled, "Thank you again for being here. It means a lot."
She kissed him again, "No place I'd rather be right now." He pushed her gently onto her back and climbed between her legs. She felt his hard cock resting at her entrance and shimmied her hips trying to get it inside of her. Brandon shifted his hips and the head spread her lips and slipped inside of her, they both groaned, but she managed to say, "Don't you dare pull out tonight."
He moved again, pressing himself into her the remainder of his length, both letting out a slight moan as they came together. He lowered himself onto her, their lips met again as he began to thrust. With each thrust, their breath became more ragged, and as her pleasure began increase, she released the sheets she had been grasping, and moved her hands to his back, pressing her nails into his skin.
His thrusts continued to speed up and they were forced to break their kiss to breathe, but as Sarah began to moan, his lips camped back to hers, stifling her moan. With another thrust, her orgasm washed over her, her nails digging into his back and her legs wrapping around his waist, holding him inside of her. Feeling the walls of her pussy contract around him, combined with her nails digging into him, he groaned into their kiss and as his own orgasm started, he pressed against her, pumping his cum deep inside.
As their orgasms faded, they both relaxed; Brandon attempted to roll off Sarah to keep from putting his full weight on her, but she cooed, "Don't go." Instead, he rolled to his side, taking her with him; once they were on their side, she wiggled and somehow got her leg out from underneath him, without his cock slipping from her pussy. They kissed softly and stroked each other's flushed skin.
Brandon smiled, "I love you so much."
She gave him what could best be described as a dopey smile, "I love you too." They kissed again and Sarah grinned, "You know, I'm not ready for kids yet, but damn practicing with you is great."
Brandon burst out laughing, causing Sarah to join in, which caused them to finally separate as they both rolled to their backs laughing. Once their laughter died down, they lay quietly for a moment until Brandon said, "Want me to get you a towel?"
"Not really, do you have to strip the bed in the morning?"
"Yep."
"Then no, I want to hold onto you a little longer."
Brandon couldn't help but laugh, "I'm sorry, I know you are being sentimental, but I can't help but laugh at you talking about a creampie that way."
"Brandon! Language!" As much as she tried to say it with a straight face, she couldn't and started giggling again. Once their laughter died down again, she smirked, "What can I say, I love when you cum inside of me."
He smiled, "I'm glad, because I hope to keep doing it for a long time."
"Me too; although, the other options are fun too."
He laughed, "I love this side of you that only I get to see. Deep down I know you're just as perverted as me."
She laughed, "Only for you babe."
They cuddled a bit longer, making small talk about the house before they both drifted off to sleep, each one not looking forward to the morning.
Chapter 10-Monday
Brandon's alarm went off at 7:30, he groaned and realized that he was slightly pinned underneath Sarah. He gently wiggled out from under her, hopping in the shower and washing off the residue from the night before. After finishing and dressing, he gently woke Sarah, and after kissing her good morning, headed to the kitchen to round up something for breakfast. As usual he found Lisa and Mike already awake, but a few of the players were also up, moving around. He also found Mya sitting at the bar, typing away on her laptop. After pouring a cup of coffee for himself and one for Sarah, he looked over Mya's shoulder, "What are you working on this early?"
She sighed, "A stupid essay for AP Lang. It's due tomorrow and I just started."
"Nothing like waiting until the last minute, huh?"
She rolled her eyes, "I don't need your smart remarks, I just need to get this done."
Brandon laughed and sat down beside her and munched on a bagel while reading the news headlines. Sarah emerged about 10 minutes later, dressed in leggings and longer crop top while carrying a crewneck sweatshirt that she had bought when they were in Vegas. She greeted everyone and Brandon pointed out the coffee and the bagel he had toasted for her.
She thanked him then walked over beside him and said, "Scooch."
Brandon gave her a playful, yet annoyed look and moved over a chair, allowing her to sit beside Mya. Mya's tune with her was very different than that with Brandon as she explained her essay and the book that it was based up. Brandon shook his head and returned to his phone and made small talk with Mike and Lisa. When his phone read 8:25, he looked over at Sarah and she shook her head knowingly, "I know, time to go."
"Fraid so."
Sarah stood up and walked around the island, and after getting rid of her trash she paused in front of Mike and Lisa, "Thank you both for everything. You all made me feel at home and welcome, and frankly normal. I appreciate it so much."
Mike replied that it was no problem, but Lisa stood and wrapped Sarah in a hug, "You're welcome! Thank you so much for all your help, you did more than you realize."
Sarah hugged her back, "I'm just glad I wasn't a distraction."
"You weren't, I hope you got a break, and all of the drama will blow over soon."
Sarah agreed and stepped back to Mya standing in front of her suitcase. Sarah smiled, "Come here."
Mya walked over and gave Sarah a long hug and said, "Thank you for coming and hanging out with me."
Of course! Thanks for letting me hang out and teaching me about baseball. Remember what I said about self-tanner, get the good stuff."
Mya nodded, "I've got the stuff you said saved in my phone."
"Good, and you have my number, right?"
Mya scrolled in her phone to a contact that said, "Gal Pal Sarah"." Everyone laughed as she showed it to everyone.
Brandon smiled, "Okay, sadly we need to go. Can you tell everyone they need to strip the beds and get their towel by the washer."
Mike nodded, "Done. When will you be back?"
"Should be around 10:15." Mike nodded and they wished everyone goodbye and made their way out to the convertible again.
The 30-minute drive to the airport passed way to quickly and before they knew it, they were pulling into the parking lot. Brandon followed Sarah into the terminal where she gave her name, and they were told that the plane would be arriving in about 15 minutes. They took a seat by the door and began talking about the next few weeks. Sarah asked, "So you're still good to come to the opening weekend?"
"Yeah, I'll fly into Dallas the evening of the show, I should get there before you all go on. Then I'll fly the early flight out of Phoenix on Monday."
"Oh! I almost forgot; we have our own bus this year!"
"Really?"
"Yeah! We've rented three this year, Amanda has one, I have one, then the band has one."
"That'll be more comfortable for sure."
Sarah nodded, "Then I'll fly into Newark on the 14th, we will drive the 15th and the 16th. We will have two days to unpack and get situated before I fly out on the 19th to rejoin the tour."
Looking at his phone, Brandon nodded, "That sounds about right. I told Josh my first day of work would be the 20th."
Sarah nodded and squeezed his hand, "How much are you going to have to be in the office?"
"I dunno, Josh told me once I get the hang of everything, I'm free to do what I want unless I have meetings or proposals."
"Okay, I'd really like for you to spend time on the road with me. Where you don't have to leave after a couple of days. When you were with us before, it was pretty low key, but we can go hiking and other things; be a real couple."
Brandon laughed, "Are we only a couple when we are together?"
She playfully smacked his arm, "Oh shut it, you know what I mean."
He smiled, then frowned as they heard, "Ms. Bixby, the plane is on the ground."
They both stood and embraced, he kissed her head and said, "This time is only 3 weeks, then three weeks after that, then you're stuck with me."
She pulled away and wiped the tear, "You would think this would get easier, but it's not. I'm stuck with you by choice, plus my life is crazier."
He laughed, "I dunno, all the drama in our relationship seems to stem from me."
She laughed, "That is true, maybe you are the problem."
They hugged again as the receptionist said, "Mr. Bixby, your flight is here."
They thanked her, kissed again and Sarah made her way out onto the tarmac and boarded the plane, waving as she reached the top of the steps. Brandon waved back and once the door was shut, he made his way back to the parking lot. After pulling out of the lot he said aloud, "Six weeks, then you'll be together." He scoffed and shook his head before saying, "Six weeks of chaos."
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Sam Miller walked over to his phone as it tried to vibrate across his parents' kitchen table, picking it up, he saw the name Nicole Shriver appear on the screen. He picked it up, "Hey Nic, What's up?"
Nicole replied, "Not much, just got home from my shift at the diner."
"Nice, very busy?"
"Just the normal crowd, creepy old guys hitting on me."
He laughed, "Well if you would button one of those top 3 buttons on your shirt, they might not be as creepy."
She joined his laughter, "Well I gotta make tip money somehow because the food isn't doing it."
"No argument there."
"So, I need a favor."
"What's that?"
"Mom and Dad are out of town, and they said to have the yard mowed. The normal guy can't get to it, and we both know what happens if I mow it."
Sam nodded, knowing that if she mowed, she would be snotty and sneezing for two days, "So you want to know if I'll do it?"
"I know you're weird and like cutting grass, so...yes please?"
He laughed, "Alright, I'll be over in about an hour."
"Thank you so much!"
Sam hung up the phone, shaking his head. Nicole was a girl he had gone to high school with and had run in the same circles. Now, they were three years removed from that, and they had become friends with benefits after a drunken hook-up over Christmas earlier that year. While he had gone away to the state university, she had stayed local and was going to the local community college and was still living at home. He was home now for the summer, he was working at the local golf course, so he and Nicole had plenty of opportunities to hang out and hook up.
Sam grabbed himself lunch, then after filling his Yeti, and told his parents that he was going to go mow grass for a friend's grandmother. He didn't like lying but considering he hadn't had a steady girlfriend in a while, he didn't want to answer the questions that would inevitably come up. He made the 15-minute drive over to Nicole's house, pulling into the driveway next to her red VW Jetta.
He climbed out and found the garage open, walking in, he found the mower and drug it out, then stuck his AirPods in. Just as he was getting ready to fire the mower up, Nicole opened the door to the house; she waved and got his attention, but her outfit would have done just the same. She as still wearing her blue button up work shirt, but it was unbuttoned another button from the usual, exposing the edge of a black bra and some substantial cleavage, along with no pants. She ignored his staring and said, "Can you mow the back yard first?"
"Sure."
"Thanks, I want to work on my tan before the beach next week, I can't do that until you've mowed out there."
He nodded, "Nice outfit, I'll text you when I'm done."
She smiled, walked out into the garage, and hugged him, "Thanks!"
She went back inside as he shook his head; with her gone, he started the mower, heading around back, and started mowing. Nicole's mother had a large garden, plus with the landscaping, it only took him about 10 minutes to mow it. He moved back out front, and stopped the mower to take a drink, then texted her, "All done with the back."
By the time he had restarted the mower, she had texted him "Thanks, come back around when you're done."
Their front yard was much larger, it took him about a half hour to mow and another few to sweep the driveway and the walk. He put the mower away, wiped the sweat from his chest and back, changed shirts, then grabbed his drink before walking around to the backyard. As he neared the back deck, he expected to see Nicole spread out, but instead found it empty. He looked around, but still didn't see her. He yelled out, "Nic, you around?"
"Up here!"
He looked up, remembering there was a deck off her parent's bedroom, he back upped to the edge of the landscaping so could attempt to see her, knowing that she was laying down. He could just make out the soles of her feet through the railing, "I figured you'd be down here."
He saw her begin to move, then heard her say, "Yeah, I figured it'd be less dusty up here." She stood up disappearing for view for a second before reappearing at the rail. She smiled down at him, "You all done?"
From his vantage point, he could see a white string bikini bottom which provided a serious contrast against her tan skin, "Yep, all mowed and cleaned up."
"Good." She stood up straight and smiled again, "Then why don't you come inside and get your payment." She turned before he could say anything, but as she did, he saw her drop what he quickly figured out was a matching white bikini top.
He immediately felt his cock begin to swell as he trotted up the deck steps and into the house. He quickly kicked his shoes off, shut the door behind him and moved quickly through the kitchen and into the front hallway. He took the steps two at a time and when he got to the top, he was getting ready to turn towards her parent's room, but he was quickly corrected when he heard her say, "Over here."
He turned to see her disappearing into her room, but instead of just a bare back, he caught a glimpse of her naked ass. As he followed her into her room, he glanced down, finding her bottoms just outside her door; that plus the sight of her on her knees beside her bed finished the blood transfer from his head to his cock. He shut her door behind him and approached her, she grinned before saying, "Take your clothes off."
He quickly did as she said before standing in front of her, she reached up and cradled his balls in her hand, causing him to groan. "You probably want to sit down." Once again, he did as she said, sitting on the edge of her bed as she moved between his legs. She softly stroked his cock and then leaned in, "You smell all manly." Before he could respond, she had opened her mouth and took half of his cock into her mouth.
He let out a moan and steadied himself on the bed as she began to suck him off. Sam had been with a few different girls in his 21 years, but none of them could rival Nicole's blowjob skills. She was always enthusiastic in her movements, saliva, and she never hesitated to take him until she gagged, then once she had caught her breath, would do it again. This time was no different, she made sure to cover his cock in her spit, working her lips over every inch of it. As she neared the tip, she would suck on it while flicking the underside with her tongue.
With each new movement, Sam would let out a groan, and began to push into her mouth. She giggled at his movements, the vibrations sending a shiver through his entire body. When he did it again, she relaxed and allowed him to slip deeper into her mouth and throat. As she let out a slight gag, she pulled her head back and as her lips moved up his shaft, her hand replaced them until just his head was in her mouth. She sucked on his head and worked her hand on his shaft and then batted her eyes as she looked up at him. He groaned in pleasure which only spurred her on for another 30 seconds before allowing his cock to slip from her mouth with an audible pop.
She stood up as he tried to will his impending orgasm and cum to subside and catch his breath. She stood silently until he had regained some of his composure, then said, "As much fun as sucking you off is, I would really like to be fucked."
"Then you're too far away." He reached out, grabbing her hips, and pulled her into his lap. She sat down, putting her tits in his face. Nicole was not your standard Instagram model, she was only about 5'2, had a set of 36D tits that looked huge on her small frame; and while she was small in stature, she wasn't a stick, he had seen her scarf down a 6 pack of tacos from Taco Bell multiple times. He eagerly took one of those tits into his mouth as she ground on his lap. As he felt her wet slit rubbing against his cock, he sucked on the nipple before quickly switching to the other one, this time biting it, causing her to let out a long moan.
As he allowed it to drop from his mouth, she raised up and shifted closer; as she did, she reached between them, grabbed his cock, and pressed it against her wet slit until it slipped in as she sat down. As soon as it was all the way in, she wrapped her arms around him, pressing her breasts into his chest and began to grind against his body.
He moved his hands to her ass and squeezed as she let out a moan. She continued to moan as she moved, never stopping as he groped her ass. With her grinding faster and harder, he groped her and felt his fingertips sliding between her cheeks. With her moaning in his ear, he was having trouble concentrating, but when he felt the pucker of her asshole, he began to trace the edge of it, applying pressure to its edges. They had never done anything like that before, but it caused her to moan louder. They kept this up for another minute or so until she bent her head back, stopped moving, and let out a loud moan as he felt her orgasm begin to shake her body.
With her orgasm subsiding, she slowly began to move again and looked him in the eye, "That was fucking hot."
"Agreed, talk more about it later?"
She shook her head, "Yes, now fuck me please."
He nodded, knowing what she wanted, they didn't speak as she climbed off him and they switched places. With her now on her back, she lifted her legs up and placed them on his shoulders. Nicole had done ballet/dance as a teenager and had maintained her flexibility, meaning that once he had plunged his cock into her, they moved together, and she was able to bend enough that he was thrusting straight down into her.
The thing about this position was that she would cum multiple times in a short time and it wouldn't take long for him to do the same. As he began to thrust into her hard and fast, her moans started out soft but quickly ramped up until the first orgasm rippled through her. Sam continued to thrust through the orgasm and like many times before, another orgasm quickly followed the first, essentially turning into a continuous orgasm that pulsed and massaged his cock, coaxing his own out of him.
Within a minute of this, his orgasm did begin to build. He kept thrusting until the last second, and just when he couldn't hold back any longer, he pulled out, and pointed his cock towards her. As she moaned, his cum erupted coating her cleavage and each breast; as he tossed his head back and moaned, he felt her hand on his balls, massaging and coaxing the remainder of his cum out of him and onto her body.
As his orgasm subsided, he stepped back on wobbly legs, and glanced down at her; an outsider watching them would easily think it was a porn shoot. She lay on the bed, her chest flushed and breasts heaving as she caught her breath. Those breasts coated in multiple ropes of cum, and with her feet propped on the edge of the bed, her red and engorged pussy slightly gaping from their tryst, as he moved to the bed and lay down beside her.
They both lay silently, simply breathing until she turned her head and looked at him, "We even?"
He chuckled, "I think so."
She reached over, softly touching his cock which was still wet with her juices and said, "Wanna take a picture?"
"What?"
She giggled, "Grab your phone." He got up and found his phone in his shorts on the floor and walked back to the bed. She smiled, having not moved, "Lay back down." When he did, she said, "Take a selfie with me!"
He held the phone up, unsure of how to position it, she reached up and guided his arm until you could make out not only their faces but also her cum covered tits, he laughed and said, "Smile!" They both did and he checked the picture showing it to her, "That work?"
"Yep, now send it to me!"
He laughed again, sending her the picture before saying, "What are you and I going to do with that?"
"I figure it can be for next week when I'm at the beach. Goes in your spank bank and I can finger the shit out of myself while thinking about this."
He laughed, "Speaking of shit, the asshole thing was different."
Her eyes got big, "You're not kidding. Talk about intense."
He nodded, "I don't know what came over me, just happened."
"Well, it was awesome. If you ever stick anything in there, you need to give me some warning."
He laughed, "Didn't figure you'd be into that."
She shrugged her shoulders, "I don't know, never done that before."
"Oh, well I'll have to keep that in mind."
She nodded and sat up, "I'm going to go take a shower, care to join me, then go grab something to eat?"
"Sounds good to me, I need a burger and a beer."
"Same! Let's hurry up."
As they made their way into the bathroom, Sam shook his head, thinking about how funny and perfect the situation was.
After she got the water turned on and heated up, she turned around, snapping him out of his thoughts as she said, "Quit staring at my ass. You're not getting anymore."
He laughed, "Sorry, was just spacing out."
As he climbed into the shower behind her, she turned to him and said, "Well maybe you'll get more later." He couldn't help but laugh as she washed her hair, and they switched gears to talking about random things in town, all the while his brain thought about how glad he was he liked mowing grass.
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Another Thursday night and Ben Smith walked into the Station; a former railroad depot that had been converted into a bar. It was located on the outskirts of town where he lived. A lot of the locals avoided it because they didn't like the owner due to him not originally being from the area, thus making it the perfect place for Ben to hang out for the last year. He moved to the bar and sat down, Amanda the normal bartender came up, set a coaster down and smiled, "Evening Ben, the usual?"
He smiled back, "Busier than usual tonight. Yeah, throw a burger on too."
She smiled after setting his beer down, "Yeah, been good for the tips. You want the game on?"
"Sure."
One of the things that he liked about the Station and its staff, they pretty much just left him alone other than giving him a refill when necessary. That solitude was what he enjoyed, but he liked to be around people, so at the urging of his therapist, he made a point to go out once a week to avoid becoming a complete hermit.
As he took a drink of his beer, he reflected on the last two years of his life. Two years ago, Ben and his then wife Michelle had moved back to her hometown in the middle of bum-fuck nowhere corn country so Michelle could take a job with her parents' electrical industries company. Ben had always gotten along with his in-laws, and while he was from a midsize town, the smalltown rural life always appealed to him because he liked space and had always enjoyed being outdoors.
He and Michelle's story, like many, was much more complicated than, moved, drifted apart, then eventually got a divorce. They had met when he was 29 and she was 27 through some mutual friends. He was a teacher while she was just getting her start in the business world having obtained her MBA. She had gotten hired at a decent size company and was doing well for herself, even though she was just starting out. Their romance had started out slow, but quickly blossomed; Ben having snagged one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, and Michelle seemingly attracted to him because he wasn't pretentious or egotistical like the small-town world she had grown up in where her family's power, money, and business made them essentially royalty.
After four years of dating, Ben proposed, and Michelle eagerly accepted. As they began to plan the wedding, Michelle's parents offered to foot the bill and they accepted, then they were surprised when Ben's parents scraped together the money to pay completely for their honeymoon. Ben really thought that they were going to be getting off on solid footing, but he began to notice changes in Michelle as she planned the wedding.
Very quickly, it became apparent that his opinions and ideas didn't matter because she had the wedding already planned out in her head. He wrote this off because he knew the old stereotype that women planned their wedding's since they were little girls. As they began to discuss moving in together and consolidating things, she began to criticize his belongings and saying they just needed to use her stuff or flat out get new, something that Ben made clear he didn't think was necessary or a wise financial idea.
That usually started off her criticizing him because as a teacher, he didn't make as much as her, and that meant she should have more say in their finances and what they had until he finished his administration license and got a higher paying job. He scoffed as he thought back about how anytime he used logic or made a valid point, especially in public, it tended to piss her off which led to more arguments. He always attributed it to the stress of her work and the planning of the wedding, but now looking back, it was just red flag after red flag that he ignored. Even with all of that, the wedding went off without a hitch, making all the local papers in her hometown and surrounding area, and for a while, things definitely improved.
He thanked Amanda as she dropped his burger off and brought him another beer. As he ate, his mind drifted to the decision to move back to her hometown; it all started one terrible morning when Michelle's sister Maggie called and tearfully told her that their parents had been killed. They have been traveling to the airport to check on some facilities they had out of state when due to the heavy fog, they apparently crossed the centerline and collided head on with a semi-truck carrying corn, killing them both instantly.
For the next ten days, Michelle and Ben spent time with her family trying to sort through everything along with the massive business holdings. Michelle had two siblings, Maggie who had already moved back home to work in the family business with her husband Jeff, and an older brother Eric who was married to a local girl named Ellen and had never left. Michelle had always been the proverbial golden child, she was the oldest, the smartest, and the one the company was supposed to be left to, which became apparent with her parents' death.
Probably the biggest shock was that the family's lake house about 10 minutes outside of town had been left to her and Ben, not just her. Those two revelations started a flurry of discussion between she and Ben, ultimately culminating in him resigning from his position at the end of the school year, her submitting her two weeks' notice, and them moving back to her hometown. Immediately after moving, she threw herself into the company, learning the ins and outs of a business that she knew very little about.
In the meantime, Ben began to apply for jobs, eventually landing one a couple of towns over at the local high school. As that summer came to a close, things were looking as positive as they could, given the circumstances. As fall and school began to ramp up, Michelle was still constantly busy at work, often working 12-hour days, Ben was doing much the same because of the new classes he was teaching, meaning they didn't see each other more than a couple hours a night and weekends. This didn't leave much time for couple things, especially sex, they were both often very tired, but when Ben would try to initiate, he would often be turned down.
This became even more common when they would fight and he would stand up to her; she would refuse to have sex, kiss, touch, and even talk to him in a lot of cases until he gave in and gave her what she wanted; to say Ben was beginning to be beaten down was an understatement. He didn't know anyone in her hometown, he had met some of her friends, and while they seemed okay, he only ever befriended a couple of them; even then, he always viewed them as Michelle's friends, not really his. He still talked to some of his friends from college and vented to his buddy Nick a lot, and even when Nick or his wife Erica tried to get Ben to see what was going on, Ben just ignored them, or blamed it on the stress.
Everything changed one Saturday evening when Ben returned early from a school trip that he had chaperoned. When he pulled into their driveway, there was a BMW parked in his usual spot, thinking it was one of Michelle's coworkers, he parked and headed inside. Not hearing them talking in her office, he figured maybe they were outback on the patio since it was a nice night. He set his suitcase down at the foot of the stairs and headed towards the kitchen and the back deck. As he entered the kitchen, he looked out the window and could see the hot tub was open; he found that strange and quickly opened the French doors, only to discover Michelle standing up, bent over the edge of the hot tub while Brad, her high school boyfriend railed her.
Even to this day, he had trouble remembering what exactly happened, he knew that he had yelled at them, and as they freaked out, he had taken a picture on his phone. There was a lot of yelling, so much so that the neighbors across the street heard and called the cops. Being a small area, the cops arrived quickly, just as Ben was heading back out the door with a suitcase and Michelle following him wearing a robe. Based on the report that had been provided to his attorney, there were a lot of expletives hurled at her as he got into his car and drove over an hour away to find a hotel.
The following Monday, when he began to call divorce attorney's, he began to run into a common issue, Michelle had used a lot of her connections and reached out to many of them, thus they wouldn't or couldn't represent him. After a couple hours of calling, he finally found an attorney and hour and a half away that would take him as a client. Ben agreed to drive and meet with him that day; after they met, the attorney was confident that Ben would be taken care of because the majority of their assets were shared, he had moved to help her, and the infidelity would also work in his favor.
Once Michelle was served with divorce papers, Ben found an apartment between her hometown and his work and with the help of a couple coworkers and Nick and Erica who flew in, they got his clothes and other thing out of the house while Michelle was at work, which turned into a fiasco itself because she had changed the locks and someone from her office had to come over and let him in, all while the cops stood by and the neighbors gawked.
At first, Ben wanted to just get the divorce done and split everything 50/50, but Michelle's first demand tried to screw him out of their joint bank account, a lot of the furnishings in the house, and some personal family things she claimed were gifts. When Ben read the demands, he saw red and told his lawyer, "I want blood."
After some back and forth, the day in court finally arrived and Michelle and Ben had to face each other for the first time in months. Ben had to laugh when he walked into the court room to find Brad, the catalyst in this whole thing sitting just behind Michelle and her lawyers. The judge essentially said that because he did make less than her, the funds in the accounts would be split 40% to him and 60% to her. Both vehicles would be refinanced out of the others name, they would each keep their individual pensions and IRA's account, but when it came to the house, things got juicy. Ben's lawyer provided evidence of the infidelity along with witness statements from people that it had been going on for at least six months. That, coupled with his moving to the area for her and other factors, the judge awarded Ben the house since it was in both of their name's according to the will, causing Michelle and her lawyers to protest viciously.
With their divorce final, Michelle was given 30 days to move her things out of the house, much to the ire of her siblings but also a lot of the town since Ben wasn't from there, and he had taken her to the proverbial cleaners by using an outside attorney. That local disdain was evident by the fact that his mail was often scattered on the yard, cashiers at the local supermarket wouldn't bag his groceries, and people in general just glared. That's why one night after a hard day at work, knowing he didn't have any beer at home, and knowing the hate people had for the Station, he stopped in and had found his new "home" every Thursday night for the last year.
As he was finishing up his burger and polishing off his second beer, he heard a voice that sounded familiar say, "Can I get my tab?"
He glanced over and saw Marissa Robinson, Michelle's high school friend and one of their bridesmaids. Marissa was one of the good one's as he thought, one of the few people he could probably call a friend, even though they didn't talk often, or hang out; she hadn't deleted him on social media like most people, she wished him happy birthday online, so he guessed that meant something.
As she waited for her tab, she glanced over and saw him, she said, "Ben?"
He gave a slight smile and nodded as Amanda set another beer down, "Hey Marissa."
She gave him a big smile, moved over to his stool, and gave him a side hug, "Long time no see, how you are doing?" He took a drink and gave her a sideways look, she smirked and said, "Besides the bitch that is Michelle."
The surprise must have been evident on his face because she laughed. He set his beer down, "That is not the response I was expecting."
She paused to sign her receipt, then said, "Well her cheating on you was shitty, then how she has acted since isn't any better."
He nodded, trying to be a bigger person when Michelle came up, I'm good, just working. How have you been?"
"I'm good. Work is..." Before she could continue her friends yelled at her, she looked at them, and seeing Ben starting another beer, she thought for a moment and said, "You going to be here for a bit?"
"Probably one more beer and the end of the game."
"Want some company?"
He gave her another confused look, "I don't want you to miss out on your friends."
She laughed again, "They are going home, they are all married and have kids, we were just getting dinner after work."
"Won't cause you any problems?"
She scoffed, "I don't care if it does, I don't associate with high school people much anymore."
With a shrug of his shoulders, he said "Sure, can I get you drink?"
She smiled and turned to walk back to her friends, as she did, she looked over her shoulder, "Vodka Cranberry."
He nodded and watched her walk back to her friends, taking her in. Marissa had always been incredibly down to earth, she still lived in the area and was working for a large insurance firm; she had taken over her dad's firm when he retired then merged with another two, forming a rather large agency that was providing the majority of the insurance policies for the businesses and farmers in the area.
He turned back and made the order, Amanda laughing and commenting, "Finding a lady to let you buy her drinks."
He laughed and shook his head, "I guess. She's an old friend."
"You're not from around here though?"
"She was a bridesmaid in my wedding. From the way it sounds, she's not friends with my ex anymore."
"Nice, she must be a good one then." He nodded and turned to see Marissa walking back towards him. She was dressed casually, wearing a pair of tight skinny jeans, black flats, a black top with a bit of cleavage showing, her glasses, and her short hair down and bangs pinned back, casual yet attractive.
She smiled at him and took over the barstool beside him, "Who's winning?"
"Cubs are up two in the seventh."
"Nice! So where were we?"
"You were just getting ready to tell me how you were doing."
"Oh yea!" For the next 45 minutes they caught up on life, Ben talking about how things were going at school with the year winding down, how living in the big house was going, and a host of other things. Marissa talked a lot about work, and they fell into a comfortable conversation quickly. What was supposed to be another beer turned into two more and an order of cheese sticks that were left over as the kitchen wound down.
Amanda appeared and said, "Okay guys, we are closing down."
Marissa playfully whined, "Oh come on!"
Ben and Amanda both laughed, with Amanda eventually saying, "To quote a band that is old like you two, "You don't have to go home, but you can't stay here.""
They all laughed again as Ben grabbed the tab, and after pulling out his wallet, tossed down three 20's and told her to keep it. They stood up and made their way out to the parking lot, as they reached her car, Marissa said, "Thank you for the drinks, we should do this again."
For some reason Ben said, "I've got stuff at the house, you wanna come back and sit outside, it's a nice night."
Marissa smiled, "That sounds awesome. What you got?" He listed the liquors he had and the beers in the fridge, she nodded, "I think I can find something in that. I'll follow you."
They climbed into their individual cars and as they pulled out of the lot, Ben couldn't help but think, "Why did I invite her back, that was really weird."
In the other car Marissa was smiling to herself, "He seems like he is getting back to normal, it'll be cool to hang out."
They made the 20-minute drive back to Ben's house and as they walked to the front door she said, "I like the paint color, much brighter."
"Thanks, the neighbors hate it which makes me like it more." She laughed as he held the door open for her. They made their way through the living room and into the kitchen where he asked her what she wanted; he didn't have any cranberry, so she settled for Sprite with her vodka while he poured himself a bourbon and ginger. "I'm going to use the restroom; you know the way to the back deck."
"Yep!"
When he emerged about five minutes later, he found her sitting right in the middle of the couch that overlooked the lake, he stopped and noticed that she had found the torches and the lighter, covering the deck in a soft glow. She looked up and smiled, "Here, I'll scoot over." She scooted over to the end of the couch, and he joined her on the other end. They both set their drinks down and she sighed, "It is always so beautiful out here."
He nodded, "Yeah, especially this time of year."
"So other than the paint outside and in the living room, what else have you changed?"
"Well, I got rid of the hot tub of ill repute."
She laughed, "I noticed it was gone."
"Yeah, didn't want that memory, been thinking about buying a new one that hasn't been tainted." She laughed, him joining in this time; he continued, "I moved into the one spare bedroom, haven't been able to bring myself to sleep in the master." She nodded knowingly as he took a drink and thought for a moment, "Oh! I bought a boat, Michelle and I already talked about getting one, so I bought a little open bow to run around on. That's really it though, I sold some of the stuff we had purchased and replaced it, changed the decorations a bit, but made sure I gave her back all the family's stuff."
"Well, that was nice of you."
He chuckled, "After everything she put me through, my buddy and his wife both said I should just burn it, but I decided to be the better person."
She laughed, sipping her own drink, "Well that was good of you. Can I ask something kinda personal?"
"My therapist said I shouldn't hold things in, so sure."
"I know about the cheating with Brad, but what else happened? You all seemed to be doing okay." He sighed, taking a long drink before setting it down and looking over the lake; after a minute or two of silence, he heard a solemn Marissa say, "Sorry I said anything."
He turned to her and gave a soft smile, "Don't be sorry. There's just a lot to say."
He felt her place a hand on his shoulder, "You don't have to tell me anything."
"No, it won't hurt. Where do you want to start?"
"Wherever you want."
He sighed and spent the next 15 minutes explaining all the different things that had occurred throughout their dating, up through their marriage, then culminating with the cheating. The entire time he spoke, Marissa simply nodded, adding in words of affirmation on occasion, asking clarification questions, and event patting his shoulder or leg when he struggled through specific parts.
As he got towards the end, he sighed, "You wanna know the worst part of it all?" She took another sip of her drink, finishing it and nodded, "Even through all the demeaning and terrible things she said, the worst was the withholding physical affection and touch. Just the hug at the bar, and touching my shoulder and leg is more physical touch than I got from her in the last 6 months of our marriage."
Marissa frowned, "Oh Ben, that is horrible. I don't know what happened to her, she was NEVER like that growing up. It is why we got a long, she wasn't like the rest of the rich kids in school. I understand stress does crazy things to people but demeaning you when all you ever did was treat her well, especially from what I saw."
He sighed, "I'm not 100% innocent, I said things that I shouldn't have, and taking this" gesturing towards the house, "probably wasn't the nicest thing to do, but I was so pissed off."



She nodded, "Understandable, so are you planning on staying around?"
"Hold that thought, I need another drink, you want one?"
She looked at her watch and saw that it was about 10, she thought, then said, "One more won't kill me."
He nodded and headed inside; as she watched him walk away, she began to think about all of the things he had said and like she had told him, she couldn't believe that her former friend had turned into the person he described, but seeing how she acted around town or when she would run into her, there was no denying that Michelle had become an entirely different person, someone that Marissa no longer recognized. She also couldn't help but notice that Ben had stayed in really good shape. She was a single woman after all and before everything blew up, she had spent a lot of time over at the house and on the lake with he and Michelle, she always noticed that Ben was someone who took cares of himself, and the jeans and t-shirt he wore tonight was no different.
She was snapped out of her thoughts as he returned, handing her the drink, and then sitting down again, she took a sip and said, "Thanks, that's perfect."
He smiled, "Welcome, so, enough about my issues, what's going on in your love life."
She laughed and picked up her drink, took a sip, then set it down, scooting closer a bit in the process. "Well, there is no love life."
He laughed, "What do you mean?"
"Just what I said, there is no love life. I haven't been out on a date in God knows how long. Come to think of it, this is the closest thing to a date I've been on in probably six months."
He chuckled, "How is that possible?"
"Well, I don't want to become a farmer's wife, and let's face it, that is about all that is around here."
He laughed, "You look good in flannel from what I remember."
She laughed with him, "And I look better in a dress or business clothes also, which I have more of."
They both laughed for a few moments, drinking, and sitting quietly until he broke the silence, "In all seriousness, and if I'm out of line, I'm sorry in advance. You're a beautiful woman and overall, just a great person, I am surprised guys aren't beating down your door."
She smiled, "Thanks, and they're trying, I'm just not answering. Also, you never answered my earlier question, are you planning on staying around?"
"I dunno, I do like the area, I really like the house and my job is solid. If I finish up my administration shit, I could probably get a principal job easy."
"But?"
"Yeah, there is a but; I would like to go out to eat around here without worrying about my food being spit in, or not have to pick my mail up off the lawn."
He laughed, letting her know that he at least had a good sense of humor about it, she laughed too before taking another sip of her drink, "Well I think you should."
"Oh really, why's that?"
"Cause I've had a good time tonight, you're down to earth and don't care who you impress, I like that."
He smiled, "I've had a good time tonight too."
She set her glass down and leaned in, "Give me a hug!"
He laughed and leaned in, hugging her, he noticed the smell of her shampoo and rather than a quick hug between friends, instead they both lingered, and when they pulled away, their eyes locked, and before either realized it, their lips were together in a kiss. They hesitantly kissed for a moment, before pulling away; Ben spoke first, "Whoa."
Marissa looked at him with large eyes, "Yeah, I didn't mean to..."
"I didn't either, but..."
"It was good."
"So good."
Their lips crashed together again, this time, the hesitancy from before was now gone, and they made out for the next few minutes, only breaking apart to take a deep breath before coming back together. With their kisses becoming more passionate, they both moved against other until Marissa pulled back for a breath, then panting, climbed into Ben's lap, and said, "This okay?"
He nodded his head enthusiastically and pulled her back to him. As their kisses heated back up, and their tongues wrestled between their lips, she began to grind against him, causing her to let out soft moans into their kiss, and him to let out groans as she rocked back and forth. They pulled away once again to catch their breath, they stared into each other's eyes, and before they could dive back in for another kiss, Ben said, "Wanna go inside?"
"I thought you'd never ask."
She got off and quickly made her way back inside, he quickly extinguished the torches and followed her. When he got into the kitchen, she was nowhere to be seen, so he laughed and called out, "Marissa?"
From the hallway, he heard her, "In here."
He made his way towards her voice and found her climbing the stairs. He chased after her and when they reached the top of the steps, she turned, and he pushed her up against the wall where their kissing resumed. His mouth moved from her lips to her cheek then to her neck as she groaned and began to work her hands up the back of his shirt. As it rose with her hands, he lifted his arms and pulled back so she could pull it off, then drop it on the floor.
She glanced at his now nude torso, "God you're hot."
He laughed, "I've had a lot of time to work out."
"I'd say it is working; come on."
She ducked underneath his arms and began walking down the hall, she walked right past the room he was sleeping in, he paused, "Marissa..."
"Shhhh... come on." When he didn't move, she turned and quickly peeled her own top of, dropping it on the floor, leaving her in her jeans and a black bra. She smiled and said, "Ben, I want you to fuck me in your old bed."
She pushed the door open, walked in and as she reached the bed, she glanced over her shoulder to see he had indeed followed her. She stopped and walked back to him, wrapping her arms around his neck, he said, "I've only been in here a few times, mainly when I bought a new mattress."
She kissed him again before pulling away and saying, "I figured, and I want to change that. You shouldn't be sleeping in the guest room of your own house.
He replied sheepishly, "It's not a big deal."
She pressed her finger to his lips, "Shhh. I've told you what I want, do you think you can do that?"
She palmed the growing bulge in his jeans, he let out a groan and replied, "Yes."
With a grin she stepped back and began to unbutton her jeans and with a shimmy of her hips began to work them down, exposing a matching pair of black panties. "Good, now I want you to do whatever you want to me, the only no is anal, that hole is exit only."
He couldn't help but laugh and began to work his own pants off, once they were both standing in their underwear, he closed the gap and pressed their bodies together, kissing her again. As they moved backwards toward the bed, her legs hit it first, and with a giggle, they fell onto the bed.
Their kiss continued until he raised up and said, "Wanna move up some." She nodded and they moved towards the top of the bed. As he hovered over her, he said, "I was always told if a woman matches her bra and underwear, she decided to have sex that night."
She smirked, reached between her breasts, undid the front clasp, and moving the cups free to expose a pair of breasts that he guessed were a C-cup. As he took them in, she said, "I didn't plan to have sex tonight, but I ALWAYS match my panties and bra, and you will find out, I REALLY like sex."
"Oh..."
She smirked, "And that is if I wear underwear."
He sighed and lowered himself to her; he kissed her lips before kissing his way down her body, pushing the bra to the side so he could have full access to her breasts. He spent the next few minutes essentially worshipping her breasts, kissing every square inch, sucking, and biting the nipples, cupping the soft flesh, using her sounds and motions as a guide to what she liked. The entire time, she ran her hands through his hair as she cooed and moaned at the pleasure.
As he left her breasts and began to kiss lower, she raised herself onto her elbows and watch him with a smile on her face. As he got to the waist band of her panties, she ran her hand back through his hair and softly said, "Stop."
He looked up at her, "I thought you said I could do whatever I wanted?"
She grinned, "Oh I did, but I've felt your cock pressing against me for the last 10 minutes, I would like to see and taste it."
She saw him glance away and say, "You don't have to."
She used her finger to lift his chin, "I know I don't have to; I want to. Is that okay?"
"It's just that Mich..."
She cut him off, "Would she not give you head?!"
He shook his head, "Only on my birthday."
Marissa twisted her face in annoyance, "That's stupid. Switch me positions and take those off." As they shuffled in bed, Marissa shrugged her bra off and tossing it onto the floor while Ben wiggled his way out of his boxers, allowing his cock to slip free, with him now on his back, his 7 inches of cock stuck straight up. Marissa turned around and gazed at it, feeling herself becoming wetter, then said, "You have a beautiful cock, I can't wait to taste and feel it."
"You're just saying...". His words were cut off as she bent at the waist, taking almost half of his cock into her mouth. He let out a groan as he felt her tongue flicking the underside and her lips began to work up and down his shaft. All he could do as she sucked was lean back, watch, and enjoy the feelings rolling through his body. At one point she tried to deep throat him, but couldn't quite touch her nose to his pelvis, causing him to let out a loud groan and subconsciously thrust upward.
His reactions were bringing a smile to her face and only encouraged her on, but her hair kept getting in the way, so she allowed his cock to slip from her mouth, but quickly replaced it with her hand as she said, "Can you hold my hair?"
"How?"
She bent down and hovered her mouth above his clock and said, "Just tangle your hand in there, I'll let you know if it hurts." He nodded, did as she said, and as she got ready to take him back into her mouth, she looked up and said, "Don't be afraid to guide me a little bit." Not waiting for him to respond, she took his cock back into her mouth, and proceeded to run her tongue and lips all over his shaft, taking special time to suck on the head. Like he did with her breasts, she paid special attention to his noises, but the biggest give away as to what he liked was when he would grip her hair firmer.
The tension on her scalp and his groans spurred her on to focus on specific spots, and those groans began to get louder, and she felt him lifting his hips more. She grinned and rose, allowing his cock to slip from her mouth again, "I promise you; I'll suck you off, but tonight, I really need you to fuck me."
He let out breath that he didn't even know he was holding, then shook his head and said, "I'll hold you too that."
She smiled, seeing his confidence, "Good."
He sat up so their faces were only a few inches apart, then pulled her into a kiss. They kissed for a few moments until he pulled away, "Can I return the favor?"
She got a sly look on her face, "I dunno, can you?" He got a confused look on his face for a moment until she took his cock in her hand and said, "Ben, you can do whatever you want to me, just tell me."
Understanding quickly, he said, "Take your panties off and swap me."
"That's better." She quickly did as he said and then lay where he had been, spreading her bent legs, exposing herself to him. Marissa varied her pubic hair, preferring minimalist, but there wasn't a set style she went with, being closer to summer, she had shaved a narrow landing strip about two inches long, that pointed directly to her now prominent clit.
Ben ran his hands up her thighs, causing her to sigh as he disappeared between them; she could feel his warm breath on her wet pussy, and shivered in anticipation. Ben took a deep breath, taking in her aroma, then kissing her thigh before moving onto her lips. He started out slowly kissing and licking her outer lips, causing her to begin cooing and gyrating her hips, craving his tongue all over her seeping pussy.
Ben noticed very quickly that Marissa was very wet, probably the wettest woman he had ever been with, spurring him on to begin making his way to her clit. He licked it gently first, causing her coo to turn to a moan, then took it in his mouth, sucking gently as she let out another moan. He felt her hand on his head, holding it to her and allowing him to focus on her clit for another few seconds. With another moan, her thighs clamped onto his head, and caught by surprised, Ben kept up what he was doing as she shook, and he felt wetness covering his chin.
As she calmed down and released his head, he pulled his head away and saw her chest heaving and her eyes closed, he softly asked, "Did you just cum?"
She bit her lip and shook her head, after taking a deep breath, she said, "You're amazing at that, and I cum very easy when someone knows what they are doing, and you CLEARLY do."
He grinned, enjoying the boost to his confidence, "Then you won't mind if I dive back in?"
She giggled, "Not at all. I just hope I don't drown you."
Once again, his head disappeared between her thighs, and instead of going back to her clit, she felt his hand separate her lips, then his tongue probing her opening. She let out another moan and lifted her legs and hips, providing him complete access to her. He spent the next few minutes pressing his tongue into her, flicking it against her inner walls, all while she moaned and held his head in place. With his tongue starting to get tired, and pulled it out and moved back up, taking her clit into his mouth again.
She let out a long moan due to the suction, but her eyes shot open when she felt two fingers enter her; the combination of the suction and his fingers, caused another orgasm to roll through her. This time, he kept up what he was doing, along with flicking her nub with his tongue and giving her pussy the come here motion. As one orgasm began to wane, she felt him press on her G-Spot, causing an even more intense orgasm hit her, this one causing her press into his mouth, and she felt herself squirt.
As the orgasm rolled through her, Ben once again felt his face getting wet, then there was a clear moment when that intensified. As her body slowly began to shake less, he let her clit slip from his mouth, slowed down his fingers, and spent the next few moments cleaning up her wetness that covered her slit along with his face. As she shuddered with each lick, he softened a bit more, not wanting to over stimulate her.
Once he was sure he had cleaned up her excess wetness, he raised up and smiled, she grinned then started laughing, "Oh my god, you're covered in me!"
"I think I did a good job?"
"You did a GREAT JOB!" She sat up and taking his face in her hands, pressed her lips to his, tasting herself and her own wetness getting on her face also. When their kiss ended, he lay back down and grinned, "So you ready to fuck me big boy."
Neither of them could keep a straight face and burst out laughing; Ben was laughing so hard, he doubled over resting his head on her stomach as they continued laughing. As their laugher died down, he raised back up, "I dunno about the big boy shit, but you did say you wanted to have sex."
"Good, because if you are as good with that thing as your mouth, this is going to be great." He leaned over on the bed, opening the nightstand and found a pack of condoms from when he was still married, he pulled one out and felt the bed shift. Marissa had sat up and she gave him a confused look, "Why do you have condoms?"
He looked down, almost ashamed, "She hated her birth control, so she got off it, and the thought of me cumming inside her grossed her out anyway."
Marissa sighed, took the condom from him, setting it on the bed, then lifting his chin with her finger, she looked into his eyes, "That is dumb, there's nothing gross about what you said." She paused to kiss him and feeling his tongue react, she knew he was taking her words to heart. As their kiss broke, she continued, "If you want to wear it, that's fine with me, but know I'm clean, I have an IUD, and I would love to feel you cum inside of me."
He groaned and pushed her back, climbing between her legs and lining the head of his cock up against her slit. As he pushed in, they both groaned, him due to the wetness and warmth as her walls engulfed him, her because he was bigger than average, stretching her slightly and scratching the proverbial itch that came from no sex in over six months.
As they got used to each other, she was pleasantly surprised when he said, "If there is a time after this, we can try other positions, but this time, I want to see you cum, especially when I do."
She moaned, "Oh fuck that is hot."
"I don't know how long I'll last; it's been a while."
"I don't care, just fuck me."
He began to thrust, slowly at first that almost seemed like love making rather than fucking; as much as she thought she wanted fast and hard, she found herself enjoying the steady thrusts, and when he did finally begin to speed up, she felt a small orgasm creeping up, then with a firm thrust, she let out a moan followed by, "Fuck!" as her orgasm flowed through her.
Ben continued this new pace as her orgasm washed over her, feeling her walls contract around him, causing him to moan as she did. With her orgasm subsiding, he raised up, changing the angle slightly before resuming his thrusts, this time much faster and firmer. The room began to fill with the noise of his pants and her moans. She found herself raising her hips to meet his thrusts and it wasn't long before she heard his breaths become more ragged, and his thrusts became more erratic.
Her finger immediately flew to her clit, pressing on it while rubbing in a circular motion, seeing this, Ben thrusted one more time into her and with a moan felt his balls contract as he began to cum. His vision became blurry and all he could do was hold his pelvis tight to her as he dumped over a year's worth of sexual energy into her.
Feeling his cock pulse, the splash of warmth of his cum, and her own touch, Marissa felt herself tumble over the orgasmic waterfall. Her pussy clenched, hard enough that if fought to expel his cock, leaving a little of his cum on her outer lips, then coating his pelvis with her own orgasm as she squirted once again.
With the apex of her orgasm behind her, she squeaked out, "Put it back in."
He fumbled with his wet cock and slipped it back inside of her. She shuddered and he could feel her walls gently squeezing him, he groaned, then his eyes shot open as she coaxed a bit more cum from. When he looked down at her, she was smiling; she reached up, gently pulling him to her, then kissing him. They spent the next couple of minutes kissing softly and stroking each other's skin as he softened inside of her.
She groaned as he rolled off her but took a deep breath before rolling onto her side, clenching her pelvic muscles and draped a leg of his while resting her head on his chest. They lay there silently for another few moments until he said, "Wow."
"She sighed, "Wow indeed. You're pretty good."
He laughed, "You're just saying that."
She lifted her head, smiling at him then becoming serious said, "No I'm not. That was amazing, you gave me exactly what I wanted."
"I'm glad, you were amazing too."
She jokingly replied, "I know!"
They both laughed and fell back into their silence. Ben looked at the clock and seeing it was a 11:30. Marissa was making no sign of leaving and he was really enjoying himself, he shifted a bit and said, "Do you want to stay the night?"
Marissa grinned to herself, but said, not wanting him to feel obligated, "I can leave if you want?"



"I don't."
"Okay, cause I'm comfy."
He laughed, "Do you want a towel?"
She cuddled up closer to him, "Not if you don't mind doing laundry in the morning?"
"Fine with me. I don't have to be at school until 10, scheduled two-hour delay."
"Good, "I'll just go in late. When will you get up?"
"Probably eight."
"Make sure I'm up."
He laughed, "Gotcha."
They fell back into silence, and just as he was dosing off, he felt her shift, then say, "I'm hot, but I'm not going anywhere, goodnight Ben."
He felt her roll away, turning her back to him, she was right, it was definitely a bit sticky because of their sweat and exertions. He rolled over and while not spooning her, he did get close enough and rested his hand on her hip before saying, "Night Marissa."
***
The next morning, Ben woke up with a groan; the groan though was not from the sun streaming in through the window, but rather the fact that Marissa was on her hands and knees between his legs with her cock in his mouth. His groan caused her to look up and smile with his cock still in her mouth. She continued to work her lips up and down the shaft, eliciting more moans and groans from him.
She finally paused and with a ragged breath said, "Good morning, are you always hard like this?"
He nodded, trying to focus on his words rather than her hand that was stroking him, or her breasts that subtly swayed has they hung down, "Yeah, but normally it just goes away."
She grinned, "Oh it's going to go away, after you cum."
He groaned as she lowered her head back down, kissing the head before kissing her way down his shaft. She looked up, grinning again before sucking one of his balls into her mouth. He let out a groan as she coated it with her spit, then rolled it around gently in her mouth. She let it slip from her mouth and quickly did the same to the other one. With both his balls thoroughly coated in her spit, she returned her lips to his shaft, and fondled his balls with her hand.
For the next few moments, as his groans became louder and more frequent, it wasn't long before he began to push up into her mouth, she pulled back, sucking firmly on the head before releasing it. He groaned in disappointment and whined, "You stopped."
She smiled back at him, "Oh I'm not done." She climbed off the bed, dropping to her knees, before looking in his eyes, "I wanted to be on my knees to finish you off." He nodded and quickly rotated, dropping his legs over the side; she stroked his cock with her hands, then said, "Why don't you stand up for this."
He stood and looked down at her as she took his cock back into her mouth. In this new position, she attacked his cock with renewed vigor, and he couldn't help but be turned on more, not only by the renewed enthusiasm at which she was sucking, but also at the sight of her on her knees in front of him. His hand found its way to her head, once again tangling it in her hair; she moaned and tried to take him as deep as possible, not quite getting him all the way in, she held him there, swallowing so he could feel the movement. As she began to gag, she pulled back, letting his cock slip from her mouth as she caught her breath.
He looked down at her, "You do that much more, I'm going to cum."
She giggled, "That's the whole point. Where are you gonna cum Ben?"
"Umm...I dunno. I've never had a girl finish me with her mouth."
"Really?" He shook his head in confirmation. She softly stroked his cock with her hand, wanting to keep him stimulated, but so she could still talk, "You can either cum on my face, or in my mouth."
"Oh."
Seeing the indecision on his face and hoping this wasn't a one-time deal she made the decision for him, "Cum on my face today, I can swallow your cum later. That work?"
He nodded and she lowered her lips back to his cock, "Just give me a heads up so I can quit sucking." Before he had time to reply, she sucked his cock back into her mouth and proceeded to try and suck the cum from him. His grip on her hair increased, causing a bit of pain, but that simply encouraged her more.
It only took another 30 seconds of this for him to feel his orgasm approach and he exclaimed, "Fuck, I'm going to cum!"
She sucked hard one more time before pulling her mouth from him; she quickly replaced her mouth with her hand and began to jack him off. It only took three or four pumps for him let out a groan and she saw then felt the first rope of cum erupt from his cock. She closed her eyes, continuing to stroke him as he moaned, and she felt more cum hitting her face. She felt his orgasm slow, but she kept her hand moving and finally felt a drip of cum land between her tits. She let go of his cock, and not feeling anything on her eyes, opened them and looked up, seeing Ben steadying himself on the bed caused her to grin. She stuck her tongue out, gently licking the drop of cum that hung from the tip causing him to shudder.
When he finally recovered, he opened his eyes and looked down, Marissa was sitting on her heals smiling up at him, his cum completely covering her face. Based on prior experiences, he felt a wave of guilt, "Oh god Marissa, I'm sorry!"
She looked at him confused, "Why are you sorry, I told you to do it."
Remembering that, he looked down at his feet, "I know but it's a lot."
She stood up as he sat down on the bed, "It's okay, I like that you cum so much. Can you get me a towel though?"
"Of course!" He rushed to the bathroom, returning with a towel and handed it to her so she could wipe her face.
She wiped her face off, smiling she stood up, "Where do you want me to put this?"
"I'll just take it and throw it in the hamper and wash everything later."
"Okay, now go take a quick shower and I'm going to go find us something to eat."
"You don't have to do that."
She gently pushed him towards the shower, "I know, but I want to. Now go shower."
Ben nodded and made his way into the bathroom, dropping the towel in the hamper before turning the water on. When the water was warmed up, he climbed in, and as he washed himself, he couldn't help but ask himself, "What the hell just happened?" Obviously, he and Marissa had hooked up, and clearly, they both enjoyed it, but he was confused as to why.
Sure, she was attractive, he had always thought so, but he never expected anything like what had happened over the previous 12 hours to occur. As he washed his hair, his mind drifted to a negative area, questioning, "What if this is all a set up?"
He dwelled on that for a few moments, but as he replayed the evening and the morning, she either had to be a great actor OR she really did enjoy herself. He thought about what his therapist had said, and weighed what he knew were facts, versus what his cautious side was telling him, and he ultimately decided that there were no ulterior motives to what had happened.
Climbing out of the shower, he dried off, grabbed a pair of blue jeans and a school t-shirt before making his way downstairs. As he reached the first floor, he could smell eggs and ham cooking along with coffee brewing. As he entered the kitchen, he found Marissa standing at the stove in her shirt from the night before and her underwear. He grinned and said, "Damn, that's a hell of a breakfast treat."
She turned and smiled, "Glad you like it. Now sit, the omelets are about done."
"Omelets?"
She slid a plate in front of him along with a cup of coffee, "Yeah, ham and cheese. That was about all the ingredients you had for breakfast."
She sat at the bar beside him, and they ate in silence before Ben was halfway through his breakfast and he said, "Damn that is good."
She grinned, "Glad you like it, I can do a lot of things well."
He smirked, allowing his eyes to trail up her bare legs, "I can tell, and I've enjoyed every one of them."
She caught him staring and crossed her legs before giving him a gentle push, "Keep those eyes on your food, we both have to go to work."
He laughed and they finished their breakfast talking about random things they saw on their phones and in the news, along with plans for the weekend. As they finished up, she sighed and stood up, he stopped her, "Let me get the dishes, go ahead and go get ready."
"Yeah, I should probably put pants on, I'll just shower at home. I saw your spartan shower supplies."
He laughed, "You're the first woman that's been here other than my buddy's wife in a year, I don't need much."
She shook her head and made her way upstairs while he loaded the dishwasher. She returned a few minutes later dressed and her hair pulled up in a ponytail. He turned and offered her a to-go mug of coffee, she smiled, "Thanks, I'll get it back to you."
He smiled, not wanting to fall into a puppy love mistake and pressure her, "If not, it's not a big deal, I have a few."
She looked at the cup, "It's a Yeti, I'll get it back to you. What you doing for dinner?"
Unsure of what to say, he thought for a moment, then said, "Ummm, I dunno, probably grab something on the way home, maybe grill since it is supposed to be a nice evening and weekend."
She nodded, "How about I bring dinner over?"
"You don't have to do that."
She smiled again, "I want to, but I won't if you don't want."
Seeing her be a little forward, Ben decided to be also, "Sure, dinner sounds fine, if you want, bring your bathing suit and we will go out on the lake Saturday."
She turned his head and looked at him a bit sideways, he immediately thought he had messed up, but her glance quickly turned to a smile, "That sounds great. Do you have my number?"
He let out an audible breath of relief and said, "I think so."
After double checking that they had the others number, they made their way to the door; they stepped out onto the front porch and stood awkwardly for a moment before she smirked and feigned annoyance, "We had serious sex and I woke you up with a blowjob, can I at least get a hug?"
He looked down, "Sorry!"
He stepped towards her and pulled her into a hug, they each squeezed, and she whispered in his ear, "I'm just messing with you. You need to be more confident, it's sexy when you are."
He pulled back and leaned in kissing her; her eyes opened in surprise, but quickly closed as they kissed. She tried to deepen it, but he pulled away, "How's that for confidence?" She nodded while biting her lip; he smirked, "Good, now go to work, I'll see you tonight?"
She shook her head again, "Yeah, I should be by around 6."
"I'll see you then." He watched her get in her car and drive off. As her car disappeared out of sight, he looked up and waved at one of his neighbors that was out weeding her flower bed. The woman ignored him, and he shook his head at the coolness he still experienced. He spent the next 15 minutes getting his lunch packed for school and just as he was getting ready to head out, his phone vibrated. When he looked at it, he saw "Marissa Robinson."
Again, his mind couldn't help going straight to the negative and tell him, "She's already changed her mind." He opened the message but instead of her canceling, he saw, "Thanks again for last night, I had a lot of fun. I left you a present upstairs."
He checked the time, seeing that it was 9:15 and his drive to school was only 20 minutes, he set his things down and ran upstairs and walked into the bedroom, he smiled because he could see that she stripped the bed, but something was out of place and caught his attention. He walked over and smiled; on his pillow were her underwear from the night before along with a note, picking it up, it read, "Just a little reminder of last night, see you tonight."
He grinned, set the panties down where she had left them and texted back, "Got your present, thanks."
She responded with a winking emoji, causing him to laugh before grabbing the sheets and the towel from earlier, then taking them downstairs and putting them in the washer before heading to school.
****
Ben's day dragged, but there was a clear pep in his step, something his students and co-workers noticed, many of them commenting that he was in good mood. He explained it away by talking about the end of the year, the upcoming nice weekend, and how he was looking forward to getting the boat out on the lake.
Around lunch time, he got a text from Marissa, "How does steak, shrimp, baked potato and brussels sprouts sound?"
He responded, "Lol, like you are trying to make me fat."
She responded with a smile emoji and, "Want to make sure you have plenty of energy," followed up with another winking emoji.
They texted for a few more minutes about dinner and him committing to getting a bottle of wine. He set his phone down on his desk and taught his next to last class of the day. When he finally sat down at the end of the 40-minute lecture, he picked it up and saw he had a text not from Marissa, but instead Michelle.
His shoulders sunk as he opened it and read, "What was Marissa doing at MY house last night?!"
He rolled his eyes and thought about ignoring it, but then remembering what Marissa had said before she left, he texted back, "First, it isn't your house, it is my house, there are a couple legal documents saying that." He took a deep breath before typing he second message, "Who I hang out with or have over is none of your business. Are you spying on me?"
His messages elicited a couple of text bubbles before they disappeared, and he chuckled to himself, realizing he had left her momentarily speechless. He set his phone down and proceeded to teach his last class of the day. When the final bell rang, he returned to his desk and saw he had a text from Marissa, causing him to smile. Opening it, it read, "Is it going to be a big deal if I do some work tomorrow morning?"
He frowned slightly, "No, but if we need to reschedule, we can."
"Nonsense, I'll do it in the morning, will probably only take a couple hours."
"Okay, I can mow while you do that."
"Do it shirtless?" followed by another winking face.
He laughed, "For you I will, you can sit on the upstairs deck and watch."
"Count me in! See you in a few hours."
He smiled again, but after closing out of her message, he saw that Micelle had responded, causing his smile to become a frown. Clicking on the message he read, "Ben, if you think hanging out with my friends is going to piss me off, you're right, it will."
He rolled his eyes, "I don't really care if I piss you off. Once again who I hang out with is none of your damn business, but from what I've heard, you haven't spent much time with your "friends" since you and Brad got back together."
Before he could set his phone down, she had responded, "That was out of line! You need to move and sell me MY house. We had a good run, but it ran its course. This isn't your home, and it never will be."
Feeling himself getting angry, he took five deep breaths then typed, "This whole conversation is out of line. I've already told you, as have the courts, the house is mine. I have a solid job and they are paying for me to finish my administrative certificate. I'm not going anywhere for a while. Now, Leave. Me. Alone."
He thought about waiting for her to reply, but instead, he clicked on her contact, scrolled down, and hit "Block Caller." After confirming it, he sighed, feeling a wave of relief wash over him. He began to gather up his things, he picked up a stack of essays that needed grading, but rather than put them in his bag, he placed them back on his desk, deciding that he wanted to be able to enjoy the entire weekend with Marissa.
As he finished packing, he texted Marissa, "Heading home, need me to pick anything up?"
"Just the wine."
"Alrighty, can't wait to see you."
"Ditto!"
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"Thank you, Mrs. Bowers." Adam Walker said as he sipped his drink. Eileen Bowers was one of his parents' friends who had been invited to their annual Fourth of July party. This year's party was pulling double duty as a graduation party for Adam, and she was one of many that had congratulated him on his recent graduation from the MBA program.
As she left to mingle, Adam headed back towards the buffet table, grabbing some more finger foods before refilling his rum and Coke. He was beginning to grow tired of all the mingling; the party had started at five and now as the clock neared 10, people were slowly beginning to trickle out. All his friends had come and gone, heading to more exciting parties, but his parents expected him to remain. His only solace was that his longtime neighbors and friends Makayla and Sydney were still hanging out.
Makayla and Sydney Higgins had moved in across the road from Adam and his parents when he was six. Sydney was the same age as Adam, both 24 and Makayla was a few years older, now 27. They had all become very close, constantly running between each other's houses and yards. As they got into high school, things changed a little bit, Makala was older than them and had her own group of friends, and Sydney had become one of the popular kids after joining the cheerleading squad, then later the dance team. In the meantime, Adam wasn't exactly a nerd, but he wasn't a member of the cool kids either, mainly getting involved with the school's successful DECA program and winning a state title with the swim team.
While they stayed in touch after high school and saw each other periodically over holidays, this month was the first time all three of them had been home and together for an extended period in a few years. Adam was staying with his parents while he apartment hunted as he prepared to start his new job, Sydney had moved back to the area after taking a nursing job at the local hospital, and then there was Makayla. Adam thought back to what his parents, then Makayla had told him.
After graduating college a year early, Makayla had married her college sweetheart, James Miller. Everything had seemed perfect, they had the beautiful wedding, the nice house and everything looked great, but two years in, James started "working late," more often. He was in upper-level management at a local factory, so late nights were expected. Makayla had grown suspicious but didn't have any proof since everything seemed to be normal, they didn't fight, and he still treated her great. One night after he had texted her that he would be working late on a big project, she decided to take him dinner, so she grabbed Chinese takeout for them.
The doors were still open when she arrived, so she let herself in and made her way to his office, where as cliché as it sounded, she found her husband naked from the waist down with his secretary with her skirt hiked up bent over his desk. She screamed, dropping the food, and interrupted their tryst. They both began bumbling in embarrassment; she had enough sense to snap a picture with his literal pants around his ankles before fleeing out of the office. She had made the two-hour drive to her parent's house where she had been ever since. That was over a year ago at this point, and the divorce was now finalized, everything was split 60-40 to Makayla, and he had to pay alimony for five years or until she remarried.
As more and more people began to trickle out of the party, Adam glanced around, looking for the Higgins sisters, and he found them sitting on a swing under one of the many trees that dotted his parent's backyard. He grabbed them both another glass of wine and made his way over to where they were sitting. He handed them their glasses and said, "I wish this damn thing would just wrap up."
Both girls laughed and Sydney said, "Yeah, seems like the Bowers, Bakers and the McDonalds are going to hang around forever."
Makayla nodded her head in agreement, "Mrs. Bowers would not stop asking me about how I was doing and if I had started "looking for a new man" yet."
Adam laughed, "She was asking me what happened to my "nice girlfriend Rhonda"."
Sydney looked at him funny, "Wasn't her name Rebecca?"
"Yeah, and we only dated for like six months, she was here twice." All three of them laughed as they discussed the weird comments and questions that the three of them had been asked over the course of the evening. As they began to calm down, Adam asked, "So what else you two got going on?"
Makayla shrugged her shoulders, but Sydney replied, "Whenever we leave here, I am going home and getting in the pool. It is too damn hot and humid."
All three of them nodded in unison, the daytime temperature had got to 85, and the humidity was almost as high. Adam had opted for a pair of shorts and polo for the party, while both girls had opted for dresses, Makayla's, a navy blue short-sleeve, that fell to just below her knees, and Sydney's, a one shoulder white with a blue pattern that fell to her mid-thigh. Adam had admired both since they all hit puberty, and tonight was no different.
Makayla was the more conservative of the two, always keeping her hair at shoulder length with bangs, and her outfits never flashy or too revealing, which she always commented was a challenge since she was the bigger and the curvier of the two. Sydney on the other hand embraced her femineity, with the body of a cheerleader, she had a great ass, but not much up top; although, she always found a way highlight her best features and she tended to cause men to stare when she walked by.
Adam nodded his head, "That sounds amazing. Dad didn't want to open ours up this year, something about never using it."
Makayla nodded, "Mom said the same thing last year, but with me moving home, they decided to open it up."
"They've even talked about taking it out and filling it in to make the house easier to get rid of when they're gone," Sydney added.
"Understandable, I think my parents think this place will sell better with a pool. I guess we will wait and see," Adam said with a shrug.
They continued to talk until Sydney stood up, "Okay, I'm done, I've got sweat rolling all over me, I'm going home to swim. Mak, you coming?"
Makayla stood up, "I think so, my dress is sticking to me, and the pool does sound nice. You wanna come too?"
Adam thought it over for a second, "Let me see if I am excused."
Adam walked over to his parents who were talking with their friends Tim and Brenda McDonald, he filled the McDonalds in on his plans after prompting from his parents, he added, "With everyone gone, you mind if I head out with Mak and Syd and go for a swim?"
Looking around and seeing that most of their guests were gone, his father nodded and said, "Go ahead, we can clean up in the morning."
Adam nodded and thanked them and the McDonalds for coming before heading back over to where Sydney and Makayla were waiting, "I'm good to go, let me go change and grab something to change into once we are done, then I'll be over."
Makayla nodded and Sydney said, "We are fresh out of drinks, you got anything good?"
Brandon thought for a minute, "I think there is a pack of vodka High Noons and a pack of tequila High Noons in the basement fridge."
Makayla let out an audible "Yum." Causing them all to laugh, she replied to their laughs, "What? I like the tequila ones."
Sydney smiled, "Bring both."
"Sounds good, see you in about 10."
"Just come around back, we'll unlock the gate."
***
After changing and grabbing the drinks, Adam made his way out the garage, across the street, and through the gate of the Higgins' house. He had made this trip so many times, it was almost like a second home to him. He made sure to shut the gate behind him, then walked around the corner of the house into their backyard; the girls had turned the string lights on that ringed the patio and pool, bathing the area in a warm glow. They had also turned the music on, but they hadn't come out yet; while waiting, he took the drinks into the pool house and after grabbing two vodkas and one tequila, he put the remainder in the fridge.
As he exited the pool house, MaKayla and Sydney were coming out of the main house, holding towels for all of them. He greeted them, and they smiled, with Sydney saying, "You got here fast."
He chuckled while handing them each a drink, "Guys bathing suits are a little less complicated. Drinks?"
"Thanks!" MaKayla said as she set the towels and her phone down on the table, Sydney did the same and immediately stripped off her long t-shirt exposing her bikini.
She looked at Adam and playfully said, "Hey Adam, this is new, as a guy, what do you think?"
He shook his head but took in her bikini clad body as any man would do when a beautiful woman asked his opinion. Her bikini consisted of a white halter floral print top and a pair of high waisted bottoms that came to just below her belly button with rouching across the front and a full coverage back, which was still a bit cheeky considering her prominent ass. He acted like he was thinking for a moment, mainly to not stare and start getting an erection before he said, "Very nice, the bottoms aren't what you typically wear, but still very nice."
She grinned and bounced a little on her toes, "Thanks, I wasn't sure about it when I ordered it."
Meanwhile, MaKayla had sat down and cracked her drink while rolling her eyes at Sydney fishing for compliments; Sydney stopped bouncing and looked at her, "Why don't you show him your new bathing suit?"
MaKayla blushed a bit, taking a sip of her drink, "He'll see it when I get in the water in a few."
Adam smiled at MaKayla, ignoring Sydney's taunts, "I'm sure it'll look great."
MaKayla blushed again; Adam kicked his flip flops off and peeled his shirt off, revealing his lean frame. MaKayla caught herself staring a bit but was snapped out of it when she heard Sydney yell, "Cannonball!"
Both MaKayla and Adam looked as Sydney did just that, making a decent size splash for someone who probably weighed no more than 130 pounds. They both laughed and Adam turned to MaKayla and said, "I think I'll join her."
He took off at a jog and dove in before finally emerging in the shallow end. For the next 5 minutes Adam and Sydney floated around and relaxed on the inflatables that were in the pool. Adam swam over to the edge to take a drink and looked up at MaKayla, "You gonna get off your phone and get in or not?"
MaKayla replied, "I'm looking at work emails, give me a minute."
He laughed, taking another drink as Sydney said, "Girl it is Thursday, tomorrow is a banking holiday, then it is the weekend. Work emails can wait, come on!"
MaKayla sighed and put her phone down before standing up, she looked at both Sydney and Adam who were now propping themselves up on the edge of the pool and said, "Fine, but no laughing."
Sydney rolled her eyes, "I've already seen it, I helped pick it out, why would I laugh?"
Adam added on, "Yeah Mak, I'm sure you look great."
MaKayla blushed, "It's just not what I normally wear." She took a deep breath and pushed her gym shorts down. Due to her shirt and the lighting, Adam could just make out that the bottoms were a deep purple. She reached down and grabbing the hem of her shirt, peeled it off, exposing the rest of her bathing suit. The top matched the bottoms in color and texture; the style resembled a crop top but was a solid v-neck, and the bottoms were a higher rise than Sydney's. She turned around to put her shorts and shirt on the chair, and Adam could see that the top was a halter like Sydney's, and the bottoms provided similar coverage.
From beside him, Adam heard Sydney whistle, causing MaKayla to turn around and glare at her, "Stop that!"
Sydney laughed, "What? You look hot sis."
Adam smiled at her, seeing her apprehension, "The suit looks great Mak, as do you."
She blushed again, "Thanks." Instead of jumping in, MaKayla walked down the steps and eased into the water. For the next half hour, they swam, splashed, talked, and drank.
As they polished off the equivalent of the first case, Sydney said, "Okay, we are through the first twelve, I'm going to go tinkle, then I'm getting us each another one, but then I'm taking a break."
Adam and MaKayla floated around a bit more while Sydney did her errands and feeling her inhibitions laxing, MaKayla said, "Do you really like this suit?"
Adam giggled, knowing that she had caught him looking a couple of times, then said, "I think you look great in it."
She smiled, "Thanks, I've been exercising more and trying to eat better. When Syd and I were shopping, she convinced me to buy this. I knew you were safe to wear it around."
Before he could reply, they heard Sydney yell, "Drinks up!"
They both laughed and MaKayla said, "I think I'm going to get out too."
"Then I'll join you."
They both climbed out of the pool, grabbing their drinks, then settling down in the lounge chairs on the pool deck. The three sat in silence for a few moments before Sydney groaned, "How is it still so hot."
MaKayla replied, "I know, I think it is only supposed to get down to like 75 tonight."
"Yuck!" Adam responded before taking a long pull of his 5th drink.
They continued to sit in silence before once again Sydney broke it by dragging her chair so that she was facing the two of them, "Adam, truth or dare?"
"What?"
"Pick one."
"I know how to play, but why are you asking."
"We used to play when we were younger, so I thought it'd be fun."
MaKayla chimed in laughing, "I was like 17 and you guys were like 15."
Sydney nodded, "I know. We are older and have done more exciting things, let's play."
Adam and MaKayla looked at each other and Adam shrugged, "Why not? Ummm...Truth."
Sydney whined, "Lame! When was the last time you got laid?"
"Jesus Syd, going right for it aren't you?"
She giggled, "You have to answer, come on."
He shook his head, "About four months ago. Then I got busy with school." Both women let out "Ooos" causing Adam to shake his head, "Okay, my turn. Mak, Truth or dare?" MaKayla didn't hesitate and said truth, Adam thought for a moment, then asked "What do you think your best physical asset is?"
MaKayla started giggling, she finally took another drink and replied, "I really like my tits."
This response caused all three of them to giggle, and Adam couldn't help but feel a stirring in his shorts, thinking about MaKayla's tits.
Okay, my turn, "Sydney, Truth or Dare?"
"I'll keep the trend, Truth!"
"Who was your first kiss?"
Adam immediately looked away and Sydney began to blush and then said softly, "Adam."
"What!" Sydney and Adam both quickly took long drinks and looked at each other. "Okay pause, what's the back story on that? How did I never know?!"
Sydney and Adam looked at each other and Adam finally responded, "We were like 12 or 13 and it just happened on day around the pool."
"Awwww. That's so cute!"
"Oh, shut up!" Sydney said.
They all giggled, and Sydney finally asked, "Adam, truth or dare?"
He thought for a minute, "What the hell, Dare."
Both women let out collective "Oooos" and Sydney said, "This needs to be good." She thought for a moment, the silence causing Adam to get nervous, "I dare you to run around the entire backyard naked."
"What!?"
"You heard me, run around the yard naked or you lose."
Not wanting to be called a loser, he stood up, untied his shorts, paused then pushed them down. As he kicked them free, he heard the girls whistle and took off running. As he got to the farthest part of the yard, he turned back and came jogging back towards the women as they continued to hoot and holler.
As he neared them, both women couldn't help but stare. They had both seen him naked when they were younger, prepuberty, but now he was a fully grown man, and that was on full display. Adam had a toned body, his muscles clearly visible in the faint light, but both of their eyes were drawn to his cock. It wasn't hard, but it was semi-erect, and Sydney thought to herself that it would most likely be pushing eight inches when completely erect.
He returned to his seat and sat down, grabbing his towel, and covered himself while taking a drink. Once he had caught his breath a bit, he looked at Sydney, "Okay Syd, truth or dare?"
"You're supposed to ask Mak!"
"No, I get to ask whoever I want; so, truth or dare?"
"Ummm, dare?"
"Is that a question?"
"Dare."
"I dare you to take your top off and leave it off."
"What?"
"If I have to be hanging around here naked, someone else better too." As he finished, he couldn't help but laugh, Makayla joining soon after.
"That's not fair!"
He cut her off with a laugh, "You started it.'
Makayla joined in on the taunting, "Yeah come on Syd, it's not any different than flashing people at Mardi Gras last year."
Sydney sighed, Adam cutting her off again, "You'll just lose if you don't."
"Fine!" She stood up and set her drink down, then reached behind her back and struggled for a minute.
Adam laughed, "Problems?"
"Yes!" She walked over to his chair and turned around, essentially sticking her ass in his face, a sight that wasn't lost on him. "I've had too much to drink and it's double knotted, untie it."
He grinned, inside enjoying the idea of seeing her topless up close as he went to work on the knot. Being able to see it and handling the drinks a bit better, he quickly had the knot undone, "All done."
She stepped away and without turning around, lifted the top over her head and said, "Now what?"
Before Adam could reply, Makayla beat him too it, "Just add it to the pile with his shorts." Sydney rolled her eyes but did it before sitting down and quickly grabbing her towel to cover up. Adam and Makayla both laughed, but Makayla added, "Nope, I believe he said to leave it off."
"I did, it is off. Plus, he is covered up. It's your turn, ask!"
Makayla had to laugh at her little sister's annoyance; she thought for a moment trying to come up with a question, when she finally asked, "Okay Adam, truth or dare?"
"Seeing as I'm sitting here naked, let's do...Truth."
"Are you a grower or a shower?"
Sydney exclaimed, "Whoa Mak, getting good!"
They all laughed, especially Adam since this was a side of Makayla he had never really seen. He took another long drink of his drink, "I think I am a grower. At least that's what I've been told."
There was collective "Ooos," from both girls followed by more laughter as Sydney said, "Okay Mak, Truth or Dare."
"Dare, why not?"
The words had barely left her mouth when Sydney said, "Adam and I are both topless, I dare you to remove your top too and not cover up."
Mak's eyes grew to the size of saucers and Adam quickly looked between the two of them realizing how quickly this had escalated, even if they all three were tipsy, if not getting drunk. The three of them sat in silence for at least 30 seconds until Sydney added, "Well?"
Mak's brain was going into overdrive, sure Sydney had seen her naked, they did share a room until Sydney was 16, but Adam had never seen her like that, even this bathing suit was the most revealing he had probably seen. At the same time, Adam could feel blood beginning to fil his cock, the thought of seeing Mak topless was something he had always thought about since he his puberty and she was well into her teens at that point.
To Adam's credit, other than the slight tent forming under the towel, he kept his thoughts to himself and his mouth suit. Sydney on the other hand kept with her pressure and with a. smirk said, "Come on Mak, you dared me, it is your turn, or you lose."
Makayla took a deep breath, "Can I make a request?"
Trying to break the tension, Adam said, "Sure."
Sydney looked at him and frowned, but with a look from him she nodded, "I guess so."



Mak took another deep breath and then said, "If I have to be uncovered, will both of you uncover?"
Sydney quickly said, "Sure, doesn't bother me."
Makayla looked at Adam, "Adam?"
He shrugged his shoulders, aware of what the girls were about to see and then relented, "Seems fair."
"Okay, I'm going to go get us all refills, then I will take it off when I get back."
There were nods all around and Makayla walked off to get them each a drink, once she was out of earshot, Adam looked at Sydney a bit concerned, "Sydney, we are going to have a problem!"
She giggled, "What's that?"
"I'm sitting around a pool, half-drunk with two beautiful women, things are happening."
She giggled again, glancing down at his towel, "Oh I can tell, we are going to get a confirmation on the grower or shower."
Re rolled his eyes, "You're a bitch sometimes."
She laughed again, "I know, but you like me anyway."
Their banter was interrupted as Makayla got back, handing them each two more cans, before sitting hers down by her chair. She reached behind her neck and thought to herself, "Here goes nothing." She quickly untied the bow behind her neck and before it could sag, she quickly grasped the bottom of her top and pulled it over her head and dropping it in the pile of clothes.
As the top dropped from her hands, Adam couldn't help but stare as her tits settled. For the first time in his life, he finally got to see Makayla topless, he guessed that her breasts were a D-cup, if not a DD with nipple that looked like they were as big as his pinky. He let out an audible, "Wow," and felt himself growing harder.
Makayla blushed, but quickly sat down and gathered her wits before saying, "Okay you two, you know the deal."
Adam hesitated, causing Sydney to reply, "Fine." She grabbed the towel she had draped over herself and tossed it to the ground, leaving her naked from the waist up. Once again Adam couldn't help but stare a bit. Where Makayla's breasts were large, Sydney's were probably no larger than a B, and even with their swell, there was no sag to them as they sat high on her chest with pencil eraser nipples pointing right at him and Makayla.
Adam took a deep breath as his cock began to grow even more and knowing what was next. His eyes darted between the girls and Makayla surprised him by saying, "Okay dude, you know what's next."
He felt himself blush, before saying, "I just want to say, with two beautiful girls, this was inevitable." He closed his eyes and pulled the towel away, exposing his 8in cock that was beginning to stick straight up from his body. When he dropped the towel, he heard one of the sisters inhale sharply and the other mutter, "Damn." But couldn't place which was which. After what felt like an eternity, he opened his eyes and smiled, "Who's turn is it?"
Makayla heard him, but her eyes and her brain were drawn to his cock. She knew from his naked lap that he was well endowed, but seeing it erect lest than three feet from her was something entirely different. She could see the veins pressing from the shaft, and other than her dildo she bought on a dare in college, she wasn't sure she had seen a cock as large as his, not her ex-husbands, he was barely average. As much as she would have loved to avoid it, she felt her hormones begin to react as dampness began to permeate from her pussy.
Sydney on the other hand let out a "Damn boy! Who knew you were packing that thing down there! Why don't you have a girlfriend!?"
Adam blushed at the attention and looked down, grabbing a drink, and taking a long pull of liquid courage, and said, "Okay who's turn is it?"
Makayla shook the perverted thoughts from her head and replied, "I think it's yours."
He nodded and looked around before settling on Sydney, "Truth or Dare?"
"Truth."
"Do you ever watch porn, if so, what kind?"
Makayla chimed in, "Yeah, what kind of juicy stuff is on that laptop?"
Sydney laughed, "Of course I watch porn. I haven't had a boyfriend in over a year, and only gotten laid a couple times with a fuck buddy at school."
Makayla and Adam both nodded, and added asked, "And what kind?"
Sydney took a drink, "Normal stuff I guess, guy and girl, it's actually pretty vanilla stuff. I hate stuff that is obviously fake."
Adam and Makayla once again both nodded, Makayla said, "My turn. Adam, truth or dare?"
"I'll stick with truth."
"What is your biggest fantasy?"
"Oooo, that's a good one." He thought for a moment, and as his face contorted in thought he added, "Can I have more than one?"
Both girls laughed and Sydney deferred to Makayla, she said, "Sure why not."
Adam thought for a second, "Okay, so the thought of having sex with someone I love somewhere risky, like on the beach or in a park is really hot to me."
Both women could feel themselves reacting to what he said, and Sydney asked, "Awww! And the other one?"
He laughed, "It is the standard guy one."
Makayla gave him a puzzled look, "And that is?"
"I would love to have sex with two women at one time."
Sydney burst out laughing before saying, "I KNEW it! Why does every guy want that?"
He smirked, "Nope, you can't ask follow ups."
"Fine!" Sydney exclaimed. She continued, "Okay, my turn. Mak, Truth or Dare?"
"I'll stick with truth."
"Have you ever faked an orgasm?"
Makayla scoffed as she finished her latest drink, "Of course, most nights when I was married."
"Oh damn!" Sydney shook her head.
Adam frowned as he thought to himself while taking her in, "How could you not worship her body?" He quickly shook his thoughts off as that one had caused his cock to become fully erect, something that was not missed by either woman. After a lull he said, "My turn. "Syd?"
"Dare."
Makayla responded, "Ooo more fun."
They all laughed, and he said, "I dare you to describe how a guy would get you off?"
Makayla's eyes got large again, at the sexuality of his question, then she did realize he was hard as a rock and her and her sister were sitting topless. As she took a deep breath her brain wandered, "I wonder what his cock feels like?" She shook her head as Sydney rolled her eyes and began to explain."
"It's actually not that hard, but you would think it is rocket science. If a guy knows what he's doing, the first thing I love is being eaten out. A firm tongue and a hot breath all up on my slit and pussy." She giggled as the words came from her mouth, then continued, "Sucking on my clit while flicking it with his tongue will usually set me off like nothing." An outsider would notice that both Adam and Makayla had leaned forward, and their breath was beginning to get a bit more ragged as Sydney continued, "When a guy fucks me, no condom if I trust him, but don't cum in me, I'd rather swallow. I need slow at first, then deep, slow thrusts will usually send me over the edge."
Without thinking, Adam said, "That's hot."
Both women's eyes turned to him and stared until Makayla said, "Agreed."
They all three sat silently for a moment, drinking slowly until Sydney said, "Mak?"
"Dare."
Sydney grinned, "Same question."
"Why did I know that was coming!?"
They all laughed until Sydney said, "It's a good one."
Adam nodded and Makayla set her empty down, "Hold on, I need another." The other two agreed and Makayla ran to the fridge, grabbed two more for each and sat down, "Okay. I would LOVE if a guy would eat me out. I have always been completely shaven, and Mark might spend 30 seconds down there. Just enough to get me going, but then it was straight to jackhammer. I need someone that will rub my pussy and my tits."
Her description was interrupted by Adam, "Damn! I've never heard you talk like this!"
She laughed, "We are describing how to get off, deal! While I like hard sex, I need a little bit of time to get going. Unlike you dearest sister, I LOVE when someone cums in me. The pulsing, then the aftermath of feeling it for hours." She shivered and continued, "Man, it feels so good."
Once again, they all sat in silence, each one's hormones going crazy, Adam's cock was already fully erect, and both women's pussies were becoming wetter. Makayla finally asked, "Adam?"
Adam was having a hard time concentrating with a combination of the alcohol and the thoughts of how both women orgasmed running through his head, when he finally squeaked out, "Dare."
"I dare you to stroke your cock like you were alone, until I say stop."
Both Adam's and Sydney's eyes shot open, and Adam said, "What?"
"You heard me. Sydney and I have both described how we get off, show us what you do, unless you want to lose?"
He grunted as both women turned their focus to him. He looked at them as his hand moved to his cock, "Both of you are done for my next turn."
They giggled, and Makayla said, "We'll see about that." For the next minute or so, Adam gently stroked his cock, careful to give the girls what they wanted, but at the same time not get going so good that with both topless, that he cum.
As they watched him, both women were glued to his hand and his facial expressions as their pussies began to flood with wetness. When he groaned rather loudly, they both sighed and Makayla finally said, "Okay, that is enough." Adam slowly stopped and blinked a couple of times as he tried to regain his composure.
As she took a drink, Sydney noticed that her sister was still watching Adam's cock and even as his hand left it, her focus didn't wane. She set her drink down and said, "Mak?"
Never averting her eyes, she said "Dare."
Sydney grinned, "I dare you to take your bottoms off while making eye contact with Adam."
Makayla didn't move for a second and seeing her not move, Adam said, "You don't have to." Without saying a word or breaking eye contact and almost in a trance, she stood and peeled her bottoms off, throwing them with the rest of their things. Just like she had described, Makayla was completely clean shaven, and even in the faint light, he could see her lips glistening, causing him to let out a soft, yet audible groan.
Makayla sat down, took another drink, and turned her focus to Sydney, "Truth or Dare."
By now, all three of them were incredibly horny, and that coupled with the alcohol, Sydney quickly responded, "Dare."
"I dare you to make out with Adam for two minutes."
Seeing Makayla completely nude, Adam was losing more control, but did manage to say, "We already kissed."
"No, I mean really make out."
Adam nodded and Sydney stood up, closing the gap, and sitting on the lounger beside him. They both slowly leaned in and as their lips touched, Sydney said, "I like wandering hands."
He nodded, placed his hand on the back of her neck and pulled her to him. As their lips crashed together, they quickly parted, allowing their togues to touch and begin to wrestle. The kiss quickly heated up and as she told him, his hands began to wander around her back, snaking down her back to her bottoms and playing with the waist. She groaned into their kiss, trying to scoot closer to him without climbing into his lap, which was becoming harder with each passing moment.
Watching her sister and Adam make out was also having an effect on Makayla. She felt her pussy continue to get wetter and with their eyes closed and them being fully focused on each other, she set her drink down and let her hand fall to her slit and with a finger, separate her lips and felt her wetness as she stroked from bottom to top. When she got to the top, she shuddered as she grazed her clit, letting out an audible moan.
The moan was not lost on Adam, but he continued to focus on his kiss with Sydney, he found his hands pulling at the sides of her bikini, she pulled her lips from his to catch her breath and said, "I feel like I should take them off."
He nodded and she stood up, quickly pushed them to the ground before sitting down and resuming their kiss. When Makayla saw what had just happened, she muttered, "Wow," and continued to watch as their kiss heated back up, and their hands both began to wander. Just as Sydney's hand was moving up his thigh towards his cock, Makayla looked down at her phone and seeing the timer said, "Okay, time."
With a groan of disappointment, Adam and Sydney broke apart and while Adam leaned back on his chair, Sydney didn't bother to move from where she was sitting, meaning they were now within about five feet of each other. They sat in silence for a few moments, then Adam finally having regained his composure, "I think it is my turn." The women nodded and he continued, "Mak, Truth or Dare?"
"Truth."
Sydney groaned, "That's boring."
Makayla glared at her, "Oh shut up."
"Now, now ladies, it's just a game" Adam said, calming the sisters before asking, "You said you like when a guy cums inside of you, but do you spit or swallow?"
Makayla smirked and with the alcohol and the events of the last 10 minutes, her inhibitions were almost completely gone, she looked him in the eyes and in a sultry voice replied, "Swallow, but I prefer a creampie."
Adam visibly gulped and Sydney muttered, "Damn."
They once again sat in silence, all of them unsure what to do, but Sydney finally piped up, "My turn, Adam, truth or dare?"
With his horniness and hormones controlling his brain, he quickly responded "Dare."
"If she agrees, I dare you to rub Mak's tits for two minutes."
He exclaimed, "Whoa!" His eyes quickly turned to Makayla; he was conflicted, he for sure would love to rub her tits, but at the same time he knew that it would turn him on more, and his cock already felt like it would burst with the amount of blood in it.
Makayla looked at him, "That's fine with me."
He nodded subtly, but didn't move, Sydney watched him then said, "Well?"
He stood up and moved to Makayla's chair then said, "How would be the best way to do it?"
She took a breath, "Probably if you sit behind me and I sit between your legs."
"Scoot up."
They took a few seconds to shuffle into position and once they were, Sydney set her timer, then said, "Start."
Adam snaked his hands under her arms and hefted her full tits in his hand. Feeling their weight, he sighed as she inhaled sharply due to the pleasure. He began by gently cupping them, then kneading them as she sighed in pleasure. After he had been doing it for a moment, he whispered in her ear, "Tell me what feels good."
She shook her head, "Don't stop."
He continued kneading them and as her sighs turned into soft moans, she pressed against him and his fingers found her nipples, pinching them she let out a louder moan. As her moan settled, they both heard another moan and turned their focus to Sydney. She had twisted so she was looking at them, and one hand was cupping her own breast, while the other was tracing her slit.
Seeing that, in unison, Adam and Makayla both groaned and the three of them maintained eye contact as they caressed each other for the next minute or so. As the women's moans became more consistent, they were interrupted by Sydney's alarm going off. With a collective groan, Sydney turned her phone off, and Adam stopped rubbing, he continued to support Makayla's breasts with his hand.
Makayla still trying to catch her breath from having her tits rubbed said, "I know it's my turn, but I can't think straight."
Sydney took a deep breath, "I have another one if you want?" Makayla nodded; Sydney said, "Mak, Truth or dare?"
Like Adam earlier, her hormones were now dictating her words and actions, she said, "Dare."
"I dare you to switch places with Adam and give him a handjob."
Adam groaned at the thought of Makayla jacking him off and heard her say, "Okay." They shuffled again and as they face each other, Makayla looked at him and softly said, "You almost made me cum." He groaned again and sat down as she had, when he leaned back, he felt her soft breasts give like pillows, but then felt her nipples pressing into his back. He next felt her hand come around and as she grasped his cock she said, "Tell me if I'm squeezing too hard."
He nodded and noticed that she must have spit on her hand because it was wet. She softly began moving her hand up and down, causing him to let out moan, finally getting pleasure after giving it to Makayla and seeing Sydney touch herself, his body was begging for release. As he groaned and took deep breaths, Makayla continued to stoke him, increasing the speed to match his moans. Once again, they both heard another moan and looked over to see Sydney now with a finger inside her pussy, slowing running it in and out.
The sight before him, the stimulation Makayla was giving him, and the build-up over the last half hour was quickly becoming too much for Adam and he managed to choke out, "Ummm...I'm going to make a mess if you don't stop."
Makayla didn't stop and said, "Do you want me to stop?"
"No..."
Sydney moaned again and said, "Make him cum sis."
Makayla continued stroking him as he began to squirm and moan. Adam began to feel his orgasm building and as his balls began to contract, he felt a hand cupping them; his eyes shot open to see that Sydney had leaned over and was cupping his balls while Makayla continued stroking him. With a groan and a "Fuck!" Adam's orgasm started, erupting cum straight up in the air, landing on his stomach. That was quickly followed by 3 more equally powerful ones that coated not only his stomach but also Makayla's hand.
As his orgasm began to subside, he started taking deep breaths, only to sharply inhale as he felt Sydney's lips on his stomach, licking and sucking up his cum. He let out another groan as Makayla released his cock, he heard her say "Yum." And turning his head, he saw her licking her hand, getting the cum that had landed on it.
As both women licked their lips, Adam finally regained enough composure to saying, "Holy shit that was hot."
Sydney shook her head, "Yeah, do you always cum that much?"
He nodded, "Yeah. Is it a lot?"
Makayla chuckled behind him, "Yeah, that is more than average."
"Oh..."
Once again from behind him he heard, "You two want to go inside?"
Sydney answered first, "I think that's a great idea."
Both women stood up and leaving their thing on the ground, made their way towards the house, leaving Adam where he sat, staring at their naked forms moving away as they chatted and feeling his cock quickly recovering. Not only did he apparently cum a lot, but he also knew that he was lucky and could recover quickly and be good to go for round two so soon. As he sat there trying to wrap his drunken mind around what had just happened, he heard Makayla yell out, "Adam, come inside, please."
He stood up, stumbling slightly due to the blood loss in his brain, but quickly righted himself and jogged after them, catching them as they made it to the back doors. He followed them inside as they made their way to the basement where there was a large sectional. Both women sat down, leaving a space between them and Sydney gestured for him to sit between them. Once he sat down, they each placed a hand on his thighs and Sydney said, "How would you like to fulfill a fantasy tonight?
Adam gulped, then said, "With you two?"
Makayla shook her head, "Yes with us. I need laid something fierce."
Sydney added, "Me too, and seeing her make you cum was so hot."
Adam sat in disbelief, but finally squeaked out, "I don't have any condoms."
Both women laughed and Sydney said, "You don't need any. We are both clean, I have an IUD and Mak is on the pill."
"Oh."
Makayla started stroking his thing, getting closer to his cock before taking it back in her hand, "So, what do you say Adam, will you fuck us?"
He nodded his head emphatically, causing Sydney to smile, "Good, now why don't you lay back and we can get started?"
The three of them shuffled to the end of the couch where there was a chaise, Adam lay down and he found Sydney at his feet. She crawled between his legs and took his rapidly rehardening cock in her hand, softly stroking it before opening her mouth and taking his cock between her wet lips. He let out a groan, but that was soon interrupted as Makayla swung leg over his head and slowly lowered her pussy to his lips.



As the wet lips touched his, Adam eagerly stuck out his tongue and began to greedily lap at her slit. As Sydney went to town on his cock, Adam did everything he could to focus on Makayla, wanting to make her cum for real, something she hadn't experienced at the hands of a man in god knows how long. IT didn't take him long to zero in on her clit, causing her to let out a long moan and begin to grind her pussy into his mouth, and soon she was cumming at the hands of another person for the first time in ages.
As the orgasm rocked through her, her legs shook, and she pressed down harder onto his face. Adam was finding it a bit of a challenge to breathe, but spurred on by her muffled moans and shaking, he did his best to lick her to completion, getting as much of her wetness as he could. As she came down from her orgasm, she lifted herself off, and Adam was suddenly inundated with the pleasure of Sydney still sucking his cock.
The entire time he had been eating Makayla out, Sydney had worked her mouth into a frenzy, slobbering all over his cock, taking it as deep as possible. When Makayla finally climbed off, Sydney replaced her mouth with her hand, and stroked his cock while she took his one ball in her mouth, causing him let out a loud groan. After flicking the other one with her tongue, she lifted her head up and smiled "How was that?"
Adam nodded and Makayla let out, "Holy shit that was awesome. Syd you have to feel his tongue."
Sydney grinned, "Swap places?"
Adam had no input, but the girls quickly switched places, Sydney wasting no time straddling his face and easing herself down onto him. Due to Sydney's smaller stature, Adam grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her into him. She let out a squeal as his tongue began its assault on her pussy. Once again because of his focus on the vagina in his face, and the orgasm of earlier, he was able to avoid cumming as Makayla started softly sucking his cock.
Like her sister, it wasn't long before Sydney was groaning and beginning to gyrate her hips. As she readjusted, Adam felt Makayla drop his cock, but then as the couch shifted, her mouth was replaced by something warmer and wetter. As he let out a groan, Sydney said between moans, "Damn sis, ride that cock."
For the next few minutes, Adam continued to eat Sydney out, licking her entire slit, before stiffening his tongue, thrusting it into her hole. As he did this, Sydney shifted a hand and began to furiously rub her clit as Makayla moaned and ground herself against Adam. Soon both girls crashed over the orgasmic waterfall, Sydney going first, quivering as the waves of pleasure washed over her; then seeing her sister cum, Makayla pressed herself down hard onto his cock, and feeling it press against her cervix, a wave of pain, then pleasure swept through her as her own orgasm rolled through her.
Both women stayed still as their orgasms subside, leaving Adam to gently push up into Makayla and softly lap at the juices seeping from Sydney. Makayla spoke first, "Fuck that was good."
Sydney nodded her head and climbed off Adam's face, "So good."
They sat silently for a moment as they finished regaining their breath, Makayla still impaled and Adam's cock and Sydney softly stroking her own slit. Sydney finally speaks up, "I want some of that, are you gonna share?"
Makayla giggled and nodded, then climbed off him. As she rolled to the other side of him, she said, "How do you want to fuck her?"
Adam groaned, still in shock of what was going on before saying, "I want to watch her cum, so missionary."
Sydney smiled, "Good choice."
She and Adam switch positions, and with her laying on her back, Adam got between her legs, lined his cock up, and pressed it into her. She groaned, "Fuck you're so big."
Makayla was sitting beside her sister's head replied, "I know, he feels so good."
Feeling a jolt of confidence, Adam began to thrust into her slowly. Once he was sure that she was comfortable, he began to speed up, causing her moans to increase. The gaps in her moans were being filled with the moans of Makayla who was watching them both with lust in her eyes while plunging her two middle fingers in and out of her pussy. Adam could see the wetness on them and was becoming even more turned on than he thought possible. Then, Makayla did something entirely unexpected as her sister's moans increased; she reached out and began to pinch Sydney's nipple. Sydney's eyes shot open with the new stimulus, but quickly rolled back in her head as her next orgasm flowed through her body.
Adam did his best to focus on everything other than the two beautiful women pleasuring themselves with him and the walls of Sydney's pussy contracted around him, trying to draw his cum out. Somehow, he was able to resist and as Sydney's orgasm began to wane, Adam's movements slowed until he was resting inside of her; Makayla smiled seductively as her own motions slowed.
Adam finally spoke, "I'm not sure how much longer I'm going to last, I about lost it there."
Sydney didn't move, but did say, "Well we don't want that. Makayla needs a little more than I do."
Makayla pulled her fingers from her pussy and said, "Adam?"
"Yeah?"
She pouted seductively, "Will you fill my pussy up?"
Adam damn near came right there while he was still inside of Sydney, but eagerly nodded his head as he pulled his cock from the warm confines of Sydney. Sydney sat up and said, "Lay down Mak, his thrusting feels so fucking good."
Once again, the girls took a few seconds to shuffle around, instead of Sydney sitting beside them, she sat behind Makayla and pulled her head against her chest. As she took her sister's tits in her hand she said, "Come on Adam, give it to her."
Not wanting to let either of them down, he pushed MaKayla's legs up, allowing him to get closer and ultimately deeper into her, and after rubbing his cock on her slit, he did just that; he pressed into her slowly, watching her face as her pussy opened, then enveloped all eight inches of his cock as a long moan escaped her lips.
For the next two minutes, Adam thrusted as long and as hard into Makayla as Sydney cupped her breasts and mouthed things in her ear that Adam couldn't hear due to the softness of Sydney's voice, but also because of the loud moans that were coming from Makayla. As he felt her orgasm roll through her, he felt his own surging up his shaft. He let out a grunt and a "Fuck, I'm cumming."
As his orgasm washed over him and he began to pump another huge load into Makayla, he heard Sydney say," Fill that pussy up, she needs it." Adam did just that with four large ropes of cum, splashing deep inside of Makayla as her orgasm continued to roll through her, coaxing every bit of his cum from him, and pulling it deeper inside.
As their orgasms both subsided, he collapsed against Makayla, which put him at the perfect level to be kissed again by Sydney. For the next few moments before Adam's cock began to soften and start to slip from Makayla, the three friends lay together in a tangled embrace, occasion nuzzling or kissing one another.
When his cock finally slipped free, Makayla let out a slight whimper, but grinned as his wet cock flopped against her leg, spreading a little bit more of his wetness onto her. She felt Sydney moving, so she sat up and Sydney quickly climbed from behind her, and got down on the floor, quickly taking Adam's cock into her mouth and sucking both his and Makayla's juices from the deflating cock. He let out a groan due to the sensitivity while Makayla sat in awe, never expecting Sydney to do something like that.
With Adam all cleaned up, they sat in silence, all three of them unsure of what to say. Finally, Adam looked at the clock on the wall and seeing that it was just after one said, "I think I need to get home. I think my parents would say we are too old for sleep overs."
Makayla frowned, "I do have a king size bed."
Adam pondered it for a moment and Sydney added, "Yeah, plenty of room there and in the shower...."
Adam groaned and finally said, "I'd love too, but I'm not answering to my parents." Both girls pouted, but he continued, "They are going to be gone at the end of the month..."
Both girls perked up with this and Makayla said, "Fine, let's go get our clothes." They all laughed and made their way back upstairs and out onto the pool deck.
As they began to sort out their clothes, Makayla bent over, then sneezed, causing a bit of Adam's cum to fall from her pussy, landing on the deck. They all giggled, then she said, "Damn it, I was hoping that'd stay in a bit longer."
Feeling wave of confidence, Adam said, "Maybe a refill will be necessary soon?"
Makayla gave him a sly smile, "I'd like that."
Sydney smirked, "Okay, no fair, you don't get to claim him all for yourself."
"Now ladies, we've proved there is enough of me for both."
They all laughed at his cockiness; he pulled on his shorts and his shirt, and soon found that he had a girl on either side of him, both fully naked. Sydney spoke first, "Now you better get home, but don't be a stranger."
"Of course not."
Makayla then said, "This summer could be a lot of fun."
Adam swallowed and nodded. Both girls kissed him on the cheek as he squeezed them in a hug, then after releasing them, he made his way to the side gate, but turned around before exiting, seeing both girls smiling and waving.
As Adam crossed the yard, then the street to his parent's house, he said aloud, "Good summer indeed."



        Coworker Needs a Wedding Date

        Two coworkers attend a wedding as friends.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/coworker-needs-a-wedding-date

Title: Coworker Needs a Wedding Date

Author: SnowboardJack

Category: Mature

Description: Two coworkers attend a wedding as friends.

Tags: wedding, creampie, coworkers, pussy eating, blowjob, stockings




"Come on!" Jennifer Sheppard exclaimed from her cubicle, loud enough that her neighbor and friend Jordan Kennedy heard.
Jordan stood up from his desk, looked over the wall that separated them and asked, "You okay over there Jen?"
She groaned again and tossed her head back in frustration, "Not really! I have a damn wedding to go to in two months."
"Why's that a problem?"
"It is a longtime friend from back in my high school days..."
"So back when dinosaurs roamed the earth?"
"Oh, shut up, I'm only 10 years older than you."
Jordan chuckled and replied, "I know, but it is fun to give you a hard time. You were saying?"
"It's my friend Ashley getting married, this is number two. The RSVP is due in two weeks, and I've told her I'm coming, I just haven't returned it, so she is asking."
Not seeing the issue that was causing her to be so frustrated, Jordan replied, "What's the problem?"
"The problem is that she gave me a plus one."
"Ohhhhh, and you're not seeing anyone."
"Exactly, I know I'll be the only single person there, and I don't want to deal with all that."
"Can't you take one of your boys?"
Jennifer rolled her eyes, "Oh that's cute, take my son as my date to a wedding."
Jordan laughed, "That's not what I meant, I'm sure Cam or Riley would go."
"Riley is out of town for rowing and Cam is working nights that week."
"Hmmmmm...got any friends you could ask?"
She looked at him and smiled, "Actually, I hadn't thought about that." Jennifer stood up and walked out of her cubicle and into his, "Jordan, you want to go to a wedding with me in May?"
Jordan laughed, "That's not what I meant."
"Oh, I know, but it is a pretty good idea. Especially if I show up with a young, good-looking guy. Will shut all those people up that talked about me behind my back when Cam and Riley were born."
Jordan thought for a moment then picked up his phone, "When is it?"
"Saturday, May 20th."
"Where is it?"
"Here locally, one of the churches, followed by the reception at the Barn on the River."
Checking his calendar, Jordan sighed, "Sure, what the hell. Is it at least open bar?"
"No, sorry."
"Oh, come one!"
"Please?"
"Alright fine, I'll go. Attire?"
"Casual suit, no black. Chicken, beef, or fish?"
"Beef. What color is your dress?"
"Wine."
"What the hell color is "wine?""
She laughed, "Such a man. Wine is a maroon."
"Okay, I can work with that."
As he sat back down, Jen hugged him around the neck, "Thank you so much, I owe you!"
"Yeah, yeah, yeah. That's what you said when I replaced that ceiling fan a few weeks ago."
Jennifer laughed and replied, "I know, now I owe you double."
Jordan laughed and spun back around to his computer, getting back to his work of checking poll worker info for the upcoming election.
***
As the date of the wedding got closer, Jordan and Jennifer made more specific plans, she okayed his suit selection and they made plans for him to pick her up, then they would take her car, something about getting up in a truck in a dress, that even with their usual banter and teasing, she wouldn't give in on.
Jordan and Jennifer had been thrust together in the standard way most adults meet other adults, they worked together. Not only did they work together, but they had been hired by the Secretary of State's office at the exact same time to work in the elections division. Even though they were both from the same city, it was a large city and their path's had never crossed that they could figure out.
They also had different backgrounds, but just clicked when they were paired together during orientation. Jennifer was 44 and a mom; she had two boys, Cameron who was 19 and Riley who was 17. She had never been married, having thought that Cameron and Riley's dad would marry her, but one day he told her, "I don't want to be a dad, and I don't want to be a husband."
He walked out of their lives when the boys were six and four, signed over his parental rights, and she nor the boys had seen or heard from him since. With the help of her friends and her parents, she had managed to raise the boys successfully, neither one had been locked up, gotten a girl pregnant, or been selling drugs, something she figured was a win for the time and place that they lived. After their dad left, Jennifer had devoted herself to her kids and improving all their lives, which is what lead her to apply for the job that she now held for the last 13 years.
Jordan on the other hand came from a very different background; at 34, he was the son of a doctor and a lawyer, according to his parents, he had always been destined for something impressive. When he took a liking to government, politics, and current events as young man, his parents expected him to become a lawyer and eventually get into politics. Instead, Jordan surprised them when he announced at Christmas of his senior year that he was going to take a gap year and move to the gulf coast of Florida and work with a friend of his at a bar and be a beach bum. Understandably, his parents were angry, but with the help of his grandfather who had always been a bit of a free spirt, he was able to convince them to let him do it, if he promised to attend college the following year.
Jordan kept his promise and attended school at the University of South Florida getting a degree in political science. While at USF he met his now ex-wife, Brittany; they married shortly after they both graduated and got their first jobs. Their marriage was great for the first few years, but quickly began to spoil when Brittany got a new job and began to spend more money than they were making, racking up credit card debt on clothes, shoes, and jewelry so that she could fit in with all the women in her office.
Finally, Jordan told her they had to make some major changes, or they were in danger of losing their house and cars, Brittany's response had been to suggest that he get a second job after his 9-5 at the Secretary of State's office was through. This led to their divorce, both citing irreconcilable differences. The divorce had been simple, with no kids and very few marital assets; Jordan had been saddled with about $15k in her debt due to the joint nature of their accounts, Luckily, he had been able to pay most of it off with his portion of the equity from the selling of their house.
Jordan had been working with Jennifer for six years or so when his divorce was finalized, and while they had been friends, they became even closer; she gave him a sounding board and after he moved into his apartment, she made sure he had some home cooked meals on occasion. Like friends and colleagues often do, they had been out to dinner, drinks, and helped each other out. He had helped her around her house fixing things up and landscape stuff and did his best to show her how to do things, so she wouldn't have to hire someone for simple things. People around the office even joked that they were work spouses, a title that they both took in stride and in good fun.
Because of that, when it came down to it, agreeing to be her date to the wedding was really a no brainer for Jordan. So as the day before the wedding arrived, Jordan confirmed all the pertinent details with Jennifer, then left for home, planning to take it easy Saturday morning before he picked Jennifer up at 3:00 for the 4:00 ceremony.
***
Jordan arrived shortly before 3 and knocked on the door; he heard her yell from inside, "Come on in!" He walked into the living room of her house, then heard from upstairs, "I'll be down in a minute."
He yelled back, "Alright."
He sat down on the couch, and spent five minutes scrolling social media, then started a game of Golf Clash. He had made it through one match when he was interrupted by Jennifer's voice, "Well, how do I look?"
He looked and said, "Wow." He normally would have a smartass remark about Jennifer given their friendship, but for the first time ever, he couldn't come up with one.
She smiled, "Cat got your tongue Jordan?"
He stood up and finally gathered his thoughts, "You look beautiful."
Her dress was the maroon like she had said, fitted through her waist and then loosened and fell to the top of her knees. The entire dress had lace overlays of what looked like flowers; the sleeves where frillier but giving the dress an almost sleeveless look. The neckline was a subtle vee, and it was one of the rare times in their 13-year friendship that she showed off a bit of cleavage. She did a small spin, revealing the back was all one piece, but as she spun, his eyes were drawn to her legs, which appeared to be incased in very subtle black stockings or panty hose.
Jennifer wasn't thin by any stretch but was what would be considered midsize by the day's standards. He was a man after all and had noticed that she was attractive, but considering he was married when they met, it was just an observation, then by the time he got divorced, they were very good friends. Tonight, her dress was incredibly flattering and without warning he felt his cock begin to react.
She turned and smiled with a slight blush, "What do you think?"
He shook off his stupor and finally said, "I didn't know you owned anything than slacks, tees and sweaters."
She shook her head, then laughed, "Fuck you,
He smirked, "Don't write a check you're not willing to cash."
She laughed and rolled her eyes, "You look nice too, you didn't have to match my dress."
Jordan had chosen a simply blue suit, white shirt, a maroon tie, and brown shoes, "Eh, I figured I was your date, I should sell it the best I could."
"Awww, are you even going to dance with me?"
He laughed, "That goes with being your date."
She rolled her eyes and laughed again, "Thanks again, I appreciate you doing this for me."
"No problem, ready to go?"
"Yeah, my car is in the garage."
***
They spent the next five hours having a good time at the wedding. The ceremony was simple yet beautiful and Jordan got to meet a lot of the friends that he had heard about, and each time Jennifer introduced him as her date.
With dinner over and the party officially starting, Jordan made himself comfortable sipping on Coke's as Jennifer mingled with her friends. When the second slow song of the night came on, he made eye contact with Jennifer from across the room and raised his eyebrows in a questioning manner. She smiled and nodded her head, and they made their way to the dancefloor; as they came together, he took her in his arms, and they slowly moved around the dance floor with the rest of the couples talking about the wedding and the people in attendance.
That event took place two more times over the course of the evening; as the DJ announced the last dance, they met up once again and as they swayed to the final song, Jennifer sighed and leaned into him, "Damn I'm pooped."
He laughed, "You haven't really sat down since dinner."
"I know, it has been so good to catch up with everyone."
He smiled, "I'm glad."
She looked up at him and kissed him on the cheek, a move that caught him slightly off guard as she said, "Thank you again for coming with me, I really appreciate it. More than you know."
Still in shock of the kiss on his cheek, he managed to smile back, "You're welcome. Even with your clutzy feet, you're a pretty good dancer. I've had a lot of fun tonight too, even if it's a dry wedding."
She smacked his chest as the song ended and they separated; she said, "Let me grab my things, use the bathroom, then we can go."
Jordan nodded and used the bathroom, then waited for Jennifer at the table. Once she returned, they spent 10 minutes saying goodbye to everyone, before making their way towards the parking lot. Due to the gravel of the lot, Jordan offered her his arm which she took, and they made their way to her car, where he opened the door for her, "Aww, such a gentleman."
He chuckled, then said without thinking, "That's what you do for a pretty lady." Jennifer rolled her eyes as she shut the door and he made his way around to the driver's side. Once he was in, they made the 20-minute drive back to her house, talking about the wedding while she answered his questions about her friends and who was who.
***
As Jordan pulled her car back into the garage and shut it off, she smiled over at him again and said, "Thank you again for coming with me. I didn't have to deal with any dumb questions, and some of the snide comments I'm sure were tamped down when they saw me with a. younger man."
He laughed, "I'm glad I could help. I always dreamed of being a trophy husband. I had a good time, even if I could have used a drink a time or two."
She laughed, "Well, I'm no help with the husband part, but I can offer you a drink?"
"Now that sounds good. Lead the way."
They made their way into house and then into the kitchen where Jennifer poured herself a glass of wine and offered him a beer, then said, "Living room?"
He nodded and followed her into the living room, where she kicked off her heals, exposing her stocking clad feet and they both sat on the couch. They both sighed as they settled into the soft cushions and quietly sipped their drinks. As he set his beer down, Jordan asked, "So, any good drama at the wedding?"
She chuckled, "Not really, although Ashely's sister was getting awful chummy with Ted, the brother of the groom, someone even said they disappeared together for a little while."
"Ooo."
They both laughed at his response and continued making small talk as they finished their first drinks and after seeing it was only 10:30, Jordan got up and got them another round. He ditched his tie by the front door with his shoes, and as he sat down, he noticed that Jennifer had shifted and her dress had ridden up and he could now see the change in fabric of the hosiery, confirming that she was wearing stockings, rather than panty hose.
As he took another sip of his beer, he commented on her outfit's newly exposed feature, "Couldn't take some time to use self-tanner, so you had to wear stockings?"
She smirked, looking down and seeing the edge of the stocking had been exposed; she pulled her dress up a little higher, showing the rest of the lace band around her midthigh and even the bare skin above it, "Well, I haven't had the time to get a tan yet, and they had to match the underwear."
She said the last part so nonchalantly that it didn't even catch Jordan off guard. There had been good natured flirtations in their friendship for a very long time, so Jordan simply ribbed her back, "Well that's probably smart, wouldn't want to disappoint the magic wand."
Jennifer spit her wine back into the glass and laughed "Damn, going right for the kill shot."
He joined her laughter, "I'm just messing."
"I know, but sadly you're not wrong."
He smirked, "I'm sure you could find someone to fuck."
"Jordan! Language."
Her faux "mom voice" caused them both to burst out laughing for a few moments. As their laughter died down, Jennifer shot back at him, "Anyways, who are you to talk? Handgela isn't going to care about your suit."
He started laughing, then nodded, tipping his beer to her, "No argument there."
They sat quietly, giggling to themselves, Jennifer softly said, almost inaudibly, "They also match the bra."
Unsure if she was insinuating what he was thinking, he said, "Well my dad always said that if they match..."
"He was right..."
He raised his eyebrows, thinking about comments and actions of the past few hours, but playing coy so as not to go too far, he smirked then said, "That's good to know..." he took a sip of his drink, then setting it down continued, "Color or material?"
She smiled back, then setting her glass down, shifted a bit more, causing the dress to ride up further, and as she opened her legs, she noticed his eyes shift and she said, "Both."
With her legs spread, and the dress hiked up, Jordan could see the lace band of the top of the stockings, then further up between her thighs, black laced covered her pussy. Now sure of what she was inferring, he crawled across the couch, closing the gap between them as she leaned back. As he slipped between her legs, he hovered over her, before crashing his lips into hers.
They kissed awkwardly for a few seconds until they got the feel for each other; once they figured it out, they began to kiss passionately, nibbling on each other's lips, their tongues darting into the other's mouth, wrestling with each other as they both began to moan and groan into the kiss. As he began to push his body against hers, she began to fumble with the buttons of his dress shirt, quickly the eight buttons were undone, and she was pushing it from his shoulders, discarding it on the floor with her shoes.
Their kiss finally broke, and they looked lustfully into each other's eyes; Jennifer went back in for another kiss, but Jordan dodged her lips and just as she protested, she felt his lips on her neck. Her protest ended quickly and was replaced with a moan as chills rolled through her body and she felt her pussy begin to dampen.
His lips trailed from her neck to her ear where his hot breath and the brief nip of his teeth sent another chill through her body and moan from her mouth. As his lips moved from her ear, back to her neck, then over her collarbone, to the skin exposed by the neckline of her dress. Her breath continued to become raspier, a lucid thought hit her, "Oh my god, am I about to do this with Jordan? This is crazy." That thought was soon interrupted as he nipped the swell of her breast and her brain was inundated with a thought of, "Fuck that feels good."
Feeling, hearing, and seeing Jennifer react under him, Jordan continued to kiss the exposed skin then lifted and began to move down the couch and her body, as he passed her waist, he moved his hands to her bare thighs stroking them which caused her to sharply inhale. With his head below her waist, he pushed the hem of the dress up higher, exposing the entirety of her panties. Like the stocking top, they were made entirely of lace and other than an opaque gusset, they were see through, revealing that there was at least some curly pubic hair around Jennifer's pussy.
"Jordan, you know."
He lifted his head, thinking she might stop him because of the absurdity of the situation, "Yeah?"
"The dress does come off."
He smiled, "I figured, you had to put it on somehow."
She laughed, "Help me take it off." He sat back; she sat, then stood up and turned her back to him and said, "There is a zipper."
Jordan stood, found the small zipper at the top of the dress. He grasped it and gently pulled it down, first to her shoulder blades, then below the two hooks of a black bra, then finally to her waist, exposing the ruffled band of her panties. When the zipper came to a stop, Jennifer stepped forward, faced him, she crossed her arms, pulling the top from her shoulders, then with her arms free of the dress, she pushed it to the floor and stepped out of it, leaving it with his shirt.
Jordan took her in, admiring her mature, motherly form as she stood before him in her matching stockings, panties, and black bra with lace overlays. His cock was pushing against his pants as she smiled, then said, "You're a little overdressed, fix that." He began to work his belt buckle without taking his eyes off her. As he got the buckle, button, then zipper down, he pushed his pants to the floor, stepping out of them. "That's better."
He smirked, "Now you're overdressed."
She looked down at her bra incased breasts, then looked back at him, "I suppose you're right." She reached behind her, undid the two hooks, and slipped the bra from her shoulders and chest, allowing it to join the rest of their clubs, "I think we are even now."
Jordan once again took her in, Jennifer was all mature woman, there was a subtle amount of fat around her midsection, hips, and ass, he could see the faded stretch marks from her pregnancies streaking her abdomen. Her breasts, probably a C-cup sagged with her nipples pointed towards him. After taking her in, he closed the gap between them and gently pushed her back onto the couch. With them in their original positions, he pressed their bare chests together and their lips reunited. They kissed and gyrated their pelvises against each other, eliciting moans from Jennifer and groans from Jordan.



Once again, he pulled his lips from hers, kissing down her cheek to her neck, then to her chest where he began kiss along the swell of her breast, before taking one of her nipples into his mouth. He sucked and nibbled on it while cupping the other breast. He switched to the other breast, repeating his actions with his mouth and hands, causing Jennifer to coo and moan from the pleasure running through her.
He released the nipple from his mouth and kissed his way down her abdomen until he reached the waist of her panties. Normally Jordan would tease someone he was with, but the four-month dry spell he was going through overwhelmed his normal senses. He nipped the flesh below her belly button, then grasped the side of her panties, and as she lifted her ass, he slipped them from her, dropping them to the floor.
As he suspected, there was a full bush above her slit, but her lips were bare. Every other girl Jordan had ever been with was clean shaven, or with a bit of stubble, never something like Jennifer. As he lowered his face between her legs and was immediately hit with the musky aroma of her wetness, amplified by the hair above her slit. He felt Jennifer place her hand on the back of his head, running it through his hair; he looked up, smiled, then lowered his head to her pussy, licking from the bottom of her slit to the top.
She groaned as she felt the coarse tongue touch her, then move up her slit. She couldn't help but thrust her hips, trying to increase the pleasure that she was feeling. She felt the tongue leave her slit, then felt him suck her clit into his mouth, causing her to moan and let out a "Fuck." For the next minute or so, Jordan sucked on her clit, flicking it with his tongue; just when she thought that it couldn't get any better, she felt a pressure, then pleasure as a finger slid inside her, once again causing the constant coos to become a long moan as she bucked her hips into his mouth.
Jordan continued flicking her clit with his tongue and pumped his finger in and out of her pussy. Her moans became uncontrollable and within seconds she felt an orgasm wash over her. She let out a "Fuck!" then an "Oh god!" as the orgasm washed through her. As she quivered and took shallow breaths, Jordan kept up the pressure on her clit, but as her orgasm waned, so did his tongue flicks.
He rose from between her legs, letting her recover, and watching her flushed breasts heave turned him on even more. When she had regained her breath, she looked at him and said, "Take your fucking underwear off." He was a bit amused and surprised by her words, but he quickly did what she said and pushed them down.
She rose and pressed him back against the armrest and took up a position between his legs, taking his cock in. Jordan wasn't a pornstar by any stretch, but simply average. Anything though would be an improvement from the boy's dad, and the magic wand that had become her friend over the last 10 years. She softly wrapped her hands around his cock, stroking it, then lowered her mouth to the head, pressing it against her lips, before allowing it to slip into her mouth.
Jennifer had never been a huge fan of blowjobs, but after what he had done for her with his tongue, she found herself wanting to repay him, at least briefly. For the next minute or two, she stroked his cock with her lips, running her tongue along the underside, trying to pay attention to his reactions. She found herself getting distracted because as he reacted, his moans sent waves of pleasure from her brain to her pussy and quickly, the urges to fill her pussy with his cock became overwhelming. After allowing her mouth to coat his shaft in her spit, she raised up, releasing it from her mouth. She looked up at him and smiled while stroking him, then said, "Enough of that, I need this inside of me."
Jordan nodded, and as she stood up, he said, "I don't have any condoms."
She laughed loudly, "You don't need one. I had my tubes tied after Riley was born."
"Oh."
"Now turn so I can ride you."
They shuffled quickly and with his back against the cushions and his feet resting on their pile of clothes, Jennifer swung her leg over him, and after taking his shaft in her hand, guided it into her waiting pussy, moaning as she slowly lowered herself onto him fully. They took a moment, getting used to each other, her being filled by a cock for the first time in 10 years, and him as the wet, hot walls of her pussy enveloped his cock.
He looked up at her, her head slightly above his and smiled, "Didn't see this happening. Not complaining."
She smiled back, "I may have thought about it."
"Hence the underwear?"
"Yeah. Now talk less, let's have sex."
He laughed, "So romantic."
Rather than respond, she giggled then began to rock on his cock, sliding him out of her slightly with each movement. She leaned forward, pressing her breasts into his face, briefly smothering him, but he quickly got his face between them, nibbling, kissing, sucking on the soft, supple skin. With his mouth on her breasts, combined with his cock pressing into her and her clit rubbing against his coarse pubic hair, along with his hands on her hips and ass, Jennifer was beginning to moan louder.
Her grinding against him was being combined with trying to rock up and down on his cock. The pleasure rolling through her body was enough to cause her to moan and feel good, but it wasn't enough to push her over the orgasmic cliff. She was trying to ride his cock and rub her clit at the same time, and it just wasn't working. Just as she was going to stop and tell Jordan what she needed, she felt him shift, then a wave of pleasure as she felt him press his cock up into her. This combination caused her to throw her head back and let out a long moan.
"Just like that!"
For the next few moments, as she ground herself into him, she was met with his thrusts, pressing up into her, hitting just the right spot and finally pushing her over the ledge. Her vision blurred before going black as she squeezed her eyes shut and let out another "Oh god!"
Jordan felt her go rigid, then press down into him as she moaned. He felt the walls of her pussy contract around his cock as her body shook in his arms. He continued to press up into her as her orgasm finished rolling through her. He felt her go limp and collapse against him; as her walls slowly contracted around him, then stopped.
Her breathing slowly returned to normal, and she lifted her head, "Damn, thank you for that."
He grinned, "Glad I could help."
They stayed still for a moment, until she lifted her head and smirked, her playfulness returning a bit, "So, what is your favorite position?"
He chuckled, "What?"
"We just did my favorite position, I loved riding a cock, and that is still true now. So, what is your favorite position?"
She could see him thinking, then gave his cock a squeeze with her pussy, to which he responded with a squeeze of her ass. "I really like doggy style."
She laughed, "I should have known, you're an ass man."
He laughed, "Actually I like both ass and tits. You just happen to have both."
"Well thank you for that. Let's switch."
He chuckled then groaned as he felt her walls caress his shaft, then slide away as she climbed off him. She moved to the end of the couch, bracing her hands on the arm of the couch, then she spread her legs, inviting him between them. She felt the couch shift, and when she looked behind her, she found Jordan climbing between them. She grinned, then let out a moan as she felt him trace his cock up her slit once, then twice. As he did the same the third time, he plunged his cock into her in one smooth motion.
She let out a long moan at the fullness, then the motion. Jordan didn't wait for them to adjust to each other this time, not that there was any need she was soaking wet, and his cock was still coated in her; he soon had worked up a steady rhythm, gripping her waist and pulling her against him each time he was fully inside of her. Her moans were compounded with his heavy breathing and the slapping of her ass against his legs and waist.
As his thrusts picked up speed and her moans increased, she dropped her head to the couch cushion and pressed her ass higher. The change in angle increased the volume of her moans and the grunts that were coming from Jordan. She felt him speed up more and as she reached between her legs, rubbing her clit she felt another orgasm wash over her. Unlike the first two, Jordan didn't slow or stop, instead he simply grunted more and sped up as her orgasm washed through her.
Just as her orgasm subsided, she heard him groan, "Oh fuck I'm gonna cum!"
She moaned out, "Fuck yeah, cum inside me Jordan!"
He slammed into her once again and instead of pulling back, he held himself to her as she felt the familiar splash of his cum spraying inside of her. She let out another long moan as an itch that hadn't been scratched in 10 years was finally satisfied. He stayed pressed against her, and she squeezed his cock with her walls, coaxing the rest of his cum from his cock.
They stayed still for a minute, then as his cock slowly began to soften, he slipped from her, and fell back against the back of the couch, breathing deeply. Jennifer clenched her muscles as her pussy was suddenly empty and then turned, sitting beside him while pulling her legs up and resting her feet on the couch so as not to spill his cum.
They didn't speak for a few minutes, both just enjoying the post orgasm euphoria. Jennifer reached for her glass of wine first and as she took a sip, she heard Jordan say, "That's a good idea."
She giggled and they sat quietly, each sipping their drinks before Jordan said, "Well that was a great ending to the night."
"Yes, it was. Damn I needed that."
"Me too."
They sat in silence for a few more minutes until she looked at Jordan and said, somewhat seriously, "You know I don't want anything serious right?"
"Ditto. We've talked about that."
"Right, but sex can change things."
"Yeah, but are we on the same page?"
"No relationship and we are friends?"
"Yep."
She smiled, "Then we are good. But I have to say, damn that was good."
"Yes, it was."
They continued to sit on the couch making small talk about what they each liked and didn't like, obviously sex had changed their friendship, but while the sex was great, neither one of them felt the need to cuddle or get mushy, something that was never communicated, but the joking and teasing that was the basis of their friendship was still there. As Jennifer finished her drink, she took his glass and said, "Let me get you a towel, I'll be right back."
She returned a couple of minutes later wearing a rob and carrying a washcloth. He took it from her, wiped the residue of his and hers cum from his cock before getting dressed. Once dressed, they walked towards the door, once they reached it, they hugged, and she thanked him for a wonderful evening both during and after the wedding, the last part punctuated with a laugh.
As they hugged once more, she said, "Text me when you get home."
He laughed, "Okay mom."
She frowned playfully, "That's weird."
He smirked, "Not really, every guy wants to fuck a MILF, and now I can say I have."
She burst out laughing, "Okay, fair enough." As he turned and walked down the walk towards his truck she called out, "Jordan."
He turned around, "Yeah?"
"I have a wedding out of town in the fall that I could use a date for."
He nodded, "Send me the dates and I'll make sure I'm free."
She smiled, "See ya on Monday."
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A couple of weeks after their late-night truth or dare game around the pool that led to a threesome between Adam, Makayla, and Sydney, the three friends had hung out multiple times and while the first time was a bit of awkward, that quickly passed and they reverted to their original friendship, albeit one that had resulted in them fucking each other. There were quips and inside comments between the three of them that would results in giggles from the girls and chuckles from Adam, but no one was the wiser.
While both women had hinted that there was the possibility of something else occurring, nothing had occurred, and Adam honestly began to think that it was a one-time thing; while he was a bit disappointed, he was glad that it hadn't ruined their friendship. So, on a random Wednesday afternoon when his phone vibrated with a text from Sydney, he wasn't surprised when she asked if he wanted to go kayaking the next day.
He responded, "Sure! Who all is going?"
She responded, "Makayla has to work, and so does everyone else, so I figure it'll just be you and I. That okay?"
"Sounds good to me. You handling lunch like normal?"
"Yep. We can leave my car at the pull out ;-) and then take yours upriver to where we are going to start."
He chuckled at the inuendo, "Get your mind out of the gutter, that wasn't an issue. lol. Leave at 9?"
"Never! Sounds good to me."
"See you then."
The next morning, Adam was up and ate breakfast before going out and loading his kayak into the bed of his truck; like usual, Sydney was late, and he finally saw their garage door open at 9:05 and Sydney emerged carrying a cooler. Adam walked across the street, "Morning sunshine, you're late."
"I know, shut it and get my kayak."
He laughed and grabbed her kayak and paddle before pressing the "Enter" button on the outside keypad to shut the door. He found Sydney had already set the cooler in the backseat of his truck and was leaning against her car, "You know, you could always help."
"Nope, you're the brawn and I'm the beauty of the friendship."
He rolled his eyes and hefted the kayak into the bed, strapped both down before making his way around the truck, and saying, "You leading?"
"Yep, can't have you getting lost." He rolled his eyes again as he climbed in, started his truck and followed her for the 45-minute ride to the river.
***
After arriving at the takeout, Adam pulled in behind Sydney's car and waited for her to get out and join him in the truck. He noticed that there weren't any other cars in the takeout lot, surprising since it was supposed to be a beautiful summer day. As he looked at the smooth water, Sydney climbed out of her car, grabbed a bag from the back seat, then after locking the car, jogged over to Adam's truck, tossed her bag in the backseat with the cooler, then climbed into the passenger seat.
She immediately began messing with the radio, he looked at her and frowned, "What the hell are you doing?"
She kept flipping through the Sirius channels and said, "I don't need to listen to that country shit, we need something bumpin."
He rolled his eyes, "Bumpin? You realize where we live and are right?"
She smiled at him, then batted her eyelashes, "It'll be okay, it's only a few minutes up to the put in."
He rolled his eyes again and they made the 15-minute drive up the forest road in peace. As they pulled into parking lot, both noticed like the takeout lot, this one was empty also. As they climbed out, Sydney commented, "Looks like we will have the river to ourselves."
Adam agreed as he untied, then unloaded their kayaks, "Looks like it. Doesn't make sense because it is such a beautiful day." Sydney began to divide up things from the cooler and the bag she had packed their lunch in, separating it into a dry bag for her and another for him. As he dragged their kayaks to the sandy beach that served as the put in point, Sydney followed and began to pack the things in their kayaks.
Adam jogged back up to the truck, stowing the straps in the back seat, then locked the doors before heading back down to the river. As he approached the river's edge, Sydney turned and smiled, "I need a favor."
"Yeah?"
"Can you put sunscreen on my back?"
Adam gave her a questioning look, she was wearing a pair of gym shorts and a workout tank top, so he said with a chuckle, "What you can't reach your shoulders?"
She gave him a look of an annoyance and said, "No you moron." Before he could respond, she pulled her tank top off, tossing it on her kayak, and now stood facing him in her black Under Armour shorts and a teal, ribbed bikini top.
"Oh, that makes more sense."
She gave him a look that said, "No shit." She held out her sunscreen for him as he approached and took her in. The top was in the style of a bra with a strap over each shoulder and showed substantial cleavage, but still somehow provided full coverage of where her nipples were, considering they were pushing against the fabric slightly.
He took the bottle from her and as she put her hair into a ponytail, he walked around her, so he had access to her back. She pulled the straps off her shoulder, letting them hang down her arms and as he squirted the lotion into his hands and spreading it around, he remarked, "New bathing suit?"
"Yeah, bought it when we were at the beach a few weeks ago."
"Nice, I like the color."
She looked over her shoulder and smiled, "Thanks, make sure you get under the band and under the waist of my shorts, I don't want burned."
He started rubbing and massaging the lotion into her skin as she sighed. He couldn't help but feel a stirring in his swim trunks as he rubbed under the band in the middle of her back, then after squirting more lotion into his hands, he rubbed it into the small of her back, and like she said, made sure to pull the waist of her shorts out to get the lotion lower. When he did, he noticed that rather than underwear, she was wearing a matching set of bikini bottoms; he took in the sight of the swell of her ass, then let the band rest against her skin as he finished up.
When he handed her the bottle back, she smiled, "Thanks for that. Want me to do you?"
He bounced his eyebrows up and down, eliciting a giggle from her, causing her to say, "Now who's mind is in the gutter?"
He laughed and said, "You started it. But no, I'm good, I have a pretty good tan, and I'm not going to take my shirt off just yet."
She pouted, "Awww."
He laughed, "Oh can it, let's get going."
She joined his laughter as they both moved to the kayaks and after she pushed out into the water a bit, she climbed in and he gave her a shove, pushing her out into deeper water. He grabbed the handle of his kayak, pulled it into the water far enough, then hopped in and began to paddle to catch up to her.
Over the next two hours, they paddled and floated down the river mainly staying beside each other so they could talk as they moved downstream. As the clock neared 12:30, Sydney paddled up to Adam and grabbed onto his kayak, saying, "The usual sandbar is just up around the corner, you want to stop there for lunch?"
"Sure, then it's only a couple miles down to the takeout."
She quickly pushed off and started paddling, "Race you!"
He grunted, then began to dig his paddle into the water hard and fast; he quickly gained ground on her and as she screamed, he passed her as the sandbar they were aiming for came into view. He kept paddling hard and slid onto the sand a full 30 seconds ahead of Sydney; he had climbed out of his kayak and was standing beside it after pulling it out of the water as she slid onto the sand beside him.
"You're stronger, No fair!"
He shook his head and laughed as he pulled her further up onto the sand, "And you're lighter plus you started it, I don't wanna hear it."
He offered her his hand and she took it, standing up then stepping out on the sand, "Thanks."
"You're welcome. You good to get lunch handled, I need to pee?"
"Sure, I'll do the same when you get back."
Adam trotted off over the sandbar, over the bank and into the undergrowth where he peed before making his way back to the river's edge. As he dropped back over the bank, he paused because Sydney had shed her shorts and was kneeling on the riverbank in just her bikini and Teva's. She looked up and smiled at him, before standing up and walking towards him. He smiled; he already knew that her bottoms matched her top but seeing them completely was a little different. Her bottoms were higher waisted than the bikini she usually wore, the waist was a few inches wide, and it was cut a little more modestly than her normal.
As she approached him, she handed him a bottle of hand sanitizer, "Here, I've about got lunch set up."
He nodded and as she passed him, his gaze followed her into the weeds and like the front, the back covered her ass completely, but was still incredibly enticing. He felt his cock stir again and he hurried back to where she had set up their lunch. He took the next few minutes getting the pepperoni rolls, chips, pineapple, and celery sticks out on plates when he heard Sydney coming back through the brush, carrying a Ziploc bag and a small pack of wipes. She smiled as he handed the sanitizer to her, then after stowing the Ziploc bag in her bag in the kayak, she joined him, sitting on their towels as they dug into their lunch.
Over the next 20 minutes, they chatted and enjoyed the beautiful summer day. Once lunch was finished and packed up, Adam smiled, "You in any rush to get back?"
"Not really."
"Mind if we hang out here a little longer?"
"Not at all." Adam shed his shirt to Sydney's whistles, "Damn boy, you do have a tan!"
"I mow all the time shirtless, I'm sure you've seen it."
She laughed, "Yeah but that's from a distance." He shook his head and lay back on his towel and soon found Sydney moving her towel beside and his, then doing the same.
After laying there for 15 or 20 minutes in silence, Sydney sat up, rousing Adam from dosing, and said, "Hey Adam?"
"Yeah?"
"Wanna go for a swim?"
Without sitting up, he said, "I didn't bring a change of clothes."
She stood up, covering him in a shadow and said, "We are on the water, why didn't you bring a change of clothes?!"
"I didn't plan on falling in, did you?"
"Well, no, but now I wanna swim."
"Then go swim, I'm not going anywhere."
"But I want you to swim with me."
He sat up, propping himself up on his elbows, "Then what to do you suppose we do?"
She thought for a moment, then said, "We could skinny dip."
He laughed loudly, "Your back yard is one thing, but a public river is entirely different."
"Oh, come on! We haven't seen anyone all day, and there were no other vehicles at the parking lots."
He thought to himself, "She is right..." then said aloud, "I dunno Syd. I've never done anything like that."
She laughed then pointed to a large rock they had paddled around, "Look, that rock blocks this area from the main river, even if someone comes through, we will hear them, and they won't be able to see until they are right on top of us."
He looked over to where she was pointing and he had to nod in agreement, he still wavered and said, "I dunno..."
She knelt in front of him and leaned forward, pressing her breasts together, and pleaded playfully, "Come on, let's cool off, then we can head out. It'll be fun!"
He weighed his options; he could not swim, and deal with a pouting and complaining Sydney, or he could agree, and see her naked again. His hormones and a vow to himself after their threesome to be less calculating ultimately won out and he final looked from the ground, between her legs and bikini covered crotch, then to her cleavage and finally her face and said, "Alright, but if we hear anyone, we gotta hurry."
"Yay!" Sydney squealed as she stood up and stepped back from him so he could stand up also. With both on their feet, he followed her down to the river's edge and as the water reached their toes, he took a deep breath and began to untie his shorts. As he focused on the knot, his vision was soon drawn to the blue fabric landing at his feet. He glanced up and was confronted with Sydney standing with her back to him, topless, and now bending over and as she worked her bottoms over her ass, and down her legs.
As she stepped out of them, she spread her legs slightly exposing her pussy to his eyes. He swallowed and said, "Damn Syd, not wasting any time."
She stood upright and looked over her shoulder, "No reason too, you've already seen everything."
He chuckled and nodded, untying the knot on his shorts as she waded into the water. As he got his own shorts down, his half erect cock bounced free. He quickly looked up, hoping she wouldn't see and get weird out; luckily, she was slipping deeper into the water before pushing off and submerging herself.
Adam hurriedly joined her in the water, feeling the cold water chill his skin immediately as he submerged himself. After going under, he popped up and found Sydney treading water and smiling in front of him. They swam around the small eddy for a few minutes, enjoying the warm sun and the cool water. At one point as he swam by her, she stuck her leg out kicking him gently. He responded, "Hey!"
She laughed and said, "You swam by me, I couldn't resist."
He responded in turn by splashing her, which devolved into a splashing battle over the next few seconds. Their splashing finally stopped when she lunged at him, and even though they were in the water, he instinctively reached out and caught her in his outstretched arms. Her arms came to rest on his shoulders, and they looked at each other, suddenly realizing how close they were.
He softly said, "Hey."
She smiled gently and replied, "Hey."
They looked into each other's eyes and then moved together, kissing softly. They pulled back and both smiled again, before she felt him pull her closer; as she wrapped her legs around his waist, she felt his cock press against her. She inhaled sharply and pressed her lips and her body against him firmly.
They stayed in the water kissing for a moment before she groaned again as his cock shifted against her stomach; she pulled back from their kiss and said, "I told you skinny dipping would be fun."
He pecked her lips again, "I should listen to you more often."
She grinned mischievously, then said, "Want to get out?"
Unsure of what to say, he looked at her silently, but when she pushed into him again and he felt a slight warmth on his cock, he shook his head quickly and he felt her release her legs. As she unwrapped herself from him, she swam back to where she could touch, then stood up and walked back toward their towels.
Adam treaded water, watching her naked form walk towards their towels, he slowly began to swim towards the shore when she stopped and looking back, said, "I was wondering if you were going to get out or not."
She continued towards the towels as he followed her closely. As they got to the towels, she bent over, readjusting their towels as he said, "Damn, that is a hell of a view."
She stood up and smiled, "Glad you like it. Lay down."
Sydney had laid the towels end to end, so when Adam lay down as she instructed, he could completely stretch out and not be touching the sand at all. Once he was all the way down, she smiled, then dropped to her knees between his. He looked up at her and grinned, "Now this is an even better view."
She grinned and took his cock in her hand, stroking it softly, "Good, now relax and enjoy." Before he could respond, she removed her hand from his cock, dropping it to his balls and softly cupping them as she lowered her mouth to the head, licking it before taking the head into her mouth.
He let out a groan as the warmth enveloped his cock that was still cool from the river water. She slowly began working her lips from the head lower, causing him to groan each time she took him deeper into her mouth. He felt his cock hit the back of her throat, causing her to gag a bit, but undeterred, she slid her lips back up, sucking and applying pressure to his shaft with her lips. When she returned to the head, she flicked it with her tongue, before licking his shaft from bottom to top, causing him to moan again.
With his cock thoroughly coated in her spit, she gripped it again in her hand and put the head back into her mouth jacking him off gently as she sucked on his head. She began to speed up both and hand and her mouth, causing her tits to gently sway, and her ass to jiggle with the abrupt movements. As he began to moan more, he subconsciously began to thrust into her mouth, something she welcomed with a grin.
As his groans became more consistent, Sydney sucked firmly then removed her mouth, softened her grip a bit, but continued stroking as she asked, "Are you gonna cum?"
HE took a deep breath and nodded, "You keep that up I will."
She nodded, "Well we don't want that yet." She rose from her knees and pressed herself to him, kissing him again as his hand found her ass giving it a squeeze. She flipped to her side then said, "Finger me, then I'm going to ride you."
He grinned, "Gladly." He rolled onto his side and as they kissed again, his hand found her wet slit; she threw her leg over his to provide better access and groaned as he pressed two fingers into her. She realized very quickly that it was his two middle fingers because she could feel the palm of his hand pressing against her clit. They kissed as he fingered her, causing her to moan into his mouth; he felt her begin to buck against his hand, so he pulled fingers back, as she moaned in protest.
She glared at him when she opened her eyes, "Why did you stop?!"
"You said you wanted to ride me, so ride me."
She rolled her eyes, then pushed him onto his back. She quickly straddled him and taking his cock in her hand, then guiding it into her. They both groaned as they settled into each other, but it didn't take long for her to begin bouncing up and down on his cock. The air around them was filled with moans as she pressed herself down into him each time. Even with the great shape she was in, her ass began to tire, and she began to grind herself against him, making sure she was hitting the right spots.
As his hands gripped her ass, she bent forward kissing him again, and allowing her to slide him in and out of her slightly, causing her to moan, then her eyes to shoot open as his head grazed her G-Spot, "Oh fuck, that's it!"
Adam stayed just how he was allowing Sydney to pleasure herself. Soon she was speeding up, and once again her eyes shot open, and she exclaimed, "Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
He gripped her ass tighter and said, "Do it, cum for me Syd."
She gasped and then slammed down on him, moaning into his shoulder as the orgasm rocked through her body, sending shivers from her pussy to her core, then through the rest of her body.
As the orgasm subsided, she lifted her head up, "God your cock is good."
He grinned, "Glad you approve."
She bit her lip and nodded, "How can I make you cum?"
"You don't have too."
"Bullshit, I'm not letting you go with blue balls, plus, I really want to swallow your load."
He groaned, "Oh?"
"Yeah, ever since seeing how much you cum, I want to take it all."
"Raise up slightly and let me thrust up into you."
She did as he said, raising her pussy off his cock until he was about halfway in, "That good?"
He looked down, seeing what she had felt, along with his glistening and creamy coated shafted, he replied, "Perfect."
He pushed up into her, causing her to moan again, then say, "Give me a heads up so I can get off."



He nodded and resumed what he was doing, pressing into her, before withdrawing until his ass hit the towel and then thrusting back in. Sydney could feel her glutes burning, but the pleasure of him thrusting into her overwhelmed that sensation. Luckily for her, about 30-seconds later, Adam was groaning and said, "I'm gonna cum soon."
As he withdrew, Sydney stood up and dropped back to her knees between his legs. She couldn't believe how wet his cock was, all from her. She quickly wrapped her hand around the shaft and plunged his cock back into her mouth, eliciting a moan from him. She feverishly worked her lips up and down the shaft in tandem with her hand. Very quickly, Adam's hips began to buck, and she heard him say, "Fuck I'm cumming."
With a deep groan, Adam felt his orgasm start, Sydney smartly had withdrawn his cock until just the head was in her mouth. As she continued to pump his shaft with her hand, she felt the swell, then the first shot of his cum hit her in the back of the throat, triggering her gag reflex, but fighting against it, she swallowed, then pushed her head down slightly more as the second, third, and fourth shots coated the inside of her mouth and she quickly swallowed those too. As the fifth shot of the sweet fluid hit her mouth, she was a bit overwhelmed and felt a bit slip from her lips, but luckily it was the last one.
As Adam let out another groan, she began to move her mouth and lips again, cleaning his shaft up, and as she felt it slowly beginning to soften, she let it slip from her mouth and sat back on her heels. Adam finally opened his eyes and propped himself up on his elbows as he regained his breath, "Fuck that was intense."
She grinned, "You're telling me; you cum so much."
"Sorry."
"Don't be, I loved it, and you taste so good."
He smiled, noticing the little bit of cum that had escaped, "Um Syd..." he gestured to her lips.
She ran her tongue across them, catching the rest of the cum, "Yum. Thanks."
He grinned and they stayed still looking at each other and wondering what next. They both knew that Adam could recharge quickly, and just as he was saying, "Switch me..." they froze as they heard screaming and laughter from upriver.
Sydney let out a "Oh fuck!"
Adam's eyes got huge, and they both hurried to the river's edge to retrieve their clothes. Adam pulled his trunks on as Sydney pulled her bottoms on. As she was adjusting them, he had picked up her top, handing it to her then once she had pulled it on, he hooked the gold clasp to the loop and they jogged back up to their towels, and slowly began to finish packing up lunch, giggling as they tried to be as normal acting as they could, never mind that his cock was still bulging in his shorts, and Sydney's pussy was still wet from swallowing his huge load.
They heard yelling and turned to wave as a group of canoes and a raft drifted by; they began to pack up their things before loading it all in the kayaks. With everything loaded, Adam once again helped push her off, but before he could move back to his, she grabbed his arm, "Thanks for that."
He grinned, "No thank you."
As she turned into the current, Adam hurried to his own kayak, pushed out, then climbed in, following her the last two miles to the pullout spot. They occasionally talked, but otherwise just floated gently, both enjoying the weather and the aftereffects of their exploits on the sandbar.
When they got back, there were three more cars and an outfitter van parked near Sydney's car with multiple people pulling the canoes and the raft out that they had seen earlier. When Adam pulled his kayak out, he found Sydney talking to a girl about their age, she introduced Adam to her as Stacy, a friend from her college. Stacy was working for an outfitter that took at risk kids on outdoor adventures. Her partner, a guy by the name of Alex volunteered to take Adam back to his truck so Sydney and Stacy could catch up.
About a half hour later, Adam returned with his truck and with the help of Alex, they got the kayaks loaded while the girls caught up. With both groups ready to leave, they said their goodbyes and went their sperate ways. Adam and Sydney got home around 3:30, they were both disappointed to see that not only was Adam's parents were home, but so were Sydney's so the opportunity was gone to get a little more play time in.
When Adam carried her kayak back across the street, he set it down on the rack her father had built, then stood up and waved to her mother in the kitchen, then looking at Sydney, frowned and said, "So much for repaying the favor."
She shrugged her shoulders, "Yeah, but it is what it is. We both got off though."
"True."
"Alright, I'm gonna go shower, then take a nap before dinner."
"Now that sounds like a winner."
They hugged and before letting go, Sydney whispered in his ear, "I'm going to be thinking of you blowing your load in my mouth when I'm showering, probably make myself cum again."
She released and as he stood their dumbfounded, he simply waved like an idiot and she grinned, enjoying his obvious discomfort, "Later Adam."
"Bye Syd." He walked out of their garage and back to his truck grabbing his kayak. After putting it away, he said hi to his father and headed upstairs, getting in his own shower. As he lathered up, the thought of what Sydney was doing across the street came to mind and he found himself stroking his cock, thinking of not only the threesome, but also, he and Sydney's most recent adventures. Within a couple of minutes and with a groan, he shot his load on the floor of the shower.
He leaned against the wall to steady himself, then once he was convinced, he could stand, he finished his shower, exited the bathroom, and picked up his phone seeing a text from Sydney that read, "I hope your shower felt as good as mine did ;)"
He grinned and responded, "That it did ;)"
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Ben got home around 4:30 after stopping and picking up a bottle of wine at the local liquor store along with some other groceries since Marissa had used the last of his staples other than cereal. As he walked up the front walk, he shook his head, finding a couple pieces of mail scattered on the porch and a package tucked behind the railing. He said aloud as he picked it up, "At least they put the package behind the railing this go around." He walked in and after flipping through the mail, put the bottle of wine in the fridge to chill, then spent the next little bit tidying up the house and making the bed while the sheets from the night before finished up in the dryer. With all of that done, he looked at his watch and saw that it was getting close to six, and Marissa had said she would be over around then.
He walked out on the front porch and saw the street was essentially empty, then looking over at the driveway, he decided to move his car so Marissa could park in the garage, hoping that he could avoid some gossip. He shot her a text telling her to pull in the garage and that he would be in the kitchen or out back when she got there. She replied, "Ashamed of me?" with a winking face.
"Not at all, just thought we could avoid the neighborhood gossip."
"Awww, did you get a text from Michelle today too?"
"Yeah? Did you?"
"Oh yeah, she's big time pissed."
"You're telling me, you don't have to come over if you don't want to."
"Stop that, I want to. I have a lot of fun with you and pissing her off is just a bonus. I'm actually leaving work now; I'll be there in about 15 minutes."
He gave her the thumbs up emoji, then went upstairs, changing into a t-shirt and a pair of shorts before making his way back outside to uncover the grill. A few minutes later, he heard a car turn into his driveway, then the rumbling as the exhaust echoed off the garage walls. He made his way back inside and soon found Marissa walking in through the mudroom door carrying a small cooler, a bag, and her purse. She perked up when she saw him, "Hey!"
He returned the smile, "What's up good lookin?"
She giggled and set everything down, "I like that." He laughed and she leaned into him, so he wrapped his arms around her, and they kissed. Before the kiss could turn too passionate, she pulled away and turned to the island, beginning to unload the cooler. First came a bag of brussels sprouts, then two potatoes, followed by two ribeye's, and finally a Tupperware container. She set everything out on the counter and said, "Okay, let's get everything prepped, then while you start cooking, I'm going to go change if you don't mind?"
"Works for me."
While he coated the potatoes in oil and salt, she began to trim the brussels sprouts. After double checking that the grill was hovering around 400, he set the baked potatoes on the grates, then made his way back inside where she was finishing up the sprouts. As she seasoned them and he prepped the steaks, they talked about their day, him filling her in on the end of the year craziness and her talking about concerns the farmers were having due to the wet spring they had had. As she finished up with everything she was doing, he began to run the shrimp onto skewers, and with everything laid out on baking sheets ready to go onto the grill, she started cleaning up the kitchen.
As she did everything and they shared the responsibilities, he couldn't help but draw the contrast between her and Michelle. He quickly pushed the thoughts aside, trying his best to live in the moment and enjoy whatever this was. With the kitchen now cleaned up, he checked his watch and saw that the potatoes were due to be flipped in another five minutes, so he told her that he would finish up and then meet her on the deck.
She smiled and kissed him on the cheek, "That sounds awesome, I'll go change then be back down."
"I'll have a glass of wine ready for you."
"Sounds perfect, what's you get?"
"A Matthiasson Moscato."
"Nice, that should be perfect on a night like tonight."
"I thought so."
"Which room are we in?"
He smiled, "The same as last night."
She beamed, "Good, I slept great last night."
He chuckled as she walked away, heading towards the bedroom. As she made the corner to head up the stairs, she paused and smiled at him, allowing him to take her in again. She had worn a pair of tan sandals but those had been kicked off once they started prepping dinner, now she carried them upstairs, she wore a navy-blue skirt that fell to her knee but still hugged her hips while flowing loosely lower, she had topped the outfit off with a plain white, long-sleeved blouse that she had rolled the sleeves up on. He had chuckled when she came in because the top 3 buttons were undone, and he figured the last one had been undone just for him because it exposed a good bit of cleavage, something he didn't think she would do at the office.
He grabbed two wine glasses, opened the wine, and let it breathe for a moment while he flipped the potatoes. He returned to the kitchen, poured them each a glass, then carried them to the deck before returning for the rest of the food. Since it was still early, he wasn't worried about bugs, so he set the food on the side tables of the grill and sat down to enjoy the evening while he waited for Marissa to join him.
She returned about five minutes later, he looked up and smiled; due to the warm evening, she had kept the skirt on, but ditched the blouse, opting instead for a white halter crop top that showed off a few inches of her midriff. As she sat down on the couch beside him, he handed her the glass of wine and said, "Damn, I feel underdressed."
She took a sip of her wine, "Mmm, that's good. I figured there was no need to dirty even more clothes."
He nodded, trying to think of something witty to say, but coming up with nothing, said, "Dinner should be ready in about 20 minutes."
She nodded and after setting her glass down, pulled her legs up, tucking them underneath her and giving him a peak of her thighs as the skirt rode up. She smiled and picked her glass back up, "So, tell me about your text."
He shook his head and stood up, opening the grill to set check the potatoes and putting the steaks on. "Well, she texted multiple times, first was asking what you were doing here last night."
She gave him a sly look, "Just last night, not the morning?"
He couldn't help but laugh before he said, "She just asked why you were here. I told her who I was hanging out with was none of her business and asked her if she was stalking me."
"Oooo, good comeback."
"Yeah, she kept referring to the house as her house and town as her town. I thought that was funny, even with it pissing me off. It did piss her off enough that she left me alone for a little bit."
"Really?! That is impressive."
"I know right?" He stood and set the skewers of shrimp on the grill and then added the brussels sprouts to the grill dish, before continuing, "It only lasted about an hour before she told me that I was doing a good job of pissing her off being with you, that I needed to sell her the house, and get out of HER town. I ignored that one and blocked her."
Marissa shook her head, "Who the fuck does she think she is? Although the part of us being together really cracks me up."
Ben nodded, not quite sure what to say, Marissa stood up and kissed his cheek, then said, "She's gonna shit with us spending the weekend together."
"Oh?"
"I didn't plan on going home until after work on Monday if that is okay with you?"
He smiled, "Fine with me, I just wasn't sure what we were doing..."
She returned the smile, "I'm not sure yet, but I had a lot of fun last night and I'm betting this weekend will be just as much, if not more fun too." She kissed him on the lips, then pulled away, "I'm going to go get refills and grab plates and silverware, we can eat out here?"
"Sure, I'm sure the neighbors are going to be spying."
As she walked towards the house, she shook her hips and ass, then looked over her shoulder, "Good, let them talk."
After getting their food off the grill, they moved to the patio table and after a few minutes of silence as they savored the food, Ben set his fork down and asked, "So what was your text from her?"
Marissa scoffed as she set her fork down, "Texts. The first couple were all nice, but I figured something was up considering I haven't heard from her in three or four months."
"Really?"
"Oh yeah, she pretty much dropped Hannah and I after she got settled in over in her ivory tower of Millers'. "
Ben laughed, "That is one way to look at it."
Marissa nodded and took another bite of her food before continuing, "Yeah. Anyways, when I wasn't engaging her, she quickly shifted to asking what I was doing spending time with you. I told her that we had run into each other and had caught up."
Ben nodded while taking another bite; Marissa continued, "She asked why I had been over here, and I told her that we had caught up. She then asked me if I had stayed the night. I told her again that you and I caught up, and where I slept was none of her business."
Ben coughed, choking on his food slightly, "You told her we slept together?"
Marissa laughed, "No, just inferred it. The possibility of it is going to drive her nuts."
Ben took a deep breath, "I'd say she is pissed."
"Oh yeah, big time. She told me to stay away from you, reminded me that we had been friends for 25 years, and then ended it with "We should hang out soon!""
"Really?"
"Yep, I left that one on read, which I know will just piss her off even more."
Ben sighed and leaned back in his chair, his dinner finished; as Marissa finished her dinner, he looked at her, admiring her beauty in the setting sun. He smiled, then said, "You know she isn't going to let us go easy right?"
"Us? Is there an us Ben?" She giggled seeing his reaction of uncertainty; she stood and grabbed his plate, "I am fully aware she is not going to let us go, but she is going to have to. We are adults who can make our own decisions, and so far, these have been very good decisions."
He looked up at her as she walked towards the house with their plates, she paused and setting them down on the grill, walked back over and sat down in his lap, taking his face in her hands, and pressing her lips to his. They kissed gently for a few moments until she pulled away, "Now I'm going to take the dishes and leftovers in and get them handled, why don't you refill our glasses, get the grill cleaned up, and I'll find us a blanket."
"Blanket?"
"I want to sit out here, but I'm getting a tad chilly."
***
When Marissa returned to the deck, she was carrying a blanket, sitting back down, she curled up on the couch beside him, then after tucking her feet under her again, she covered her lap with the blanket and cuddled up to him. Over the next hour or so, they finished the first bottle of wine, and opened a second as they talked about work, life, world events, and their plans for the next day.
Meanwhile next door, Teresa Christie, who had lived in her house since the first one's in the area were built, made a phone call to Michelle Miller. Teresa had known Michelle's family and her husband had been one of Michelle's father's closest executives, when Michelle moved back, the Christie's were so happy, that happiness turned to sadness, then anger very quickly as the divorce became public and Michelle and the Miller family lost the house.
The reason cited were infidelity and other irreconcilable differences, and the rumor was that Michelle had been caught with Brad Matson, her high school boyfriend, and the owner of the major electrical contractor in town. If you were to ask Teresa though, she'd call it all BS. Michelle was a wonderful young woman going through a hard time that was being made harder because of her ex-husband who not only kept the house, but had painted it and had the landscaping redone, along with who knew what inside, all with Michelle's money surely and erasing all of Michelle's memories.
Even worse in her eyes was the fact that earlier that morning she had seen the Robinson girl leaving after kissing the ex on the porch; she had clearly stayed the night, then, she had seen her pull back in this evening, carrying multiple bags and after looking out her window, she could make out the two of them sitting on the patio furniture under a blanket and laughing.
She had called Michelle three times today, letting her know what she had seen, and she could hear that it broke Michelle's heart, she could hear the ire in her voice and Michelle had asked her to keep an eye on things to make sure that he didn't ruin her house, so she was doing just that. As darkness descended, the torches around the deck were lit and the two next door continued to stay outside, carrying on with their laughter and the occasional kiss that disgusted Teresa.
As the clock neared 9:45, Teresa had had enough, she called Michelle again, apologizing for the lateness of the call and explained what was going on. Michelle once again thanked her before telling Teresa that she appreciated the updates and that she would stop over and say hello soon before hanging up. Hearing that Michelle was a little calmer, Teresa headed upstairs to bed, ignoring the noise on the other side of her from the Blackstons' who were having a graduation party for their son who had just graduated.
***
As the sun set, and their cuddling began to turn more intense, especially their kisses and their wandering hands under the blanket, Ben and Marissa began to debate if it was time to go inside or not. After one long stretch of kisses, along with her cupping his growing bulge through his shorts and his hand slipping down her thigh, Marissa pulled away and groaned, "God you feel so good."
Ben sighed, "You do too, and I get bare skin."
She took a deep breath, "More than you realize."
He pecked her on the lips, then gave her a confused look. She giggled and cupped his crotch again, eliciting a groan; she kissed his neck then said, "Commando Ben." She felt his hand that had been on the outside of her thigh, shift to the inside and with a deep breath, she waited for his hand as it neared her wet pussy.
She shifted to allow him easier access, and just as his fingertips grazed her naked lips, they were hit by a beam of light and a voice from the darkness, "Evening folks."
Ben's hand jerked back, and they both covered their eyes from the light; Ben called out, "Who the fuck is there!?"
The voice came back, "I'm Sgt. McDonald with the state police, we got a complaint about noise."
Ben squinted, and angrily replied, "Does it sound like we are causing noise? You're probably looking for the Blackston's next door; they threw a party for their kid's graduation, but they weren't even that loud."
The cop stepped up onto the deck and this time Marissa spoke, "Would you point that flashlight somewhere other than my face?"
The cop aimed the light at the ground and looked at the two of them, "This was the specific address given."
Ben glared at the cop, "Who the fuck called it in? You can see it is just the two of us, and we don't even have the speakers on."
"Someone in the area called it in."
Marissa mumbled under her breath, "Michelle." Ben nodded in agreement, feeling himself seething with anger
The cop stood, looking around the porch, "So do you all live here?"
Ben, looked at him, "I do."
"Mind showing me some ID."
"Actually, I do. I'm on my own property, I'm sure you don't have cause to be on the property because I can guarantee there was no noise at the street. My name is Benjamin Smith, and I am betting your report came in from Michelle Miller, formally Michelle Smith, my ex-wife, am I correct?"
"I can't tell you that sir. And who are you ma'am?"
Marissa was getting annoyed by the questioning, "My name is Marissa Robinson."
"Do you live here ma'am?"
"Not officially." This comment caused Ben to shift his focus from the cop to Marissa subtly. She squeezed his thigh then continued, "I stay here on occasion. I think that is all you need to know."
The cop was clearly unsure of how to proceed, so Ben spoke up, "Is that all officer, because it should be clear that you have been sent on a wild goose chase."
The cop didn't react, but he had come close enough that they could see him thinking. After a few moments of silence, he gave a small smile, "Sorry to interrupt folks, enjoy your evening."
Ben nodded, and Marissa said, "You too officer."
The cop headed back around the side of the house, and they sat in silence for a few moments until they saw his taillights turn away from the lake at the end of the road. With the cop gone and nothing but the moon and the sound of frogs, Ben exclaimed, "That bitch!"
Marissa nodded, "I'd like to say I'm surprised, but I'm not. She must really be stalking the house."
Ben thought for a second, "No, she's not. I bet Mrs. Christie next door called her."
"Christie? Teresa Christie?" Ben nodded and Marissa sighed and shook her head, "You're probably right. She's a bitch, always was, would yell at us kids all the time when we were younger. The families were close when we were growing up."
"Didn't her husband work with Michelle's dad?"
"That'd be the one. I'm not surprised in the least by that. She probably told Michelle about seeing me last night, and then this morning."
"Then she must have seen us out tonight."
Marissa nodded, "Probably." She smirked and finished the last of her wine, "Probably a good thing we had the blanket, would have given the old bat a heart attack."
Ben couldn't help but laugh, then leaned back looking at the sky as Marissa leaned back into him. They sat silently for a few moments before Ben remembered what Marissa had said to the cop, "So you stay here on occasion?"
She lifted her head from his shoulder and smiled, "Well, I did last night, and I'm staying the weekend; that is on occasion, isn't it?" Ben nodded, kissing her, but as it deepened, she again pulled back, and said, "And honestly, if you make me cum like you did last night, I'll probably be sticking around a good bit if that is okay with you?"
Ben smirked and began to trail his hand down her thigh again, she once again shifted allowing him easier access, "That sounds good to me...where were we?"
Marissa inhaled sharply as his fingers grazed her lips, "I think right about there." She felt him teasing her slit, running his finger up and down, coating it in her wetness as her breathing began to fluctuate. He spread her lips and began to tease her clit, then her entrance as she let out a soft moan. She finally squeaked out, "Can you stop for a minute?"
He removed his hand, making sure it was completely out from under her skirt before he said, "Of course. Is everything okay?"
"Everything is great, I just can't focus when you're doing that, and I figure I need a moment of lucidity before we go any farther."
"Okay, what's up?"
"I am really enjoying myself, but there is something I want you to know."
Getting slightly concerned and feeling his mind began to wander, he simply said, "Okay..."
"I tell people what to do all day, I really don't want to do that at home." Not really following her, Ben nodded and waited for her to continue. "Ben, I like being told what to do in bed. When I told you last night that you can do anything you want to me, I meant it."
Trying to lighten the mood, he chuckled, "Except anal."
She laughed, "Yes, except anal, but hell who knows on that."
He smirked, filing that away for later, then said, "So what do you want?"
She caressed his thigh, settling on his bulge again, then said, "Whenever we are having sex, I want you to take charge, tell me what you want, or what I need to do."
"I've never done that really...."



"I figured, but I saw it in you last night when you pushed your cock into my mouth." He looked down, remembering apologizing to her; she squeezed his bulge causing him to groan, then said, "Don't worry, if it's too much or something, I will let you know."
He nodded and allowed his hand back between her legs, this time though, he didn't tease her, instead he parted her lips and pressed one finger into her as she groaned and cupped his bulge. He slid it in and out of her a couple of times, causing her to moan as she gently rocked her hips, meeting his fingers each time. As he felt her get wetter, he withdrew his finger, drawing a protest from her. He interrupted her complaints and said, "As much as I really want to give Mrs. Christie something to tell Michelle, let's save that for later. Inside."
Marissa bit her lip, nodded, and they began the process of untangling themselves before extinguishing the torches, then making their way inside.
***
They made it as far as the living room before their pawing at each other got too much, and Ben gently pushed Marissa to the couch. As her ass hit the cushion, Ben knelt between her legs, pushing her skirt higher, "Lift your butt."
She did and he pushed his skirt higher, gathering it around her waist and exposing her naked lips; she giggled, "You know it does come off."
"I know, this just seems more spontaneous and fun." Before she could reply, she felt his warm breath on her lips, and she cooed instead as he kissed her wet lips.
For the next five minutes as he methodically made his way around her pussy, licking, sucking, and evening nibbling a bit. Marissa's coos turned into a steady string of moans, intermixed the occasional, "Fuck," or "Like that." Remembering what he had done the night before, after teasing her enough, he sunk a finger inside of her, stroking it in and out of her as he zeroed in on her clit with his mouth. Sucking it in, her eyes shot open and within 30 seconds, her legs were shaking, and her chest heaved as an orgasm washed over her.
Just as the night before, he felt a slight moment of his face getting wetter as she came. He grinned, but quickly and eagerly began to lap her juices up. Ben had always enjoyed the taste of a woman's pussy, but Marissa's was simply addicting with a sweet taste, and he couldn't seem to get enough of it. As her orgasm subsided, Ben emerged from between her legs and smiled at her as she regained her breath.
When she finally opened her eyes, the look on her face was one of pure lust, so much so that it caught Ben off guard. He was quickly brought back to reality when she said, "Pants off."
He smirked and stood up, unbuckling his belt while saying, "I thought I was the one in charge?"
As he pushed his shorts to the floor, leaving him in just his t-shirt, she said, "Yes, but if I don't get your cock inside of me, there's going to be bigger issues."
Ben flopped down on the couch beside her, then said, "Then ride me."
She groaned, and quickly moved into position, straddling his lap, then as she steadied herself with one hand, she guided his cock into her waiting pussy with the other. They both groaned as they came together, and once she was fully impaled on him, they stayed still for a moment, getting used to each other. Their stillness didn't last long because Marissa soon began to rock back and forth on him.
She started by moving up and down on his cock, impaling herself each time as his hands rested on her hips and helped steady her movements. While she actively worked out, Marissa wasn't a twig by any stretch, and she began to tire within a minute or so. With her legs and ass burning, she pressed down into him and began to grind against him. Every time she rocked back, her skirt would slip between them and prevent her clit from tough his skin.
Ben felt the beginnings of rug burn and removed his hand from her hip, gathered her skirt in his hand and held it out of the way. Marissa leaned closer to him, kissing him and began to speed up her movements.; with the new pressure and change in angle for both, they both began to breath heavier, and their moans began to get louder. It didn't take much longer before they both could feel the tingling brewing in their loins. Marissa's orgasm started first, her trembling body, pulsing walls, along with a long "Ohhh Goddd!" and a dribbling of liquid onto his balls, Ben was quickly tumbling over the edge with her. He pressed up into her, and feeling his balls contract, he shot his cum deep inside of her with his own grunt.
Marissa finally collapsed against him as he wrapped his arms around her, and they stayed still both regaining their breath. Marissa spoke first, "God that's good."
Ben nodded and nuzzled her neck, "Agreed." They stayed silent for another moment or two, but then let out a groan as Marissa squeezed his cock with her walls.
"You're staying kinda hard."
"Probably has something to do with the beautiful woman on top of me."
Marissa raised up and grinned, "I'm still fully dressed."
She squeezed again, and he let out another groan, then said, "We should change that."
"Upstairs?"
"You have to move first."
They both let out a groan as she lifted herself off him, her because of the emptiness, and him due to the coolness of the air hitting his wet cock. She stood, squeezing her pelvic muscles so as not to drip his cum on the hardwoods. She made her way around the couch, heading upstairs, he grabbed his shorts and quickly followed her.
They crashed into each other at the foot of the bed, his shirt was the first to come off, then between their kisses, he began to work her top off, but was beginning to get frustrated as he struggled, not only because the top was extremely tight, but also because Marissa was stroking his cock at the same time. Finally, they broke their kiss and he let out a "Grrr," of frustration causing her to laugh.
"Would you like some help?"
"Is this damn thing painted on you or something?"
She crossed her arms and began working the top off; as her breasts were free, they settled and he feverishly bent down, taking one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking on it hungrily while cupping the other one as she groaned and struggled to get it off over her head. With it finally off, she cradled his head in her hands, then ran them through his hair as she felt herself growing wetter again. She knew that the combination of her wetness and the cum inside of her, they were going to spill some on the floor if they didn't make it to the bed soon.
She gently pushed his head away and after a brief protest, she said, "What do you want me to do?"
He hesitated, part of him wanted to bend her over and fuck her hard, another part of him wanted a blow job, and a part of him wanted to fuck her missionary again so he could see her as they both came. "Ummmm..."
She moved towards the bed, "Do you want to fuck me more?"
"Yes."
"Do you want me to suck you cock?"
He groaned and nodded.
"Which one is it, Ben? Tell me what you want."
He thought for a moment and realized that she wasn't going to make the decision for him, he had to tell her, "I want you to suck my cock while I finger you."
She grinned, "That's more like it. We should probably get in bed."
She climbed onto the bed, and moved until her head was on the pillow, and she propped it up as he joined her. With him on her knees, his cock was at the perfect level with her mouth, she scooted closer and bent her upper leg, giving him the access he needed. She opened her mouth and sucked the head of his cock in, tasting the drying combination of their juices. As she slipped him into her mouth, Ben groaned and pressed his hips towards her, shoving his cock deeper into her mouth.
Marissa relaxed her mouth and she felt been slide deeper; she did her best to lick his shaft, but he was stretching her mouth just as he did her pussy. He stopped pressing and Marissa sucked him the best she could, causing him to groan again.
She slowly pulled her head back and let his cock slip from her lips with a pop. "You can gently fuck my face, but I thought I was getting fingered too?"
Rather than respond, he dropped his hand to her pussy, spread her lips, then plunged two fingers into her cum soaked pussy. She let out a moan, and with an open mouth, moved forward to suck him back in. For the next minute or so, his cock plunged in and out of her mouth, as his fingers did to her pussy. Marissa had another orgasm as his fingers stroked her g-spot, causing her to squirt as she came. As she tried to focus, the orgasm rocked her body, she moaned with his cock still her mouth, sending shockwaves through his body and he quickly pulled his cock from her mouth so as not to cum.
She whined, "Why'd you pull away?"
He took a deep breath, "Because I really want to fuck you again."
She smirked in her post orgasmic euphoria, "Oh, okay. How would you like me."
He rocked back on his heals and briefly looked around the room, seeing his dresser across from the bed and thinking back to something he always wanted, "Can I fuck you from behind so we can see ourselves in the mirror?"
Marissa rolled her head to see what he was talking about, then grinned and sat up, "Kinky, I'd love to." She sat up and began to move into position, but she paused, kissed him, then took his hand that had fingered her and suck their juices off his finger, causing his eyes to get large. As she let them slip from her mouth, she batted her eyes and said, "We taste good together."
He was in shock at how different Marissa was from Michelle in bed; he quickly shook the thought of his ex from his mind as Marissa got on all fours and presented her ass to him. He moved between her legs and lined his cock up and pressed into her with a grunt, followed by a long moan from her.
He gripped her hips and began to thrust; the only sounds that filled the room were the slight squeak of the bed and their combined moans and groans. The pleasure was overloading Michelle's senses and she dropped her head as a continuous orgasm began to roll through her. As she moaned, she heard Ben say, "Look at us."
Through her pleasure, she looked up and moaned, seeing their reflection in the mirror. The sight was one that sent even more waves of pleasure through her, not only could she see her own face contorted in pleasure, but also Ben's. Along with their faces, seeing the ripples of her ass each time he thrusted and the sway of her breasts, sent Marissa over the edge into her hardest orgasm of the night. With a long "Fuck!" she threw her head back and let out a long moan as her orgasm washed over her, causing her to squirt again.
Feeling and hearing Marissa's orgasm hit her, Ben's eyes shot open from his concentration of baseball he was imagining to hold off cumming, but seeing the same thing Marissa had, he followed her orgasm too. He pulled her hips into him and felt himself explode for the second time that night, filling Marissa up with even more cum. Her orgasm began to wane, and the pulsing walls continued to coax as much cum from his balls as possible. Her trembling arms could no longer hold her, and she collapsed onto the bed, his cock falling from her as he fell backwards, head hitting the pillow.
They lay in a tangled mess on the bed in silence for at least two minutes as they both recovered from some of the hardest orgasms of their lives. Finally, Marissa spoke, "Damn boy."
He chuckled and reached out finding her hand and taking it in his hand, "I think I could say the same thing for you."
"You may have fucked me stupid, I dunno if I can walk."
"I think you drained every bit of cum from me."
It was her turn to giggle, and she slowly sat up, "Well hopefully you'll refill."
He scoffed, "I hope so too."
She smiled at him, shuffled on the bed, then leaned down and kissed him. As their soft kiss broke, she said, "I'm going to take a shower, come with me?"
He smiled, "Gladly."
They did make it to the shower and spent 15 minutes kissing each other softly, washing each other, and simply talking and enjoying the others company and touch. When they finally emerged and dried each other off, they returned to the bedroom and as Marissa pulled back the sheets, she said, "I brought some pajamas, but I don't have to put them on."
Feeling sentimental, Ben said, "I'd rather you didn't. I want to feel your skin against mine."
She quickly smiled softy, so as not to scare him like she knew she could, "I'd like that."
They climbed into bed and Ben turned the light off. She snuggled against him, and he placed his hand on her hip and kissed her neck, "Goodnight Marissa."
"Night Ben."
They both drifted off to sleep quickly, with smiles on their faces and comfortably nestled against each other.
***
When Ben stirred awake, this time he wasn't welcomed with a blow job, instead he rolled over and found Marissa still asleep next to him. He smiled, remembering the night before, and at the sight of her beauty beside him. For the first time in a long time, he woke up and didn't feel like he didn't belong in his own house. He slipped out of bed, careful not to wake her, he threw on a pair of boxers, gym shorts and an old cut off t-shirt before going to the bathroom, then making his way downstairs.
He got the coffee pot going and searched through the refrigerator, finding more eggs along with the bacon that he had bought the day before. He heated up a little bit of bacon grease from the jar in the fridge in a cast iron skillet and then dropped the bacon in. As he waited for it to start frying, he poured a cup of coffee and stepped out onto the deck, looking out over the lake. As he sipped his coffee, he thought about the beautiful weather and how he was really looking forward to taking Marissa out on the boat. The image of them doing that a lot, along with other things together brought a smile to his face.
The fact that they already knew each other well, made the thoughts that would usually be scary, not as much, something that eased his mind, because all they had done was add sex to the equation. He chuckled aloud, and as he did his thoughts were interrupted by, "What are you laughing at this morning?"
He turned around and found Marissa leaning in the doorway, wearing one of his shirts, "Is that one of mine?"
She grinned, "You don't mind, do you?"
"Not at all." He walked up to her, and she reached up on her toes, giving him a soft, yet sensual kiss.
"So, what are you laughing about?"
"Really wanna know?"
They made their way back inside where she poured herself a cup of coffee and he began to turn the bacon. After she took a sip she said, "Of course."
He sighed, "You can't run away, promise?"
"You're not going to tell me you're plotting where to bury the bodies, right?" she said with a laugh.
"No, I already have the planned."
"Good, then I promise, I won't run."
"I was laughing at how surreal everything is. For the last year or so, I've had what my therapist called imposter syndrome. I've felt like I don't belong here, or in the house, even though I've tried my best to carve out a life here." Marissa pulled herself up onto the counter, crossing her feet so he couldn't see up her shirt as he continued, "But this morning, I woke up and saw you asleep beside me and I remembered last night, and for the first time in a while, I felt comfortable in the house." He flipped the bacon some more, took a sip of his coffee before continuing, "Then as I looked out over the yard and lake, I found myself excited for today and for whatever comes next which I hope is a bunch. We already know each other, so I feel like this is easier."
She nodded, then hopped down and approached him, she kissed him, wrapping her arms around his neck, when their kiss broke, she smiled, "Not going anywhere Ben, and I agree. Just don't go saying you love me yet."
He laughed, "Not a chance, although, I do love your body."
She smacked his chest, "And I love yours and what it does to me." They kissed again quickly, then she said, "Okay, what can I do to help with breakfast?"
"Eggs are in the fridge."
"On it!"
***
Once breakfast was done, the dishwasher loaded and started with the dishes from the night before, they finished the pot of coffee before Ben reluctantly got up and announced that he was going to go out and mow. Marissa sighed, "Yeah, I guess I need to get the paperwork I brought with me done. What's the WiFi password?" Ben gave it to her and as he headed towards the shed where the Gravely zero turn was kept, she yelled out his name.
He turned, "Yeah?"
She winked, "You promised me you'd mow shirtless."
He laughed, but then peeled his shirt off, tossing to her, "You know the way to the deck off the bedroom."
As he headed outside, she remarked while going upstairs, "Yes I do."
She got back to the bedroom and looked around, laughing at their clothes from the night before, haphazardly thrown around. She gathered his up, found a hamper in the bathroom for them, then after folding hers, threw them in a reusable Aldi bag she had brought. After peeing, she found a crop workout top, and grabbed a pair of leggings but also saw a pair of Nike Pro spandex shorts that she brought to sleep in. Thinking of how warm and sunny it was, she decided on them, figuring a jump start on the tanning would be good. Once she was dressed, she grabbed her laptop and walked out on the porch, setting the remainder of her coffee down and admiring the view.
The deck was large enough for a table and a couple chairs and enough room to walk around easily; it overlooked the expansive back yard and the lake. With the warm weather and the slight breeze, Marissa couldn't help but think to herself, "Damn this is nice, I could get used to it."
She giggled thinking that she was now sounding a bit like Ben but smiled as she looked around. She could hear him in the front yard mowing it, then her eyes caught some movement; when she looked over, she saw none other than Teresa Christie sitting on her back patio, glaring up at her. Marissa chuckled and made sure she pulled her top down a bit more, then approached the railing and put on her biggest smile before yelling out, "Good morning Mrs. Christie!"
The woman responded curtly, "Hello."
"I don't know if you remember me, I'm Marissa Robinson, I used to spend a lot of time here in the summer."
The woman sighed, visibly annoyed before standing up, "I know who you are."
Marissa chuckled inwardly before responding, "Oh okay, such a beautiful morning, isn't it?"
The woman huffed again and made her way back inside, Marissa yelled out, "Have a wonderful day!" With no response, Marissa sat down and laughed, then opened her laptop and began working.
Ben whipped around the front, getting it trimmed and mowed in about 45 minutes before stopping to grab a bottle of Gatorade out of the fridge in the garage, then made his way around back. As he did, he glanced up and could see the back of Marissa's head on the deck, she turned as he made the first pass down the lawn, so he waved as he went by. He got to the lake end and made several passes along it before starting down the other side of the yard. When he reached the deck, he made several passes along it, giving him a buffer to where he could just do the long straight lines that he liked.
When he looked up, he found Marissa leaning on the railing, he swallowed hard, seeing her outfit; she was wearing a black GymShark sleeveless crop top that showed off her cleavage, along with her nipples subtly pushing through and on bottom, a pair of gray Nike Pro shorts that showed she clearly wasn't wearing underwear because of the faint camel toe.
He slowed the mower to a stop under the deck and shut it down, before yelling up, "Are you trying to distract me?"
She innocently said, "What are you talking about?"



He laughed, "That outfit is something else for doing paperwork."
"I'm comfy, would you rather I work inside?"
"Not at all. The scenery doesn't get much better than all of this while mowing," he motioned at the yard, the lake and her.
"Good, so how much longer you have?"
"Another 45 minutes or an hour to finish mowing and trim real quick back here."
She nodded, "Perfect, I'll make some sandwiches for lunch?"
"Works for me." As he started the mower back up, she yelled at him, "Hey Ben." He looked up at her, she grinned and yelled back, "You look pretty sexy mowing." He laughed and headed back to the side he started on, resuming his striping pattern as she returned to her paperwork.
When Marissa saw him pulling around the house, she finished up what she was doing and headed downstairs to make sandwiches; about 15 minutes later, Ben came in and walked up to her, "A woman in the kitchen half naked making me a sandwich, what else could a guy want?"
She giggled and turned to him, offering him her lips; they kissed, but when he tried to deepen it, she pushed him away with a laugh, "I don't think so buster, sweaty you during sex is one thing, yard work sweaty is another. Go shower and we will eat when you're finished."
He tried to protest but she quickly redirected him, and he made his way upstairs, smiling that she had made the bed and organized the mess from before. After showering, he grabbed his swim trunks, slipping them on along with t-shirt before making his way downstairs where Marissa was setting sandwiches out on the bar, along with two glasses of lemonade. "You didn't have to make the bed."
"I know, but it's a habit I have, so I don't mind."
He leaned over and kissed her, "Thank you, I appreciate it."
They spent the next 15 minutes eating lunch and talking about her conversation with Mrs. Christine, knowing full and well Michelle likely already knew about it. Marissa grinned, "I'm glad she knows, she needs to know you're happy without her."
Ben smiled, "That I am."
As they finished up lunch, Ben said, "Go ahead and go get ready to go out on the boat, I'll get things cleaned up down here. What do you want in the cooler?"
"Umm water, soda, and I brought some High Noons."
"Perfect."
Just as Ben was finishing the cleanup, he heard Marissa yell for him, "Can you come up real quick?" He put the last of the things way from dishwasher and headed upstairs; when he walked in the bedroom, he found Marissa staring at the bed with her hands on her hips in a bikini.
Even though he had seen her naked, seeing her in a bikini was incredibly sexy also, the bikini she was wearing was mainly royal blue, the bottoms transitioned from the royal blue to a teal, then to a white and showed a good bit of her ass cheeks; the top was more full coverage and went from a white around her midsection to the teal, then to the royal blue with both straps over her shoulders. She turned to look at him, he smiled, "You look hot."
She frowned at him, "I can't decide which suit to wear."
"You have more than one?"
"Yeah, so what do you think of this one?"
"I already told you; you look hot."
She rolled her eyes, "Men. Hold on, let me show you the other one." She grabbed the bathing suit that was on the bed and disappeared into the bathroom. He sat quietly, scrolling on his phone and she reemerged a few minutes lates, "What about this one?"
He looked up, "Damn." The latest bathing suit was much more revealing; it was maroon, and the top had to be a pushup, because the swell and roundness of her tits was unmistakable. It tied behind her neck in a halter style with scalloping across the top of the cups. The bottom was much high cut in the thighs, and lower cut in the waist. She turned around and like the rest of the bikini, the back revealed a lot of skin, especially her ass.
"What do you think?"
"They are both wonderful."
She shook her head, "You're no help."
He held his hand up in defeat, "I'm just telling you the truth."
She leaned down and kissed, then smiled, "I know."
As she held up the other suit he said, "If it helps, I think the water is probably too cold to swim yet."
She grinned, "Actually that does help. The other one keeps me contained, this one, not so much. I'll go with this one."
He grinned, hugging her, and groping her ass as he kissed her. She sighed into their kiss but frowned as he pulled away. "I'm going to go load the boat, bring your book and come down when you're ready."
"Tease!" she yelled as he walked out of the room. She took another five minutes to lather up with sunscreen, making a note to have Ben do her back once they got to wherever they were going. She tossed on his shirt she had worn earlier and after grabbing a book from her bag, she made her way outside, across the lawn, and down to the dock where she found Ben waiting.
She climbed aboard the open bow Bayliner and after kissing him, set her bag down and sat down in the open bow in front of him. Ben untied the lines and pushed them away from the dock. He carefully steered them out of the little cove and as they approached the open water of the lake, he tapped her on the shoulder, she turned and looked at him, he smiled and said, "Hold onto your hat."
She giggled and put her hand on her hat as he pushed the throttle forward and quickly brought them up onto a plane and they cruised across the lake. For the next hour, they cruised the lake, enjoying the weather, and he even moved her in front of him, teaching her how to steer and pilot the boat around the lake.
As they got to the damn side of the lake, he had her slow the boat down and he said, "Wanna anchor up and relax?"
She smiled, "Sure."
He took back over as she grabbed them each a drink, and then piloted them back the way they came, but then turned up one of the fingers of the lake and after another 15 minutes of cruising, he steered them into a small cove and slowed the boat, killing the motor then quickly moving so he could toss out the anchor. As the boat came to a stop, now just bobbing in the water, he reached into the cooler, grabbing a High Noon, then dug out a book from the pouch on the outside of the cooler, turned the radio down, then moved to the back of the boat where there was a couch like sitting area.
Marissa smiled at him, then stripped the shirt off, and handed him the lotion, "Do my back."
He grinned, squirted the lotion into his hand, then rubbed it into her skin. She sighed as he massaged her skin; he made sure to rub her shoulders and neck, finding small knots and working them out. "That felt good, thank you."
"You're welcome."
She joined him on the seat and cuddled up to him, he slipped his arm around her, and they settled into reading their books, not really speaking except about the random things in their books, or when they noticed things on the shore. After a half hour or so, Marissa had become quiet, and he noticed her book was laying in her lap and she was asleep. He smiled and set his own book down, kissing the top of her head, closed his eyes and does off himself.
He was woken about an hour later as Marissa stirred, she sat up and stretched and looked around, "Holy shit, did I fall asleep?"
"Yeah, we both did"
"What time is it?"
He looked at his watch, about 4:30."
"Hmph."
He stood up, stretching himself, "You about ready to head back in?"
She smiled sleepily and nodded, "We didn't make plans for dinner."
As he started pulling up the anchor, he said, "How do you like your pizza?"
"Anything as long as there's no fish."
He chuckled and stowed the anchor, "Perfect." As he sat back down and started the boat, he reached for his phone, and quickly ordered a pizza online, seeing that it would be about an hour, giving them plenty of time to get back to the house.
After the boat had idled, he turned it back towards the open lake, Marissa appeared by his side, "You don't happen to have a blanket? I got a little sun and I'm chilly."
He smiled, "Get in the backpack under the other console."
She did and found a hoody, she pulled it on and like the shirt from earlier, it hung down to her mid-thigh; she smiled, "Thanks."
"Welcome. You look better in it anyway. Sit right there and the wind will stay off your legs."
She did as he said, and they made the 30-minute run back to the house; as they approached the dock, he had her come over and stand in front of him. He gave her instructions on how to bring the boat back in and once they bumped into the dock, he was off, tying the lines off and telling her how to shut it down.
After unloading the boat, Ben snapped the cover back in place and they made their way back to the house. He looked at her and smiled as they unpacked in the kitchen, "You did really well piloting the boat."
She smiled, then pecked him on the lips, "Thanks, I had a good teacher."
He grinned, "Why don't you go grab a shower, pizza will be here when you're done."
"Join me?"
He laughed, "I'd love to, but someone has to be here when the pizza is delivered."
She pouted, "Awww."
He laughed and gave her a gentle shove, "Next time."
"I'm holding you to that!"
***
After showering, she pulled on a clean pair of underwear and found another t-shirt of his and made her way downstairs to the smell of pizza. He laughed when he saw her, "You just going through my drawers?"
"Yeah, anything I should be looking for?"
"Nah, I've got the whips and chains hidden elsewhere."
She burst out laughing, doubling over at the absurdity of his comment, his laughter joined hers and they kept laughing as they pulled pizza onto their plates, and getting beers from the fridge before making their way into the living room. Over the next few hours, they ate, watched random TV, talked, cuddled, and overall, just enjoyed each other's company.
Around 9:30, as Marissa was getting them each another drink and the bag of chips from the pantry, her phone vibrated multiple times. Ben glanced at it and yelled, "Hey Riss, Amanda, Stephanie, and Connie just texted you."
She yelled in from the kitchen, "All at once?"
"Yeah."
She returned and curled back up against him, pulling the blanket over them and picked up her phone, "Riss?"
Ben suddenly got concerned, "That a problem?"
She giggled and unlocked her phone, "No, kinda like it actually."
He smiled and stroked her leg gently; out of the corner of his eye, he could see her read one text, then quickly switch to the other, then the other. She inhaled sharply and he said, "Everything okay?"
"No..."
He sat up and faced her, concerned, he asked, "What's going on?"
"Read it yourself." She handed him her phone and he read the first message, then went to the other two. All were from people that he had met a couple of times when he was married to Michelle, and all the messages had the same basic theme; Michelle was telling people that it was Marissa that had broken her and Adam up, and now that the divorce was finalized, she didn't have to hide it from anyone.
Adam's shoulders sunk, "Oh Marissa, I'm sorry."
His sadness was in direct contrast to her anger. She looked at him, "That bitch. Who the fuck does she think she is? She cheated on you, and now she is pissed that we are together! The nerve of her, it isn't my fault she ruined something with a great guy, and now I get to have it!"
She stood up and began pacing, everything she just said sinking in, especially the part about them being together, but he didn't say anything about that, instead he said, "What can I do?"
"Nothing, we are doing nothing wrong, she is the one with the problem."
"I know, but would it be easier for you if we took a break?"
She scoffed, "NO! That would mean she wins, and a break when we just got started, hell no. Give me my phone."
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to put these rumors to rest right now." Ben nodded as she paced the living room, fittingly, a thunderstorm rolled in, pelting the windows with rain as the dark sky flashed with lightning. After a minute or two, she handed her phone back to him, "Read this before I send it. I'm going to the bathroom."
He took her phone and read, "Wow, I don't even know where to begin. First, what she is telling you is a lie. Ben found her in the hot tub with Brad and there is evidence of that, which I've seen, which was the culmination of her belittling him since before they were married. Second, we all know how she was a bridezilla, that wasn't an isolated incident. Third, what Ben and I do now, is between he and I, we just reconnected recently. Finally, I thought you girls knew me better than that, than to assume I'd be a homewrecker. If you can't realize that she is just angry that she isn't getting her way, because she fucked up, that's on you."
She returned from the bathroom, and he handed the phone back to her, "I think that clears everything up on our end."
"Good!" She proceeded to send the message to the three women, then set her phone down on the coffee table.
She sat down beside him, clearly still irritated, but after a few moments of silence, her leg quit bouncing and he said, "Think one of us should text her?"
"Well, you blocked her, and if I text her, it will be ugly, so no, we aren't doing that."
They sat watching a little more TV, and after she checked her phone and saw that none of the other three women responded, she sighed shut her phone off and said, "I guess I got my point across, I'm tired, you ready to go to bed?"
He smiled softly, "Go ahead up, I'll be up in a minute."
She kissed his cheek and got up, and headed upstairs, leaving Ben to sit quietly on the couch for another few minutes as the storm carried on outside. He took a deep breath, picked up his phone unblocked Michelle's number and typed out a simple message: "You will be blocked again after I send this, but STOP spreading rumors about Marissa. We both know you caused the divorce, not me, and definitely not Marissa. Please stop, just move on Michelle."
With the message sent, he blocked her number again, shut off all the lights and made his way upstairs. He found Marissa in bed, scrolling on her phone, he smiled at her, and at the happiness he felt, seeing her in the bed. She smiled back at him, and he stripped his shirt off, he lifted the covers, "What are you wearing under there?"
She giggled, "Nothing." He grinned, stripped his shorts and boxers off, then climbed in beside her. He shut the light off and as he leaned over to kiss her, she returned it but as he tried to deepen it, she pulled away, "Ben?"
"Yeah?"
"Ummm...I'm not really in the mood after those texts."
He pulled back, lay on his side, and draped his hand over her stomach, "Okay."
"I'm sorry."
"Why are you sorry?"
"Because you want me, and I'm just not in the mood."
He raised up and kissed her forehead, "Don't ever apologize for that, I get it, and when I have a hot woman who wants me and has paraded around half naked all day, I get excited."
She giggled and rolled to her side, pressing back into him, "Will you just hold me?"
"You're going to get poked."
She giggled again, snuggling back into him more, "It's fine, I like that."
Marissa fell asleep quickly and while it did take him a while, Ben did eventually fall asleep, cuddled comfortable in bed with Marissa still in his arms.
***
Marissa woke up first one Sunday morning, after using the bathroom and seeing the rain still coming down, she climbed back into bed, propping herself up and checking her phone. She did have one response from the night before that apologized, but the other two message chains were blank. She sighed and shook her head, setting her phone down, then picking up her book spent the next 20 minutes reading quietly, catching herself looking over at Ben as he slept, and smiling, feeling happy and content.
After Ben woke up, they dressed and made their way downstairs and made breakfast, then after realizing everything was a wash for the day due to the weather, they decided that they would spend all day in relaxing. They started the morning by her helping him get some things cleaned around the house, then they shifted to the garage, after lunch they settled into the living room and while Ben explained how golf worked, Marissa finished up for some paperwork that she had for Monday. At one point, they got into a tickle battle, Ben winning because he wasn't really ticklish, which turned into him pinning her to the couch, which quickly turned into slow kissing and love making, before they both fell asleep and napped while the rain continued to fall outside.
After they finished cleaning up the leftovers they had for dinner, they retreated to the living again and Ben asked her, "So when can I see you again?"
She smiled, "Let me check my schedule. He laughed as she scrolled through her phone, "I have a couple things early in the week; you got anything Wednesday night?"
"Hmmm, alright."
"I told my brother that I would hang out with his kids on Saturday."
"Aww, that means no weekend together. Wednesday is graduation, I told a couple kids I would be there."
She laughed, "Don't worry, you'll get sick of me soon enough. When are you done with school?"
"Friday is kid's last day, then we go Monday and Tuesday."
"I know it's on the other side of town, but you wanna come over Sunday night?"
"Sure, are we planning a sleep over?"
She giggled, "Yes Ben, you will be staying over."
"Okay, just don't want to be presumptive."
Marissa looked at him, and could see the uncertainty in his face, something that had been absent most of the weekend; she scooted closer to him and rested her hands on leg, "Ben, you're not being presumptive. Going out on a limb, as far as I'm concerned, we are an item. There is no one else in this area that is at the level of you. So, I plan to spend a lot of time with you. Okay?"
He nodded, "I just don't want to wear out my welcome."
She smiled softly, "As long as you don't tell me you love me anytime soon, or start hooking up with random women, we are going to be just fine."
He nodded, "Okay."
They watched a little more TV, before switching to a movie, and when it ended around 9:30, Ben stretched, "I know you work more nine to five, but I normally head to school around 7. You can leave whenever you wake up."
She laughed, "No, I'm normally in the office by 7:30 or 8, so if I leave when you do, I'll just get there a little earlier than usual."
He nodded, "I'll get up at 5:30, I'll try to be quiet. I'm going to head to bed, you coming?""
She smiled, "Thank you for that. I'll be up in a few minutes; I want to look over emails again."
He kissed her on the lips, then headed to bed. Marissa sat quietly on the couch and picked her phone up, rereading a message that she had been ignoring for most of the day, one from Michelle. It read, "I can't believe you would betray me like this! You were my friend first and now you're fucking my ex-husband in MY house!"
Marissa sighed at the childishness of the text. She had debated not responding, but she finally decided that she had to. She carefully typed out, "We haven't been friends for at least a year. We haven't hung out more than twice since you got divorced. Like I told Amanda, Stephanie, Connie, you have no one to blame for your divorce and losing the house to anyone but yourself. I am asking you, please leave Ben alone, and please leave me alone. What we each decided to do with our lives' is up to us. We aren't looking to hurt you or embarrass you; we just want to live our lives. Now, like Ben, I'm going to block your number. I hope you can accept things the way they are."
She reread the message to make sure it was what she wanted to say, then pressed send. Closing the app, she switched to her contacts and blocked Michelle's number. She sighed, feeling a bit of sadness at losing one of her oldest friends, but as she made her way upstairs and into the bedroom, she couldn't help but smile at seeing Ben already asleep and her side of the bed turned down. She thought, "My side, I like that."



She brushed her teeth, stripped down, climbed into bed, and soon felt herself drifting off to sleep.
***
Ben woke with a start when his alarm went off at 5:30, he quickly turned it off so as not to wake Marissa. When he rolled over, he was relieved to see that she was still sleeping soundly. He leaned over, kissing her softly on the forehead, causing her to stir a bit, and a small smile appeared on her face, but she didn't seem to wake.
He got out of bed, and after going to the bathroom, he shaved, then climbed into the shower. He washed his face then body and was just starting on his hair when the curtain slipped back and Marissa's head appeared, "Want some company?"
He grinned, "Of course."
She climbed in and after a passionate good morning kiss, he continued washing his hair, but as he was finishing up, he felt her hands began to wander over his body. From behind him, she reached her arms around, pressing herself tits against his back and began to stroke his cock with her hands. He quickly became hard and let out a groan as she stroked him to full erection. He reached around, cupping her ass and pulling her tighter against him; she let out sigh and continued her stoking.
She whispered in his ear, "Hey Ben?"
He breathed heavily, "Yeah?"
"Will you do me a favor?"
"You keep that up, I'll do whatever you want."
She giggled, "Well I'm going to have to stop for you to do me the favor." He nodded and she squeezed his cock, eliciting a groan as she continued, "I want to hurry up and shower, then I want you to fuck me."
He inhaled, "What is the favor?"
"I want you to fill me up, so I can keep it inside of me all day."
He groaned, "Fuck."
"Can you do that?"
He nodded, "You'd have to wear panties."
She stopped stroking and he turned around pressing his cock between her legs as he pinned her against the wall. She groaned and pushed him away, "I think I can suffer."
They both laughed and quickly showered; him wrapping up his routine and her being careful to not get her hair wet as she rinsed the soap off and ran a razor over her arm pits, then her legs.; something she found to be a bit of a challenge because she could feel herself getting more turned on as Ben's hand's wandered over her body, and his cock pressing into her ass and crotch throughout the process.
Setting everything down she said, "All done?"
"Yeah, are you?"
"Yes, now get out."
They yanked back the curtain, and both climbed out, each grabbing a towel and hurriedly drying off. Marissa dropped her first, dropping it, then herself to her knees and while he was still drying his hair, she took his cock in her mouth. He groaned again, "Oh fuck!"
She eagerly sucked his cock for a few moments, covering it thoroughly in her saliva, then pulled back with a "Pop" as it slipped from her mouth. She looked up at him smiling, "I have to say, blowjobs were always kinda okay, but I really love sucking your cock."
He took a deep breath, "I'm glad, now sit on the sink."
She stood up, kissed him quickly then sat on the sink like he had said, he dropped to his knees in front of her, he pushed her legs up, causing her to lean back, pushing her pussy to the edge of the counter, while still letting her rest her heals on the counter edge. Once she was in the position he wanted, he pressed his face into her wet snatch, causing her to let out the moan and the "Oh fuck."
Ben spent a few moments, assaulting her pussy with his tongue and as he brought her to the edge of orgasm, her pussy began to leak more, causing him to stop. He stood up and she glared, "What the fuck are you doing?"
"This," in one firm and smooth motion, he lined the head of his cock up, and pressed into her.
"Oh yes, yes, yes."
Leaning over her, and putting his hands on the counter beside her, he kissed her then began to thrust. As they continued to kiss through his thrusts, their moans and groans were muffled, but soon they both had to pull away to be able to breath. The bathroom was filled their moans and the slapping of flesh as his thrusts sped up. Marissa's orgasm hit first, she groaned and threw her head back; her legs shook as her pussy flooded with more lubrication.
Ben felt her orgasm his and with himself nearing the ledge himself, he kept up his pace. Soon, the sight of her chest heaving, her moans, and the wetness soaking his cock and pelvis, Ben was crashing over the ledge also. He moved his hands to her hips, holding them together as he coated her insides with his own orgasm.
As the first splash of cum hit her, Marissa moaned again, "Yes!" His orgasm coated her with multiple spurts of cum, causing her to shiver more, relishing the feeling of him filling her up.
As his orgasm subsided, he let out another groan as she used her pelvic floor to squeeze his softening cock multiple times, coaxing the last remaining bits of his cum into her. "Pull out slowly."
He did, noticing a bit of resistance as she continued to squeeze him; as he slipped free of her, they both sighed. He leaned down, kissing her, before pulling away and resting his forehead against hers as his legs stabilized, "That is a hell of a good morning."
She pecked him on the lips, "I agree, and we saved water." He chuckled and caressed her legs as he stood up, she gestured to the closed toilet, "Can I have my panties."
He looked over, finding a pair of navy-blue panties, he reached over, grabbing them and passing them along. She bent her legs, slipped them on, then stood up, working them the rest of the way up her legs. When they were completely on, she turned and kiss him again, "I'm going to finish getting ready, can you throw a bagel in the toaster for me?"
He kissed her back, "Yep, let me get dressed." Ben spent the next five minutes slipping on a polo and golf pants, then finding a pair of shoes made his way down and began to prep them breakfast. As her Bagel popped up and he poured her a cup of coffee, Marissa joined him in the kitchen. He turned to hand her the coffee and said, "Damn, can I come to work with you?"
She chuckled, "What this little ole thing?"
"Old thing? You're nuts." The dress was sleeveless, blue, and white striped, fell to above her knee; It buttoned up the front with a large collar and she had tied it all together with a tan belt cinched around her waist accentuating her hips and her bust.
"It's airy and I can still look professional. Plus, I don't have to worry about your cum staining a pair of pants."
He laughed, "You were the one that requested it."
"I know, and I'm glad." She shuddered a bit, "It feels so good."
He inhaled as she kissed him, "You need to be careful, that dress needs another button done to make it appropriate for work."
She took a bite of her bagel, chewed, then said, "Oh I know, I'll do it before I go into the office."
He nodded as they both ate in silence. As he finished his, he said, "So, next Sunday night, you're place?"
She sipped her coffee before heading to coffee pot to fill a Yeti that he had set out for her, "I've been thinking about that."
"Oh?"
She approached him, playing with his collar, "Can I be forward?"
Ben hesitated, fearing what she would say, "Please be honest with me."
"Calm down, I was just thinking, why should we cramp ourselves in my apartment when we have the entire house here."
"Oh, that is fine with me."
"You sure? I don't want to wear out my welcome."
He sighed in relief, then laughed, "Riss, you are the sexiest women I have ever been with, I would have to be a moron to say no to you being here."
She laughed, "Okay, so then I'll just tell you, I left my things in the shower."
"That's fine. Now, as much as I want to enjoy that dress, I don't know if I can't get it up, and we have to go to work."
She laughed and shook her head, grabbing her overnight bag, and her work bag, "Yeah I know."
He grabbed his bag and they walked to the garage together, as she climbed into her car, he leaned down, kissed her, then smirked and said, "That's a nice bra."
She kissed him back, "Matching blue, like the panties."
"You're the she-devil."
She laughed, "Just yours."
He shook his head, "Ill talk to you later."
"You better, have a great day, Ben."
***
The next few days of the week were pretty standard, Ben was wrapping up school and Marissa was busy running the insurance company; they spoke periodically through the day via text and generally chatted via Facetime of an evening for a little bit, settling into what was becoming a joint life. Thursday came around and they had managed to sneak in a quick dinner together before graduation at the Station where they had reconnected.
Thursday morning, Marissa got to her office like usual around 7:30 and found a note on her desk that her secretary must have dropped off after she slipped out at 4:30 to grab dinner. The note read, "Marissa, Tom McClare would like to meet with you. Your calendar was clear at 9:30, so I scheduled him then."
Marissa twisted her face a bit, Tom McClare was one of her father's closest friends, and ran the feed company that most farmers in the area sold their corn and beans too. Marissa's agency held the policies on his business and all the associated equipment, land, and everything that came with it; to say it was their biggest client would be an understatement. Knowing he was coming in, Marissa spent the next hour and a half pulling all the paperwork for the policy, along with doing research into the other companies that they wrote for, seeing if she could get him any better rates.
When Tom walked in, Marissa stood up and smiled, "Mr. McClare, how are you today?"
He returned her smile and opened his arms in a hug, which she accepted, "I'm good Marissa, I've told you to call me Tom."
She laughed, "You know that is hard to do! Daddy always pushed for formalities, especially in the office."
Tom McClare nodded, "I know, how are he and your mother?"
"They are both good, spending time with Sam's family in Florida while Zach and I hold things down around here." They continued to make small talk for another few minutes, but as the conversation lulled, Marissa smiled, "Mr. McClare, I know you didn't make an appointment with Mindy just to come play catch-up, what can I do for you?"
The big man leaned forward in his chair, "You're right Marissa, I didn't. I'll get straight to it, I've heard some talk around town, what is going on with you and the Smith young man?"
"Ben Smith?"
"I believe that is his first name."
"We have been seeing each other, but I'm not sure how that has anything to do with business."
"Well, the talk I've heard has made me question the professional relationship we have."
Marissa felt herself becoming annoyed, but keeping that from showing she leaned forward, "I still don't see how my personal life should influence my professional life, nor our agency's and your business's relationship? May I also ask what rumors you have heard."
"You're a smart girl, and I'm sure you are aware that the whole town is becoming aware of your role in the divorce of Michelle Miller and Mr. Smith."
Marissa gave a frustrated sigh, "Tom, I'm going to stop you right there. I had zero role in their divorce, Ben and I have only recently reconnected. I again ask you, how does my personal life and relationship with Ben, impact our professional relationship."
Keeping a straight face, Tom nodded then spoke, "You know our relationship is built on trust, it always has been. Your father and I were friends and when he started the original business, I went out on a limb, putting my companies name on the line by going with a young guy and a new firm to protect us..."
Marissa interrupted him, "And we have always protected you, and will continue to do so."
He nodded again, "I am aware, but when the head of Miller Industries is beginning to make accusations, people listen."
Marissa rolled her eyes, "She can make all the accusations that she wants, but I can assure you that none of them are true, and I have seen the proof of that with my own two eyes. Yes, Ben and I are seeing each other, but short of that, whatever she says is untrue. I can also assure you that my personal life will never impact my professional life; thus, not impacting your business in anyway.
Tom clasped his hands together, clearly thinking before nodding and saying, "Alright, thank you for honesty and clarification. I doubted they were true but did want to speak to you about them."
Marissa smiled, "I appreciate that."
Tom and Marissa both stood and shook hands and Tom turned to leave, but as he reached the door, he stopped and turned "And Marissa?"
"Yes?"
"As a friend, watch yourself. I am not the only one who has heard these rumors and I am sure others will be much more willing to listen to her, rather than come listen to you."
Marissa smiled softly, "Thank you Tom, and I will. I'm also going to get this handled and taken care of."
"You do that. Let me know if I can be of any help."
"Will do, have a nice day, Tell Mrs. McClare I said hello."
When Marissa's door shut, she walked back and picked up her cell phone, texting Ben, "Michelle still hasn't gotten the picture. I'm on it from my end, you may need to call your divorce lawyer."
As she set her cell down, she picked up her office phone, "Mindy, can you make me an appointment with Michelle Miller at Miller Industries, and once you have that set, can you call Carrie over at Cameron, Merriman, and Zoller and to see if she can join me for the appointment with Ms. Miller whenever that is set up."
Marissa set her phone down, leaned back in her chair, sighed, then said, "Nothing is ever fucking easy."
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The week after Adam and Sydney had their adventure on the river, Adam's family traveled out of the country for a week to visit an old friend of his parents. When they returned, they invited the Higgins over to catch up and discuss the trip. Sydney was working night shift, but Makayla joined her parents. After hearing about the trip, the conversation turned to the lives of the individual kids.
Adam was set to start his new job the next week and move into his new apartment the week after that. Sydney was working and was also moving into an apartment close to the hospital with another new nurse, and Makayla was still getting things sorted out from her divorce but had slowly started looking at houses in the area now that the refinance of her marital home had gone through, and she received her payout.
The women's father, John said, "So Adam, anything big planned for the next week before you start into the adult world?"
Adam chuckled, "Not really, I need a day to recover from jet-lag, pack the things that I don't have in storage, and then maybe play some golf."
Makayla perked up at the mention of golf, "I didn't realize you played?"
Adam shrugged, "Yeah, picked it up in college and got kind of decent at it. Should help in business, plus I really enjoy it."
The girls' mom chimed in, "Makayla didn't you play some with James?"
Makayla rolled her eyes, "Yeah, that was one of the few positives that came from the marriage."
Adam nodded, "Really? You play golf?"
"Yeah, I'm not very good, but I like it. James said it was something we could do together, so he got me clubs, and I took some lessons." She scoffed, "And we see how that went."
Knowing the divorce was obviously a sore subject, he shifted the conversation to strictly golf, "Do you still have the clubs?"
She nodded, "They're in Mom and Dad's garage."
"If you've got a day off this week, I could use a partner?"
"I dunno, I wouldn't want to slow you down."
He smiled, "Nonsense, we can go at our own pace, and if it's the middle of the week, nowhere will be busy."
She pulled her phone up, scrolled for a minute, then said, "I can duck out after lunch on Wednesday. Does that work?"
"Sure! I'll make a tee time around 1 at Old Town Links. It'll be fun."
She smiled, "I think it will be."
After dinner wrapped and cleaning up, the Higgins left and headed home. That evening as Adam was looking over some things that his new job had sent over, he got a text from Makayla, "Thanks for taking me with you, I'll make sure I wear something cute. ;-)"
Adam's brain certainly went into overdrive with the text, but he restrained himself and responded, "You look good in anything, all of the gym time is noticeable."
***
Wednesday afternoon rolled around, and Adam loaded his clubs into his truck and waited for Makayla to join him. At 12:30 she came out the front door, waved, then made her way to the open garage door where she grabbed her bag, then walked across the street.
"Hey!"
He took the clubs from her, "Hey! These are nice clubs." He set the mint green Maxfli bag on the ground and examined the Cobra F-Maxx irons.
She shrugged her shoulders, "The asshole was all about appearances, so I got good shit."
He laughed and set the bag in the truck, "Well, like you said, there was a positive."
"Yep. You look nice."
He had chosen a pair of blue Under Armour shorts and a pink Adidas polo shirt, "Thanks, you look good too."
She smiled, "I told you I would look cute." She did a quick twirl, she had the standard golf skirt on that fell to mid-thigh and was loose around her legs, the light blue of the dress showing that she had developed a tan over the summer. When she spun, he could see the standard shorts under the skirt so as not to flash the world when she swung or bent down.
"It worked. You're probably gonna get hot with the pullover on."
The black Puma 1/4-zip pullover hugged her torso, accentuating her bust; she laughed, "I'll take it off if I get hot, this is a dress, not just a skirt."
"Oh, okay. Well let's get going."
She smiled and got in his truck. As they backed out of the driveway, she turned to him and reached across the console, squeezing his arm, "Thanks again for taking me, I've been looking forward to it all week."
"No problem, it's gonna be fun."
They got to the golf course, and since Adam had already paid when he made the tee-time online, all they had to do was check in and pick up their cart. Like Adam had predicted, the course was pretty much empty, so they weren't paired with anyone. After checking in, they headed to the range where Adam got a small bucket of balls and he gave most to her, "I don't need many to get loose."
She nodded and set up, it took her about 10 balls to find her swing, and soon she was hitting balls down the middle of the range, not far, but consistent. She turned and found Adam watching her, she blushed, "What?"
"Nothing, you have a very smooth swing."
"Thank you."
"When I learned to play, my instructor had me watch women golfers since their swings are so smooth and efficient. Yours is pretty."
She smiled again, "Thanks. I just wish it went further."
He laughed, "Length doesn't matter, consistency does."
She laughed, then winked, "You wouldn't know anything about short length." It was Adam's turn to blush, she giggled and shook her head, "Come on, let's get going."
As she walked towards the cart, Adam shook off his stupor and hurried after her. They put their clubs away, then made the short drive to the first tee. When they arrived, the starter informed them that there was a possibility of storms and made them aware that there were storm shelters on holes three, six, thirteen and sixteen. They thanked him and teed off, both making solid drives into the fairway.
A little over two hours later, they made their way around the front nine, stopping at the halfway house where they were able to use the restroom and then grabbed a couple hot dogs each, along with a six pack of White Claws. As they climbed back into the cart Adam looked at Makayla, "Not bad for your first time back out, you shot a 46."
"Wow, that's impressive. I just want to break 100. You helping me with a couple of those long putts saved me. What'd you shoot?"
"43. Just wanting to make sure you're having fun."
"Not bad."
"Naw, I could have played a couple differently, but I'll take it."
As they began to pull off, the girl working the halfway house came out, "Folks."
Adam stopped and turned back to her, "Yes?"
"There looks to be some storms coming, you may be able to get done, but make sure you listen for the lightning sirens."
Makayla replied, "Thanks for letting us know. The starter told us about the lightning shelters."
The girl nodded, "If you are near 13, that is the farthest from the clubhouse, just hunker down there. If you're past that, you can make a run for the clubhouse." They thanked her again and made their way to the 10th tee box and headed off on the back nine. As he had been doing all day, Adam let Makayla tee off first, then as he got ready to tee off, he saw her walk back to the cart.
After he hit his ball, he heard from behind him, "Nice shot."
He bent down, picked up his tee and said, "Thanks." Then turned towards the cart, as he did, he found that Makayla had taken her pullover off, exposing the rest of her dress. It was light blue like the skirt, it had a collar, but was a halter style and exposed a substantial amount of cleavage.
"Wow, did you get hot?"
"A little bit, plus, I don't have to worry about anyone seeing me since it is a little scandalous."
He burst out laughing, causing her to join him. "You're just trying to distract me so you can beat me."
She smirked, "Maybe, let's get going."
They played 10 and 11 no problem, but after teeing off on 12, the wind picked up and clouds began to roll in. They debated amongst themselves, and Adam looked at the radar on his phone, showing it to her. She twisted her mouth, then said, "We can see how far we get, the girl said if we make it past 15, we can make a run back to the clubhouse."
Adam nodded, "Alright, but let's not screw around."
She nodded and they continued; they played the rest of 12 and most of 13 easy enough. As they got to the green, it started to sprinkle, and when they started down 14, the rain began to beat down on them. Adam pulled the windshield up, then pulled the back cover over the clubs. They were parked under a tree when they heard the lightning siren and Makayla said, "Of course, we are about as far from the clubhouse as we can be."
He laughed, "No kidding. I think we can run the tree line back to the shelter, or we can stay here?"
"Let's go to the shelter."
Adam nodded and after looking at the map on the cart's GPS, oriented himself, then gunned the engine and they quickly made their way back to the shelter. As the rain began to come down faster, they saw the shelter emerge from under the trees, Adam slowed the cart and they pulled into the three-sided building. He turned the cart, and after a few times backing up and puling forward as Makayla laughed, he had the cart pointed outwards as the rain came down harder.
Makayla continued laughing, "Well, that was fun."
Adam joined her laughter after he wiped the rain from his brow, "Yeah, but we are good now."
Makayla nodded, and climbed out of the cart, walking around to the bags, and grabbing a couple of snacks from hers, "Might as well get comfy, we are gonna be here for a little bit."
He took a bag of Goldfish from her and began snacking on them as they talked about the round; the conversation soon shifted to Adam's new job, then her search for a house. As he finished the crackers, she said, "Thank you again for bringing me, I'm glad we are getting to hang out."
He smiled and reached his arm around her, hugging her while replying, "Of course, I love hanging out with you."
Her hand came to rest on his thigh, something that didn't go unnoticed by him, nor his cock. She smirked and said, "Who do you like hanging out with more, me or Syd?"
He laughed, "Now that's a loaded question. I love hanging out with both of you."
Her hand slid a little higher, "I know, but who do you prefer?"
Adam looked at her and coyly said, "I dunno, both of you are a lot of fun. In your own unique ways."
She smiled and slipped her hand even higher, now brushing his rapidly hardening cock, "Ya know, I heard about your two's kayak trip."
"Oh, you did?"
"Yeah, and I think I can do better."
He smiled, "Oh really?"
"I do. You interested in finding out?"
"Well, I already have an idea from a few weeks ago..."
She moved her hand to his bulge, "Yeah, but that was us together, you should experience us both separately, and I figure it is my turn."
He nodded, pulling her lips to his; they kissed for a few moments as she palmed his bulge. When she broke the kiss, he sighed, "Off to a good start."
She smiled, "We are just getting started, pull your pants down."
He looked around and realized there was no way that anyone was going to interrupt, so he undid his belt buckle, then after unfastening his shorts, pushed them down, pooling them at his feet. With his hard cock now exposed and sticking straight up, Makayla's hand wrapped around the shaft, slowly stroking it. Her hand sped up slightly, causing him to groan; he looked at her, she smirked and after licking her lips, she bent at the waist, shifted in the seat, then took his cock into her mouth.
She smiled as he groaned and began suck the head of his cock while continuing to stroke the shaft. As her mouth moved lower, her lips replaced her hand, and she did her best to take his cock as deep as possible. She gagged slightly as he moaned and pressed his hips closer, she pulled back slightly as she felt his cock hit the back of her throat. She heard him apologize, "Sorry, it just feels good."
She pulled her mouth from his cock, "Don't apologize, I'm just not used to anyone as big as you."
He blushed, "I'll try to not do that again."
She smiled, "Thanks, now let's see if you taste as good as Sydney says."
Adam didn't get a chance to respond before Makayla had taken his cock back between her lips, sucking greedily. As she pressed her lips further down his cock, then sliding up, he groaned more and more; he fought the urge to lift his hips and press his cock deeper into her mouth and throat. Instead, as she focused on the head, he could see her substantial cleavage, hanging inside of her dress, the sight sent another surge of pleasure that compounded the pleasure from her mouth. He removed his hand from armrest of the cart and slid it to her breast, cupping it through the fabric as she continued to suck.
His touch caused Makayla to moan herself, vibrating his cock, and sending another surge of pleasure. She sped up her sucking, and as he continued to squeeze and cup her breast, her moans continued and his increased to match. In another couple moments, he groaned through a ragged breath, "I'm gonna cum."
Hearing his warning, she pulled her lips to his head and then cupped his balls with her hand; she heard him moan and clamped her lips tighter as the first shot of cum hit the back of her throat. The warm, salty liquid caused her to gag, then cough, but she quickly swallowed and continued sucking as another three shots filled her mouth. As the pulsing of his shaft slowed, she pushed her mouth deeper onto his cock, swallowing, and cleaning the cum from his head and shaft.
When she could no longer taste the cum as strongly, she drew her lips from his cock and sat up, smiling at him, "She's right, you do taste pretty good."
He nodded sheepishly, then groaned as he felt her hand on his cock again; she gently stroked it and much to her pleasure, he only softened slightly. He took a deep breath, "God that felt good."
She continued her stroking, "I'm glad, but you remember what I like?"
He nodded, "Creampies right?"
She smirked, "Exactly, now I would like that too."
He laughed, "Sure. I have to say, horny you is very different than public you."
She shifted in the seat, putting her feet in front of her and raising up, and reaching under her dress and pulling her shorts down, then said, "Yes. Horny me is only for my man, not the public."
He raised his eyebrows, "Your man, eh?"
She chuckled and quickly straddled him, "Just shut up and fuck me." She guided his semi-erect cock into her; as the warmth enveloped his cock, blood rushed to it, quickly hardening it as it slipped completely into her. She groaned and began to rock back and forth on his cock. He put his hands on her hips to guided her, helping steady her and set a rhythm for them.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, and they kissed as she sped up slightly. As she pulled back to continue riding him, he bent forward, burying his face in her cleavage. As she kissed, nipped, and licked, he could taste the sweat of their round, spurring him to press his face deeper into the space between them. She groaned, "Pull the top over my head."
"Huh?"
She slowed for a moment, "Pull the strap over my head." He reached up, grasped underneath the collar, and lifted it over her head; as he pulled it down, there was slight resistance as the top of her breasts were exposed, but with a bit more effort, her tits spilled free, allowing him to pull it down beneath them. She stopped moving for a moment and smiled, "Better?"
"Much, but no bra?"
She giggled and started rocking again, "Nope, it has one built in."
"Oh." His words, then thoughts, were interrupted by her moans as she sped up her rocking. As he returned his face to breasts, he sucked her nipple, biting and sucking on it as her moans continued to increase in volume and frequency.
She felt her orgasm begin to crash over her, causing her to press down onto him and pull his head into her chest. As her body shook, her pussy caressed his cock, trying to coax the cum from it, but due to the blowjob, Adam knew he wasn't ready to cum again, but couldn't help but moan in pleasure as pleasure crashed through her and she physically reacted against him.
As her orgasm subsided, she took deep breaths and released his head, allowing him to pull away and take a deep breath with her. As she regained her breath and senses she smiled at him, "Well I guess we are even."
He smiled, assuming they were now done, he lightly caressed her ass under her dress and softly kissed her, "That we are."
She smirked, "Well, not quite, I still want that creampie."
He returned the smirk, "Oh, how would you like that then?"
She wiggled her hips, rose off him, then slid across the seat until she was standing outside the cart, "How about from behind?"
"Sounds perfect." Adam kicked his shorts free, then joined Makayla on her side of the cart. She reached down, pulling the bottom of her dress up, piling it around her mid-section with the top, then spread her legs.
As Adam moved behind her, he knelt slightly to line up his cock. When she felt the head spread her lips, she groaned, then looked over her shoulder at him, "Give it to me hard and fast." Adam nodded and pressed into her the rest of the way, causing her to grunt, "God you feel so fucking good."
With him situated behind and inside of her, Makayla reached out, grabbed the roof of the cart, and pressed her ass back into him; Adam took a slight step back, then grabbed her hips before sliding out and, then pressing back into her. She groaned at the first thrust, then again as he did it again. There was a loud clap of thunder, and the rain began to increase, causing a slight roar on the medal roof of the shelter. The noise of the rain did little to mask the moans and borderline screams that were coming from Makayla's mouth as her pussy was assaulted by Adam's hard cock.
He knew he could make her cum, and that would happen soon by the sound of her moans, so Adam continued to pound away, pulling her against him each time he was all the way inside of her. Just as his legs were beginning to tire and his orgasm began to approach, Makayla tossed her head back and screamed, "Fuck!" as her orgasm washed over her.
Her body began to shake and once again her walls massaged his cock, this time, they were successful and with an equally loud grunt, Adam pulled her against him and for the second time in a month, he filled her waiting pussy with cum.
As his orgasm subsided, she groaned and he felt her squeezing him, coaxing more cum from him, causing him to groan also. With both of their orgasms finished, Adam slumped over slightly, resting against her back, and hugging around her waist as they both regained their breath and composure. After a minute of nothing but breathing and the soft drizzle of rain on the roof, he finally squeaked out, "Damn woman."
She chuckled, "I could say the same thing to you. So fucking good."
He raised up and his softening cock slipped from her pussy, she inhaled slightly then stood up straight, as she did, he noticed a glob of cum slip from her pussy, landing with a spalt on the ground. She smiled, "Can you hand me my shorts?"
He nodded and reached around her, grabbing the shorts from the floor of the cart, and handing them to her, "No panties?"
She smirked, "Nah, I knew I was going to try and fuck you out here, didn't want them in the way."
He laughed, "Just knew I would be willing?"
She slipped the shorts on, then adjusted the bottom of her dress over them, "I didn't see you protesting."
He shook his head, "Not at all." As he turned to grab his own shorts, Makayla grabbed his arm, turning him back around to kiss him, then squatted in front of him, quickly licking his cock clean of both their juices, he groaned and shook a bit due to the sensitivity.
When she stood back up, she smiled, "We taste good together."



He sighed and shook his head as she finished fixing her dress; he stared as she adjusted her tits into the cups of the dress, once again encasing them, but still showing off the beautiful cleavage that it allowed.
He finally quit staring as she reached for her White Claw and then moved around, getting himself dressed just as the rain quit. With them both situated, they sat back in the cart, and he asked, "You want to finish up?"
She smirked, "Well we've both already done that twice, but we should probably finish our golf game."
He laughed and nodded, pulling them back onto the course, and returning to the approximate place they had paused.
It took them about a half hour to finish their round, Adam shooting an even 90 and Makayla shooting a 98. As they were taking their clubs off the cart, she teased, "What happened out there? You fell apart on the back."
He shook his head, trying to come up with a witty comeback and couldn't, so he continued to put their clubs and shoes away. He unlocked the truck and told her he'd be back after dropping the cart off. She smirked, "Did I break you out there?"
He shook his ahead again, "No, but you sure did a hell of a job of distracting me."
She grinned, "That was the plan, maybe next time I'll just forgo the shorts too." He inhaled sharply, causing her to laugh and climb in the truck.
They made the drive home as if nothing had happened, gone was the sexual teasing and they talked about his move and upcoming job. As they pulled into the driveway, she grabbed his arm again, "Thank you again for taking me, I really enjoyed it."
He smirked, "Which part?"
She grinned and let go of his arm, then spreading her legs and flipping the front of her dress up, replied "All of it." Adam looked down and could see a clear stain from their tryst on the crotch of her shorts.
He grinned, "I'm glad."
After saying their goodbyes, they both headed inside their respective homes. Adam stopped and talked to his parents for a moment, then headed upstairs to grab a shower. As he stripped down, his phone vibrated. He looked down, seeing Makayla's name, he chuckled and opened it, finding an image of Makayla clearly in the shower, and a text under it saying, "Wish you were in here with me."
Adam gulped and responded back, "We'd need a bigger shower." With a winking face.
Makayla responded back, "Probably. Sydney says she is impressed I one upped her."
"Really?"
"Yeah, she said you and I should do things together more often."
"Oh, did she?"
"Yeah, and I can't say I disagree."
Adam smiled to himself, "I'll keep that in mind. I may need some help moving and decorating next week."
This time, there was no response, so Adam climbed in the shower, cleaning himself up, and allowing his mind to drift to what Makayla seemed to be hinting at. As he finished up and dried off, he picked his phone up, seeing another text from Makayla, he opened it and read aloud, "I'd like that, keep me updated."
He smiled to himself, "Will do."
As he dressed, Adam couldn't help but look across the street at the Higgins' house and think to himself, "I've never dated an older woman." He laughed aloud, shaking his head, then said, "Maybe dating Makayla after fucking them both, never saw that one coming."
*Author's Note: Thanks for reading and I hope you enjoyed! As I said at the beginning of part 2, I never intended this to become a small series but it did. I may come back and examine a bit of romance between Adam and Makayla, but for the time being, the series is finished. Thanks gain for reading and as always, I appreciate the constructive feedback and ratings.*
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"Now, everyone remember to thank and say goodbye to Ms. Benton since this is her last day with us."
For the seventh and final time that day, the class before them thanked Laura Benton for student teaching in the classroom of Keith Kelly. Laura smiled, "Thank you guys, it was a lot of fun working with you guys over the last six weeks. I hope the class I'm walking into on Monday is half as cool as you guys are."
The bell rang and Keith made his way to his desk as Laura said goodbye to the students again as they made their way out of the classroom. With the last student gone, she turned and said, "I'm going to run to the bathroom before I pack up."
He nodded, and said, "I'll be here."
She softly said as she headed out, "Good."
After using the bathroom, she touched up her lipstick a bit, then adjusted her dress, opening the neck a bit more. She thought about losing her panties but decided to leave them on in case she had read the situation wrong. When she returned, she shut the door and pulled the privacy shade over the window, made her way to her own desk, and began to pack up her own things. After packing her bag and sitting down for the last time; Keith looked over and smirked, "Well, are you ready to head to the dark side?"
She laughed, "It won't be that bad."
He shook his head, "You're going to a middle school, that is like hell on earth."
Laura laughed, stood up, walked around his desk, then after adjusting her dress, sat on the edge as he scooted his chair back making room for her. She grinned, "You're probably right, but at least I won't have middle school boys leering at me as much."
He replied softly, "Just the teachers..."
She replied softly, "I have that here..."
***
Laura Benton had gotten a late start to her public-school teaching career. At 35, she had gotten her Bachelors and Masters degrees, then started working for a professor from her Masters' program and had begun to toy with getting her PHD. That all went down the drain when her boss had announced that he was going to retire due to the funding cut from the university.
With that news, Laura began to look at programs and found an online program through Grand Canyon University and after consultation with her advisor there, and then talking with the board of education, she was assigned to do a 12-week placement at her alma mater under Keith.
Keith on the other hand, followed the traditional path that his parents and the rest of society had wanted. At 27, he had graduated college at 23 with his Masters, taught for two years elsewhere before returning to his hometown and teaching at his alma mater for the last two years. When his assistant principal had emailed his department asking for a mentor teacher, and no one else volunteered, Keith volunteered and after meeting with the principal and the advisor from GCU, he accepted and met Laura on the first teacher workday of that year.
When Laura walked into his room that Monday morning, Keith thought to himself, "Oh damn." He knew the name had sounded familiar but hadn't put two and two together until she walked in; they had met when he was in college. His strategies professor had been her boss and while they didn't know each other, they had interacted on multiple occasions.
When she saw him, her first thought was, "Shit, he's young and looks familiar."
After introductions and a bit of awkwardness, Keith finally broke it with, "Did you work with Dr. Basel?"
She laughed and confirmed she had, then said, "You were part of that class of heathens that did the World War Two project?"
He joined her laughter, "That would be us."
With the awkwardness broken, they got down to business, discussing the class, his expectations, her requirements, and other pertinent information.
Over the next few weeks, they fell into a rhythm where she took over full time teaching during the second week. Two weeks after that, Laura received a call from a neighboring district she had applied to on a whim before jumping into the GCU program, offering her a job part time, so that she could teach in the morning and finisher her student teaching in the afternoon.
When she approached Keith, he was understanding and even encouraging to her. When she made her decision, he congratulated her with a hug, a hug that lasted a bit longer than one between colleagues. When they separated with some awkward laughs, they both stammered for words, but ultimately just laughed more, then were interrupted by the first bell of the morning and the students streaming into the room.
Both had maintained a professional working relationship up to this point, but they had gotten to know each other, considering they spent essentially eight or nine hours a day together. They were both single, Laura having focused on her studies and career so much that there wasn't much time for a relationship. Keith on the other hand had broken up with his long-term girlfriend shortly after moving back, and after some therapy, was back on the horse, dating here and there, but nothing serious.
With Laura's new start date confirmed, they began to wind down her teaching with him, and he began to resume control of his classroom. Also, as the date neared, their conversations changed and became more like friends than colleagues, and even became a bit flirty at times. They both knew they were messing with a fine line of professionalism, but with her final evaluation from him submitted and her final day nearing, neither one stopped the conversations or comments, and if anything, they played off each other.
Laura could certainly understand why Keith had multiple dates, he stood a little over six feet and she could tell he worked out even before he talked about it. That matched with his blue eyes and dark brown hair, and stylish dress whether it was slacks and a polo or a shirt and tie, he was a very handsome man.
On the other hand, Laura's looks had caught Keith's attention too; while she was older, she had very few wrinkles or other signs of her age besides strands of gray mixed with her short, dark, and curly hair. She had recently started working out again, doing yoga and walking which helped her lose some of the stress weight she had put on over the previous six months. She had come to embrace her pear-shaped body, accentuating her hips, butt, and narrower waist with outfits, especially wrap style dresses that were still professional, yet showed off her feminine features.
So, as the final day of her time in Keith's classroom neared, she decided that she was going to have some fun with him. The last week, she made sure she wore outfits that made her look good, even garnering comments and compliments from him that started out as nice and began to drift more into flirty and even sexy throughout the week when she took off her standard cardigan during plan, lunch, and when the kids left after school, leading to her final dress on that Friday.
***
As she sat in front of him, Keith took in her day's outfit more closely; she had on a pair of khaki flats and her usual dress. This one was navy blue in the school's colors and had large white flowers all over it. It hugged her curves and fell to just her knee all day; but was much higher now that she sat on his desk; even the neckline looked more open than it had been most of the day.
He grinned, enjoying the view of her shapely legs, then asked, "Making yourself comfy?"
"Not too comfy, am I in your way?"
"Nah, my plans are done for the week, so I've just gotta pack my stuff up for the weekend."
She leaned forward and smiled, "I just want to thank you for welcoming me into your classroom and helping me."
"You're welcome, I just hope you learned something." He grinned, enjoying the view down the front of her dress; she didn't have large breasts, probably a B-cup, but the view was still sexy.
Catching him staring, she adjusted her legs, uncrossing them, but before he could look up the gaping dress, she crossed her ankles. She smiled back, "I've learned a lot, and you've renewed my faith in the idea of direct instruction."
"I'm glad. If it isn't broke, don't fix it; I believe Dr. Basel pushed that, even if he bought into the new fancy shit that is all over education right now."
She chuckled, "Yeah, he bought into some of the new jargon towards the end."
"Oh, I almost forgot, I got you something." He leaned over and grabbed a bag from under his desk, slyly trying to get another glance under her dress.
He handed it to her, and she smiled, then said, "You didn't have to get me anything."
"I know, but just something of a congratulations."
She began to open the bag, pulling out a book on Ancient Mesopotamia, chuckling, thinking back to a mistake she made early on that he gave her a hard time about, before explaining that it was okay to make mistakes and to not be hard on oneself. She pulled out a new Stanley cup emblazoned with their college mascot on it, then at the bottom was a bottle of Apothic wine. She set all three items on the desk and smiled, "Thank you for everything."
He returned her smile, "You're welcome. I figured get you something funny, something to use at school, then something to enjoy at home."
"It's perfect, I feel bad though."
"Why's that?"
"I didn't get you anything to thank you."
He laughed, "I still get the full stipend from GCU, so that's nice."
"I know, but still, you have been so accommodating and helpful over the last six weeks. Is there anything I can do to say thanks?" She added a subtle wink that wasn't missed by Keith.
He smirked, "Well I can't have you clean chalk boards because we have the SmartBoard."
She smirked and uncrossed her ankles, but kept her knees together, "You sure I can't do anything?"
He smiled, "Let me buy you a drink this evening."
"Just one?" She adjusted again, this time spreading her legs and resting her elbows on her legs and her head in her hands.
He smirked and scooted closer until their faces were mere inches apart, "Maybe more than one. Did you have something else in mind?"
She grinned, "Well, you're not my mentor anymore, so a drink is perfectly reasonable. But there is something I've always thought about. Since I was in high school here."
He chuckled, "Oh really?"
"Yeah, these teacher desks are huge, a lot of fun could be had on them." She leaned back, resting her hands behind her and opening her legs a bit more.
He smiled, "That they are..."
"So, Keith, you've been trying to look down and up my dress all day, want to see what's under it?"
He stood up and hovered over her, "I'd love to."
She tilted her neck and their lips met, unleashing two weeks of sexual tension that had ben growing steadily, then exponentially over the last week. They kissed passionately for a few moments, their tongues darting against the others, slipping in and out of the other's mouth.
When their kiss finally broke, he looked at the wall clock, reading 3:40, then said, "Custodian comes around a little after 4, can we be quick and quiet?"
She quickly untied the bow at her waist, and with it untied, she reached inside, untying the smaller string the kept the dress together. With both undone, she pulled the dress open, exposing a navy-blue bra and panty set. Keith quickly untucked his shirt as she said, "We had better be, because I'm not leaving here without getting laid."
He reached down, grasping the sides of her panties and pulled them down as she lifted her legs, and they were soon deposited on the floor. Laura opened her legs, exposing bare lips, but a patch of neatly trimmed hair above her slit. Keith pulled her to the edge of the desk and dropped between her legs to his knees. He could see the wetness coating her lips and knew that even though they were crunched for time, he had to taste her.
Laura could feel his warm breath on her thighs and pussy and groaned before reaching down and grabbing the back of his head, pulling his lips to her pussy. As he pressed into her, she let out another groan as Keith began to furiously eat her pussy, causing her to let out small yips and grunts as she tried to stay quiet. He spent the next minute or so licking her entire slit, making sure to taste every bit of her that he could; he made sure to zero in on her clit, sucking it between his lips, then flicking it with his tongue.
As he focused on her clit, Laura let out a moan and quickly clamped her hand over her mouth. As much as she wanted him to continue, she realized that it would be next to impossible for him to stay quiet, so reluctantly she pushed his face away and groaned, "You gotta stop."
He looked up at her and smirked, "Why's that?"
"You're too fucking good at that and I can't stay quiet."
"That sounds like a you problem."
She shook her head, "It's gonna be both our problems because you won't be getting your dick wet."
He shook his head, "Listen to the potty mouth on you."
She reached between her breasts and undid the clasp, allowing her breasts to pop free. He groaned and stood up, tweaking the tiny nipples between his fingers. She groaned again, pushing his hands away, and began to fumble with his belt. Getting it undone, she pushed his pants and underwear down, allowing his cock to pop free. "Oh Keith, had I known you were packing that, this would have happened a lot sooner."
She stroked his cock with her hand, admiring the 7.5 inches of girthy cock now exposed to her. She felt her pussy get even wetter with arousal; it was his term to make noise as he grunted a bit and twitched with her stoking. She gently grasped his cock and pulled it toward her waiting pussy. As he felt the head contact her wet slit he said, "Wait, I don't have a condom."
Knowing she should stop, and they should go to one of their houses where they could be safe, she hesitated, then said, "I don't care. I'm clean, just pull out."
He simply nodded and as she let go of his shaft, he pressed into her slowly. They both groaned as her pussy enveloped his cock, wrapping it in its warmth and wetness. When their pelvises met, she let out a deep breath that she had been holding, "Hold on a second, it's been a while."
He grunted, "Me too."
They stayed still for a moment, then she nodded her head, and he began to thrust. He quickly sped up to the point of thrusting faster and faster into her, knowing they were pressed for time; she didn't seem to mind as her face contorted in pleasure and small noises began to escape her open mouth. While her breasts weren't large, there was still a bit of jiggle to them each time he thrusted, adding to the eroticism of the entire situation.
He almost came when she squeaked out "Harder."
He grunted in confirmation and moved his hand to the back of her neck, pulling her towards him as he began to pound her harder. She buried her face into his neck and shoulder, moaning into them, thankful for his muscles and shirt to muffle the noises. He continued to thrust into her and reacting to her moans, kept up what he was doing. He felt her tense up, then begin to shake as he assumed an orgasm hit her.
He maintained his intensity through her orgasm, which only prolonged it, curling her toes and causing her flats to tumble to the floor. Just as her orgasm was waning and her shaking was slowing down, Keith felt his own orgasm nearing and he quickly pulled out, stroking his cock, but unsure where to aim. Laura opened her eyes and said, "Cum on me!"
He turned his hips and with a couple more strokes of his hand, he erupted five or six spurts of cum across her pubic hair and stomach with a groan. He slowed down his stroking as the last of his cum was running into her belly button. With both spent, he put his hands on either side of her legs and leaned forward, taking deep breaths to slow his heart down from what felt like it would beat out of his chest.
He shivered as she ran her fingers through his hair and when he finally stood up, Laura was smiling, "Was that a good thank you?"
He dumbly shook his head, "That was a great thank you."
She smiled and ran her hand across his cheek, "I'm glad. Will you hand me my panties?"
He nodded and bent down, grabbing them from the floor and handing them to her; she took them and wiped his cum from her skin as best she could, then tossed them towards her desk, landing them in the top of her bag. He chuckled, "Impressive."
She smiled and sat up, fastening her bra, signaling to him to begin dressing himself. They were silent as she tied her dress and he pulled up his underwear and pants, getting themselves presentable to walk out in the hallway and to their cars. As they finished dressing, Laura walked around to her dress, shoved her panties deeper in her bag and said, "I think I parked beside you, you ready?"
He chuckled at the nonchalantness of her comment, but simply nodded, gathered his things as she waited, then replied, "Let's go."
As they exited the classroom, they both nodded to Cathy, the night custodian who was just coming around the corner. She smiled and wished them a good weekend and they did the same. As they exited the building to the staff parking lot, Keith laughed because indeed, Laura's Nissan Rogue was parked beside his 4Runner. She dropped her stuff in the back seat of her car and then walked around to him while texting and said, "There is my address."
His phone vibrated with an incoming message, he nodded as she continued, "Pick me up six, you still owe me a couple of drinks."
He smirked, "Six? That is dinner and drinks."
She smiled, "I know. We will go somewhere decent; I don't feel like changing."
He grinned, "I don't either, but you probably need to put something else on."
She giggled then slyly said, "I'll put a better bra on, will that do?"
"Sounds good to me."
"Good, and Keith?"
"Yeah?"
"Put those jeans on you wore last week, they make you ass look good."
He grinned, "Will do. See you soon."
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Friday afternoon, when Marissa returned to her office after a meeting with the area director of the farming cooperative, her secretary Mindy got her attention, Marissa smiled, looking forward to wrapping up the day, getting home to grab her bag, then to head to Ben's for the weekend, "What can I do for you Mindy?"
Mindy handed her a note and summarized it, "I spoke to a Christina Clarington over at Miller's, apparently Ms. Miller is out of town on business, there is a regional conference she is attending."
Marissa nodded, "That so?"
Mindy nodded, "I guess, according to Ms. Clarington, she will be back next Thursday, but then is leaving again the following Monday for a short vacation before their training season kicks off. They will contact us to set up an appointment."
Marissa rolled her eyes, "Alright, thanks for letting me know." She turned towards her office and seeing that it was 3:30, turned back to Mindy, "Hey Mindy, why don't we call a week?"
"Really?"
Marissa smiled at her friend, someone her father had hired right after they graduated and Mindy ended up pregnant with her daughter Layne, dashing her college dreams, "Yeah, I'm ready for the weekend, you got anything planned?"
"Zach has a charity softball game that the volunteer fire department is hosting, so I think Layne, Adam, and I will be going to that."
Marissa smiled, "Well, that'll be fun. Adam still doing good after his bout with flu?"
Mindy was already packing up her purse when Marissa asked, responding, "Yes, and thank you so much for giving me that extra time off. How about you?"
Marissa smiled, "That was no problem, I just expect to be invited to the next birthday. I'm going to run home, then head to my boyfriends. We will probably just relax, maybe go out on the lake some."
Mindy paused, "So it is true?"
Marissa laughed, "Is what true?"
"Are you really dating Ben Smith, Michelle Miller's ex-husband?"
Marissa nodded, "Yes I am, that is what Mr. McClare was in about, and also why I asked you to set up the meeting with Ms. Miller."
"Oooo, look at you girl, so scandalous."
Marissa laughed again, "Nothing scandalous, just two people who have a lot in common and connected."
Mindy winked at her, "Well between us, good for you girl, he's kinda a hunk."
"Mindy! You are a married woman!"
Mindy laughed, "I am, but I'm not dead, I recognize a good-looking man just like everyone else."
Marissa laughed, "Alright. I'll talk with Ben; we'll have you all over for a cook-out before summer is over."
As Mindy head towards the exit, she replied, "That'd be great, let me know."
Marissa shook her head, not that she disagreed with Mindy, Ben was a hunk, but just at the absurdity of how fast gossip got around. She spent the next 15 minutes packing things of her own up, deciding what to take with her and what to leave. As she left the office, she texted Ben, "I'm leaving the office now, I'll be over around 4:30 or 5. Want me to bring dinner?"
He took a few minutes to reply, but when he did, said, "You're already coming over, that can be my dinner. ;-)"
She laughed as she climbed into her car, "Perv. Lol" She typed another message, "Wong Palace takeout okay?"
"That's fine, beef and broccoli."
"I'll see you in a little bit."
~
When she arrived at Ben's about five, through the dining room doors, she saw him sitting on the back deck, drinking a beer, and reading a book. She set her bag down and carried their food out; when he heard the door open, he turned and smiled, "Hey baby."
She returned the smile, set the food down, then bent down kissing him, "Hey yourself." She reached down and picked the bottle of Summer Shandy up, taking a drink before setting it down, "Got any more of those?"
He smiled, "Picked up a 12 pack earlier, they're in the fridge."
"You're wonderful, I'm going to take my stuff upstairs and change, then I'll be back."
He pulled her arm gently, kissing her again, "Can you bring me another beer."
She laughed, "You've been on summer vacation for two days and already so lazy."
He smirked, "That's the perk of dealing with kids three-fourths of the year."
She shook her head and made her way upstairs to the bedroom. She set her stuff down and after getting her chargers plugged in, she unpacked her bag, setting things in an orderly manner on the floor. Once everything was set, she used the bathroom, then slipped out of her jeans and blouse from work, pulled a pair of loose denim "mom" shorts out from the pile and a salmon-colored tee shirt.
Just as she was pulling the shorts over her hips, her phone vibrated with a text, looking down she saw "Ben." She shook her head and smiled, and thought, "If he's reminding me of the beer, I'm going to thump him."
When she opened the text, she read instead, "Not to scare you off, but there is an empty drawer on the left where my t-shirts you like wear used to be." She smiled to herself again, walked over to dresser at the foot of the bed, and found the top drawer was indeed empty. She took a few moments, shifting her neat piles into the drawer, then stowing her small duffle underneath the nightstand beside the bed.
As she headed downstairs, she pulled her hair into a ponytail and was pleased to see that Ben had taken out plates and had everything set out on the table. She grabbed four beers from the fridge and after finding a drink bucket, filled it with ice and stuck their beers in that.
When she returned, she sat across from him and smiled, "Thank you."
"You're welcome, just thought it would keep things off the floor."
"It was sweet."
He shrugged, "No big deal, you don't have to leave things, just thought it'd be easier."
"It will be. So, tell me about your second day of freedom."
As they ate, Ben talked about everything that he didn't do, much to Marissa's good-natured teasing about him being lazy. She talked about her meetings and things that were coming up with work. As they finished up, he cleaned up their plates and brought out more beer; once they had switched to their usual spot on the couch and Ben lit the gas fire table he said, "Oh, I talked to Chris today."
"Oh good, Mindy tried to set up a meeting with Michelle, but she's busy for the next few weeks."
Ben rolled his eyes, "I bet she is. Anyways, Chris said to basically save any communications I have with her, and he asked me to have you do the same. Basically, only communicate with her through writing if possible. He said from the standpoint of her and I, she hasn't done anything wrong or illegal."
Marissa scoffed, "Yeah, I guess being a bitch isn't illegal."
He sighed, "Exactly, but he said if we continue to be annoyed by the cops, or the rumors start to cause problems in my life, then we have something to go after her for."
Marissa nodded, "That's what our lawyer said. Basically, since she is spreading rumors, we could go after her for business issues and/or defamation, but only if it causes us to lose clients."
Ben nodded, "So I guess we just wait and see if she hangs herself?"
"I think so, I think I'll unblock her, but not let her know."
Ben nodded, "I'm not touching that with a 10-foot pole."
Marissa laughed, set her beer down, then placed her hand on his thigh, grinned and said, "How about touching me with your pole?"
"You read my mind, inside."
They both hopped up, her giggling and Ben chasing her. As he got inside, he found her shirt at his feet and glimpsed at her topless form, unfastening her bra, and heading towards the steps. He quickly locked the door and then followed her, both continuing to toss their clothes off, leaving a trail of shirts, shorts, and various pieces of underwear from the deck doors to the top of the steps.
***
Over the next month and a half, they settled into a very comfortable rhythm, they made sure to have dinner at least once a week, sometimes going out, other times staying in. The nights that they stayed in and either of them cooked, Marissa usually stayed the night and as time went on, the closer they became. Marissa went from one drawer, to three due to the clothes that she was leaving. There even began to be space in the closet where she kept emergency work clothes in case there was an unplanned sleepover, and due to their good morning rituals, she often did not have time to go home and change.
Along with their dinner dates, if Marissa was able to get away for lunch, they would often meet at a deli by her office for a quick bite, that always sent Marissa back to work with a smile on her face. There was one time where the entire office had gone out to eat to celebrate an agent's birthday, but Marissa begged off, and quickly changed their lunch plans with Ben bringing lunch to her office where after eating quickly, they moved to her couch and their hands began to wander.
Just as they were finishing, they heard people returning, causing Ben to speed up his thrusting and just as he was pumping cum inside of her, someone knocked at her door, telling her about cake.
Ben stifled a grunt and Marissa squeaked out, "Be there in a minute."
They quickly finished up and after dressing, they emerged five minutes later. Mindy raised her eyebrows at Marissa knowingly, causing Marissa to shoot her daggers with her eyes, and as Mindy handed them each a slice of cake, Marissa quickly introduced Ben to some of the people in the office. They both ate their cake and made small talk while Marissa shifted uncomfortable as she felt Ben's cum filling her panties. After that day, they decided afternoon delights in the office were probably not a good idea, but something they could both laugh at.
Marissa began to spend most of her weekends at Ben's house, allowing them to enjoy the boat and lake, along with the spacious deck where they hosted his friends Nick and Erica who visited from Maryland for a long weekend, along with Mindy, her husband, and kids for a cookout. That coupled with sharing the upkeep of the house and other day outings to flea and farmers markets, along with greenhouses in the area, they were settling into couplehood perfectly.
During one of their dinners about three months in, Marissa set her fork down and said, "I have a really important question/favor to ask you."
Ben wiped his mouth, "Okay?"
"Will you have dinner with my parents and I on Saturday night?"
"Oh...that's a big one."
Marissa paused, then said, "I know...it's just that we've been official for more than three months, I'm sleeping here more than my own apartment, which by the way I am not complaining about, but they've been asking."
Ben sighed, "I suppose you're right. Okay, I'll do it."
"Thank you."
He smiled, "You're welcome, what is dress code?"
She laughed, "Well certainly not this." They both looked down and laughed, he was wearing a pair of boxers, while she was wearing her panties and a tee shirt of his; they had barely started the prep for dinner when their hormones took over and they had fucked on the kitchen counter. She looked up and smiled, "Wear a pair of shorts and a polo shirt, I'll wear a sundress or something similar."
His eyes lit up causing her to laugh, "Ooo, I like the sound of sundress."
She stifled her laughter, "Down boy."
~
Saturday evening came and Ben dressed first, and as he was told, he pulled on a royal blue polo, tucking it into a pair of khaki shorts, then slipping on a pair of blue Hey Dude shoes, before heading downstairs to wait on Marissa to finish getting ready. About 10 minutes after he finished, she finally came downstairs and said, "You ready?"
He turned and catching sight of her, he said aloud, "Wow." Marissa had chosen a red sundress that fell to a few inches above her knees, had a square neckline, showing off a bit of cleavage and was finished with frilled short sleeves.
She smiled, "I thought you'd like this." She did a quick spin, showing that the back was tied together with a bow, exposing her upper and lower back.
He stood and closed the gap, kissing her and pulling her tight. When their kiss broke, he replied, "I like a lot."
She grinned, "Good, I have a matching bikini for the new hot tub tonight."
"I like how you think. I double checked the temperature and salt before I got dressed, it should be perfect when we get home."
"Good. Now let's get going, don't want to be late."
He scoffed, "I'd just blame you."
She laughed as they made their way to the garage and his Jeep, "Daddy would understand, my mother on the other hand, not so much."
They made the 20-minute drive to Marissa's parent's house, pulling up in front of a large, white, two-story home. They parked in front of a large three stall garage and then walked around the garage to the front door. Using a key, Marissa opened the front door and they walked into a large foyer and Marissa called out, "Daddy, Mom, we're here!"
From down the hallway, they heard a woman's voice, "In the kitchen dear."
The made their way down the hallway and into a large open kitchen where they found Marissa's mother, Elizabeth stirring a large pot of pasta, then began setting plates out beside bowls of salad. She looked up, "Marissa dear, how are you?"
Marissa hugged her mother, then turned to Ben, "Mom, this is my boyfriend, Ben Smith. Ben this is my mother, Elizabeth."
Ben reached out his hand, "Thank you for the invite, Mrs. Robinson, it is wonderful to meet you. You have a lovely home."
Elizabeth nodded, "Thank you for coming, I hope spaghetti is alright with you."
Noticing the coolness in her voice, Ben smiled, turning on the charm, "That sounds wonderful. I brought a bottle of red to go with dinner. May I help in some way?"
Before Elizabeth could respond, he heard a deep voice from behind him, "Nonsense young man, we will let the women cook and you and I can get to know each other."
Ben and Marissa turned and saw her father, Daniel walking into the kitchen carrying a glass of amber liquid. Marissa lit up, "Daddy!"
She moved quickly to him, embracing each other firmly, "How are you darling?"
"I'm good, sorry I missed you the other day when you stopped in."
The large man grinned, "Don't worry about it, Mindy said you were out to lunch." He turned his focus to Ben, "I assume with this young man?"
Ben took a couple of steps, extending his hand, "Ben Smith, nice to meet you Mr. Robinson."
Daniel Robinson shook Ben's hand, "Firm handshake, good man. Please call me Dan."
Ben smiled and Elizabeth interrupted the silence, "Dinner will be ready in about 20 minutes, Marissa, give me a hand please."
Before Ben or Marissa could say anything, Daniel chimed in, "Ben, Marissa tells me you like bourbon, I have a bottle of Knob Creek 18 in my study if you're interested?"
"As long as I can't help in here, that would be fine with me."
Marissa smiled, "You two go ahead, I'll get you when dinner is ready."
Ben and Daniel spent the next 15 minutes sipping on some of the best bourbon Ben had ever had and getting to know each other. Even if it felt like and interview, Ben felt very comfortable; Daniel started asking about his childhood, then moved onto his college days and finally about his move to their neck of the woods. He took a sip of his bourbon then said, "Obviously I know your ex-wife and her family."
Ben nodded, "Yes sir, I'm sure you do, small town and all."
Dan chuckled, "That it is. I heard many of the rumors when you divorced, and those continue to this day, are you aware of that?"
Ben sighed, sipping his bourbon before replying, "Yes. From what myself and Marissa can tell, they have resumed in earnest since her and I began seeing each other."
Daniel looked at Ben seriously, "I'm not one to beat around the bush, are you dating Marissa to get back at Michelle?"
Ben laughed hardily, then shook his head, "Not at all sir. Short of living in her parent's old vacation house, I have nothing to do with her, nor do I want anything to do with her. I'm not usually one to air dirty laundry, but the fact of the matter is that she had an affair that caused our divorce."
"The Maston boy?"
"Yes sir. I'm not sure what Marissa has told you, but she and I ran into each other by chance, and if anything, she is the one who took the lead."
Daniel chuckled, "That does sound like her. She was always the assertive one of her siblings."
Ben leaned forward looking Daniel Robinson in the eye, "I promise you sir, my feelings for your daughter are genuine."
Daniel nodded, pausing to take stock of the young man sitting before him. They sat in silence for a moment, looking at each other, until their gaze was broken by Marissa standing in the doorway looking at them both intently, "My two favorite guys getting along alright?"
Ben turned and smiled, Daniel stood up, causing Ben to do the same as Daniel said, "Just fine dear, just getting to know each other over good bourbon."
Marissa nodded a bit skeptically, "Well, mom says dinner is ready, and we are going to be using the formal dining room."
Ben nodded and started to the door when Daniel said, "Ben?"
Ben turned around, "Sir?"
Daniel smiled, "Thank you for being upfront and candid with me, that means a lot to me. I knew her parents, they were wonderful people, and obviously she and Marissa grew up together, but I'll be honest; when you two moved back here, there was a stark change in her. I'm sorry you had to deal with that, but I see how Marissa smiles now, and I think that is because of you."
"Thank you sir."
"Treat her right, and you and I will get along just fine."
Ben smiled, "I plan to do just that."
"Good, now let's eat."
Ben followed Daniel's lead, finding Marissa and her mother at the dining room table. Ben took the seat beside Marissa, and Daniel joined Elizabeth on the other side. After short prayer, they began passing the bowls of pasta, sauce, and meatballs. The conversation during dinner was limited to compliments on the meal and Marissa filling Daniel in on what was going on with the agency.
As they shifted to desert and a dessert wine that Marissa had pulled from the fridge, the conversation turned to Marissa's two brothers and their kids, along with her parents' recent travels. During the entire meal, Ben had noticed that Elizabeth didn't engage with him much, replying to his questions and comments with short answers, and simply nodding when he answered one of her direct questions.
Marissa noticed it too and coupled with how her mom was while they prepared dinner, she steered the conversation towards Ben's teaching and his pursuit of an administrative certificate, something that peaked her father's interest, and they spent the next few minutes discussing educational policy in a changing society. She continued to observe her mother, who was staring intently at Ben, shaking her head on occasion, and finally getting a bit annoyed she said, "Mom, is there something wrong, you haven't been very talkative tonight?"
Elizabeth quickly turned her head, giving Marissa a slight glare while Marissa sat looking at her, "I'm fine, this is all just a bit odd to me."
Daniel gave her a sideways look, "What do you mean?"
Elizabeth finished her wine, then removed her napkin from her lap, setting it on her plate before she spoke, "I can't be the only one that thinks this whole situation is wrong?"
"What are you talking about mom?"
"You're dating your friend's ex-husband."
The three adults at the table were taken back by her bluntness, and Ben tried to speak, "Mrs. Robinson, as I told your husband..."
Ben was cut off by Marissa, "Mom, I can't believe this. You've been pressuring me to find someone, now that I have, he's unacceptable because he is divorced due to an affair? And Michelle and I aren't what I'd call friends anymore."
"Sweetheart, I understand that you care for him, but... you know how people can talk. What would others think, especially considering who he was married to?



"Mom, we can't control what other people think. Michelle is not part of our relationship, even if she's trying to interfere."
"I just worry about how it might look. You know how appearances matter, especially in our community."
"Maybe if the community knew the entire story and not just the rumors and lies that Michelle is spreading, they wouldn't see things the way they do."
Elizabeth turned her focus to Ben and gestured to Daniel, "You seem like a nice young man, but you have to understand our side of things."
Daniel turned to his wife, "Don't tie me into your concern of images. He seems like good young man, and you should know that I don't care what other's think."
Elizabeth sighed, standing up and focusing her gaze on Marissa, "This isn't what I imagined for you. I want the best for you, and sometimes perception can affect reality. Ben, it was nice to meet you, but I'm going to head upstairs for the evening."
As she walked away, Ben, Marissa, and Daniel sat in stunned silence; Daniel finally spoke, "Ben, I'm sorry for my wife, she will come around, especially since I expect to be seeing more of you."
Ben nodded, unsure of what to say. Marissa on the other hand was trying to turn her face the color of her dress and finally exclaimed, "I can't believe her!" She turned to look at Ben, "I am so sorry you had to deal with that."
Ben once again nodded, feeling self-conscious of the rift he seemed to have caused between Marissa and her mother. Daniel stood and walked around the table, patting Ben on the shoulder, "Don't worry about it son, she will get over it, I'll make sure of it. Why don't you two head out, I'll go try and talk some sense into her."
Marissa and Ben both stood, Ben speaking, "We can help clean up, at least load the dishwasher or wash the pots and pans?"
Daniel smiled, "Nonsense. I appreciate that, but I figure after I make her mad trying to talk some sense into her, I'll need something to do."
"Are you sure Daddy?"
"I'm positive, now you two go and enjoy the rest of your evening."
He walked them to the door and after hugging Marissa, shook Ben's hand and smiled, "Nice to meet you young man. I look forward to seeing you again soon, how do you feel about cigars?"
Ben smiled, "I enjoy them from time to time, nothing serious."
"Good, the next evening you're over, we will enjoy one over more bourbon."
Ben shook his hand again, "I look forward to it sir."
***
After getting caught by a train passing through town, Ben and Marissa made it to Ben's house in about a half hour. The delay was probably for the best since Marissa used much of the drive to vent and apologize to Ben for her mother's antics. As they finally pulled back into the garage, Ben turned the car off then turned to look at her, "Are you happy with me?"
Marissa looked at him wide-eyed, "Of course I am happy with you. Are you not with me?"
He reached out and rested his hand on her, "I'm incredibly happy with you, but I don't want to come between you and your parents."
"Stop. You're not coming between my parents and me. Daddy seems to like you, even inviting you back. My mom is just going to have to get over our relationship."
"And if she doesn't?"
Marissa looked at the front wall of the garage for a second, thinking, before turning back to him, "Then she'll die mad."
Ben had to laugh at her comment, "Are you sure you're okay with that?"
Marissa smiled, then leaned across the armrest to kiss him. She pulled back and replied, "Of course. Haven't you figured out I'm falling for you?"
He nodded, "Me too..."
She pecked him on the lips then leaned back, "Okay good. Now that the drama and the sappiness is taken care of for the evening, let's go, the hot tub is calling my name."
He laughed as they both climbed out of the Jeep and made their way inside. They headed upstairs, as Marissa sifted through one of the drawers, she said, "I'm going to use the bathroom, take my make-up off, and change, meet you out back?"
Ben smiled, "Alright, what do you want to drink?"
Marissa scrunched her face as she thought, "What are you having?"
"I'll probably just pour a glass of bourbon."
She nodded, "Would you just pour me a vodka tonic?"
He nodded, "Lime or Lemon?"
"Both."
"You got it." They shared a quick kiss and Marissa made her way into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her, while Ben found a pair of swim trunks, changed, then headed downstairs to make their drinks.
~
After making their drinks, Ben grabbed two towels from the laundry room, leaving them on the bench by the back door, then shut the lights off in the downstairs and made his way outside. He opened the hot tub, checked the temperature, along with the salt generation, and after confirming everything was good according to the app and instructions on his phone. With the hot tub squared away, he connected his phone to the house's Bluetooth speakers, adjusted the volume then climbed into the warm water, groaning as it washed over his cool skin from the evening air.
He was enjoying looking up at the night sky and after one song had played, he heard the patio doors open and looked over to see Marissa coming outside wrapped in a towel and carrying the other one he had set out. She smiled at him, "How is it?"
He chuckled, "It feels really good. I'm already glad we bought it."
She smiled, "Well hopefully it'll erase the bad memories."
He nodded and watched as she unwrapped the towel and tossed it on the chest beside the hot tub where is phone was. He looked at her and his mouth dropped, "Wow."
She walked up the steps and paused, allowing the ambient light from the hot tub to illuminate her; she grinned, enjoying his stupor, "I told you it matched my dress."
He nodded, trying to find words; the suit was red like her dress from the evening as she had promised, but the bottoms were ultra-low rise, only coming slightly above where her landing strip would end if she had one, with very sexy cut on her legs and the sides pulled up high on her hips. The top encased her breasts but appeared to be a bit small due to the spillage of flesh in her cleavage with a strap going around the back and one over each shoulder.
As she stepped down into the water, he offered her his hand, she groaned and he finally found words, "Is that even a bathing suit or is it underwear."
She settled into the seat beside him, took a drink of her cocktail, then giggled, "Silly man, I wouldn't wear underwear in here."
"Well, you look amazing. I thought the maroon suit was my favorite, this one may take over now."
"Good, I dunno if anyone else will ever see this one, it may just be for you."
He reached his arm around her, "I could get used to that."
She snuggled against him, leaning up and kissing him; a kiss that started as a soft peck, but quickly turned more passionate; breaking only for a second as he pulled her into his lap. They continued to kiss for a few moments before they broke to catch their breath. She reached behind him, grabbing his bourbon, then grabbing her own drink so they could drink. After setting their drinks down, she looked around, then turned back to him, "Ya know, I've been thinking?"
"What's that?"
"The hedges provide a lot of privacy between us and the neighbors."
He nodded, liking where this conversation was heading, "They do, I've thought about a privacy panel or two."
Marissa nodded, then reached behind her; before Ben knew what she was doing, she had untied her top, slipped it from her shoulders, and dropped it over the side of the tub. She leaned back against him, pressing her tits against him and kissing him again. As their kissing intensified, she ground her crotch into his causing him to groan and press up into her, her groan matching him. They made out and dry humped each other from a few moments before once again breaking to catch their breath. She leaned back, then rested her forehead against his, "Thank you again for tonight."
He had to chuckle because of the seriousness of her comment considering his cock was trying to break through his shorts and he was pretty sure she was soaked in ways beside the hot tub. He smiled, "It really wasn't a big deal, I'll do anything for you I think at this point."
She smiled softly, "That means a lot. I want to thank you..."
"You've already apologized and thanked me a bunch."
She shuffled off him, then said, "I know, but I want to thank you in a different way, sit on the edge of the tub." He looked at her, slightly confused, causing her to laugh, "Just do it, I'm going to give you a blowjob."
He began to stand up and moving to the edge of the tub, he simply said, "Oh. Okay."
She laughed and grabbed his leg, stopping him so she could untie his shorts and then pulled them down. With them around his ankles, he sat on the edge, and she pulled his shorts from his body, dropping them on the ground near her top. When she turned back to him, his cock was sticking out from him. She grinned, "That's better."
He hurriedly looked around and realized they were pretty much secluded and after she turned the tub lights off, they were bathed in darkness, and he knew there was no way anyone could see them. His thoughts were quickly interrupted when she took his cock in her mouth, sucking gently on the head. He groaned, causing her to smile and begin working his cock deeper into her mouth. He shuddered and groaned when she had him about halfway in and then ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.
For the next few minutes, she continued to massage his shaft with her tongue and lips, causing his groans to turn into moans. This spurred her on and she moved her lips to his head, sucking on it firmly and stroking his spit-soaked shaft with her hand, causing him to say aloud, "Oh fuck!"
She kept stroking his shaft, and after releasing the head said, "You like that?"
He sucked in a deep breath, "Yes!"
"Good." She sucked his head back into her mouth and resumed her sucking along with the stroking. As he moaned and groaned, she sped her hand up, but feeling it drying up, moved it to his balls, cupping them as she began to work his cock back into her mouth, once again making sure to coat it in spit and massage it with her tongue and lips.
Ben felt a familiar tingle and groaned, "I'm going to cum soon."
She quickly pulled her mouth away, "Good, I want to taste you." He groaned at her words, then again as she took him back into her mouth. As she resumed sucking and cupping his balls, he groaned again, then felt his orgasm hit him. He felt his body begin to shake, then pulse as he began to shoot cum into Marissa's mouth.
Thanks to his warning, she wasn't surprised by the first shot of cum, but she was surprised by the force. She pulled her mouth back from his shaft, sucking on just the head and stroking the shaft as she felt her mouth filled with his warm, salty fluid. As the last spurt hit her tongue, she began to suck in earnest again, causing him to groan louder.
Satisfied that she had gotten all his cum, she pulled her mouth from his cock and looked up at him, opening her mouth to show him the cum resting on her tongue, then swallowed, feeling it coat her throat and slip into her stomach. She softly stroked his legs as he composed himself; once he finally had, he simply said, "Damn, that was new."
She grinned, "I told you I wanted to thank you."
"Yeah, but you've never let me cum in your mouth, let alone swallow."
She giggled and stood up, pressing her lips to his, "Other than morning blowjobs when I'm on my period, we normally progress to other things before you finish."
He smiled and pressed his face to her chest, kissing and gently biting the flesh of her breasts. She cradled his head as she cooed due to the stimulation. When he pulled away and took a nipple into her mouth, she inhaled sharply then moaned, pulling his head tighter to her bosom. He grinned and pulled away, "So, what now?"
She looked down at him, "If we are going to have sex in the tub, we are gonna have to buy lube, so until then, let's go inside."
"Fine with me, get going."
Marissa climbed out first, but not before she squealed as he smacked her ass. Ben was quickly behind her; they gathered their things and made their way inside where they deposited their cups, she stripped off her bottoms and after leaving the clothes on the floor to be dealt with in the morning, he chased her upstairs into their bedroom.
When they reached the bed, they embraced each other, kissing through the giggles and wandering hands. As she ground her pelvis into his, she felt his cock staying semi-hard, a pleasant surprise since he often needed an hour or so for round two. He broke their kiss and grinned, "So want to try something else new?"
She smirked, "What did you have in mind?"
He hopped on the bed, moving back to the pillows, then propped himself up, "Well, I want to eat you out, so...come sit on my face."
Her eyes got large, "But I might hurt you."
He laughed, "you're not going to hurt me, and even if you did, it'd be a hell of a way to go."
He could see the concern on her face, "Are you sure?"
"Yes! Now come on, I need to taste you."
She climbed onto the bed with him, and as she got to the top, kneeling beside him, she asked, "What do I do?"
He reached out, stroking her thigh, then allowing his hand to wander to her crotch, feeling the heat, and then the wetness coming from it; she groaned as he said, "Just swing your leg over like you're riding me, then lower yourself down."
By the time he had finished talking, he had slipped one finger inside of her, causing her to moan then say with exasperation, "You have to stop if you want me to move!"
He grinned, "Oh yeah." He pulled his finger out, quickly licking her juices from it, then helped guide her leg over him so as not to get kicked in the face. With her now straddling him, he put his hands on her ass, pulling her to him. The smell of her wet pussy was intoxicating, and without much warning, he moved his hands to her thighs, said, "Hold onto the headboard," then pulled her to his mouth.
Marissa, moaned, "Fucking hell!" as his mouth contacted her wet pussy. Ben wasted no time with teasing, instead immediately licking her from the bottom of her slit to the top, then flicking her clit at the top with his pointed tongue. For the next few minutes, the bedroom was filled with moans as Ben gave her a literal tongue lashing, and it wasn't long before she couldn't help herself and began to grind her pussy into his tongue and against the 5 o'clock shadow that had formed on his face.
Feeling her press down, and then the wetness increase, Ben was spurred on, pushing his tongue inside of her, causing her to let out a long groan, and causing him to smile. After drawing as much wetness from inside of her that he could, he switched it up, licking back to her clit, then sucking it into his mouth firmly, causing her to scream, "Oh fuck!" Keeping the suction up, he began to flick the knub with his tongue and soon she pressed down onto it face, letting out an animalistic moan as she shook, then flooded his face as her orgasm rippled through her body.
He lightened his suction as her orgasm waned, and as it came to a stop, he stopped sucking and began to greedily lap up all the fluid that she had expelled, savoring the taste that he couldn't get enough of. Suddenly she was pushing off, and no longer was her pussy over his face; he looked up at her and her face matched the moan she had let out minutes before. She looked like a women possessed, and he was slightly worried for a second until she quickly scooted down the bed, threw her leg over his waist and with perfect aim, sunk back onto his cock, causing them both to moan.
After impaling herself on him, she bent forward, kissing him and began to rock violently, grinding her clit into his pubic bone. He groaned along with her and placed his hands on her hips to help steady her. She quickly approached another orgasm, and as that one rolled through her, she didn't slow down, just kept riding him through the contractions.
She let out a louder moan as she felt Ben pull her closer, then felt his mouth clamp onto her nipple, sucking it firmly. As he sucked, he began to raise his hips, matching her own movements; they continued to fuck each other for another 30 seconds before Ben released her nipple and groaned, "Fuck!" He pressed up into her, and she felt the familiar warmth and splash of his cum filling her up.
The feeling of his, caused her final orgasm of the night to cascade over her; she pressed down onto him, falling forward and crashing their bodies together as her orgasm pulsed around him, milking his cock for all his cum. When her walls and body quit shaking, she groaned, "God, I fucking love you."
Even through both of their orgasmic hazes, both of their eyes shot open in surprise, and she raised up, looking at him as he said, "Ummm..."
"Oops..."
"That's a big oops. Do you love me or love fucking me."
"Uhh...both? Sorry..."
He smiled softly, "Don't apologize."
"Wow...I didn't mean for that to happen."
He chuckled, "it's fine, you can take it back, I'll understand."
She sat up, resting her hands on her chest as he rested his on her thighs, "I don't think I want to take it back. But don't you dare say it out of obligation."
"I love you too Riss."
She grinned, then leaned down, pressing her lips to his softly. When their kiss broke, she lifted her head as he brushed the hair from her face, "I like that, I love you."
"I love you too."
The stayed still, just looking into each other's eyes for a moment, smiling goofily at each other. As Ben's cock began to soften, and Marissa shifted a bit, his cock slipped from her, followed by a small gush of her wetness and his cum. The sudden wetness caused them both to giggle and her to fall to her side of the bed. They lay their silently until he said, "Want me to get a towel?"
"I don't really want to move; can we just do laundry tomorrow?"
"Works for me."
She smiled and wiggled under the covers, then once he had joined her, she curled up on her side, resting her head on his chest and softly ran her hand through his chest hair. He grinned as he stroked her back, "You're something else you know that?"
She smiled then lifted her head, "I know, and you're stuck with me."
"I'll gladly be stuck with you if you keep doing that."
She laughed, "Ditto. Can I be honest for a second?"
"Of course."
"We've obviously both had sex before, but I have to admit, I've never had sex like I do with you."
He nodded, "What do you mean?"
She giggled, then stroked his sticky cock, still covered in both their juices, "Maybe it's this thing; maybe it's our connection, but whatever it is, you do things for me that I have only ever been able to achieve with Bob."
He scrunched his face in confusion and concern, "Bob?"
She giggled, "My battery-operated boyfriend."
He sighed in relief, "Oh...okay."
She patted his chest, "Don't worry, I don't have to use him anymore."
He grinned, "That's good to know, although..."
She could see him thinking and giggled, "What?"
"As long as it's not huge, I bet we could make a huge mess with that and me."
She playfully slapped his chest, "Hey now!"
"I like making messes with you."
"Good, because I like making messes with you too."
They smiled at each other, and she lay her head back down. She slowly drifted off to sleep as he stroked her back; he smiled and shuffled a bit to get comfortable, then after kissing her head said, "I love you, Marissa."
She mumbled something that sounded like, "I love you," but was more gibberish than anything. He grinned, closed his eyes, and drifted off to sleep too.
***
A few weeks later, Marissa was in her office, looking over some paperwork for a new bundling package the one company they wrote for was offering when Mindy knocked on the door, when Marissa looked up, Mindy said, "Michelle Miller on hold for you."



Marissa rolled her eyes, thinking that finally she would get to meet with Michelle, who had been coming up with excuse after excuse for the last six weeks to not meet. "Thanks Mindy. Transfer it in here and shut the door on your way out."
Mindy nodded and, in a few seconds, Marissa's phone was ringing. She took a deep breath and leaned back in her chair before picking up the phone, "Marissa Robinson."
"Hey Marissa! It's Michelle."
Marissa rolled her eyes at the chipperness on the other end of the line, "Hey Michelle, how are you doing?"
"I'm good, how about you?"
"I'm great. Your secretary said you've been on vacation and traveling a lot, how's all of that?"
Marissa rolled her eyes again as she listened to Michelle talk about how her and Brad had been traveling all over for both work and play, and all the amazing places they had been over the last few months. As Michelle wrapped up her bragging, she added, "The real reason I called, Christina said you've called a couple of times, wanting to meet with me?"
"That I do, I've been trying to set it up for a while now, but you've clearly been busy." She added a chuckle in, even though she wanted to reach through the receiver and strangle Michelle.
"What do you want to talk about?"
"Michelle, Let's not kid ourselves, we both know why I want to meet with you."
Michelle was silent for a moment, "I suppose I can make time; how does Friday at 3:30 sound?"
Michelle quickly looked at her calendar, "I can make that work."
"Okay, I have you down."
"Thanks Michelle."
"You're welcome, I look forward to talking."
As Marissa was ready to hang up, she heard Michelle say, "Oh, Marissa?"
Putting the phone back to her ear, she replied, "Yeah?"
She could hear the sarcasm and sneer in Michelle's voice when she asked, "How is my house?"
Marissa gritted her teeth and as much as she wanted to stay calm, she responded, "I don't know Michelle, you haven't had me over. If you're asking about Ben's house; it's great, the new paint, decorations, and furniture has really brightened it up."
Marissa grinned as she heard Michelle loudly huff, knowing she had gotten under her skin. Michelle replied, "Why don't you bring my ex-husband to our meeting."
"I'll see if he is free, see you Friday." Before Michelle could respond, she hung up, slightly pleased with her response to Michelle's question about the house, but at the same time, she had to admit her anxiety was up, knowing that they had to meet with Michelle in three days. As she picked up her phone to text Ben, she thought to herself, "Maybe things will get figured out."
~
At 3:20 on Friday, Marissa pulled into the corporate headquarters of Miller Industries and immediately saw Ben's Jeep parked near the road. She pulled in beside it, causing him to look up and smile. After gathering her purse and double checking her make-up, she climbed out and found Ben waiting for her at the trunk. She smiled again, "Hey baby."
He kissed her, "Hey yourself."
She stepped back, "You even got dressed up."
He laughed, "It's just khakis and a button down, I figured I should at least put on more than the gym shorts I was wearing when you left."
She smiled, "Don't want her having a change of heart seeing you now that you're all jacked?"
He laughed, "Yeah, that's exactly it. Wouldn't want my bitch of an ex-wife try to get me back from my new girlfriend who ISN'T psyco, nor a bitch, and is exponentially better in bed."
Marissa laughed, "Good to know." She turned serious, "You ready for this?"
Ben sighed, "As ready as I'll ever be. We both know how she is going to be."
Marissa nodded, "About that, I talked to our in-house attorney, and he suggested we record the meeting secretly."
"What?"
"He thinks we should turn on the voice memos on our phone and let them record during the meeting in case she says anything stupid that we can use if she won't cut the shit."
"Isn't that illegal or even unethical?"
"Eh, the ethics are a kind of a gray area, but let's be honest she's not being ethical spreading rumors. Legally, we are good to go. We are in a single party state, and if we consent to being recorded, we are good to go."
"Oh...I guess then you are probably right. Just from a CYA standpoint, it'll protect us."
Marissa nodded, "Alright, then let's do it." They both enabled their voice memos, Marissa
sliding her phone into the pocket of her blazer, and Ben putting his in the front pocket of his pants.
They made their way into to the building, gave the receptionist their names, then rode the elevator to the fifth floor. After disembarking the elevator, they made their way down a hall, past a couple of offices until they found the door to Michelle's office that read, "Michelle Miller-CEO." Ben opened the door, holding it for Marissa who spoke to the secretary with a smile, "Good Afternoon, Marissa Robinson, and Ben Smith to see Ms. Miller. We have an appointment at 3:30."
The woman looked up, recognizing who they were and smirked, "Ms. Miller is on a conference call right now, she'll be with you when she is done."
Marissa gave her best annoyed smile, "Thank you for letting us know, if you could let her know, we'd appreciate it."
The secretary rolled her eyes and stood up after writing something on a notepad; she headed through the door behind her, and emerged a few moments later, "She said she will be with you as soon as she can. You can have a seat over there."
Ben smiled, "Thank you." Taking Marissa's hand, they walked across the small welcome area and sat down in the chairs across from the desk.
Once they had sat down, Marissa leaned over and softly said, "No one schedules conference calls on a Friday afternoon."
Ben nodded, "I didn't figure, but we can play her game. You just can't let her see that you're annoyed."
Marissa sighed, "But I am annoyed."
Ben laughed, "Oh I know, just chill out."
They sat talking softly about dinner and plans for the weekend when after 15 minutes, the door opened, and they looked up to see Michelle standing in the doorway. She smirked, "Sorry for the delay, business calls."
Marissa stood up, walking past Michelle into the office, Ben followed her and smiled as politely as he walked into the office, "Thanks for seeing us, Michelle."
Ben found himself in Michelle's office, what used to be her dad's. He had been there a couple times when they visited; gone was the utilitarian nature of the office when her dad occupied it, instead it was now much more posh and more modern. Without waiting for her to offer them a seat, Ben and Marissa sat down in the two chairs in front of Michelle's desk and waited for her to join them. He heard Michelle say something to her secretary, then the door shut, and she soon took her seat behind her desk. She gave a clear fake smiled and said, "So, what can I do for you two love birds today."
Marissa sighed and rolled her eyes, so Ben took the lead, "Michelle, we want you to quit spreading rumors about Marissa and I. We all three know they aren't true."
Michelle scoffed at him, "Why should I make your life easy Ben? You embarrassed me."
Marissa spoke up at this point, "Oh cut the shit Michelle. Like I said the last time we spoke, you embarrassed yourself by cheating on Ben."
"What? Can he not speak for himself? He needs his big bad girlfriend do it for him?"
Ben leaned forward, "That's not it at all Michelle. You had an affair with your new boyfriend, couple that with how you treated me in regard to money, and life in general, we went our separate ways. But when you tried to screw me, I was done, and I stood up to you. Something no one has apparently done, and you lost. That is what embarrassed you. Your own actions led to your embarrassment, not mine."
Michelle laughed, "I did what was best for me. I'm sorry I hurt you, but you hurt me worse by taking the house."
Marissa sat fuming at how Michelle talked to Ben, but everything Michelle was giving, Ben was giving back. Ben replied, "The house was left to both of us, not just you. As I remember the will said that your parents, God rest their souls, viewed us as a team, and wanted us to have that. Well, you don't screw around on your teammate Michelle, and you did."
"Don't you DARE talk about my parents."
Marissa chimed in at that point, "Oh can the fake outrage Michelle. Your parents would be appalled at how you've acted through all this. Your father was one of the most consistent and loyal people I have ever known, and your mother was incredibly devoted to her family friends, I don't know how the loyalty gene missed you."
Michelle scoffed and laughed loudly, "What the fuck would you know about loyalty Marissa? You're fucking my ex-husband. You used to be my best friend."
Marissa nodded, "You're right I did, but once you moved back here, you turned into someone I don't recognize. You've become mean, vindictive, and just cruel. I don't want that in my life. What Ben and I are doing is none of your business, but honestly if you cared about our friendship, you would be happy for me, but you are unable to do that because you're too angry that you fucked around, then found out."
Ben had to bite his tongue at the use of the popular social media phrase. Michelle was silent for a moment, then looked at both and replied, "Until I get MY house back, I'm going to make your life hell. I don't even care if you leave the area Ben, you can stay here with her for all I care, just sell me the house."
"I'm not selling you the house Michelle; it is rightfully mine. Just give it up and quit spreading the rumors."
"You just don't get it Ben. That house is mine, I know what you have done to it and it's just horrible." She began to shift her focus between both Marissa and Ben as she continued, "You know that I run the biggest employer in a four-county area, it is best for you to just give me what I want. Then we can all go back to living our fucked up little Mayberry style life."
Realizing they weren't going to get anywhere, and knowing they now had some damning information recorded, Ben shook his head and stood, "Well, obviously we aren't getting anywhere. I'm asking you one more time, just stop with the rumors and we will be good, we can live our separate lives. Marissa, I think we are done."
Marissa stood up as Michelle laughed, "Aww look at you, acting like you're in charge. We all know that she wears the pants, you're too fucking weak."
Marissa went to reply, but Ben took her hand and smirked, "She may wear the pants, but she lets me take them off more times in a month than you did in an entire year of our marriage, and she enjoys it rather than act like a dead fish."
Marissa couldn't help but turn a bit red by his comment, but the embarrassment quickly turned amusement as she saw Michelle's temper begin to flare. She smiled at her former friend and said, "We will see ourselves out."
Without another word, they turned and made a beeline out of the office, out of the outer office, and made their way towards the elevator; as they neared it, Marissa noticed a stairwell and she pulled Ben into it. "What are we doing?"
"I think we need to take a less obvious way out of here, she's going to be big time pissed."
Ben chuckled and they walked quickly down the stairs, emerging from a side door, and moved across the parking lot. As they reached their cars, they turned and didn't see anyone following them; Ben opened Marissa's car door and said, "See you at the house?"
She kissed him softly, then replied, "See you soon."
~
On Monday morning, before Marissa headed to work, her and Ben drafted an email to both his divorce attorney and her company's legal counsel. In the email, they spelled out all the evidence they had that Michelle was spreading false rumors about them both in an effort to pressure Ben to sell her the house back that the court awarded him, and in the process, the rumors were causing issues with Marissa's company, with the potential to not only cost her customers, but also profit and income.
After attaching both recordings of their meeting with Michelle, they sent the email, then both leaned back on the couch with a sigh. As Ben rubbed his temples, Marissa said, "Well, I'm sure the lawyers will know what to do, and hopefully we can end this."
Ben nodded, "I hope so, I just want to move on, and live our life in peace."
Marissa leaned over and kissed his cheek, "I agree. Now, what are you going to do today?"
"I need to do laundry, workout, and some other odds and ends around here."
Marissa stood, smoothing her slacks, "Sounds good, I should be back around six, I have a couple meetings to look over next quarter stuff."
He stood and walked her to the door, "Keep me updated, I'll have dinner ready, or about ready when you get here."
"Ooo, what are we having?"
"I'm making chicken alfredo with broccoli."
Marissa closed her eyes and let out a "Yummm." Ben smiled and when she opened her eyes, she kissed him, "You have to be careful, you're going to make me fat."
He laughed, "Nah, it's all going to your ass and tits, which I am more than okay with."
She feigned shock, smacked him on the chest, then smiled, "Shut up!"
They kissed again and she finally broke it as Ben pulled her against him, "Okay, down boy, I have to get to work."
He squeezed her ass, "Can't you be a little late."
She giggled then pulled away, "NO! I didn't get in until after eight three days this week."
"Oh, don't give me that, you were there by ten after eight, that's not late."
"Well seeing as it's 7:45 now, it'd be later than that today."
He smirked and winked, "Wanna bet?"
She pondered it for a moment and felt herself flush. She shook her head finally, "No! You need to behave."
He laughed, "Fine. Have a good day baby."
She pecked him on the lips again, "You too."
~
The next morning, as they were getting out of the shower, Marissa got a text from her lawyer telling her to check her email. She wrapped a towel around her and yelled at Ben who was still in the bathroom, "Hey, Carrie just texted and wants us to look at something."
Ben hurriedly wrapped his own towel around him and joined her in the bedroom. She had grabbed his laptop, opening her company email, and finding a message from Carrie that read:
"Marissa and Ben,
Please find attached the letter that Ben's lawyer, Chris, and I have compiled detailing your concerns and demands. Once you have given it the "okay," it will be sent certified mail to Miller Industries.
Let either of us know if there is anything else we can do in support.
Best Regards,
Carrie."
Ben commented, "Damn, that was fast."
Marissa nodded while opening the attachment, "Yeah, she doesn't mess around."
When the PDF opened, Marissa and Ben both began to read:
"Dear Ms. Miller,
This law firm, which represents Marissa Robinson, and in consultation with then Peterson and Kenton law firm which represents Benjamin Smith, write to you concerning evidence we have received regarding your actions against the above listed parties.
This letter serves as a formal notice that your actions constitute severe legal offenses including defamation, harassment, and possible extortion. By telling people that your divorce from Mr. Smith was caused by Ms. Robinson, you are doing irreputable harm to both of their personal and professional reputations.
By continuing to spread the false information in an attempt to get Mr. Smith to sell you the house he was awarded in the divorce, the legal system would define that as extortion.
It is also our understanding that other than one time in recent weeks, Mr. Smith and Ms. Robinson have both asked you to stop, but that has not occurred.
You are hereby ordered to immediately cease and desist all false and negative messaging about both Mr. Smith and Ms. Robinson. If you do not cease these actions immediately, we will be left no choice but to consider and take all available actions on behalf of our clients. This letter does not serve as complete disclosure of evidence, nor does it waive any rights of our clients.
Please respond within 10 days of receipt with the assurance that this situation has been remedied. If you have any questions, please contact our office directly.
Sincerely,
Carrie Zoller"
Marissa finished reading first, and waited for Ben to look at her, when he did, she asked, "Well?"
"I don't know shit about legalese, so it sounds good to me."
She chuckled, "I think it is good too. I'll let her know to get it sent out?"
"Perfect."
Marissa sent a quick email confirming that they had read and approved it, then hit send. With the email sent, she stood up, beginning to dress as Ben watched her. As she pulled her dress on, she turned and saw been looking at her with a small smile, she smiled back and said, "What are you looking at creeper?"
He laughed, "Just my beautiful girlfriend and thinking about how we are doing such coupley things."
"Coupley? Is that even a word?"
He laughed, "No, but I'm a teacher so I can make up words."
She scoffed and laughed, "Get dressed and come have breakfast with me."
~
Later in the day Marissa texted Ben, "I emailed you something, read it."
"Yes ma'am." Ben switched from the messages app over to his email finding the one from Marissa. There was an attachment and when he clicked on it, her company's letterhead appeared; as he began to read, he realized it was a press release that read:
"To all media, customers, and the greater area,
It has come to our attention that there are false and salacious rumors swirling about our very own Marissa Robinson. We want it to be known that these rumors are FALSE, and that Ms. Robinson has our full support. At no time has Ms. Robinson let any of our customers down, nor will she do anything but provide the outstanding service that the Fuller, Robinson, and Tennant Agency has built its reputation on."
Ben said "Damn," aloud, then texted Marissa, "Pretty easy to get the company to write something so flattering when you are one of the people in charge. Lol"
Marissa responded back, "I actually didn't do that, legal wrote it up at the urging of Rich and Rachel, then sent it to me to approve before they sent it out."
"Well, that was nice of them."
"That's what I thought. Maybe all of this will kill the bs."
"We can only hope."
"Alright, well I'm going into a conference call. I'll be there a little after 5."
"Sounds good, Love you"
"Love you too!"
~
Thursday morning dawned clear and after going to the gym, Ben had returned home and gone for a jog around the neighborhood. As he was returning, he noticed a postal employee on his porch. He slowed to a walk, turned the workout off on his watch, and after removing his AirPods, he approached his porch and said, "Can I help you?"
The man turned around, "Are you Benjamin Smith?"
"I am?"
"Sign here."
He handed his scanner to Ben, who quickly scribbled his initials; after hitting "Okay," the man handed Ben an envelope and then said, "Have a nice day."
Still confused he, walked inside, he glanced down at his phone and remembered there was a text from Marissa that he hadn't read. He placed the envelope on the counter along with his phone and filled a glass of water, as he sipped it, he opened the envelop and noticed the Miller Industries letterhead with "Legal Department" under it. He let out an audible groan of annoyance and then picked up his phone.
He tapped on Marissa's name and read her text, "Have you had any visitors."
He scoffed, "Just now, certified mail from Miller Industries: Legal Department."
There were a few text bubbles, then finally a picture appeared, followed by Marissa asking, "This what yours says?"
Ben opened the letter up and compared the picture to his and then confirmed that it was the same. He skimmed the letter a couple times, then replied, "Yeah, it's the same. I'm not the smartest tool in the shed, but is this basically telling us that if we do not retract our claims against Michelle, she, along with Miller Industries will sue us?"



Marissa replied immediately, "That is basically the gist of it. I've already forwarded mine to Carrie, you need to send yours to Chris, and we will let them do their thing."
Ben sighed before responding, "Alright, so much for this being simple and taken care of."
"Yeah, I knew things had been too quiet."
"I'll get it emailed over to him, then I'm going to shower, I'll talk to you later."
"Oooo, so jealous I'm not there."
He couldn't help but laugh aloud at her sudden switch; he emailed a picture of the letter over to his attorney and explained that Marissa had received the same one. After doing that, he texted Marissa back, "Email sent. You wish you could be here, I'm all sweaty from my workout."
Not waiting for a response, he got in the shower, but when he was done, he had a text from Marissa, "You're right I do, even if you're gross. I'll grab some sandwiches from the deli on the way home, we can go out on the boat for a picnic."
He sent back a smiling emoji, then said, "Sounds good to me."
By the time that Marissa got to the house that night, they had both received an email from their respective lawyers that told them since they weren't doing anything other than tell people the truth about Ben's divorce, there was no need to respond or do anything but wait. They were both of the opinion that the letter may have gotten through to Michelle and that she may quit, but on the chance that she didn't they would be ready to respond with a suit to force her to stop.
With those emails, Ben and Marissa chose to just take a wait and see approach like the lawyers had suggested.
***
As August turned into fall, and Ben headed back to school, it appeared that the lawyers were correct. Ben and Marissa had heard nothing from anyone about Michelle or anything that she had said. Sure, they saw her around town, but that wasn't anything new, they both did their best to avoid her, and when they would catch her glaring at them, they would just politely smile, wave, and then continue what they were doing.
At the end of September, Ben finished his last online class and was officially awarded his administrative certificate. The completion of his certificate coincided with the assistant principal of the middle school in the town between his and his work deciding to retire after his third heart attack. Ben and Marissa talked about the opportunity, and after consulting with his own principal, Ben applied, and after two lengthy jobs was offered the job with a start date on November First.
The weekend before, Marissa helped Ben move into his new office and they christened it properly when she bent over in front of him to adjust pictures on his desk and her tennis skirt rode up, revealing that she wasn't wearing the matching shorts that went with it. The first week of school in his new position went well for Ben, but a fight on Friday between four boys and two girls kept him swamped in the afternoon and made it so he couldn't check his phone after lunch.
That same afternoon, Mindy walked into Marissa's office and shut the door; when Marissa looked up, Mindy said, "Umm.. Marissa, Richard Evans is here to see you."
Marissa scrunched her face up, "Richard Evans?" She quickly pulled up her calendar, and seeing it was blank, she continued, "Did he call, and we forgot about it?"
Mindy shook her head, "I don't think so, I looked through all of my notes and I have nothing."
"Okay, tell him I'm wrapping up a phone call and I can see him in five minutes."
Mindy nodded and left the office. Marissa spent the next five minutes pulling up the files on the Evans' Feed Company and trying to think about what he could need. Richard Evans started out as a farmer, but realized quickly he didn't have a green thumb, but could compile the crops of other farmers into a very profitable feed. In the last 30 years, he had grown the feed company from distributing in just their state, to distributing all over the East Coast. Like all the farms, major business, excluding Miller Industries, Marissa's company held the insurance policy on all the property, equipment, and even the worker's compensation policy for Evans.
She stood, smoothing her skirt and blouse, then walked to her office door; opening it, she found Mr. Evans sitting across from Mindy's desk, she smiled, "Mr. Evans come on back."
The man stood up and didn't return her smile; she allowed him to pass her, she didn't want the perverted old man to stare at her ass, then followed him into her office. As he took a seat, she walked around him and said, "Can I get you a bottle of water, cup of coffee, or tea?"
"No thank you Ms. Robinson, I will not be staying long."
Marissa sat down and said, "Alright; you know that we value the time of our clients, what can I do for you today?"
"Are you still seeing the Ben Smith, and living with him?"
"Mr. Evans, I don't see what that has to do with our business relationship. And frankly, my personal life is none of your business."
"You didn't answer my question, but your response is answer enough." The gruff man reached into his jacket and handed Marissa an envelope. As she opened it and began reading the man continued, "At the close of business today, your company will no longer hold the insurance policies for my business."
Marissa looked up wide-eyed, "Excuse me?!"
The man gestured to the letter, "It is all laid out in there. I was friends with Arthur Miller long before your father started this business, and I can no longer continue a business relationship with someone who is a home wrecker to the marriage of the daughter of a longtime friend."
He practically spit the last part at Marissa, causing her to recoil in her chair. When she collected herself, she tossed the letter on her desk, then leaning forward looked the old man in his eyes, "Mr. Evans, the "daughter" that you seem to think so highly of is the one who ruined that marriage. If you want to look at a homewrecker, I suggest you look at your own nephew Brad who Ben Smith caught screwing Michelle in their hot tub."
The man recoiled at Marissa's language, then rose, "Ms. Robinson, you listen to me, you will not..."
Marissa stood, raised her voice, and cut him off, "No, Mr. Evans you listen to me. Michelle Miller is a liar who was finally put in her place, and she can't handle it. Now, she has not only harassed and defamed myself and Ben on a personal level, but she has now crossed the line into professional interference. You let Ms. Miller know that she can expect a lawsuit in a near future."
The gruff man huffed, "She would never do what you are saying. You're just trying to cover your tracks. You are nothing more than a two-bit..."
Marissa picked up her phone, causing the man to stop, "Mindy, please call the sheriff, explain to them that I have a man that needs escorted off the premises. Thank you."
She hung up the phone and looked the man in the eyes once more time, "Mr. Evans, I will not allow you to speak to or about me in that manner, get out of my office NOW!"
"You're playing with fire young lady. Your father would be ashamed."
"No, my father taught me to stand up for what's right, now leave before the police get here to save yourself some dignity."
The man went to respond but thought better of it, and Marissa followed him out of the office. As he left the office, he turned around and shook his head. Mindy looked up from her desk and said, "I haven't called yet...I didn't hear you screaming until a minute ago, so I figured we are safe."
Marissa couldn't help but laugh, "Good call, I'm sure it scared him though. I need you to call Carrie and clear my calendar for the rest of the day."
Mindy nodded, "Anything else?"
"Yeah, when Carrie gets here, send her in. I'm also going to call Ben, send him in right away also."
Within 20 minutes, Carrie was in Michelle's office, and they were drafting the suit that had been threatened. Around 4:30, Ben walked in, he greeted Carrie, then walked over, hugging Marissa, "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, I'm fine. I could have kicked his ass."
Carrie looked up from her laptop, "Richard Evans is an ass who can't handle women being in positions of power. When she stood up to him, it probably broke him."
Ben nodded and sat down beside Marissa on her couch, "Okay, so what do you need from me?"
Carrie looked at her watch, "Okay, hold on, let's get Chris on Zoom."
Within a couple of minutes, Chris was patched in, "I hear there was a bit of excitement today?"
Marissa scoffed, "You could say that." She then spent the next five minutes explaining everything that happened as Chris took notes.
When she was done, Carrie chimed in, reading over the suit that she had written so far, "Here is what I have drafted so far."
Over the next three hours, Ben ran to get them dinner and the four of them drafted a lawsuit that accused Michelle of personal defamation towards Marissa accusing her of breaking up the marriage, defamation against Ben for the accusations of him having an affair, extortion to force Ben to sell her the house, and finally the loss of income and business for Marissa's company.
With the suit drafted, Chris and Carrie said that they would tweak it over the weekend, then Carrie would file it on the following Monday morning. Carrie would be handling the majority of the suit because Marissa had the most to lose, but Chris would be at the first discovery hearing and any subsequent hearings as necessary.
Finally, around eight, they wrapped up and Carrie departed. Marissa began to gather her things as Ben sat, watching her move methodically through the office. She finally looked over at him and asked "What?"
"Even when pissed and stressed, you're beautiful."
She snapped, "Oh shut it."
Taken back by her response, Ben's eyes got large, and he felt like a scolded dog and softly replied, "Okay." He got up and began to gather his own things that were spread on the table.
Marissa immediately felt the pang of guilt, seeing how Ben reacted. She set her folders down and moved to him, wrapping her arms around him, "I'm sorry, that was uncalled for."
He just nodded and reached up to squeeze her arm, "It's okay, you've got a lot on your plate."
"I do, but I shouldn't have snapped at you. I'm just scared."
"About what?"
"Losing the Evans account, what if other's follow suit. The entire business that my dad built, and I grew could crumble, all because of your bitch ex-wife." She began to sob, causing Ben to pull her around to his front, pulling her against him as she sobbed into his shoulder. They stood still, holding each other for a few moments until Marissa began to calm down.
As she pulled away slightly, Ben kissed her forehead, "It's going to be okay. Carrie will file the suit on Monday, she said we will have a hearing within a week or two, and it'll be taken care of."
She wiped her eyes, "I hope so."
He smiled, "It will be, now let's go home."
"Home?"
"Yes, Marissa home."
"Are you asking me to move in?"
He shrugged, "I guess so. When was the last night you spent the night at your apartment?"
Marissa thought, "Three weeks ago? I think"
"Exactly, and your lease is up on a month, just move in."
She grinned, "I have a lot of stuff."
"And we have a lot of room."
Okay, let's go roomy."
He chuckled, "Roomy? I dunno what kind of roommates you've had, but I don't think roommates do what we do."
She smacked him playfully, "Good point."
~
Two weeks later, Ben, Marissa, Carrie, and Chris walked into the county courthouse for the discovery hearing. Since filing the suit, Carrie and Chris had worked to collect depositions from people that Marissa and Michelle both knew, along with Mr. McClare of what was being said about Ben and Marissa. That along with the recordings taken from the meeting with Michelle, and the false noise complaint, the two lawyers felt that they had a strong case.
As they walked into the courtroom for the hearing, Ben couldn't help but laugh, once again Michelle was surrounded by an army of lawyers and her ever faithful boytoy Brad was sitting in the first row of the gallery, much like when they had their final divorce hearing. They sat talking quietly amongst themselves until the bailiff entered and instructed them to rise for Judge Waters.
Once the judge had taken his seat, everyone else did the same, he looked over some paperwork and then looked up, shaking his head before saying, "Marissa Robinson and Michelle Miller, I never thought I'd see anything like this in my court room." Both women nodded, having grown up with his son Sam. "Well, obviously things change, so let's get down to Business. Ms. Keller, I have here that Ms. Robinson adjoined with one Ben Smith is filing suit for defamation, extortion, and harassment against Ms. Miller; and you are the lead counsel. Is that the case?"
Carrie spoke, "Yes your honor, our filing should be in order."
"Thank you, counsel; your filing is clear and concise, thank you." He turned his focus to Michelle's lawyer, "Mr. Wang, it is my understanding that you are lead counsel on this case?"
"Yes sir."
"Are you representing Ms. Miller professionally or personally?"
"Both your honor, these false and inflammatory claims seek to not only harm the personal reputation of Ms. Miller and Mr. Maston, but also Miller Industries."
Ben audibly snorted, drawing the attention of the judge, "Sorry your honor."
Marissa kicked him as the judge replied, "Don't let it happen again." Ben nodded as the judge turned his attention to both counsels and said, "This is a discovery hearing, so we will need both sides to turn over all materials that are planning to be used, we will have a short recess, then reconvene at 1pm to see if there is any necessary discussion. Is that understood?"
Both counsels nodded and said, "Yes your honor."
Judge Waters nodded, "Okay, I'll see everyone back here at one."
As he left the bench, Chris pulled a box from under the table and handed it to Carrie who took it to Michelle's attorney and returned with a folder. As Michelle's team left the room, Carrie said, "Why don't we head to Oliver's, we can eat and look over this, it shouldn't take long."
They spent the next 45 minutes eating their lunch and looking over the evidence that had been turned over that basically amounted to nothing. There were claims that Michelle had never said what she was being accused of, but even if she had, she was entitled to her own opinion and that she had been suspicions of Ben having an affair before their divorce, thus everything she had said was her own opinion.
Chris wiped his mouth and leaned back, "Well this is a slam dunk, we have recording of her saying the exact opposite."
Carrie chuckled, "Yes sirree, the question is, will they listen to the recordings before we reconvene, or are we going to have to go to actual hearings?"
Ben set his fork down, "They definitely seemed surprised by the volume of our evidence."
Marissa nodded, "Yeah, the entire table's eyes got huge."
Carrie looked down at her watch, "Well, we will find out. Let's head back."
Everyone nodded and Ben replied, "Alright, I got lunch."
When they returned to the courtroom, the table next to theirs was noticeably empty. At 12:59, Michelle and her legal team finally appeared and as they walked in, Michelle and Brad were talking in hushed tones and wouldn't make eye contact with Marissa, Ben, or their attorneys.
When Judge Water's reappeared, he welcomed everyone back and then said, "Okay, so, do we have questions or requests?"
Mr. Wang looked over at their table, then turned back towards the judge, "Judge may I approach?"
Carrie looked at them confused and went he judge agreed, Carrie joined him. After a brief conversation where the judge found himself putting his head in his hands and shaking it, he sent the counsels back to their respective sides. Carrie walked back smiling, "They listened to the tapes, they want to settle."
Marissa and Ben both lit up, "Really?"
Carrie shook her head, "Yep, so what do you want from her?"
Ben and Marissa looked at each other. Ben nodded and Marissa spoke first, "We want her to stop with her rumors, understand that if she resumes, we will seek substantial damages. We want her to issue a public apology."
Chris was quickly writing everything down, then looked up, "Any monetary damages?"
Marissa said, "Attorney fees is fine, and nothing else."
Ben said, "Actually, I want her to pay us each one dollar."
Chris chuckled, "You're an ass."
Ban smiled, "Probably, she has to know she screwed up, and writing us individual checks should make that clear."
Carrie looked at the legal pad as Judge Waters said, "Counsel, do we have something?"
Carrie turned back, "Yes sir."
"Approach."
Carrie and Michelle's attorney walked back to the bench where another conversation occurred before Mr. Wang took the legal pad back to Michelle. Michelle looked over it and tossed her head back sighing loudly. She turned and made eye contact with Marissa and Ben who were staring intently at her. She took a deep breath, turned back to her lawyer, and nodded her agreement.
After another brief discussion, Judge Waters said to the entire court, "I'm glad this has been sorted out, a public suit would not have been good for anyone in the long run. I'll look for the official settlement agreement to my office by the end of the week. We are adjourned."
As Michelle hurried out of the room, Ben and Marissa hugged and kissed, then turned to thank their attorneys. After congratulations, Ben said, "Okay, everyone meet at the Station, drinks are on us!"
*Epilogue-18 Months Later*
Ben found himself sitting in the ballroom of the largest hotel in town, sipping on a bourbon with his best friend Nick. "So, your new job is completely remote?"
"Yep. They sent me a computer and other then random times when I have to go to the office or sites for meetings, I'll be home 300 days a year."
"That's nice! What does Erica think of that?"
Nick laughed, "She likes the pay increase, she can stop working 80 hours a week at the hospital."
"Oh yeah, that'll be nice."
"Yeah, we are thinking of doing some traveling, see what else is out there since we aren't tied to anywhere really. She could become a traveling nurse."
Ben nodded as he watched Marissa mingling with the remaining people on the dance floor. "Ya know, the hospital here is really nice and I know they need nurses."
Nick laughed, "Funny you say that. After we were here two summers ago and met Marissa, Erica said how nice of an area it was."
Ben nodded, "Just something to keep in mind."
Nick sipped his bourbon, "Will do." They sat quietly for a few moments until Nick laughed, "If you repeat this, I'll kill you.' Ben looked at him with a confused face as Nick continued, "Your new wife is hot as hell, and that dress is something else."
Ben laughed, "You're right, it is, and she is all mine."
As he looked from Nick to the dancefloor, he saw Marissa walking towards him with a smile on her face. He smiled back admiring her for the millionth time of the day. Her wedding dress had been a mermaid cut with lace overlays and a very tasteful off the shoulder design. After the ceremony, she had changed into her reception dress that she was currently wearing. It fell to her knees and had a similar lace overlay, but with a. much deeper vee neckline and a more open back.
As she approached him, she looked to Nick, "You two have been together enough today, can I have my husband now?"
Nick and Ben both stood, he hugged her, and after a kiss on the cheek he said, "I suppose. You look beautiful Marissa."
With a smile she responded, "Thank you Nick and thank you to both of you for all your help the last week."
"Of course, now you two have fun in Hawaii."



Ben hugged his best friend, and they parted as the DJ began to play the song just for the two of them, "You and Me" by Dave Matthews Band."
As Ben took his bride into his arms, they moved along the dance floor, just the two of them. As the song came to an end, she pressed against him and whispered in his ear, "Mr. Smith, there is nothing under this dress."
He raised his eyebrows, "Is that so?"
She nodded and said, "Let's go so I can prove it to you."
He smirked and they hurried out to her car, finding it decorated by the rest of the wedding party. When they arrived home 20 minutes later, they could barely keep their hands off each other. As they got inside, Ben pressed Marissa against the door, working his hand under the fabric of her dress. As he found her wet slit, she groaned and pushed him away, then groaned, "Deck!"
They quickly made their way to the deck, and she shoved him onto the couch; after getting his pants to his ankles, she hiked her hem up, straddled him, and sank onto his cock with a groan. She spent the next five minutes riding him while he set her breasts free from her dress, sucking on them until they both loudly came.
As they both came down, Ben chuckled, "I'm glad we put the privacy panels up, or else Mrs. Christie may have seen something and stroked out."
Marissa chuckled and rose off him, "Well' I'm sure she heard me."
"Putting on a show, were we?"
She laughed and made her way towards the house, "Maybe a little. Now, let's get to bed, we have to be at the airport at 7:30."
Ben followed her in the house, unable to quit smiling at how happy he was.
~
The next 14 days were spent in sunny and warm Hawaii, a welcome change from the early winter that had set in back home. They enjoyed all the standard touristy things, agreeing that the tour of the Jurassic Park area along with Pearl Harbor were their favorites. They both were returning home with a nice tan, which Ben remarked was impressive since he figured that they had only spent two or three hours on the beach a day, as a lot of their time was spent in the hotel room.
As they pulled back in the driveway, Marissa reached across Ben, pointed, and said, "Look."
Ben looked and saw a realtor pushing a for sale sign into the ground in front of the Christie's house. "Now that is odd, you don't think they died?"
"No, Daddy would have told me when I talked to him the other day."
Ben nodded, "Well I'll go find out."
Once the car was stopped, Marissa began to gather their things as Ben walked over to speak with the realtor. When he returned a few moments later he was chuckling, Marissa asked, "Well what's the scoop?"
"They moved out last week, told the realtor that they couldn't handle the neighbors and the changing neighborhood anymore."
Marissa laughed, "Oh darn."
Ben began to help with their suitcases, and they made their way into the house. As they were sorting through the mail, Marissa stopped and gave him a familiar look, "So..."
"Oh, come on honey, we've had sex at least twice a day for two weeks, we just got home, and I need to breathe."
She laughed then pouted, "Oh come on babe I haven't gotten my daily creampie..."
He groaned, feeling himself get turned on, "Well we can't let that stand."
As he approached her, he lifted her onto the island. She giggled, "Actually that wasn't what I was going to say."
"So, you don't want to have sex?"
"Oh, I do, but once we are done, you need to call Nick and let him know that house is on the market."
Ben grinned, "God, you're awesome."
She smiled and began to pull her sweater off, as she undid her bra, she kissed him and said, "I love you Mr. Smith."
As he lowered his head to her chest, he said, "I love you too Mrs. Smith."
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Tyler Canfield sighed as he unlocked the door and made his way into the bar area of the Bluegrass Bay Golf Club. After flipping the lights on, then setting his bag down on the bar, he walked across the clubhouse and stuck his head in the pro shop. Looking towards the counter, he saw his friend Tim's dad, Dan. He smiled and yelled, "Hey Dan, I'm here!"
The older man looked up from his newspaper, waved, and said, "Morning Tyler! Ready for the day?"
Tyler nodded, "Yep, Tim said they bought 20 cases off of us and they are in the cooler out by the starter?"
Dan nodded, "We've got a running tab in the system so if they run out, we can sell them more."
Tyler nodded, "Gotcha. How many do they have?"
Dan looked down at his clipboard, "I've got 28 teams."
Tyler nodded, "Alright, sounds good. What time are they going off?"
Both men looked up at the clock on the wall, seeing that it was 6:15, Dan replied, "They are starting registration at 7:45, and going off at 8:30."
Tyler nodded again, "Sounds good, I'll go get everything ready, I'll come back over after we get them off."
The older man nodded and turned back to his paper as Tyler headed back across the building to the bar. Tyler spent the next 15 minutes making sure everything was cleaned up from the staff that closed the night before, then began to restock the liquor, knowing that people would want Bloody Mary's and other mixed drinks to start their morning, before they dove into the beer on the course later.
After filling the ice on fountain pop machine, Tyler headed to the supply closet and began to gather toilet paper and paper towels to make sure the women's restroom off the bar was fully stocked. As he gathered everything, he ran through his opening checklist in his head, then smiled as he thought about all the shenanigans he and Tim had gotten in around the course as children.
Tim's family had owned the club since it was constructed in 1952 by Tim's grandfather and great uncle. He and Tim spent a lot of time just running around, driving golf carts like go carts, and playing once they were old enough, the course was like their own personal playground. When Tyler turned 16, he began working at the course, first cleaning carts, then at 18, he shifted to mowing grass, then throughout college he would tend bar during breaks and during the summer.
After graduating college, Tyler moved back home and was working as an accountant for one of the local car dealers, while Tim had taken over general manager duties from his mother. At 24, Tyler still enjoyed the perks of knowing the family and getting to play for free whenever he wanted, but on occasion, like this day, Tim needed someone who was efficient to tend bar while his usual bartender was off on vacation. Tyler didn't mind really, Tim kept him on the payroll and while it was only $10 an hour, he also got tips, and usually that was good for a nice $100 or more.
With everything in his arms, he headed around the corner and down the short hallway, noticing that the lights weren't on in locker room, or further back in the bathroom, and since he hadn't seen anyone, he knew it was empty, so he didn't bother calling out to check. After flipping the lights on as he went, he made sure there were fresh towels set up on the table and the chairs were set out in an organized manner in the locker room, then made his way into the bathroom.
He spent the next 10 minutes refilling the soap, then swapping out the paper towels and the toilet paper in the four stalls. With everything done, he walked out of the bathroom, down the short hallway, and as he entered the women's locker-room, his mind was on the rest of his opening checklist when he heard a squeal and an "OH MY GOD!"
The voice caused him to jerk to a stop and whip his head to the right. When he did, he saw a woman about his age with blonde hair and a white golf skirt; but his eyes were quickly drawn to her chest. She was sitting in one of the nicer chairs, her blue t-shirt was lifted, along with some sort of sports bra, and attached to her bare breasts were some sort of suction cups with bottles attached to them. "Oh shit!" he exclaimed.
He couldn't avert his eyes, having never seen anything like it before; the woman tried to cover herself, but as she turned away, she paused, turned her head back to him and squinting said, "Tyler?"
His eyes were momentarily drawn from her chest to her face and coming back to reality, he looked at the woman's face, recognizing her, then stuttering said, "Annie?"
The woman sighed in relief and then smiled slightly, "Well this might be less awkward or more, I'm not sure."
Still pink with embarrassment, Tyler nodded, and his brain went into overdrive. Annie Roberts was four years older than him and had been a close friend of his sister's when they were all growing up. He knew the two were friends still, but it had been a few years since he had seen her. She had changed from their teenage years, she was definitely a bit heavier, but she had always been curvy, now it appeared more so, and he always remembered her to be loud and a bit crass. Like most young men with an older sister, growing up and having hit puberty, he had developed a schoolboy crush on her, and many of his sister's other friends.
He was snapped back to reality when he heard, "Tyler? Tyler? Tyler!"
"Sorry. What are you doing here?"
"I'm pumping, what the fuck are you doing in the women's bathroom?"
She had turned back to him, and he found his eyes once again drawn to her chest, even though she was still covering herself, "I work here."
She smirked, "You work in the women's bathroom?"
"No! I tend bar and I have to stock the bathrooms."
She chuckled, "Calm down I'm just messing with you." She noticed that his eyes were darting from her face to her chest, and back again. When she was growing up, she always messed with Tyler, but knew that he was a nice kid, well, guy now. Sensing his discomfort, she smirked, "It's just a breast pump Ty, nothing exciting."
He stumbled over his words for a moment before finally shaking his head and said, "I've never seen anything like it."
She twisted her face in confusion, "You've never seen anyone breastfeed a baby?"
He shook his head, "No, people in our family always went somewhere to do that."
"Seriously? You never saw Maggie feed Bailey?" Referencing his sister and niece.
"Geeze Annie, that's my sister!"
Annie chuckled and then glanced down noticing the bulge that was becoming apparent in his shorts, she looked back up at him and smirked, "It's a natural thing, but clearly, you're enjoying what you're seeing."
He twisted his face in confusion, then as her eyes once again glanced down, he realized that he was getting an erection while looking at her relatively bare chest. As he began to stammer, his face turned red, "I umm, just don't... I'm really sorry."
Annie rolled her eyes, "Don't apologize, it's kinda flattering."
"Huh?"
"Ty, I'm still a woman, knowing I have that effect on guys is nice."
"But you're married and my sister's friend."
She scoffed and rolled her eyes again, "I'm not married, I did have a boyfriend, but the asshole ran like a little bitch when he found out I was pregnant with Emily."
"Oh shit, I'm sorry."
"Don't be, it is his loss. He's missing out on an awesome daughter and her sex loving mom."
"Oh..."
She chuckled at leaving him speechless, they both stood looking at each other silently for a moment, before she broke the silence and said, "Look, I've got to finish pumping, so if you want to watch, stick around."
His eyes got big and looked at her, "Watch?"
She nodded, "Yeah, watch." She gestured to his groin as she flipped a switch on the small box in her lap, a soft noise filled the room as the pump began to work, then added, "I know you want to, come over and have a seat."
As she gestured to the folding chair next to her, he checked his watch and seeing that it was almost 6:40, he walked slowly towards her, sat down, and watched as she leaned her head back and sighed. For the next few minutes, he watched has her breasts and nipples moved in and out gently inside the cone that covered her nipple, and with each movement, a small amount of milk filled the cone and then flowed into the bottle attached to them. He would occasionally glance up to her face, catching her grinning at him before he turned his attention back to her chest.
"What does it feel like?"
She giggled, "It feels good."
"Good?"
"Yes. When I feed Emily, it is just about her and making sure she is fed. When I pump, it feels good because the pressure is gone, but also, I've always loved my breasts played with and sucked on."
Hearing her words, he felt himself become harder, and took a deep breath before replying, "Oh wow." He thought for a moment, then said, "I have a dumb question."
She chuckled, figuring that she knew what the next question would be, but rather than preempt him, she was enjoying watching him stutter and fall over himself, "Ask away."
Without taking his eyes from her chest, he asked, "What does it taste like?"
Chuckling at her correct guess, she leaned forward a bit, placing her hand on his thigh, just above his knees and said, "It is sweeter and maybe a little thicker than regular milk."
He nodded and continued to stare as the pumps continued to do their work, when the bottle on her left breast filled, she pressed the button on the controller again and the humming stopped. She pulled her hands from his thighs, undid the bottle from the cup, then after capping it, placed it in the cooler on the table beside her. She grabbed an empty bottle and as she looked up, she noticed his eyes darting from the bottle and then back to her breasts. She smirked and said, "You want to taste it?"
He coughed, and then made eye contact with her and began to stammer. She shook her head, chuckled, and watched him, but couldn't help being a bit turned on by the whole circumstance; her thoughts were interrupted when he finally managed to string words together and say, "You don't mind?"
She placed the empty bottle on the table and undid the other pump, exposing her bare breasts and nipples to him. After placing it on the table also, she placed her hands on back on his thigh and smiled, "Of course you can taste it, but you need it straight from the source."
"Huh?"
She stood up and approached the chair he was sitting in and before he could say anything, she quickly straddled him and sat in his lap, leaving her tits to hang slightly below eye level. She felt him take a deep breath and she said, "Go ahead Tyler, suck on my tits, taste my milk."
He began to say something, but she didn't wait for him to, instead reaching behind him and pulling his face and mouth to her right breast. She couldn't help but sigh as she felt his lips encircle her nipple, then felt the feeling of him sucking gently.
With her nipple in his mouth, he did taste a bit of sweet liquid, but didn't get much, so he tried to suck a bit harder, drawing a little more from the nipple. He pulled his head away and looked at her; her head was tilted back slightly, and her eyes closed. She opened them and looked at him, this time before she could speak, he said, "I'm not getting much."
She grinned, "Take more of my tit into your mouth, then act like you're sucking on a straw, not consistent pressure but instead suck a bit, then swallow."
He nodded and took her nipple back into his mouth and within 15 seconds, he had the motion right and he was awarded with soft squirts of the warm and sweet liquid hitting his tongue. Feeling and tasting the liquid as it flowed into his mouth, he could suck a bit harder and circle his tongue around her nipple, drawing all the liquid onto his tongue before repeating the motion. As he swallowed a mouthful again, he thought she was right, the milk was definitely thicker and sweeter than normal milk, but it was delicious.
As he continued to suckle on her, Annie felt the pressure of her engorged breast begin to decrease, the familiar pleasure flow through her body, and she subconsciously began to grind into his lap. She quickly found a move that allowed her to rub her dampening slit against his cock and at the end of the move, she could hit her clit against his shaft. She did this two or three times and finally couldn't hold back. The combination of her movements and his attention to her breasts, she let out a moan.
As he was suckling, her movements hadn't gone unnoticed, his cock was responding, as was his mouth. Her moan though caught him a bit off guard, and he pulled away for a moment and looked up at her. As they made eye contact, she stared into his eyes for a second before saying, "The rest of my help isn't going to be here for at least 15 minutes, I really need to feel that thing inside of me."
He gently nodded his head and she let go of his neck, before standing up. Once she was upright, she looked behind her and added, "Does that door lock?"
"Yes."
"Lock it."
She took a step back and he moved past her to the door. Pulling it shut, he clicked the dead bolt into place and turned back around; when he did, he found Annie straightening back up, her skort now on the floor at her feet and her bald pussy exposed except for a small landing strip above her slit. She gave him the "come here" motion with her finger and he closed the gap between them. Her hand grabbed his shorts at the belt buckle, pulling him the rest of the way to her, she hurriedly undid the buckle and pushed his shorts and underwear to the floor.
With his shorts on the floor, she quickly dropped down, taking his shaft in her hand, and softly stroking it. She sighed, "God it's perfect."
Tyler blushed a bit, he was just a hair over seven inches, and having his sister's friend complimenting him sent another wave of blood into his shaft, making it achingly hard. She opened her mouth and slowly took the head into her mouth, savoring the taste of a hard cock for the first time in months. Using her tongue to stroke the underside, she moved her mouth deeper, and feeling the mushroom head hit the back of her throat, she groaned around it as she salivated, covering his shaft. She slowly dragged her lips back to the head, spending a few seconds sucking on it like a lollipop before releasing it and looking up at him.
For the brief time she had his cock in her mouth, Tyler did his best to not cum immediately and tossed his head back, trying to count the number of beers the bar cooler would hold. When he felt the air-conditioned air hit his wet cock, he looked down and grinned as she smiled up at him. She stood and pressed her body against him, feeling his cock press against her stomach and her nipples press into his chest. She stood on her toes, pressing her lips to his, where they sloppily kissed for a few seconds before she pulled away and said, "Sit down."
He moved around her, sitting back in the folding chair that he had been in a few moments earlier. She once again straddled him and taking his cock in her hand, began to guide it into her waiting pussy. As she felt his head split her, she groaned and heard him say, "What about a condom?"
She slid down on him with a groan, and with his cock buried completely inside of her, she looked at him, "Too late now." He grunted as she squeezed him; then as she relaxed her lips, she added, "Don't worry, I had an IUD put in after Emily."
He nodded and wrapped his arms around her, squeezing her ass. She slowly rocked against him, pressing her chest back into his face, hoping he'd get the hint and he finally did, taking her nipple back into his mouth and began suckling. For the next few minutes, they moved as one; she would rock back and forth on his cock, and each time she pressed her clit into his pelvis, he was thrust up, pushing as far into her as he could. The motions combined with his suckling, was causing her to moan and shiver with each thrust.
As Annie rocked against him, Tyler enjoyed the multiple stimulations, Annie's pussy was soaking wet and massaging his shaft gently, at the same time, her nipple was filling his mouth with the sweet milk as her ample tits were pressing into his face each time she rocked forward. He adjusted at one point, causing him to thrust upwards, which elicited a moan from her, so each time she moved into him, he would thrust again. For a few moments, all that could be heard were her soft moans and the squeaking of the chair he was sitting in.
Annie began to speed up her rocking as the jolts of pleasure became more intense, increasing the noises from her mouth and the chair until she pressed into and against him firmly while letting out a groan instead of a moan. Tyler squeezed her ass and gently bit her nipple as he felt her walls contract around his cock and her legs quivered around his legs. As her orgasm began to wane, she squeezed his head to her breast, trying to prolong the pleasure until she felt herself beginning to stop shaking. With her breathing beginning to return to normal, she leaned back, changing the angle of his cock inside of her, but pulling her nipple from his mouth.
With the new angle and pressure change, they both groaned, and she glanced at the clock on the wall, seeing that five or six minutes had passed. She wiggled on his cock, causing him to groan again, but she realized that the extra squish she craved of his cum wasn't there, she asked, "Have you cum?"
"Not yet."
She sighed, wiggled her hips again, thinking how she could make him cum quickly, and how she wasn't going to leave that locker room without his cum inside of her. The idea came to her suddenly and she said, "Bend me over that table and fuck me from behind."
He turned to see the table that the women of the club used to eat and do league paperwork. He grinned, thinking of how annoying the women were, fucking Annie on the table would be payback; Exuding a bit more confidence, he said, "Gladly."
She climbed off him and quickly walked to the table, bent at the waist, and braced herself against the wall. Before she could turn to see where Tyler was, she felt his hand on her hip, then felt his cock once again spread her lips. With the head inside of her, he put his other hand on her hip and plunged into her. The sudden filling her, caused her to let out a moan. As his pelvis pressed against her ass, she clenched her pussy around him, and through gritted teeth he said, "Where do you want me to cum?"
She squeezed again, "Inside of me. Fill my pussy up."
He grunted and began to thrust; the sudden onslaught of his hard and deep thrusts caused Annie to gasp in surprise, then begin to moan as he pounded her from behind. With each thrust, she clenched his cock between her walls and within a minute, she heard him groan and he pressed into her as deep as he could. As he felt his cum rocket from his shaft, he dug his fingers into Annie's ass, causing her to groan loudly.
Feeling his cock swell, then the splash of his hot cum inside of her, then the sharp feeling of his nails in her hips, her own orgasm cascaded through her, she shook as her walls contracted, uncontrollably trying to draw as much cum from him as possible. As both their orgasms subsided, they stayed joined, both breathing heavy. Once they both regained their composure, she looked over her shoulder and smiled, "You're a good fuck, how do you not have a girlfriend?"
He shrugged his shoulders, "No clue."
She laughed at his aloofness, then said, "Pull out and grab my skort."
He pulled out slowly, relishing the warmth and wetness of her pussy for as long as possible. As he stepped back, he couldn't help admiring not only her red, glistening lips, but as he returned with her skort, she had propped herself up on her elbows, allowing her tits to hang in space. He grinned and she said, "What?"



Handing her the skort, he said, "You look incredibly sexy."
"What, freshly fucked and filled with cum?"
"Sure."
She laughed and pulled the skort on, and as she adjusted it, relaxed her pelvis, and felt some of his cum beginning to work its way out of her. She glanced down as he grabbed his shorts, smiling at his glistening cock slowly shrinking and said, "Thanks, you don't look too bad yourself."
He grinned and they both finished putting themselves together, him putting the furniture back in place while she packed up her breast pump and supplies. With everything done, he turned to her and said, "I'll leave first and head back to the bar, do you need anything?"
She walked up and kissed him on the cheek, "Nope, I got everything I need."
He nodded and said, "See you around."
She grinned, "I'm here all day."
He chuckled, making his way back to the bar and began to busy himself with the rest of his opening tasks. He saw her walk out of the locker room a few moments later and she waved, before making her way outside. He chuckled and shook his head; still not sure he believed what had happened.
His thoughts and the replays were soon interrupted by business and for the next six hours, Tyler was busy filling orders for the golfers and then the cart girls when they needed the cart refilled. Finally, around two, the golfers all began to file into the bar to wait for the awards ceremony to begin. Around three, Annie walked in and quieted the crowd, she started by welcoming everyone and said, "We also want to say thank you to the staff here at Bluegrass Bay. They have been absolutely wonderful and given us a full-service treatment that can't be surpassed. Due to that treatment, we've already booked for next year."
Tyler blushed a bit behind the bar, picking up the inuendo in her comment and waved as everyone turned and clapped. Brandon spent the next hour filling orders as the awards ceremony and luncheon proceeded. Once the awards were handed out, and the golfers began to file out, Annie appeared and he said, "Nice speech."
She laughed, "I try. So, what is the damage?"
Tyler reached down and grabbed the bill, handing it to her and said, "Not too bad, they were nice and most stuck to beer for their free drink."
"Good." She produced a credit card from her purse and said, "Corporate card, that okay?"
Seeing the Discover logo, he replied, "Yup." He ran the card and when it popped up, he said, "You have to say yes or no to tip."
She grinned, and hit no, then after signing the screen, she reached into her purse, pulling out a $100 bill, dropping into the jar, she said, "There's your official tip, thanks for making everything run so easy."
He smiled, "Of course."
She looked around, seeing no one close, she pulled out a slip of paper and said, "Here is your unofficial tip. What time you get off."
"My relief is coming in at three to close up, then I'm gonna go play."
She nodded and winked, "You can wait a bit longer, read it after you get off. Thanks again Tyler."
He smiled and watched her walk away, noticing the pronounced sway of her hips. Three o'clock came and once he got Kenzi filled in and squared away, he made his way to his truck and changed shoes, grabbed his clubs, made his way to the cart barn, then onto the first tee.
After hitting his tee shot, he headed down the fairway and stopped at his ball. As he waited for the green to clear, he pulled the note from his pocket, unfolding it, seeing a phone number, and began to read, "Tyler, thanks again for the service and the fucking. Everything was top notch. I'm free all evening and don't live far, text me."
He chuckled, hit his second shot, then pulled his phone out, entering the number then typing, "Hey Annie, just got off."
He immediately got a response, "Nice, where you at?"
"Just getting to the green on one."
"What hole runs along Washington Ave?"
Tyler counted in his head, then replied, "4"
"How long until you there?"
"Got a group ahead of me, will probably be 3:45ish."
"I'll see you then."
He scoffed and replied "?"
She responded, "I didn't stutter."
Unsure of what to think, he played the next three holes well and after hitting his tee shot on four, he headed down the left side of the fairway and when he approached the bend and could see a bar called the Corral across the street. In the parking lot, he saw Annie climb out of a car, look both ways, then jog across the road, meeting him at his ball.
As she approached him, he noticed that her outfit had changed, instead of her t-shirt and skort, she was now wearing a black athleisure dress and judging by her very clear nipples, she wasn't wearing a bra. He shook his head and asked, "What are you doing?"
"I had fun today, I thought we could hang out more."
"Well, I'm going to finish my round."
"That's fine I'll just make it more interesting."
He chuckled, "Is that why you're not wearing a bra and I can clearly see your nipples?"
"Yep, and I'm not wearing panties or shorts either. If it's okay with you, I'm going to suck your cock between shots."
"Oh, you are?"
"Yeah, and I'm going to ride you for a couple minutes at the turn."
Feeling his cock harden, he replied, "Is that so?"
"Yeah, and about the time we are done, my tits are going to need drained again, think you can help with that?"
He held up his hand, took a deep breath and tried to concentrate as he addressed his ball. Taking another deep breath, he hit his shot, landing it a little short but bouncing it up on the green. He turned back to her, "I suppose I could help with that."
"Good, and I figure I can help drain your cock again, we both win."
He nodded and walked back to his cart, placing his club back in the back then sitting down, he fumbled with his belt buckle and said, "Come on, let's go."
She grinned, climbed in beside him, turning towards him as she helped pull his cock from his shorts, then spread her legs, proving she was commando, and he could she her glistening lips were stuck together, surely from his early creampie. As she bent forward towards his cock, she said, "That's what I thought, this is gonna be the best round of your life." She grinned and as he started off, she engulfed his cock.
His normal two-hour solo round turned into a full four hours, considering she did suck his cock between every shot from tee to green, then once they made the turn, he had pulled them into the woods that lined ten, pulled her tits from her dress and helped relieve some pressure in her right breast while she rode him, once again filling her pussy with his cum.
He figured that her plan was finished after she didn't suck him off any more on 10, or on the par three 11. After hitting his tee shot on the par five 12, he made his way back to the cart and found her drinking a High Noon he had brought. Setting it down, she smiled, "Ready for round two?"
He smirked, "Round two?"
"We've still got seven holes left and you cock isn't going to suck itself."
He laughed, "I suppose. I should tell you; I may have one more left in me."
"You're young, that's what I was hoping."
He sat down and she fumbled with his shorts, and just like on the front, she sucked his cock giving him an even sloppier blowjob between each shot, so much so that when he pulled his shorts up for a shot on 15, a wet spot began to appear. As they finished 16, he couldn't resist and began to drive with his left hand and as she sucked his cock, he fingered her cum soaked pussy with his right.
She had at least two orgasms by the time they finished 18, and he was feeling another one coming himself. Knowing there was a 1/8-mile drive back to the clubhouse, Tyler once again pulled off into the woods and said, "Lay down."
She grinned and as he stood, pushing his shorts down and stepping out, she adjusted herself, pulling the hem of her dress up, then spreading her legs. He climbed between her legs and with them both in position, she softly grasped his cock and pulled him into her. Due to her blowjobs and his fingering, they both began to cum within a minute, and for the third time, he dumped his load deep inter her pussy as she shook against him.
Now both totally spent, him having cum three times in less than 12 hours, and her pussy sore from the pounding and numerous orgasms, they both cleaned themselves up with a towel from his bag, she pulled a pair of panties from her bag, slipping them on to hold his cum in and they made their way back to the parking lot. He stopped at his truck and said, "I'll take you back to your car, let me go drop the cart off."
She smiled and gingerly climbed into, "Thank you."
After returning the cart and getting back to the truck, he drove her around the course and pulled in beside her car, as he put the tuck in park he said, "Where is Emily?"
"Grammy and pap sleep over."
He nodded and pondered for a moment before saying, "Nice, I'll text you my address, why don't you come over, I've got one left to do."
She climbed out of the truck and smiled, "I thought you'd never ask. See you in 10."
He grinned and once she shut the door, backed out, headed home, once again not believing his luck, and had to laugh at what his sister would think, but he didn't care.
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Jake sighed as he rolled over at the noise coming from his door. Seeing it was 7:15, he sat up as the door opened and the female shape of his fellow Resident Assistant, Emily walked into his room, shutting the door behind her. She flipped the light on in his bathroom and then reappeared walking completely into his room before saying, "Sorry."
He shook his head, "You know, I let you use my bathroom enough, why don't you just leave shit here?"
She chuckled, "I probably should, not like you ever bring any girls here. Plus, I only shower here when I want to shave my legs."
Jake nodded, "Hmph, do you shave every day? Get to it, I have class at 9:30."
Emily thanked him, and made her way back towards the bathroom, pulling her t-shirt off, revealing a sports bra that matched her blue leggings before shutting the door to the bathroom. Jake got out of bed, and tossed a K-cup in the Keurig, then warmed up a breakfast bowl as he waited for his coffee to brew. He heard the toilet flush, then a few minutes later the shower turn on, so he settled into his desk chair to watch Sportscenter.
As he caught up on all the headlines, he checked emails and then thought back about what Emily has said. She was right, it had been a while since he had been on a date, let alone gotten laid. Part of that was his fault because of his studying this semester, partly work's fault being a senior RA, and honestly, he could blame Emily a bit.
Thinking about it, she was one of his closest friends. He was currently a senior and she was a sophomore, they had met the previous year when she was a resident on his floor, they had gotten closer when he tutored her in her computer science class, and then even more so after she had been hired as an RA in the spring. She had brought him out of his shell a bit with her unfiltered mouth and brain, encouraging him to try different things and do things that he wouldn't have considered before.
Their dorm was one of the oldest on campus, explaining his current situation. Originally, the dorm only had three RAs, so there were three rooms with in-suite bathrooms, Jake having one, and the other two were given to the two other senior RA's. The tradeoff was a slightly smaller room, and half the furniture, but thanks to being around long enough, he has managed to get a spare bed another RA didn't want, so he still had his big bed.
When Emily had found out that he had one of the bathroom's, she had turned on her charm and convinced him to let her use his bathroom a few times a week when she needed to shave her legs, or after she had worked out, like today apparently. She always thanked him profusely and would bring him food when he was studying and was just generally a great friend. The problem that arose was that occasionally they would go out together, which basically meant he was apparently off limits to the rest of the female population, they always avoided him when they were together. He did have to admit that she was very pretty, and their conversations were playful and could be construed as flirty.
He sighed as he finished his cup of coffee and felt the calling of his bladder. He could still hear the shower running, so he stood and rapped on the door, calling out, "Hey Em, you about done?"
"Ummmmm...not really. Everything okay?"
"I really need to piss."
"Oh." Feeling resigned that he was going to have to saunter down the hall to communal bathroom, he sighed and turned back towards his bed where a hoody was draped and began to look for his old shower flip-flops. Just as he reached the hoody, he heard Emily call back out, "It's just peeing, just come in and do it."
He approached the door, "Are you serious?"
"Yeah, just make it quick."
"I dunno..."
Emily laughed, "Oh come on, I've seen you piss when we've gone on a hike, or when you got drunk after that exam."
He quickly thought and then said, "Alright, I really don't want to get my flip flops." He cracked the door and stepped into the steam filled room. Before he could look down, he couldn't help glance at Emily's naked backside in the shower.
She looked over her shoulder, smirked, "Quit staring and go to the bathroom."
"Sorry!"
She laughed, "It's fine, I'm just messing with you, I appreciate the compliment, even if it's from you."
He turned his back to the shower so she couldn't see him pee, he heard her giggling and said, "Stop making this weird." He heard her laugh again, then get quiet as he focused on relaxing so he could pee, which was being made difficult not only because she was in the shower, but also because seeing her naked backside had sent blood flowing to his cock.
After focusing for a minute, he was finally able to go and as he flushed the toilet, he heard her say, "About time. I never imagined you having a bashful bladder."
He rolled his eyes and turned towards the shower out of habit, but when he did, he found Emily facing him, and their eyes locked for a moment, before both their gazes began to travel down the others' body.
Even though he had seen her in a sports bra or a bathing suit more times than he could count at that point, seeing her naked and in his shower was a first. Emily stood about 5'8, with brown hair that hung to just past her shoulders. She didn't have large breasts, barely B-cup breasts, and she not anorexic thin like so many girls, but definitely fit considering she played rugby in her free time. As his eyes traveled down, he discovered that she not only kept her legs shaved, but even through the steamed-up curtain, he could see there wasn't a speck of hair on her pussy.
While he couldn't help but stare, Emily was taking him in as well. Like him, she had seen him shirtless and had always admired his toned physique, but now his very clear bulge was pressing against the front of his shorts; feeling herself flush, she grinned at him, "Nice bulge."
"Ummmm, sorry."
"For what?"
"Ummmm...staring."
She burst out laughing, causing her small breasts to jiggle, a fact that wasn't lost on him and then she said, "I appreciate the compliment."
Feeling awkward, and speaking without thinking he replied, "I never pictured you as a completely shaven girl."
She smirked, "What you figure me for a full bush girl?"
"Uhhhh, no. I honestly don't know what I expected."
She pulled the curtain aside and sticking her head out, "Oh come on, you've never thought about what I looked like naked?"
He looked down at his feet, "Well..."
With a laugh, she exclaimed, "I knew it!"
"I'm sorry! God you probably think I'm some creep now."
She laughed, "Not at all. It's actually really flattering, plus you didn't go running out of here. Plus, it's just an ass, you can see those in Disney movies now. I'll be honest, I have thought about you naked, and based on that," as she gestured at his bulge, "I'm pleasantly surprised."
They stood in silence for a moment before Emily said, "Want to join me?"
"Huh?"
"Do. You. Want. To. Join. Me?"
His cock was now fully hard, and he said, "I don't think that is a good idea."
"Why not? Afraid that you'll enjoy it?"
"I, umm." His words were interrupted when she climbed out of the shower and closed the gap between them.
She stood before him, naked and dripping and said, "When was the last time you go laid?"
"Over the summer."
"Okay, that can't last. You need to relax, get in the shower."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes. I want to see what you're packing." She turned around and climbed back in the shower as he continued to stand there, not moving. She turned back around and said, "We don't have all morning, get in the shower Jake."
Seemingly on autopilot, he pushed his shorts to the floor and allowed his cock to bounce free. Emily felt herself get more turned on and inhaled sharply as she saw his cock and balls swing free. After stepping out of his shorts, he grabbed his towel from the hook and draped it across the sink, then climbed into the shower behind her.
He turned and shut the curtain behind him, but when he turned around, he found her pressing her body to his. She draped her arms around his neck and with a smile said, "Hey Jake."
Feeling her hot and wet body pressed against his, his responded in turn and he wrapped his arms around her waist, bringing them closer. She reached up on her tiptoes, pressed her lips to his, he responded by instinct, and they spent the next few seconds making out, allowing their tongues to explore the other's mouth. As their kiss deepened, their bodies began to move against each other, and his hands moved from her back to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh, eliciting a groan from her as she pulled away.
She looked into his eyes and said, "I have to admit, I've wanted to do this for a while."
"Really?"
"Yeah." She stepped back and took his body in, her eyes drawn to his groin and the impressive cock and balls hanging there. She smiled then looked back up at him, "You have a great cock and balls, you know?"
He shrugged, "Thanks, I've never had any complaints."
She smirked, "I'm sure you haven't, and I can't wait any longer." She pressed herself against him again and whispered in his ear, "Put your cock inside of me Jake."
"Condoms are in the other room."
"We don't need one, I'm on the pill."
He nodded and pushed her away and said, "Swap me."
They swapped positions and with him blocking the water, he pushed gently against her shoulder blades, causing her to bend at the waist. With her bent over in front of him, he pushed her feet apart with his foot, exposing her meaty pussy. He slid his finger up her slit, feeling her wetness coat his fingers as she groaned under his touch. He scooted against her, allowing his cock to rest against her ass, then adjusting his legs, he allowed his cock to rest against her lips, then using his hand, guided it into her.
She moaned as the head slipped in and he slid in a bit further, pausing after a couple of inches, and allowing her to get used to him. Jake knew that he was slightly longer and thicker than average and didn't want to hurt her. Emily could feel him stretching her in a way that she had never felt before; in her last moment of lucidity before he pressed into her completely, she couldn't help but think that her feelings that had been developing for him all semester were only going to be compounded by being fucked by him.
With a long moan from her and a groan from him, Jake slipped the last bit into her, filling her completely. He paused for a moment getting used to the tight sheath that his cock was now surrounded by. Placing his hands on her waist, he pulled out slightly before pushing back in. With each thrust she groaned, spurring him on to increase his pace; as he did so, she felt her feet slipping, she groaned "Hold on."
He paused and asked, "I'm not hurting you, am I?"
"God no! I'm just sliding and need to brace." She placed her hands on the wall in front of her, then looked back over her shoulder, "Continue."
He chuckled and resumed thrusting, quickly building back to the speed he had been at, causing her moans to become louder and more prolonged until he began pressing into her firmly each time and she let out a scream when she felt the head of his cock graze her cervix. She let out an "Oh fuck!" as he did it again and she felt her orgasm wash over her.
As she screamed for the second time, Jake felt her pussy contract around his shafter tightly, then begin to squeeze and release rhythmically for at least 15 seconds as she shook from orgasm. He held his body still, pressing against hers as her orgasm began to wane and she began to take deep breaths. When her legs finally stopped shaking, she looked over her shoulder and with wide eyes said, "Damn boy, you know what you're doing."
Rather than say anything, he slowly withdrew and pressed into her again, causing her to moan as he thrusted. He kept that up a few times before saying, "We didn't talk about finishing, where do you want me to cum?"
She groaned, finding it hard to think, let alone talk as he continued to press into her. She finally grunted out, "I want to feel you."
He nodded and replied, "Sounds good." Before she could nod or even reply, he gripped her hips tighter and began to thrust harder and faster. The next few minutes were filled with her moans and eventually a scream as another orgasm washed through her.
This time as her orgasm flowed, he didn't pause or even slow down; her walls rippling around him as he held her up on her shaking legs. As her orgasm continued in smaller quakes; she heard him grunt, and with a moan, he pressed himself firmly against her and she felt the first hot splash of cum coat her insides.
He continued to groan as she felt more splashes filling her. Her eyes shot open as she realized that she had never had a guy cum so much as the fifth and sixth splashes hit her. He finally shook and with a groan collapsed onto her back and sigh; they spent the next minute or so in that position breathing slowly and trying to return to some semblance of normalcy.
He finally stood and said, "Wow."
"Wow indeed." He backed up and slipped from her, causing her to groan from the motion, then the emptiness. As she stood, she felt his cum beginning to slip from her gaping pussy and as she turned around and stretched, saw the first milky glob fall to the tub floor before making its way to the drain. "Do you always cum like that?"
He looked down as another glob landed on the floor and shrugged, "Yeah, as long as I've drank enough water."
She laughed, "I dunno how you're so non-challan about that, it's impressive."
He shrugged again, "If you say so."
She smiled and once again wrapped her arms around his neck and he wrapped her around the waist and pressed their bodies together, their lips meeting in a kiss. She pulled away and said, "This is really nice."
He returned her smile, "Yeah it is."
They looked at each other, smiling for a few moments until he said, "We probably should wash up; we both have class soon." She nodded and reached for her body wash and washcloth, and he moved to leave.
"Where are you going?"
"I thought I'd let you finish, then I'd get back in."
She laughed and grabbed his arm, "You're so oblivious sometimes. Stay and finish showering with me."
"Are you sure?"
She rolled her eyes, turned around, handed him the cloth, then said, "Wash my back."
He took the washcloth from her and washed and massaged her back, causing her to sigh. They spent the next five minutes washing each other, occasionally stealing kisses and giggling at each other's touch. When they were finally done, Jake got out first, then handed Emily her towel and they chatted about their day while drying off.
When they were dry, Jake made his way out and into the other room and found a pair of jeans and a t-shirt for the day while Emily finished getting dressed in the bathroom. As she did, Jake couldn't help but to think about everything he was now feeling. Sure, he had always noticed how beautiful Emily was, sure they got along great and genuinely enjoyed spending time with each other, sure he had felt romantic feelings for her, but she was way out of his league, so he'd never acted on them. Now though, they had crossed a different bridge, what in the world did that mean?
His thoughts were soon interrupted by her emerging from the bathroom wearing the stereotypical college girl fit, a pair of sneakers, leggings, and an athletic crop top. He also he quickly noticed that she was only carrying her drawstring bag, not her shower basket or her towel. She smiled at him, "I left my stuff...is that okay?"
"Fine with me, will save you some time."
She nodded and walked into the room, unsure of how to ask what she wanted to ask. He interrupted her and said, "What's this mean?"
She laughed and relaxed, glad to know he was wondering the same thing, "God I'm glad you're blunt." He laughed and waited for her to continue, "I dunno, but that felt nice."
He nodded, "It really did. But is it just physical?"
"I don't kiss hook-ups."
"Oh...."
"But I understand if that's all it is."
"Ouch, and here I was worried that's all it was to you."
She shook her head, "Not really...is that a big deal?"
He stood and closed the gap, she set the bag on his desk chair, reaching out, he pulled her by the hips against him and kissed her gently before saying, "I hope it's not just a hook-up."
She nodded and reached up kissing him again, then pulling away and smiled said, "Okay."
They stood looking at each other for a moment, smiling stupidly before he said, "I have class until 3:30 today. What about you?"
"I finish my clinicals at 4:30."
He nodded, "Have dinner with me?"
"Sure, I'll meet you downstairs in the bistro at 6?"
"I was thinking not, how about we go to Giuseppe's?"
"Ooo that's fancy. That sounds wonderful."
As she turned to leave to drop her things off before grabbing her backpack, he said, "Meet you out back at 6, we will take my car."
She turned and smiled, "I'll be there."
As she opened the door he stopped her, kissing her again and said, "Wear that black dress you wore on your birthday."
She blushed, thinking back to her birthday and how she had practically thrown herself at him, but being drunk and him being a gentleman, he had simply put her to bed, then slept on the floor beside her bed to make sure she was okay. She nodded, "I'll be sure to."
He kissed her again, "Have a great day Em."
"It started out great, I think I will. You too."
She shut the door and Jake returned to his closet, pulling out a button down that she had complimented him on before and draped it across the chair and smiled while thinking to himself, "This is going to be a great day."
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"Holy shit, can you believe this is going to happen?" asked Zoie Robinson as she carried the last of their things from the truck into the cabin.
Her husband, Jeff was coming down the steps of their cabin after taking their suitcases and other things up to their bedroom, he shrugged, "I guess. I'm still a bit skeptical, we both know Kaitlin is hot and willing, but Matt isn't exactly what either of us would call wild, crazy, or even adventurous."
Zoie chuckled as he followed her into the kitchen and began helping her unload their groceries, "I know, but she's been saying they've been in such a rut, I think they are willing to try anything, hopefully this weekend will help."
Jeff nodded, "Hopefully. Matt's an okay guy, but I don't like knowing Kaitlin is unhappy."
Zoie nodded, "Me too, that's why when she suggested it, I agreed." Jeff nodded, and Zoie continued, "I also know you aren't going to turn down an opportunity with her."
Jeff laughed, "Hey now, don't put me on the spot like that."
She grinned and kissed him; they kissed for a few moments before she pulled away and said, "We both know you stared at her ass and tits at the beach last summer!"
He grinned thinking back to their week at the beach where Zoie was right, he spent a lot of his time staring at both women in their bathing suits, "And you didn't enjoy the view either?"
"Oh, I never said that; I just like giving you a hard time."
She squealed as he picked her up, setting her on the island and kissing her again. She groaned as he kissed her jaw then nibbled on her ear before saying, "I already gave you a hard time."
She groaned again thinking of their usual morning sex, that morning's was slow and sensual when he joined her in the shower before they left. She gently pushed him away, "Down boy, you need to save yourself for her."
Jeff chuckled and stepped back, "What time are they getting here?"
Zoie looked at the clock on the wall and seeing that it was 1:15, she replied, "They were hoping to get on the road at noon, so they should be here around three."
Jeff nodded, "Anything I should know before they get here?"
Zoie slipped off the counter and smoothed her dress where it had ridden up exposing her lack of panties, then said, "Not really, I know Kaitlin is nervous, but she just wants to jump in. Matt will probably just follow her lead."
Jeff nodded, "Alright, I'm going to go unpack and make the beds."
"Thanks baby, I'm going to get some wine on ice."
*6 Weeks Prior*
Zoie was meeting her childhood best friend Kaitlin Miller at their usual haunt, a coffee house on the corner of Eighth Avenue and Southwestern. When she walked in, she observed her friend sitting in the back of the shop in a corner booth with two cups of coffee while she scrolled on her phone. Zoie smiled thinking back to how they had known each other since they were six, and with them both now being 28, they had been through it all together. She couldn't help but giggle a bit at while they were best friends, they were opposites of each other both physically and mentally.
Zoie stood 5'6 with dark brown hair that she kept short at her shoulders and was thin. She worked out, so she was toned, and thanks to leg day, three times a week, she did have a bit of an ass that made up for her barely there B-cups. On the other hand, Kaitlin stood 5'8 with long, blonde hair, and had all the curves that Zoie didn't. Having spent enough time shopping together, she knew that Kaitlin hovered around 36DD and had the ass to balance out her tits.
Mentally, Zoie had always been the more adventurous one, whether it was going exploring in the woods and creek behind her house or walking up to random parties in college, Zoie was always in the lead with Kaitlin behind her. It wasn't surprising when Kaitlin met her now husband Matt, she jumped right into the committed relationship, while Zoie continued her wild ways. Even though Zoie found him boring and a bit uptight, she loved her friend and was happy to see that she was so happy, they had been married for five years at this point. Coincidentally, it was right as they were getting married that Zoie met Jeff. What started as a one-night stand, turned into friends with benefits, then dating, and then marriage for the last three years.
While Kaitlin had settled into her role as the working wife, balancing her job managing restaurants in their city and her role as the doting wife; Zoie and Jeff both continued to sow their wild oats one could say. Sex with each other was phenomenal, but they soon ventured into toys, light bondage, anal, exhibitionism, among other things; most recently, culminating a few months prior, the occasional threesome with both men and women. As much as it embarrassed her a little bit, Kaitlin secretly enjoyed hearing Zoie talk about her and Jeff's latest exploits and adventures, which led her to asking Zoie to meet her here on her lunch hour.
Zoie walked up said, "Hey girl!"
Kaitlin looked up and smiled, "Hey!" before standing, allowing them to hug.
They both sat down and made small talk; while they texted every day, they hadn't seen each other in about a month, Kaitlin was busy working and Zoie and Jeff had been gone on a trip while Jeff interviewed for a new job. Once they caught up, silence fell over them and Zoie asked, "So, what was so urgent that you needed to meet with me on your lunch?"
Kaitlin sighed and looked down at her coffee, "I think I need your help."
Getting concerned, Zoie reached out and grabbed her hand, "Of course, what's going on and what can I do?"
Kaitlin shook her head, chuckled then finally raised her head and looked at her friend, "You may not want to agree until you hear."
Zoie laughed, "Come on girl, you know I'd kill someone for you."
Kaitlin nodded, "It's not that bad, but I think you're the only one who can help."
Frowning, Zoie asked, "Okay, so what's up?"
"You know how I said I thought there was something wrong with Matt and I?"
She nodded, "Yeah, you were concerned he was sick or having an affair or something. Oh my god, he is having an affair, I'll kill him!"
"Shhh, no. He's not having an affair."
"Is he sick?"
"No, but we've been arguing a lot and I told him that I didn't feel like I was having my needs met. We talked more and as we talked about things; we came to the conclusion that we think we've fallen into a rut."
"A rut? What do you mean"
"In the bedroom."
"Oh, OH!" In their entire friendship, Zoie had to pry information out about Kaitlin's sex life. The fact that she was talking about it openly was a complete shock to her. She took a sip of her coffee, "So what's going on?"
"We have sex maybe once every two weeks, then it's the same old, same old; he reaches over, grabs my boob, we kiss, I give him a blowjob while he fingers me, then I either ride him or missionary, he cums inside me, or occasionally he pulls out, cums on my tits. I go to the bathroom, then we kiss and go to sleep."
Thinking of her own sex life with Jeff, excluding the extra stuff, made Kaitlin's sex life look like a Disney movie. "Wow, that's....that's..."
Kaitlin cut her off, "Boring? Pathetic? I know." Zoie nodded, and Kaitlin continued, "I bought a vibrator like you suggested and he won't use it on me much. We read online to talk about fantasies together and he doesn't really have any. I told him I would like to have sex in places other than the bedroom. I thought about the time you said Jeff bent you over the counter while you were cooking, and when I suggested that he didn't seem interested. I also suggested a threesome, or that I would like to see him fuck another girl."
"Whoa girl!"
Kaitlin chuckled, "I know, I was a bit drunk, and it all just came out. It got us talking about threesomes and other things like that and I may have let it slip that you and Jeff dabble in that a little bit."
Zoie chuckled, "Dabble, you could say that I suppose."
Kaitlin took a deep breath and hesitated before saying, "Well, I know Matt thinks you're hot, so would you be willing to fuck him while I watch." Zoie sat silently, wide-eyed that her friend had just asked her to sleep with her husband. When she didn't respond, Kaitlin stammered, "Never mind, I'm sorry I mentioned it."
She moved to leave, and Zoie grabbed her arm, "Sure, he's decent enough looking and if it'll help you, I'm game."
Kaitlin paused and looked down at her friend, "You sure?"
"Yeah, I'll run it by Jeff, but I don't think it's a big deal."
Kaitlin sat back down, "Okay, that brings me to another question. Matt said that if he got to have sex with someone else, I should too."
"Okay?"
"Can I fuck Jeff?"
Zoie burst out laughing, much to Kaitlin's confusion and then worry. When she finally calmed down, she nodded her head yes then said, "He is going to be so happy."
"Huh?"
"Girl, he has eye fucked you ever since I introduced you two, then at the beach last summer, the boy was in heaven, you and I both in bathing suits."
"Really?"
"Yes really. We had so much great sex each night. So, the question is, assuming Matt is okay with the arrangement, when do you want to do it?"
Kaitlin giggled at the phrase, "Do it," causing Zoie to roll her eyes. She took another drink of her coffee and replied, "I don't know how any of this works?"
Zoie thought for a moment before checking her phone and replying, "Jeff and I are going up to the cabin in a few weeks, why don't you all come up? It'll be quiet, secluded, and it'll just be us."
Kaitlin looked at her phone, "Actually that would work. Let me confirm everything with Matt this evening, and I'll let you know."
The two women shifted subjects and continued catching up on other things until Kaitlin had to go back to work, promising to text Zoie that night. Zoie got home and when Jeff came home for lunch, she filled him in, and as she figured he eagerly agreed. Later that night while they were eating dinner, Kaitlin texted and confirmed that Matt was game, hoping that it would provide some spice or spark to their marriage, and since they knew Zoie and Jeff so well, he was a bit more at ease.
*Current Day*
At 3:15, the driveway alarm sounded, and Jeff pulled himself from under Zoie's dress where he had been camped for the previous 10 minutes, gently licking her to two mini orgasms while they waited for Kaitlin and Matt. He stood up and as he wiped his mouth, she fanned herself and then stood, smoothing her multi-colored dress, then adjusting the thin cotton back over her bare breasts. Jeff approached her, kissing her as she thanked him for the pleasure.
"You know, I love when you wear nothing under sundresses."
She grinned, tasting herself on his lips, "I know, I like it too. Provides easy access for both of us."
He grinned as they heard gravel in the driveway crunch, "Let's go help them with their things."
She nodded and they walked out onto the porch as Matt brough the Subaru to a stop beside Jeff's truck. As they climbed out, Zoie ran down the steps and wrapped Kaitlin in a hug squealing, "I'm so glad you all made it!"
Jeff inwardly laughed, knowing that this kind of set up was no big deal for them, but for Kaitlin and Matt, the thoughts must be running a mile a minute for them. He shook hands with Matt, and together the four of them carried things inside while talking about the drive up. As the conversation died down, Kaitlin asked, "Are we in our usual room?"
Zoie smiled, "Yep, upstairs on the right. We will let you guys get settled, then meet you outside on the patio, I've got a couple of bottles of wine on ice."
The two couples went their separate ways, and Zoie grabbed the bottle of wine she had chilled, making her way behind Jeff to the patio. She set the wine down on the edge of their gas firepit and while Jeff poured the four glasses, she made sure the cushions on the outdoor sectional were firmly in place. With everything set, they sat down and waited, Jeff spoke first, "That dress looks awesome on her."
Zoie sipped her wine, "I know!" Like Zoie, Kaitlin had chosen to wear a light summer dress, it was a sage green that fell to just above her knee. The top of the dress was a v-neck and while it was higher cut than Zoie's there was no hiding Kaitlin's ample breasts and cleavage.
Jeff wondered aloud, "I wonder if she is naked like you under there."
Zoie giggled and put her hand midway up his thigh, "She may not be wearing panties, but there is definitely a pushup bra holding those puppies up."
They both chuckled and were interrupted by Kaitlin and Matt joining them. As they sat down, Kaitlin asked, "What's so funny you two?"
Jeff smiled, "Nothing important, just talking about clothing and outfits."
Kaitlin nodded and they spent the first glass of wine catching up on things, the two women doing most of the talking with Jeff a distant third and Matt saying even less than normal. As they polished off the first bottle, Jeff ran in and grabbed another bottle of wine, then after opening it and letting it breathe, he poured them each another glass.
The conversation had slowed from the initial excitement of seeing each other. After she was halfway through the second glass of wine, Kaitlin said, "So, we all know why we are here, there isn't any point in avoiding it, is there?"
Jeff looked at Kaitlin and Matt, Kaitlin nodded first, followed by a more subtle one from Matt. He smiled at them and placed his hand on Zoie's knee before saying, "The first thing about anything like this, is making sure everyone is good, we all good?"
All four people nodded, and Zoie continued, "Kaitlin told me about what she wants; is there anything you all are uncomfortable with or is off limits?"
Kaitlin spoke first after a moment of silence, "No anal, I have no interest in trying that."
Jeff and Zoie nodded, Jeff adding, "Easy enough, what else?"
They sat in silence for a few more moments, Zoie and Jeff not wanting to push them, but both were realizing that they were going to have to lead, so after a quick glance, Zoie asked, "Kaitlin, I know you want to watch Matt fuck me," she noticed Matt recoil at the phrase, but continued, "Is it alright if he cums inside of me?"
Kaitlin sat quietly for a moment, "You still have your IUD?"
"Of course."
"Then that is fine with me."
Zoie smiled, "Great, I love that feeling."
Jeff looked at Matt, "Are you still okay with me fucking Kaitlin?"
The man looked back at Jeff, then at Zoie before settling on Kaitlin and saying, "If she's okay with it, I'm okay with it."
Jeff focused on Kaitlin and asked, "You still want to do that?" She nodded a bit more enthusiastically, and he continued, "Where do you want me to cum?"
He had barely finished the sentence when she replied, "If he's gonna cum in her, I want you to cum in me."
Zoie smiled at her friend because of her growing enthusiasm and then said, "Is kissing okay, what about oral? When she got no objections from anyone, she smiled and said, "I think that covers everything."
They sat in silence for another moment, but when Kaitlin swallowed the last of her 3rd glass of wine, she said, "So....how do we do this?"
Zoie grinned again and set her glass down before replying, "It's probably easiest if we each start with our own husbands." She stood up, moving in front of Jeff, she kissed him passionately, then began to unbuckle his shorts, pushing them to the ground as she knelt in front of him and his cock spring free. Jeff was of average length, but was girthy, and honestly it is what kept her coming back for more after their one-night stand. She reached up and pushed the straps of her dress down, allowing her breasts to sit freely, and allowing Jeff to caress them as she took his cock into her mouth.
As Kaitlin watched her friend kiss and swallow her husband's cock, she couldn't help but feel herself become turned on, plus she was a bit in shock because Zoie surely hadn't exaggerated his cock. In comparison, Matt's was a little longer than average, but it wasn't half as girthy as Jeff's. She and Matt watched the other couple for a few moments before Jeff said, "You two can enjoy each other too, we own 150 acres, and we are smack in the middle of it.'
Kaitlin nodded and stood herself, climbing into her husband's lap, taking him by surprise when she forcibly kissed him, showing that she meant business. Even with his apprehension, Matt was a guy after all and his wife in his lap, grinding herself against his crotch was going to turn any straight man on. He broke their kiss long enough to pull her dress off her shoulders, exposing a black push-up bra. As she pulled her arms free of the sleeves and piled it around her waist, he unsnapped the cups from between her heavy breasts and removed the bra, allowing them to spill free. She shuddered as the wind turned her nipples rock hard, then groaned as Matt sucked one into his mouth.
Her groan caused Zoie and Jeff to both shift their focus and Zoie looked up at smiling as he stared at her friend's chest. She took his cock from her mouth and softly said, "I told you they were great."
He smiled back at her as she took him back into her mouth, "Yes you did."
Matt was able to alternate between Kaitlin's tits for a moment before she pulled away, then knelt on the patio like Zoie, fumbling with his shorts to expose his cock. For the next few minutes, both women thoroughly sucked on their husband's cock with each man clearly showing his appreciating with sighs and groans. When Zoie saw Kaitlin pull her mouth off Matt's cock, she did the same and asked, "Ready to switch?"
Kaitlin looked over at Jeff's cock and felt her pussy flood and she was torn, wishing she had worn panties to catch her wetness, but at the same time glad she didn't because going commando turned her on more. She nodded her head, and the women switched positions. With her confronted with Jeff's larger cock, Kaitlin smiled slightly and said, "Be gentle."
Jeff smiled softly, "Of course."
Kaitlin smiled, kissing the first new cock in approximately eight years. She couldn't help to compare it to Matt's, but soon put that out of her mind, and focused solely on Jeff. She opened wide, taking the head in her mouth, and held it getting used to it. She began to slowly work down the shaft, and once she got more than the head into her mouth, she figured out what he liked, and she spent the next couple of minutes working to please him by gauging and adjusting her actions based on his movements and sounds.
At the same time, Zoie was putting her blowjob skills to the test, while Matt wasn't the biggest she had ever sucked, it had been a while since she had one over eight inches. It didn't take long before she got used to it and was shoving him into her throat until her nose touched his pelvis. After she had done that a few times, she felt him buck and she quickly pulled back and squeezed his cock firmly before saying, "No, no, no, you're not cumming yet."
He grunted as his orgasm subsided a bit due to her grip, then he watched her stand up and peel her dress completely off, leaving it in a pile on the patio with his wife's bra.
As Kaitlin continued to work his cock, she felt Jeff reach down and cup her breasts, gently squeezing it before pinching her nipple, causing her to let out a squeal. Jeff grinned and seeing Zoie strip, he gently pulled Kaitlin off his cock and guided her until she was standing in front of her. He reached up and pushed her dress over her ample hips and ass and once it was on the ground, she kicked it free.
Kaitlin looked over when Zoie said, "I'm going to ride your husband's cock now, is that still okay?"
Kaitlin felt herself being guided closer to Jeff and she nodded her head yes. Jeff quickly observed Kaitlin and just as he remembered, she definitely had some extra weight around her midsection, but her huge tits and bald pussy were calling to him. He could see her watching Zoie slide onto Matt's cock, and he heard Kaitlin mutter "Fuck that is hot."



He grinned and scooted over; as Kaitlin watched Zoie bounce on her husband's cock, she heard Jeff say, "Lay down, put her head closest to them."
Kaitlin was almost in a trance, she continued to watch Zoie and Matt as Jeff guided her into position. Once she was flat on her back, she looked up to find Jeff hovering over her. He smiled softly at her, "Still good?"
She nodded enthusiastically and bent the knee on her right leg, then dropped her left leg off the couch, allowing Jeff easier access; she felt his cock split her lips, then the pressure as he guided it into her. He took it slow so she could adjust, but she still groaned as the entire seven inches slipped into her soaking pussy.
As Jeff began to slowly thrust in and out of Kaitlin, Zoie began to speed up her bouncing and slams down firmly, feeling his cock hit the edge of her cervix and sending a slight wave of pain, one that was quickly overwhelmed with pleasure rippling through her. She began to rock on his cock and seeing Kaitlin's face twisted in pleasure from Jeff's thrusts, she turned back to Matt and said, "Grab your wife's tits."
She grinned as he kept a hand on her ass, guiding her, then moved the other to Kaitlin's bouncing breast, cupping it, and teasing the nipple just like she had seen Jeff do a few moments earlier. With Matt focused on his wife, Zoie knew he was distracted enough and began to focus on her own needs. She began to rock back and forth, grinding her clit against his pubic hair. Soon enough, she was moaning and slammed down on his cock one more time, letting out a slight groan as her orgasm washed through her.
Zoie leaned against Matt's chest, catching her breath, as she did, Jeff continued thrusting into Kaitlin, with each thrust. she began to make more and louder noises. Seeing her tits bounce each time he pressed into her was everything he had dreamed of; the couch shifted slightly, and his wife leaned over and pressed her finger onto Kaitlin's exposed clit. Kaitlin's eyes shot open and within 15 seconds, she let out a squeal of her own and Jeff pushed deep into her, her orgasm taking over her body.
Zoie looked at Jeff, smiled and said, "Good job baby."
He grinned and they all stayed still for a moment while Kaitlin regained her breath. Once she had recovered, Kaitlin exclaimed, "Oh my god I don't think I've ever came that hard!"
Zoie heard Matt take a deep breath, fearing the mood may be broke, she quickly clenched her pussy walls around him, eliciting a groan as she said to Kaitlin, "How about doggy, I want to kiss you." Kaitlin shook her head in agreement.
Zoie was the first to move, sliding off Matt's cock, and bending over to kiss Kaitlin passionately, all the while making sure to push her ass against Matt to keep his focus on her. Jeff noticed what Zoie was doing and smirked. Once their kiss broke, Kaitlin looked like she was drunk with a silly smile on her face. When she looked up and saw Jeff, it was like she remembered her pussy was full of his cock and she began to move, allowing him to slide out of her and both women shuffled onto all fours, facing each other and resumed their kiss.
Jeff slid into Kaitlin first, causing her to groan into the kiss, as Jeff's pelvis contacted her ass, he looked up to see Matt easing his cock into Zoie as she shakes her ass. Matt looked at him and said, "Don't make eye contact man, that's gay."
Jeff chuckled, "Whatever." He looked down and turned his focus to the women's kiss, then Kaitlin's ass that was beginning to ripple with his slow thrusts. For the next few moments, all that could be heard was the small moans from the women and the sound of skin smacking together as each man thrusted.
As Matt thrusted into her, Zoie really wasn't feeling that much do to his lack of girth, so she began to work her walls around him, timing it so that each time he was fully inside of her, she would squeeze her muscles, causing him to grunt. After a minute or so of that, she broke the kiss and let out a soft moan as small orgasm washed over her. As she rode it, she leaned forward, seeking out Kaitlin's lips again and just as her orgasm subsided, she found them, kissing her again and sliding her tongue into her mouth. As they kissed, she reached underneath her, finding Matt's balls and softly stroked them.
Matt's eyes shot open with the sudden new stimulation, and without warning, he let out a groan, pressed into her, and unloaded his cum into her, causing her to sigh as the warm liquid coated her insides.
With Matt now spent, Zoie turned her focus back to Kaitlin, kissing her and reaching up to take her breast in her hand. Jeff began to pick up his thrusts, causing Kaitlin to moan louder and more consistently. Within a couple more hard and deep thrusts, Zoie watched her friend's face flush, and her head bend back; she let out an almost animalistic moan as her orgasm washed through her.
Jeff felt her walls contract around his cock and with the moan, he thrusted again and pulled her against him, letting his own semen fill her receptive pussy. Feeling the multiple spurts, Kaitlin's eyes shot open and her orgasm continue to roll through her. After what felt like an eternity, Kaitlin finally felt herself begin to return to earth as she collapsed flat onto the couch, causing Jeff to slip from her, leaving her feeling empty.
Zoie leaned forward, feeling Matt's cock slip from her pussy as she leaned down, cradling her friends head in her hands and they spent the next few moments softly kissing and each allowing their blood pressure and heart rate to return to normal.
Both men sat back on the couch, Matt looked at Zoie and his wife, then zoned out, looking at the pond that the patio overlooked. On the other side of the couch, Jeff took a deep breath and took a drink of his wine and watching his wife and Kaitlin cuddle, then couldn't help but smile as Kaitlin relaxed; he could see a bit of his cum slipping out of her, coating her red and puffy outer lips, and making its way towards her leg.
After five minutes of silence that was only interrupted by the soft necking of the women's kisses, Matt stood up and said, "Wow, that was something else."
Zoie turned to him and smiled, "You're pretty good, you know how to work that thing." She couldn't help but giggle when her compliment caused him to blush. She turned her focus to Jeff, "You good baby?"
He nodded, "I'm wonderful."
They both turned to Kaitlin who had shifted to her back and was essentially laying spread eagle. Zoie smiled, "You okay girl?"
"Holy fuck I'm wonderful."
Jeff noticed Matt slightly twist his face before standing and twisting to stretch. Jeff smiled at Zoie and then Kaitlin before gently caressing her chest and said, "How about we all go shower, then fix dinner so we can enjoy the firepit this evening?"
Matt moved towards the door first, leaving Jeff and Zoie to help Kaitlin up and after double checking that her feet were under, they all made their way inside, then went their separate ways to get cleaned up for dinner.
The two couples ate dinner around 7:30 after everyone had showered and took a power nap after their drives and adventurous afternoons. Wanting to make sure that Kaitlin and Matt had a chance to "reconnect," Zoie and Jeff told them they would clean up and encouraged them to enjoy the nice weather on the patio. Once they had headed outside, Jeff looked at Zoie and asked, "Well, what you think?"
She shrugged, "I dunno. Kaitlin is absolutely glowing, but I think Matt is more quiet than usual."
Jeff nodded and handed her the next plate to dry, "I thought so too. In his defense, it is a lot to take in. Seeing your wife fuck another guy is definitely an experience."
She smiled softly, "Did it bother you the first time?"
He thought for a moment while washing the silverware, "A little at first, but I saw how much fun you were having, and at the end of the night, you went home with me and then set up the exact same experience for me."
She smiled, "You know that if it ever made you uncomfortable, I would give up another guy in a threesome right?"
He nodded, "Of course, I really didn't mind, although about today, I don't think I want to let another guy cum in you again..."
She nodded, "Okay, that's reasonable. Why did it bother you?"
"I'm not really sure. Maybe because that has always just been our thing. But at the same time, I feel a bit bad because you encouraged me to cum in Sara when we hooked up with her, then again today with Kaitlin."
Zoie dried her hands, then wrapped her arms around him and reached up on her toes to softly kiss him. They kissed for a few moments until she broke the kiss and said, "Don't feel bad, I want you to be comfortable. I'll let you in on a couple secrets; one, I liked when you came in Sara because I got to eat it out of her, getting the best of both worlds. Two, if it makes you feel any better, Matt barely came any, it was barely two fingertips when I got in the shower."
She felt his bulge press against her leggings, causing her to giggle as he said, "Really?"
"To which part?"
He chuckled, "To both I guess."
"Yes, to both, I barely felt him cum, NOTHING like when you fill me. And yes, I loved when you filled her up. You cum so much and tasting the two of you together was awesome. I would have loved to taste you and Kaitlin, but I'm afraid Matt would have had a stroke."
"Not concerned about Kaitlin" he added with a laugh.
She finished drying the dishes, "Not at all. She was so drunk on endorphins; she would have loved my mouth on her cunt."
He laughed and drained the water, then drying his hands off, poured them each a drink from the liquor they had set one the counter and said, "Well, let's go out and see how they are doing.
They walked out onto the patio to see the firepit had been lit and Matt and Kaitlin were sitting next to each other, talking softly. Zoie made sure to announce their arrival, "Are we interrupting anything?"
Kaitlin smiled at them both, "Not at all, just enjoying the nice weather."
"Mind if we join you guys?"
"It's your place," Matt said dryly.
They both sat down on the opposite end of the section from them, Zoie curling up against Jeff as they talked about the property, the weather and other things. Throughout the evening, Jeff and Zoie tried to gauge how they were feeling; Kaitlin was definitely more forthcoming, she thanked them a couple of times while stroking Matt's leg and had a smile that was on her face all evening. As they had observed over dinner, Matt was a bit more reserved, although Kaitlin didn't seem to notice, talking about her and Matt's upcoming plans.
When all their glasses were empty, Zoie stood up and offered refills, then asked Jeff to accompany her. After shutting the door, she looked at him, "Well?"
Jeff grimaced slightly, "I don't think he is handling it well."
"Me either." Zoie added with a frown.
"Do you think we should apologize?"
"I don't think so. We didn't do anything wrong, and remember, they approached us."
Zoie nodded, "True, but there is an obvious disconnect between them."
Jeff poured the drinks, "That's for sure. I think she would jump him right there if we left them alone."
Zoie giggled, "Right, I've never seen her so touchy feely."
"Him on the other hand, he is as stiff as a board, and not in the good way."
"So, what do you think we should do?"
Jeff thought for a moment, "I think we should go out, enjoy this round of drinks, then excuse ourselves to bed. Leave them time to talk amongst themselves."
"Probably a good idea, they can talk things through, then everything will be better in the morning."
"I sure hope so."
"It will be, she can convince anyone of anything."
He chuckled and picked up the tray, "I'd say so."
As she walked by him to open the door, she stopped abruptly and turned to him smiling mischievously, "Just so you know, I realized I forgot my night cream, so I'll need some of yours for tonight."
He laughed aloud and shook his head as they made their way back outside.
They spent the next 45 minutes talking about the plans for a hike around the property and other things to do in the area. Zoie and Kaitlin talked about the shops in the little town down in the valley that was right up their alley. Jeff tried to engage with Matt, telling him about the fish he had stocked in the pond, along with the golf course and breweries in the area. Matt engaged a little bit, but for the most part, unless Jeff spoke or asked a question first, Matt spent most of the evening looking at the flames of the firepit, paying attention to what the women talked about, or staring up at the stars.
With a yawn, Zoie stretched then stood up, "I think I'm going to bed." She turned to Jeff, "You coming too, or you gonna stay up a bit?"
Checking his watch for effect, she stood and replied, "I think I'll come with you."
Zoie and Kaitlin chatted for a moment about breakfast in the morning while Jeff told Matt about turning the fire pit off, along with the light switches that controlled the pole lights and the lights they usually left on. Matt nodded a bunch, taking in what Jeff was saying, but when Zoie and Kaitlin hugged, they wished each other good night and made their way inside, then upstairs to their bedroom.
Once they shut and locked the door, Zoie made her way into the bathroom and started her evening routine while Jeff stripped and made sure to lay out something to put on in the morning. After he was done, he stayed on the bed and got his chargers situated and waited for Zoie to be done. When she emerged five minutes later, she grinned, "Looking good Robinson."
He chuckled and walked past her, heading toward the bathroom to get ready, as they passed, she stopped him by gently taking his cock in her hand, stroking it while he sighed. He bent down kissing her and said, "God that feels good."
She squeezed gently, "Better than Kaitlin?"
"Different."
She smirked at her teasing, "Go get ready, I'll be waiting."
Jeff hurried into the bathroom, peeing, then washing his face, and brushing his teeth, when he opened the door a few minutes later, he heard a slight buzzing and as he looked towards the bed, Zoie was naked in the middle of their king-sized bed, her pink vibrator in her hand. He grinned and watched as she teased her clit and slit with it, but when she looked over and saw him standing in the door, she slid the toy down, plunging it into her pussy, letting out a moan as she pressed it deeply into her.
He grinned and approached the bed, climbing onto it and resting his hardening cock against her moist lips. She eagerly began to lick it while stilling working the vibrator in and out of her. He pulled his cock away from her mouth as she protested, "Hey! I wasn't done with that!"
He smirked at her pouting and responded, "On your side."
She grinned and did as he instructed; with her on her side, he pushed her top leg back, exposing her pussy with the vibrator inside still. Taking the vibrator from her pussy, looked at it covered in her crème, then offered it towards her lips, she eagerly licked some of the crème as he grinned. Pulling it from her mouth, he pressed the power button on the end, ramping up the intensity and guided it back to her pussy. As she groaned from him pushing it into her, he said, "Suck my cock."
She engulfed his cock as he worked the vibrator in and out of her at a steady pace. She was quickly moaning around his cock, becoming more turned on because of the feeling of a full cock in her mouth, along with the intense vibrations working through her entire pelvic region. As she felt her orgasm build and then crash over her, she pressed her mouth down completely onto his shaft, essentially gargling the head at the edge of her throat as she moaned through her orgasm.
As he felt the vibrations on his cock slow, he quickly pushed her onto her back, slid the vibrator from her pussy and after climbing between her legs, quickly replaced it with his cock. She groaned as his much larger cock impaled her. He dropped the vibrator onto the bed beside them and rose onto his hands and began to thrust hard and deep into her. The next few minutes were nothing but her moans, and the occasional, "Fuck yes," or "Just like that." Just as she felt herself falling over another orgasmic cliff, Zoie managed to squeak out, "Cum on my face!"
All through her orgasm, Jeff kept plunging in and out of her, prolonging her orgasm for an easy 30 seconds until he pulled out, quickly straddled her and with a couple of strokes of his hand, began cumming all over her face as she had asked.
She felt the first blast hit her on the forehead and then the next four coated her from forehead to chin, causing her to grin and say, "That's it, give it to me baby!" When he was finally spent, he collapsed onto the bed beside her, falling on top of the vibrator causing them to both giggle as he tried to find it and turn it off.
Once the vibrator was found and turned off, they lay together, cuddling until she said, "Let me up, I'm going to go get cleaned off."
He nodded and they untangled, allowing her to move off to the bathroom, as she walked in, he admired her naked form and said, "God you're beautiful."
She laughed as she looked in the mirror and exclaimed, "Holy shit man! "
HE turned in bed to face her as she came out wiping her face with a wet cloth, "What?"
"How did you cum so fucking much?"
He chuckled, "What do you mean?"
"I know how much cum you dumped in Kaitlin, she told me she had never had anything like it, and you still have enough for my face."
He laughed, "What can I say, I'm just that awesome."
She joined his laughter and tossed the washcloth onto the floor before slipping under the covers and turning the light off before rolling over and putting her head on his chest as he wrapped his arm around her. The lay in bed quietly talking about random things and the prospect of him getting a new job that would allow them to travel more, and even spend more time at the cabin.
Their conversation was soon interrupted when they heard Matt's muffled voice say from the hallway, "What is that?"
They stopped talking and began listening, they heard Kaitlin say, "I bought it for this weekend."
Jeff looks at Zoie with a confused look, her eyes got large as she said, "She bought new lingerie for this weekend."
Jeff nodded as they heard Matt say, "I'm just not in the mood Kaitlin." They heard the door click and could still hear muffled talking, but it was hard to make out. Zoie and Jeff looked at each other, unsure of what to do, but both wanting to know what was going on across the hall.
Their questions were soon answered when they heard Kaitlin raise her voice, "What do you mean you're not in the mood, I look fucking hot, how can you say no?"
Zoie and Jeff both moved to the foot of the bed so that they could hear better and heard Matt reply, "I told you, I'm tired from the drive and just not in the mood."
"Oh, you're tired? I'm tired a lot of the nights you want to have sex, but I love sex, so I'm not going to turn it down. I'm still horny, just lay there and let me ride you for all I care."
"What are you talking about, I'm not going to do that."
"You didn't seem to have any issues earlier with being tired. Hell, I saw you staring at Zoie's ass as she made dinner."
"Oh, give me a break Kaitlin, don't bring her up."
Both Zoie and Jeff looked at each other and mouthed "Ouch."
As the argument continued, Kaitlin said, "Why shouldn't I bring her up, you were the one staring."
There was silence for a moment until Matt said, "This whole situation is fucked up. We just had sex with your best friend and her husband, that's pretty fucked up!"
"It was different, but it's not fucked up, we all agreed to it, and you seemed to like it blowing your load into Zoie. I had fun, you clearly did too!"



"How can you say that?"
"Say what? That I had fun doing something we both agreed to?"
"How can you be okay with all of this! You had sex with another man who came inside of you and made you cum at least three times! You've never done that with me!"
Kaitlin's voice softened a bit, "Is that what this is all about, you're jealous of Jeff?"
Matt kept is voice raised, "How can I not be jealous, another man satisfied you."
Kaitlin scoffed, "It was new Matt, we all came very quickly, even you. Zoie has always talked about how long they can go without Jeff cumming, and he came in like five minutes with me."
Jeff looked at Zoie, and she whispered, "Girls talk, it's a compliment."
They heard Matt exclaim, "Can we NOT talk about another man cumming in regard to you."
"Matt, relax, we are going to have to talk about this, we knew what was going to happen."
"Well, I've changed my mind, this was a horrible idea and I'm going to bed, we are leaving in the morning."
"I don't want to leave! This is the first break I've gotten from work in six months. We have another day and a half here."
"Oh, so they can plan how to seduce you again?"
"What the fuck are you talking about?!"
"We both know that if we stay, they will want to do more."
"No, they won't. If we tell them we are done, they will respect that."
"I don't believe that, and honestly with how you've been acting all night, I don't think you want that either, this was your idea after all."
"Wow, real mature, blame me for a decision we both made after talking open with each other."
"I did this because you wanted to, not because I wanted to."
"That's NOT what you said when I suggested it and you started imagining Zoie."
"I'm done with this conversation, goodnight."
Zoie and Jeff sat silently looking at each other and then looking at the wall that was between the rooms. After a few minutes of silence Zoie scooted back in the bed and Jeff soon joined her. As they lay down, Zoie said, "Wow."
"That's putting it mildly."
"Now what?"
Jeff lay quietly and finally said, "I think we may have messed up."
Zoie nodded, "Maybe a little bit. So do we say something in the morning?"
"I think we have to. I think we tell them we heard them arguing, and we can apologize for anything we did."
Zoie nodded, "I think we have to reinforce that we are still friends, and this is just a one-time thing that we can forget about."
"Probably a good idea."
"I don't want to lose my friend..."
"I don't think that's gonna happen. It kind of sounds like he wasn't honest with her or maybe not with himself. Maybe they need therapy?"
"Maybe so...so tomorrow morning we talk to them?"
"Yes."
Zoie rolled onto her side, and Jeff soon joined her, wrapping his arm around her and pulling her close. It took them both a while to get to sleep, both thinking about how they could smooth things over.
***
The next morning, Jeff and Zoie made sure they were up by 7:30 and as they got dressed, listened to see if there was any movement or noise coming from across the hall; hearing none, Zoie said, "Well at least their still asleep."
Jeff nodded, then quipped, "Are they still here?"
Zoie frowned, "Shit, I didn't think about that."
They both finished dressing then exited their room and seeing the door to Kaitlin and Matt's room still closed, something they both took as a good sign. Getting downstairs, Zoie looked out the window, confirming that their car was still there, then sighed in relief as she made her way to the kitchen where Jeff was cutting fruit and getting ready to start frying bacon while the coffee brewed.
"Car's still there."
"Saw that; that's good. They didn't run away in the night."
About 15 minutes after they had gotten downstairs, they heard movement from the floor above, then a few minutes later, Kaitlin emerged from the living room. They first noticed that she wasn't carrying anything, and then second, they noticed that she was wearing a plain tank top, and a pair of flannel pajama shorts, not exactly what you would call traveling clothes, causing them both to feel more relief. She smiled warmly at them, "Morning guys."
They both greeted her, and Jeff added, "Coffee is ready, and breakfast will be in about 10."
Kaitlin nodded and filled a mug, then sat down at the island with Zoie and they began to talk about their plans for the day. "Okay girl, what do you want to do today?"
Kaitlin breathed in her coffee, "First thing I want to do is drink this cup of coffee and devour some of that bacon."
They all three laughed and Zoie said, "Okay, what about afterwards?"
"I don't really know, I wouldn't mind going for a hike, the last time we were here it was so snowy."
"Sounds good, Jeff's cut a few more trails since the last time you were here. What else you want to do?"
Kaitlin looked out the window and smiled as the sun came up over the house, "It is supposed to be nice today, right?"
Jeff turned from the stove and answered, "Yeah. Sunny high in the mid 70's. Yesterday and last night were a fluke on warm weather. Supposed to be down in the low 50's tonight."
"Mmmmm sounds like fall. I really want to just relax and read my book."
Zoie smiled, "Sounds like a perfectly relaxing day."
The women continued to talk while Jeff put the bacon on plate an began to spoon the scrambled eggs into a bowl and pulled the biscuits from the oven. As he set it down, Zoie commented, "It all smells so good."
Zoie and Kaitlin stood and began to fill their plates, and Jeff said, "Should we go wake Matt up?"
Kaitlin scoffed, "He was moving around when I got up, he should be down soon."
Hearing the coolness in her voice caused Jeff and Zoie to look at each other, but they were soon interrupted by the sound of Matt coming down the stairs. When he appeared, he was carrying a duffle bag and was wearing a t-shirt, jeans, and his shoes. Kaitlin looked at him and shook her head, then made her way to the barstool she had previously occupied. Zoie smiled at Matt, and said, "Morning, breakfast is served."
Matt wouldn't look at her and just watched Kaitlin as she began scrolling her phone. Jeff poured a cup of coffee and offered it, "Fresh coffee?"
"I'm good. Why aren't you dressed?" Kaitlin didn't respond and Matt set his bag down, "Kaitlin. Where's your bag and why aren't you dressed?"
She set her fork down but never looked up from her phone, "I told you last night, I'm not leaving."
"And I said I wanted to go home."
Jeff quickly stepped in, "Okay, everyone hold up. We have to admit, we heard you guys arguing last night and we want to say we are sorry."
Zoie nodded her head in agreement and Kaitlin asked, "Why are you apologizing?"
Zoie answered, "Obviously yesterday didn't go as we all thought, and you guys are feeling uncomfortable."
Matt scoffed, "You could say that again."
Kaitlin glared at him, "Speak for yourself, I feel just fine."
"Of course, you do, you got everything you wanted."
Jeff interjected at that point, "Hey man, that's uncalled for. We were all okay with things before they started."
Matt glared at him, "Well I was until I wasn't. This was a giant mistake."
Kaitlin stood up and refilled her coffee, "You were just fine with things while you were balls deep and moaning inside of my best friend."
Zoie and Jeff's eyes both got huge, hearing Kaitlin talking so crudely. The surprise was also apparent on Matt's face, but it quickly turned to annoyance, "We talked about this last night."
"You're right we did, and I explained that I had fun. You were just fine with everything until you got jealous."
"I DID NOT GET JEALOUS!"
Zoie stood up as Jeff said, "Dude, calm down; we are having a conversation and you're not going to talk to her that way around me."
"Don't tell me what to do. Kaitlin, go get your things and put some clothes on, they're still staring, we are leaving."
It was obvious when Kaitlin came down that she wasn't wearing bra, but Jeff had been very conscientious about not looking. His thoughts were interrupted when Kaitlin said with force, "I'm not leaving. We have another full day here, and I want to enjoy it."
"Why do you insist on staying here with these freaks who can't respect the sanctity of marriage.
This time it was Zoie who got mad, she rolled her eyes and said, "What the fuck are you talking about? You took part in everything willingly!"
Jeff added, "Seriously Matt, don't say that type of shit."
"I'll talk however I want, and you can't do anything about it."
Jeff took a step towards Matt, towering over him by a good four inches and sneered, "It is real simple, calm down, or get out."
Seeing Jeff glare at him, Matt took a step back, "Let's go Kaitlin."
Zoie stepped in front of Kaitlin who was now beginning to tear up, "She's not going anywhere with you. You need to get out of here and calm down. We will bring her home with us in the morning."
Matt scoffed and threw his hands up, "I knew it, you just want to take advantage of her more."
Kaitlin looked up from the floor and through her tears said, "They didn't take advantage of me or us, I wanted yesterday to happen, and you made me believe you did too. I'm not leaving!"
Louder than before, Matt said, "I'm not leaving without you."
Jeff stepped between Matt and the two women, "She doesn't want to go with you, time to leave."
Seeing he was getting nowhere, Matt picked up his bag and headed towards the front door with Jeff following. As he opened the door, he turned around, shook his head again before loudly saying, "Hope you all are happy, you just ruined a marriage."
Jeff looked at him, "Sounds like you lying to you wife may have ruined your marriage instead of being a mature adult and telling her you didn't want to do this. Now leave."
Matt slammed the door behind him, tossed his bag in the back seat and spun his tires as he tore down the driveway back towards the main road.
Shocked at the outburst, Jeff returned to the kitchen and found Zoie hugging Kaitlin as she softly sobbed. Jeff topped off her coffee; unsure of what to do, he began to clean the dishes from breakfast. After a few moments Kaitlin had calmed down and looked up, then darting her eyes between them said, "I'm so sorry guys."
Both exclaimed, "Whoa! You have nothing to be sorry about!"
Zoie added, "Seriously girl, is everything you said true?"
"Yes. I thought he was okay with everything, he talked about how excited he was to try something new, but apparently, he got uncomfortable when Jeff could make me cum so hard and easily."
Jeff blushed, "Oh."
Zoie stroked her back, "We're sorry if we did anything wrong."
Jeff nodded and Kaitlin wiped her eyes with her napkin, "No, you guys have been nothing but wonderful. I dunno what has gotten into him lately."
"What's been going on?"
Jeff began to wash up the dishes while the girls talked, he overheard Kaitlin talk about Matt being more distant, working late on projects, and being a bit aloof. Jeff couldn't help but wonder if maybe he was having an affair but didn't want to ask or press any buttons that may upset Kaitlin more. Once the dishes were done, Kaitlin excused herself to the bathroom and to put some clothes on, leaving Jeff and Zoie alone in the kitchen.
Zoie stood up and leaned over the island and whistled lowly, "Wow."
"Right? I wasn't expecting that."
"Me either. I knew it might be a little awkward, but I thought we could put his fears to rest."
Jeff nodded, "Yeah, or at least smooth things over a bit."
"Obviously not."
"I can't help but feel like there is something more going on."
"What do you mean?"
"She said that he was excited about this, and you even noticed him liking your pics more on Instagram, but then suddenly after it happens, he's unhappy?"
"You know how some people think they wanna do something, then after they regret it."
"Right, but he just seemed whatever about it, the only excitement was that he was rock hard immediately, even before either of you touched him."
Zoie grinned playfully, "Were you looking at another man's cock?"
He scoffed and nodded his head, "I'd like to know what was going to be inside of my wife, but you know what I'm saying. He just seemed...I dunno...off."
"Yeah, then talking about him being jealous of you? That was odd since I came twice, not as hard as I do with you, but I still came; even if I had to work for it."
They stood in silence, each thinking through the last 18 hours along with things Kaitlin had told Zoie and she told him, both unsure of what to think. Jeff finally asked, "So what are we going to do today?"
Zoie thought for a moment than said, "I don't want to be a bitch and abandon you, but I honestly think she needs some girl time."
Jeff nodded, "You want to take the truck and go into town and explore a little bit?"
"I don't think so. She said that she wants to just relax and take a hike, we may just lounge around here."
Jeff nodded in agreement, "Probably a good idea. I can take the side by side up on the hill and do some cutting on those trees that blew down in that storm back in the spring."
"You don't mind?"
"Nah, I can do manly things while you have gal time." Zoie laughed as he playfully flexed, then wrapped her in a hug, squeezing, before kissing her and making his way upstairs to change clothes.
As he made his way upstairs, he passed Kaitlin coming out of the bedroom, her eyes still a bit red from crying. He smiled softly at her, "You're going to be okay."
"I know, just a rough morning."
"Yeah, but it can only go up, we will have fun today."
She touched his arm and squeezed, "I know we will, thanks for everything."
To be continued...
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As they hugged again, and she headed down the steps, he couldn't help but stare, she had put on a pair of leggings and a flannel shirt that was unbuttoned to the top of her breasts, showing a good bit of cleavage. He shook his head and the thoughts out of it before heading to the bedroom, telling himself "Down boy."
After changing, Jeff and Kaitlin talked about work and other random things while Zoie changed; once she was done, Jeff excused himself, saying he would be back around noon or 1, then headed to the shed and fired up the side by side, packed his saw and other things in the back. With a wave, he headed around the back of the cabin, then up the remnants of an old logging road on the property, towards the top of the hill where he was going to cut firewood so they would have plenty for the late fall, winter, and spring.
With him gone, Zoie poured them each another cup of coffee and said, "Let's enjoy the weather."
Kaitlin nodded and they headed outside, sitting on the sectional, sharing a blanket with their feet touching, sipped their coffee and talked. Wanting to get to the bottom of what was going on, but not wanting to press, Zoie let Kaitlin decompress a little and when she finally chuckled Zoie asked, "What?"
She gestured to the pond and then Zoie, "This. Just funny right now."
"How so?"
"This was supposed to be the weekend to reignite the spark in my marriage. If anything, it may have doused it."
Zoie frowned, "I'm really sorry Kaitlin."
"Stop saying that, you all did nothing wrong. If anything, I did something wrong by suggesting it."
Zoie took a sip of her coffee and replied, "I don't think you can say you did anything wrong for voicing your ideas. Did he really get excited when you suggested it to him?"
"Yep. When I brought it up before you and I talked, he was excited and said that it made sense, since we know each other so well. Said he'd knew it'd be discrete and safe. He didn't know what all you guys did, but when I told him you had had some threesomes, he was immediately on board."
"Really?"
"Yeah, he started asking all kinds of questions and I told him I didn't know, but that we would talk and then go from there."
"See, that's surprising to me."
"Why?"
"He has always been so uptight, I was surprised when you suggested it, let alone when he agreed to swap."
"Well, obviously it didn't work out, because now he's gone."
Zoie notice her gaze across the pond, seemingly deep in thought so she just watched for a moment before saying, "If you want, we can take you back home."
"NO! I don't want to go home; I want to stay here."
Zoie nodded, then said, "You know you can tell me to shut up at any time. How long have things been weird between you too?"
Kaitlin sighed and thought for a moment, "I think it all started feeling off about a year ago. But in both of our defenses, we were working a lot. We had taken on a new restaurant at work that was taking up a lot of time, Matt had a couple new clients that were monopolizing a lot of his time, you know, typical life stuff."
Zoie nodded, "I sense there is a but?"
"Always is. He got his new clients on board first and things slowed down with him, but he was still working a bunch of overtime, which was great because it allowed us to go to Turks for that week."
"How was that?"
"Great, just like we were newlyweds, but as soon as we got home, things went back to how they were before."
"What about when your work finally died down?"
"No real change, we spent some time down in wine country, but that was just a weekend."
Zoie nodded, "Other than me, have you talked to anyone else?"
"No. I mentioned seeing a marriage counselor, but he shot that down quickly. I tried to initiate sex with him a couple of times and got shot down, said he was too tired. That was a blow to me, so I started seeing a therapist, and that's what led me to working up the courage to bring up what was bothering me."
"Oh okay. How did he respond when you brought up your concerns?"
Kaitlin sighed, "At first, he just said he was busy and tired, but as I pressed him more, that was when he did admit it was a little bit of a problem. We continued talking the next night, and that's when I had a bit too much wine, and just blurted out what I was interested in."
"And we know how that went now."
Kaitlin scoffed, "Yeah, clearly not well."
"I'm going to ask something, and I know it may be rough to think about, but..."
Kaitlin cut her off, "I've thought that he could be having an affair."
"Oh wow."
"Yeah. I know we talked before and I told you no, but after the blow-up this morning and last night, along with how he's been acting, I guess it wouldn't surprise me."
Zoie frowned at her friend, "Well that's no good."
"Nope. I will say if he is, that is the line in the sand for me."
"Good. Everyone needs to have boundaries, and if he is, just proof he doesn't deserve you."
She nodded, "Yeah, but it's still my marriage, so that sucks. It would explain why he was okay with swapping at first, because if he was having an affair, it would make it okay in his mind."
"There's a difference in what we did and having an affair behind your partner's back."
"Oh, I know. If he is having one though, I don't think it's physical."
"Really?"
"Really. Since we've been together, he has never been a stereotypical guy in wanting sex. Even when we were first together and then newlyweds, we might have sex three times a week."
"Oh wow."
Kaitlin laughed, "Don't sound so shocked, not everyone has sex with their spouse five to six times a week."
Zoie smirked and finished her coffee, "Well they should."
Kaitlin laughed, "Now enough about the sob stuff, I have to ask. Did Jeff say anything?"
"About what?"
"About me?"
Zoie burst out laughing, doubling over at the question while Kaitlin looked on. When she finally calmed herself, she looked up and shook her head, "Oh yeah."
"What'd he say?"
Teasing her friend a bit, Zoie shrugged, "I dunno if I should tell you."
Kaitlin smacked her shoulder, "Come on girl, throw me a bone. Especially after what I've been through."
"I see you're taking that so well." Both women laughed and Zoie continued, "He said you were great."
"Seriously? That's all he said?"
Zoie laughed again, "He said your body was everything he thought it would be, that your pussy was nice and tight, and that you did a great job taking his thick cock in your mouth and your pussy."
Kaitlin inhaled sharply, then felt her face flush, "Oh wow."
"Yeah, he enjoyed it, and we both know you did."
Kaitlin nodded, then paused looking at the pond, seemingly deep in thought before she said, "I wasn't lying, I've never cum that hard before."
Zoie smiled warmly, "I knew you weren't it was good stuff. Jeff is very good at what he does. Now I'm going to get a glass of water and my book, you want anything?"
Kaitlin giggled as she thought about the day before, then replied, "A Coke would be nice."
"Coming right up. Jeff should be back in an hour or two for lunch, then we can go for that hike?"
"Sounds perfect."
The two women sat quietly, each reading their books, and occasional chatting about Jeff and Zoie's plans for the cabin and property, work, reminiscing about their college day, and enjoying the warming morning. Around 12:15, Zoie heard the low hum of Jeff's chainsaw come to a stop on top of the hill, when it didn't restart after 10 minutes, she stood and said, "I'd say he is probably done. I'm going to go in and make sandwiches, what would you like?"
"Ummm, what are you going to make?"
"Normally I just throw turkey, ham, and co jack on bread, then slice up tomatoes, onions, lettuce to put on them. I can make you something special though no problem."
"That sounds wonderful. I'll come help."
"Stay out here and relax, I've got it."
"You sure?"
Zoie headed towards the cabin, "Of course."
Zoie had been gone five minutes when Kaitlin heard the side by side coming around the cabin; Jeff waved as he passed her, then headed towards the shed. Zoie appeared a moment later, setting a bottle of water on the firepit and said, "He'll want that."
With Zoie returning inside, Kaitlin turned back to her book and a few moments later Jeff appeared, and Kaitlin felt herself inhale sharply at his sight. She handed him his bottle of water and drank in his sight. He had shed the flannel shirt from earlier and was left wearing jeans and an old cut off t-shirt that showed off his strong arms. Aside from his clothes, he was just sweaty and dirty enough, giving him a rugged look that Kaitlin didn't know turned her on, until it did.
He smiled at her, reaching for the bottle of water, "How's it going?"
She smiled softly, "Pretty good. It's been a beautiful morning."
He nodded and turned looking at the pond, allowing Kaitlin to steal a glance at his ass before he turned around. Her glance lingered a bit too long and when he turned, he caught her; he smiled again, realizing she was checking him out, then replied, "That it is. You two have a good chat?"
She blushed from being caught, then smiled, "We did, it is what I needed."
"Well good, Zoie getting lunch ready?"
"Yep."
"We still planning on going for a hike after lunch?"
"I would like to if that's not too big of a deal?"
"Not at all. We can go up on the ridge, I spent the spring clearing off the top of the hill there, Zoie want's a firepit up there."
"Oh, I bet that'll be nice."
He replied with a laugh, then said, "Should be, if we ignore the $500 firepit she picked out."
Kaitlin joined his laughter, then said, "Well, I'm sure it will be worth it."
He gave her a sly smile, "In more ways than one."
She blushed slightly, returning his smile then said, "Is that where you were working this morning?"
He shook his head, "No. I was up on the hill on the other side of the valley. We had a couple trees get blown over in that nasty thunderstorm earlier this year. They are good hardwoods, a couple oaks and a walnut. I've got all of them limbed out. Started cutting them up today. Should give us plenty of wood for a year or two."
Zoie emerged, "Good, you're back. God your dirty! Go shower off before we eat."
He protested, "If we are going on a hike, I'm just going to get sweaty again."
Zoie gave him a stern look, "Go shower now, or no food for you."
Kaitlin giggled as Jeff hung his head and said, "Fine!"
As he marched passed, they shared a kiss, then after she spurred him on, she shook her head, looked at her friend and said, "Men," then made her way back inside to finish lunch.
Kaitlin laughed, thinking about her other visit to the cabin right after they bought it. It was in the middle of winter, cold and snowy and she had come up to see the cabin with them. After they showed her around, they had relaxed, watching a bit of TV, and enjoying the heat from the woodstove. As the evening got later, Jeff and Zoie had snuggled closer and she was pretty sure, he was subtly fingering her, or she was giving him a hand job because when they said they were tired, they were both a bit flush and they hadn't drunk that much.
She gave them a few minutes before shutting the lights off and heading upstairs herself. As she opened the door to the room she was staying in, she heard giggling. After changing into her pajamas, she climbed into bed and shivered as she pulled to cool blankets over her body. As she lay there, she heard the unmistakable sound of the bed shifting, followed by a soft moan and a "Shhh, she'll hear us." Followed by Zoie saying, "I'm sorry, but it's hard."
She heard Jeff laugh and quickly realized what she was hearing; try as they might to be quiet, Zoie and Jeff's lovemaking could still be heard in the room next door. As she shivered again from the cool sheet, her hand found its way down her stomach, under her waistband, and to her clit. As the noises next door picked up, so did the movement of her hand. She soon had shed her pajama pants and her fingers were working in and out of her pussy, finally reaching orgasm as she heard Zoie moan out "Oh Jeff!"
She was snapped out of her thoughts just as she felt herself become wet when she heard Jeff say, "Kaitlin, Kaitlin." When she snapped her head to him, he smiled and said, "Lunch is ready, what do you want to drink?"
She shook her head and smiled, seeing that he had changed into shorts and t-shirt, then said, "Another Coke would be fine." She finished the can in her hand, took a deep breath, willing her body to calm down before following Jeff inside and finding the spread that Zoie had set out.
They ate lunch and chatted, Jeff giving them a rundown of the hike. After they finished, he said, "You two can go get what you need for the hike, "I'll get things cleaned up."
Kaitlin stood, "Are you sure?"
"Yes, now get going." He flipped her gently on the ass with his towel, causing her to squeal, and scamper away. She ran upstairs and saw the door to the Jeff and Zoie's bedroom open and stuck her head in. As she did, she saw Kaitlin sliding a pair of orange shorts up her smooth legs and slip them over her thong covered ass. Kaitlin said, "Well that answered that."
Zoie turned and smiled, "Answered what?"
"What you were going to wear."
Zoie laughed, "Just these shorts and this tank top." She held up a black tank top, then reached down, pulling her t-shirt up, revealing that she wasn't wearing a bra.
Kaitlin smiled as her friend pulled the top on, then remarked, "Sometimes I wish I could do that."
Zoie laughed, "Do what?"
"Just not worry about a bra."
Zoie smirked, "Oh. Well, there are a lot of times I wish I had your tits, so we are even."
Kaitlin chuckled and turned towards her room, but she soon heard footsteps behind her, when she reached the dresser in her room, she found Zoie right behind her. She opened the drawer and said, "I dunno what to wear."
Zoie laughed, "it's just a hike."
"I know, but I mainly brought stuff that I thought Matt would like."
"Oh..." Seeing her friend frown slightly, Zoie quickly added, "I'm sure it's all good. If it makes you feel any better, Jeff with probably like it?"
Kaitlin laughed, "That actually does make me feel better." She reached into the dresser and pulled out a piece of blue material, "I bought this skort when I was at Orvis and Matt thought we could take up fly fishing, think it'd be okay?"
"He thought you could fly fish together?"
"Yeah, but that didn't last, I didn't mind it."
Jeff could probably show you some more. Anyways, put it on, let's see."
"Ummmm..."
Zoie laughed, "Are you seriously shy now?"
"A little bit?"
"Girl, we have seen each other naked more times than either of us can count, plus last night..."
"I know, just thinking it may be weird now."
"Alright, I'll turn around."
Kaitlin hesitated for a moment, "You know what, it's fine." Before Zoie could tell her it was fine, she pushed her leggings down, exposing that she wasn't wearing panties.
Zoie whistled, causing Kaitlin to blush. Zoie smiled, "I'm just kidding."
Kaitlin rolled her eyes and pulled the skirt on, shimmying it over her hips, then snapping the buckle at the waist. The skort fell to about an inch above her knee and hugged her snuggly, but due to the stretch fabric, she could move easily. "Well?"
"I think it is perfect. You going to wear your flannel?"
"I was going to put on a hiking shirt, I need to change bras."
Gotcha, I'm going to go down and fill up a couple water bottles, you want anything in yours like Crystal Light or Liquid IV?"
"Water is just fine. Thanks for the input."
"You're welcome."
Zoie left the room and Kaitlin turned back to the dress, unbuttoning her flannel, and then unclipping her black lace bra. Tossing it on the bed, she reached into the dresser grabbing a workout v-neck, and then pulling out the new Victoria Secret sports bra, pulling it over her body, and adjusting her breasts into the cups, before pulling the shirt on. Once she was satisfied, she pulled on her socks and her trail shoes, then made her way downstairs where she found Zoie and Jeff slipping snacks and some other things along with three water bottles into a backpack.
Jeff smiled at her, "Man, you make hiking look good."
She blushed a bit, "Thanks, are we ready?"
Zoie smiled and headed to the door, "Yep!"
Over the next hour or so, they picked their way along a trail that Jeff had cut along the easy rise of the mountain that rose above the front of the cabin. After the climb, the trail leveled off and with another 15 minutes of hiking, they found themselves in a large clearing. Jeff shifted to the front, sadly giving up the view of both women's asses as they hiked in front of him, leading them over to the edge of the field. Jeff pointed to his right, and Kaitlin moved towards his hand and then stopped and said, "Wow." The view before her was of the mountains in the distance, and the small town in the valley below them was just barely visible.
Zoie appeared at her side, "Right? It's amazing what we were able to do after clearing a few trees and a lot of brush."
Behind them they heard Jeff grunt, they turned and found him spreading a blanket out and pulling a bottle of while and silicone cups from the bag, "There is no we. I did all the work and you just watched."
Zoie stuck her tongue out at him and said, "Every job needs a cute supervisor."
He laughed and soon the three of them were relaxing, enjoying a glass of wine, talking about the view, the property, and the general beauty of the weekend. As Jeff packed them up, Zoie commented, "You'll have to come back up in a month or so, the leaves should be at peak."
"Oh, now that sounds nice. Will have to see what...". She paused and stopped her statement and frowned a bit.
Zoie saw it and quickly replied, "Hey now, don't be sad, we can leave Jeff at home. I know how to work the side by side."
Kaitlin laughed, "It's fine. Just on occasion realize that my marriage may be over."
Jeff frowned, "Don't talk that way, maybe once he calms down, he will come to his senses, and it'll all be fine."
"I dunno, the more I think about it, the more I'm wondering if he is having an affair."
Jeff's face gave away his shock, "Really?"
She gave a half smile, "Yeah, but that is a tomorrow issue. I'm going to enjoy the rest of today and tomorrow morning."
As they made their way back down the mountain, Zoie and Jeff were able to talk a bit about what the women had talked about. After a rest, Kaitlin started down first and Zoie looked at Jeff, "Steaks and baked potatoes for dinner?"
"Of course, I know you like my meats."
She rolled her eyes, then with a devilish grin said, "I'm not the only one. She really liked it."
Jeff was left a bit stunned, but quickly shook it off when both women yelled out, "You coming?"
He chased after them, catching up shortly and they made the remaining 20 minutes hike back down the mountain joking and laughing, enjoy each other's company and the natural environment that surrounded them.
Once they returned, both women announced they were going to take a nap, then they would be down in time for dinner around 6:30. Once dinner was made, then eaten, they cleaned the kitchen up together, then after pouring drinks, wine for the women and a bourbon for Jeff, they moved their conversation to the patio. The women were thoroughly enjoying themselves, knocking off a bottle of wine in a little over an hour. Jeff was happy to play bartender, seeing both women relax and having a good time brought a smile to his face.
When he returned with the second bottle, Kaitlin was walking around the patio, clearly looking for something. Jeff stopped and said with a chuckle, "What are you doing?"



Kaitlin stopped and looked back to him, "What happened to the blanket I had this morning?"
"I put is back inside while you two were sleeping."
"Oh..."
Zoie came back from the bathroom at that point and said, "There a problem?"
"I'm getting chilly, I was looking for the blanket from this morning, but Jeff put it back inside."
"Oh. Well, we can go get it, or we can get in the hot tub?"
Kaitlin perked up at that, "Now THAT sounds like a plan."
Zoie laughed, set the drinks down as Jeff said, "That works, go ahead in and change, I'll make sure it's good to go, then I'll be in to change."
Kaitlin and Zoie both squealed and headed inside, causing Jeff to laugh at their excitement that was magnified by the wine. While they disappeared inside, he opened the hot tub, bumped the temperature from 99 to 102, and when he heard the pump and jets kick on for the heater, he moved the girls' drinks to the cupholders on the hot tub, then headed inside himself.
As he shut the patio lights off, bathing the patio in darkness other than the hot tub light, he frowned slightly, normally he and Zoie would just go nude, but now that Kaitlin and they assumed Matt would be there, they had both brought bathing suits. He shook his head and smiled, in the end, it wasn't a big deal because he was going to get to spend the evening in the hot tub with his beautiful wife and her best friend. Which in the end meant Zoie was going to be ready for wild sex tonight once they got to bed.
After getting to their bedroom, he found it empty and the bathroom also empty. He pulled on an old pair of gym shorts that would suffice for swim trunks since it was just the three of them, then walked back into the hall and knocked on Kaitlin's door, "You two in there?"
Zoie yelled out, "Yes, we are just finishing up."
He chuckled, "Want some help?"
Instead of Zoie, Kaitlin yelled out, "You wish!"
He laughed again, glad to hear her joking, and replied, "Alright, I'll be waiting."
Zoie replied, "We will be out in a couple."
He headed back outside, climbed into the hot tub, and took a seat where he could see the doors leading to the house.
About five minutes after getting settled in, Jeff saw movement in the house, then heard the door open; Zoie emerged first, wearing one of his flannels over top of her suit like dress. She smiled and opened the shirt revealing her bathing suit with a smile. The suit was simple triangle design in a light green that contrasted her remaining summer tan. The top tied with a string around her neck and her back. The bottoms were a low rise, tying at her hips.
He grinned and said, "That new?"
She walked up the steps, and with his help, stepped down into the water. Once she settled in beside him, she replied, "Yes. I bought it a few weeks ago, figured I could just leave it up here."
He chuckled, "You don't need a bathing suit up here, except on rare occasions."
"I know, but it's cute. Feel the fabric." She turned slightly towards him and pulled the cup away from her body. He caught a quick peak at her nipple and smirked as she said, "Quit peaking."
He chuckled and replied, "Never." She shook her head as he reached up and felt the fabric as she has asked; the outside was smooth, but the inside had a texture to it. He looked at her and said, "Well that's different."
She shook her head, "It's reversible." He nodded and she continued, this time in a sultrier voice as she moved her hand to his crotch, "The rough feels really good against my nipples and clit."
He inhaled from her comments and her palming his bulge that was rapidly growing, "Is that so?"
She bit her lip and shook her head.
He grinned and moved his own hand to her thigh and said, "You're a dirty girl."
She smiled as they both heard the door open and quickly replied, "I'm your dirty girl."
As she finished speaking, they both looked up and found Kaitlin walking towards them. Like Zoie moments earlier, Kaitlin was also wearing a flannel over her bathing suit, but due to her curvier and taller frame, it was tighter and barely covered her ass. Jeff looked at her, "Is that my flannel?"
Kaitlin giggled and shook her head, then said, "Zoie told me I could wear it, is that a problem?"
Jeff shook his head with enthusiasm, "Not at all, you both make those a hell of a lot better than I do."
Kaitlin smiled but didn't move; Zoie scooted away from Jeff and said, "Come on in, it's wonderful." Kaitlin fiddled with the buttons of the shirt unbuttoning two before pausing, Zoie stood up and said, "Don't be bashful, you look great."
"I know, but I bought this to show off a bit."
"And you still can, I know Jeff, he's gonna love it too."
Jeff chimed in from his seat, "I'm sure you look great."
Kaitlin took a deep breath and with the words of encouragement finished unbuttoning the shirt and then shirked it off, draping it on the chair on top of Zoie's. Jeff felt himself stare, but when Zoie turned around and smiled at him, he didn't care. Kaitlin climbed the steps, allowing the lights to show her more clearly and Zoie to say, "Told you he'd like it."
As Kaitlin stepped down into the water, she paused and looked at Jeff, "Do you?"
"You look stunning."
As she climbed into the water the rest of the way, Jeff took her and the bathing suit in. It was a black one piece, but there was a mesh panel that ran from the neckline to almost her belly button, exposing substantial cleavage and swell of her breasts. There were also mesh panels on her sides; the bottom of the suit was cut at mid-hip, showcasing her wide hips.
Before she could sit down, Zoie said, "Show him the back."
Kaitlin blushed, but thought to herself that the attention was nice, so she turned around slowly, bending over slightly to hold onto the edge of the tub. When she did, Jeff found himself staring at her ass, which was completely covered in fabric, but as his eyes drifted upward, from her waist up was completely bare except for a tie around her neck.
As she turned back to face him, she settled down into the water, and Zoie moved back to Jeff's side, snuggling against him. Kaitlin felt a slight pang of jealousy, think that she should be doing the same right now with Matt. Her disappointment must have shown on her face because she heard Jeff say, "Damn Kaitlin, that suit is fucking hot."
"Really, you don't think it's too much?"
Jeff and Zoie both chuckled and Jeff said, "Too much for what?"
"It shows a lot more skin than I'm used to."
Jeff smiled warmly at her, "Well that may be so, but I think you look great. Plus, it's just us, so if you decide it is too revealing, no one else will ever know."
Kaitlin grinned, "That's true. Thank you for the compliment."
Zoie smiled, "Girl you look hot, that's just the truth."
Over the next twenty minutes and another glass of wine for each woman, they relaxed, chatted about life and other random things, spending the quiet moments looking at the stars and the moon as it reflected off the still pond. Kaitlin poured her and Zoie each another glass of wine, finishing bottle number two, she groaned as she sat down and Zoie giggled before saying, "You gonna make it?"
Kaitlin sighed, "Yeah, this all feels really good, my feet and legs are just sore and tired from the hike."
"Oh, that's easily fixed, Jeff, give her a foot massage."
Jeff looked at Kaitlin, "That okay with you?"
Zoie added, "He's really good."
Feeling the effects of the wine, and her own body's reactions from the entire day, she grinned, "He's been good at everything else. Sure."
Jeff chuckled at the clear inuendo, and reached down, finding her feet, and lifting them into his lap. As he started working his fingers into her sole and heel, Kaitlin let out a grown that was two-fold; one Zoie was right, he could give a great foot massage, the other reason was the foot he wasn't working on was resting on his leg and when he shifted, she clearly felt his semi-hard cock. She relaxed as he continued to rub one foot, before switching to the other.
After five minutes of rubbing her feet, Jeff let go of them and Kaitlin thought he was done, but right as she was ready to pull her feet away, she felt his hands slide up the back of her legs and begin to knead her calves. She let out another groan and scooted closer. To do so though, she had to hold herself up with her arms because he but was on the verge of slipping off the bench and into the footwell.
Jeff continued rubbing, and she struggled to stay still because it felt so good, but she was relaxing and struggling to hold herself steady and not slip from his grasp. As he gently pressed into the back of her knees, she finally slipped a bit, her ass sliding down further. She caught herself, then said, "Damn it."
He looked at her concerned and said, "I didn't hurt you, did I?"
"No, far from it. It feels so good, I just keep floating around."
Zoie giggled, "Well with your floaties, it's understandable."
They all three laughed, and Jeff said, "I can quit, or we can readjust?"
Kaitlin shook her head, "I don't want you to stop."
Jeff thought for a moment, trying to think how it could work, when Zoie interrupted his thought, "I can sit behind you and hold you steady?"
Jeff shrugged, "That would work." Kaitlin quickly nodded and they spent the next few seconds resituating. With Zoie now behind her, Kaitlin was able to rest against Zoie's legs, then lean back against her, stabilizing herself. She briefly shut her eyes and heard Jeff ask, "Everyone good?"
Zoie responded that she was good, and Kaitlin nodded. No sooner than her head quit moving she felt Jeff's hands come back to the ankles, rubbing them, then beginning to make their way back up her legs. She once again groaned, his touch sending waves through her, her feet occasionally bumping into his clear hard on, she soon experienced a new sensation when she felt Zoie's hands rest on her neck and began to knead the muscles there, and then move down onto her shoulders.
To put it mildly, the next five minutes where a bit of a sensory overload for Kaitlin, she felt herself relaxing as both of her friends worked the tension from her muscles and generally pampered her. She was letting out little sighs of contentment, those occasionally became louder when they would press into a tight spot, or even a groan as Zoie's hands moved between them, pressing into the muscles along her spine, then trailing back up her sides. As Zoie's hands reached her shoulders again, Kaitlin sighed again and said, "You two are really spoiling me."
Jeff and Zoie chuckled and continued rubbing, eliciting more sighs as they rubbed and caressed her. They both noticed her wiggling a bit, especially when Zoie's hands traveled up her sides. Instead of rubbing her back again, Zoie flattened her hands and rubbed along her collarbone and the top of her breasts. Kaitlin sighed once again, spurring Zoie on; she varied her hands, working the down her back and sides, sometimes rubbing her neck. Judging by Kaitlin's response to her touch, the feelings moving through her own loins, and the wine, Zoie brought her hands around to Kaitlin's front, bringing them slowly up her stomach before squeezing her tits gently.
Jeff's eyes grew as he watched his wife cup her best friend's tits; sending conflicting thoughts through his brain; he felt his cock harden more at the sight, turned on by watching the eroticism before him, but at the same time, his brain flashed that this could send Kaitlin over the edge. Just as he was going to try and get Zoie's attention, Kaitlin let out a soft moan and then said,
"God that feels so good."
Zoie smiled, while continuing to gently massage Kaitlin's tits, then mouthed at Jeff, "Make her feel good."
Nodding and following his wife's lead, Jeff scooted a bit closer to the women and moved his hands from her calves to the back of her thighs, massaging them gently before moving onto the sides of her thighs, stopping at the edge of the bathing suit. She sighed as he then moved his hands to the top of her legs, dragging his fingertips down the front of her legs. After stopping at her knees, he retraced his movements in reverse, this time allowing his thumbs to run along the inside of her thighs. As he reached the gusset of her suit, he carefully watched her face, and seeing her slowing open her mouth, he pressed gently and ran his thumb along the edge of her suit, causing her to inhale sharply.
He grinned and shifted his hands down again, moving his thumbs back down the edge, then shifting them inward, running the pads of them up the center of the gusset, causing her to shudder and let out a soft moan.
Kaitlin couldn't help but moan as she felt his thumbs rub along her slit; that coupled with Zoie cupping and gently squeezing her tits, Kaitlin felt herself becoming more aroused and she wiggled, trying to focus both of their touches where it felt the best. She heard Jeff asked her if she wanted him to stop; she quickly shook her head no and felt him apply more pressure. She groaned at the new, and intense pleasure that began coursing through her body.
As her body responded to their touch, Jeff and Zoie worked their hands in tandem, soon Jeff focused his touch on where he felt the top of her slit, pressing the fabric between her lips, but more importantly, it exposed her clit to his touch. When he gently pressed it, she opened her mouth and let out a louder moan. Hearing her moan and seeing her reaction, Zoie quickly squeezed her nipples, prolonging the moan.
Jeff began to rub up and down her slit with one thumb and circled her clit with the other; within a couple of minutes, Kaitlin let out a loud moan, felt her body begin to shake and contract as an orgasm washed over her. The entire time she was cumming, they continued touching her, prolonging her orgasm, and causing her body to shake so hard, small waves began to form on the surface of the hot tub.
When she began to come down, their touches became lighter until she was just taking deep breaths and Zoie returned to softly caressing her stomach and Jeff began softly stroking her inner and upper thighs. Her mind finally cleared enough for her to say, "God you two are something else. That was wonderful."
Jeff and Zoie chuckled, and she heard Zoie say from behind her, "No problem girl, you deserve to feel good and relax."
Kaitlin chuckled softly giggle, "Well that was definitely a success." She sat up a bit and allowed Zoie to slip from behind her, then Kaitlin scooted back, taking the seat beside Zoie as Jeff scooted back across from them. They spent the next five minutes in silence, Kaitlin smiling as she bathed in the post-orgasmic bliss and Zoie secretly running her feet up Jeff's leg, softly poking his hard on with her toes as she grinned evilly as he leaned his head back, silently cursing her for teasing him.
His horny annoyance was broken when Zoie said, "Hey babe, can you go get us both a bottle of water?"
He leaned forward, glaring quickly at her, knowing there was no hiding his erection, but when Kaitlin opened her eyes and smiled at him, he couldn't say no and shook his head and said, "Two waters coming right up."
He stood, proudly letting his erection press against his shorts, and making no attempt to cover it up. Zoie scooted to her right, and Kaitlin scooted to her left, opening a gap for him to step out. As he climbed out, Zoie caught Kaitlin staring at the tent in his shorts and smirked as Jeff made his way inside.
Once he was inside, she turned back to Kaitlin and grinned, "How you feeling now?"
"Oh my god! The massage was great, then you two made me cum. How'd you do that?"
Zoie laughed, "Girl, I think we've exposed something about you this weekend that you may not even known yourself."
Kaitlin blushed a bit, then said, "What are you talking about?"
Zoie turned and faced her friend, place her hand on her thigh and said, "I think you're highly orgasmic like me, you just needed someone to bring that out."
Kaitlin looked down and then replied, "Can I tell you a secret?"
"Of course."
"I only ever cum remotely like this when I use my vibrator."
"Good for you girl. You have to take your own pleasure into your hands sometimes."
Kaitlin nodded, "Can I tell you something else?"
"Yep."
"I feel guilty with everything going on, but seeing and feeling Jeff's cock, all I can think about is fucking him again." She frowned, then added, "I'm sorry."
Zoie chuckled, "Don't apologize girl, I completely understand."
"You do?"
"Yeah, I love him obviously, but the cock is what kept me coming back for more than a one-night stand."
"Oh..."
"Yeah, so don't apologize, but I have a question."
Kaitlin nodded her head and said, "Yeah?"
"Did you enjoy your last orgasm?"
Kaitlin scoffed and looked at her friend in fake shock, "Well duh!"
Zoie nodded, then said, "What if we both fuck you?"
Kaitlin's eye got large, and she stammered out, "Both of you?"
"Yeah. Touching you and seeing you cum has me so fucking wet and horny."
"I turned you on?"
Zoie scooted closer to her friend and looked her in the eyes, nodding then said, "Yes, you turned me on, and I have to admit, I want to taste and feel you."
Kaitlin nodded, "Oh."
Zoie scooted until they were touching, and their lips were centimeters apart, then said, "So how about it, can we make each other feel good?
Kaitlin felt herself flush and her pussy dampen again as shiver ran through her as she found herself nodding her head. Zoie smiled and pressed their lips together. Kaitlin was hesitant for a moment, having only kissed Zoie a couple of times before that weekend, mainly for free drinks in college. This time though, the alcohol was wearing off, and this kiss was different, she opened her mouth and allowed Zoie's tongue in. They kissed tentatively for a moment, but quickly increased the passion and as Kaitlin moaned into the kiss, Zoie climbed into her lap, straddling her as she took Kaitlin's face in her hands.
With Zoie in her lap, Kaitlin let her hands slowly begin to touch her friend's back, then softly caressing it like Zoie had done to her earlier. They continued kissing for a couple of moments, and when they finally broke for a breath, Zoie smiled at her, "You're a great kisser."
Kaitlin smiled softly, "You are too." She leaned back in, crashing their lips together again. Their kissing continued and Zoie began to gyrate her hips against Kaitlin, causing them both to moan.
Zoie felt Kaitlin's hands caressing her back and sliding under the lower string of her top. She broke the kiss and smiled, "You can untie it."
After struggling to pee, then grabbing the bottles of water as requested, Jeff made his way back outside. When he did, he found Kaitlin with her back to him, but his wife now facing him as she straddled her friend. Not wanting to interrupt, he walked slowly closer, pausing when he was by the table that held the towels and the women's shirts. Just as he set the water down, he saw Zoie pull away slightly, and he saw her top lifted over her head and Kaitlin drop it on the edge of the tub.
He sighed and began to stroke his cock through his shorts, it rapidly hardening again. The two women returned to kiss, and now he could hear them moaning against each other, each of them moving slightly. He once again saw Zoie pull away and look at Kaitlin with a smile before placing one of her hands on her friend's head, guiding her to her chest and her nipple.
Kaitlin was a bit unsure what to do as she felt Zoie's nipple press against her lips, but she quickly opened her mouth taking the nipple into her mouth and trying to replicate what she knew she liked herself. She sucked and nibbled on the bud, adjusting her actions based on her friend's movements and sounds.
As Zoie began to make more noise, Jeff had touched himself enough to return to full mast, and as he took a deep breath, he coughed, causing the women to stop and Zoie to lift her head and smile at him as Kaitlin turned and softly smiled at him, her eyes getting large as they were drawn to his cock again, this time with him supporting it.



"Sorry for interrupting ladies, a little bit of dust."
Zoie replied, "You're not interrupting. Kaitlin, do you want to tell him?"
Kaitlin bit her lip seductively and nodded, "I want to have sex with you two."
"You do?"
Kaitlin nodded enthusiastically, "You two made me cum so hard with clothes on, I want it all."
Still a bit unsure, Jeff asked, "Is this the wine talking?"
Kaitlin shook her head, "No, I'm just a bit buzzed now."
Jeff smiled, "Okay."
As Kaitlin turned back to Zoie, taking her by surprise by taking her other nipple into her mouth. Zoie groaned, then quickly said, "Why don't you get back in."
Jeff pushed his shorts down and then walked around the tub, climbing in, and settling in the corner where he could watch the two women. As Zoie cradled Kaitlin's head, Kaitlin suckled on Zoie, causing her to press into Kaitlin and toss her head back, letting out a long moan. Seeing the two women engaged in the passionate embrace, his hand slipped below the water and softly began to stroke his cock.
When Kaitlin pulled her lips from Zoie's breast, Zoie turned and smiled at her husband, "Enjoying the show?"
He smiled, "Very much so."
She smiled, "I'm glad, want to swap?"
He nodded, then looked at Kaitlin, "Ever since I was inside you and then touched you tonight, I've wanted to taste you. Is that okay?"
Kaitlin groaned and nodded "I love to have my pussy eaten; it's been a long time though."
Zoie climbed off Kaitlin's lap and as Jeff moved toward her, they kissed, and then she said to both, "Well that ends tonight."
As Jeff settled in front of Kaitlin, he softly kissed her lips, then said, "Sit on the edge of the tub."
She stood and placed her feet in the seat and lowered herself so that her ass was on the edge. She spread her leg, allowing Jeff to move between them. As the air cooled their wet skin, Kaitlin shuddered as the warm breath that tickled her thighs and her cloth covered lips. She looked down as Jeff as he moved his mouth to her, kissing the entirety of her cloth covered pussy. She sighed at the new pressure, then watched as he pulled back, slipped two fingers into the suit, pulling it aside to expose her lips.
He looked up at her smiling, "So are you wet from the water or because you're turned on?"
"I'm far wetter from being turned on than the hot tub."
"Good, then I'm sure you'll taste wonderful."
Before she could reply, she felt him take her lips into his, sucking on them. As she let out a moan, she felt his tongue separate her lips, licking her inner lips. For the next minute or so, she pressed her pelvis into his face, urging him to continue licking her, lapping at her juices as they began to flow more readily. She shuddered, then felt a hand on her thigh.
When Kaitlin opened her eyes and turned her head, she found Zoie kneeling beside her, one hand was underneath the water, and the other was on Kaitlin's thigh softly caressing it as she watched Jeff eating her best friend out. Kaitlin soon lost focused on Zoie's smile as Jeff began to flick her clit with his tongue. He flicked it a couple more times, and with a long moan, Kaitlin felt another orgasm wash over her.
As her legs shook around his head, Jeff began to speed up his licking, feeling her wetness coat his tongue, and just as he thought, Kaitlin tasted wonderful and he couldn't lick fast enough, trying to not miss a drop. His speed of licking just prolonged her orgasm, and after 15 or 20 seconds, Kaitlin's orgasm began to wane. Jeff slowed his licks, making sure to gather as much of her cream as he could.
As she began to recover from her orgasm, Jeff let her bathing suit return to its regular position and rocked back on his heels, he smiled at her and said, "You taste really good."
Kaitlin blushed, then groaned as Zoie slipped her finger into her suit, stroked her finger up Kaitlin's slit, then licking the remaining liquid and nodded her head, "You're right, she is so sweet."
Kaitlin exhaled and said, "That was amazing."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it. Now it's getting cooler, do you all want to go inside?"
Both women enthusiastically shook their heads, and they climbed out, followed by Jeff. As he shut the cover on the tub, The women gathered their shirts and after Zoie handed them each a towel, they made their way inside. After setting their things down and Jeff locked the door behind them Zoie said, "Our bedroom?"
Kaitlin and Jeff nodded and the three of them made their way up the stairs and into the big bedroom.
As they get to the bedroom, they just stood looking at each other for a few moments before Zoie said, "Do we want to finish getting undressed?"
Jeff turned to Kaitlin and said, "I would really like to undress you, is that okay?"
Kaitlin bit her lip and nodded as her eyes darted between her two friends. Jeff stepped towards her and gently said, "Turn around." Kaitlin did so and she felt his hands go to her back, lightly caressing it as she sighed until he worked his way to her neck. She closed her eyes as she felt the tension of the knot release, then his hands undoing it until the straps were being released completely. Without the support of the tie, she felt her heavy breasts settle, then his hands pushing the fabric down slowly.
She heard movement in front of her and when she opened her eyes, she found Zoie standing back up, stepping out of her bottoms that were now laying on the floor. As always, she saw that her friend was completely clean shaven and when their eyes met, Zoie smiled at her and then sat on the end of the bed. Kaitlin felt Jeff's hands slide down her body, pulling her suit with him. As he uncovered her heavy breasts, they settled the rest of the way, but she soon shivered as the fabric was replaced by his hands.
All three inhaled sharply, Jeff from hefting her firm breasts and kneading the oft, warm flesh in his hands, Kaitlin from him cupping her breasts and now feeling his hard cock press against her ass, and finally Zoie who felt herself becoming more turned on as she watched her husband feeling up her best friend. Jeff moved his hands from her breasts and continued pushing the fabric down over her stomach, then briefly pulled his lips from her neck and said, "Honey, can you help me here?"
Zoie stood with a. smile on her face, "Gladly."
She approached the two of them and knelt before Kaitlin, she softly kissed the skin above her belly button and as Jeff resumed cupping Kaitlin's breasts, Zoie helped work the bathing suit over Kaitlin's hips, ass, then thighs. Kaitlin felt more and more of her skin being uncovered and when she looked down; she found her bathing suit now resting on the floor.
Zoie stood up and said, "Much better."
Jeff released Kaitlin's tits from his hands and stepped back, causing her to briefly protest due to the lack of touch from his hands and the firm cock against her ass. She heard Jeff say from behind, "Definitely better."
She took a step towards Zoie who had moved back to the bed, with her legs spread watching her friend and husband. She patted the bed beside her, and Kaitlin sat down. As soon as she had, Zoie had turned her face towards her, and their lips met again. Once again Jeff stood silently as he watched the two women kiss and slowly begin to grope each other. It started with Zoie moving her hand to Kaitlin's chest, squeezing her tits, then pinching her nipples. That was so followed up by Kaitlin's hand slowing sliding up Zoie's thigh and Zoie shifting her hips, trying to get Kaitlin to touch her clearly wet pussy.
After a moment, the two women finally came up for air and as they smiled at each other, Zoie turned back to Jeff and smirked, "I guess we are leaving you out..."
Jeff smiled, "It's okay, this show is just fine by me."
Kaitlin giggled a bit and then whispered in Zoe's ear. Zoie smirked and then nodded before saying, "You ask him, tonight is really about you."
Kaitlin blushed a bit and then said, "How about a double blow job? They look hot in porn."
Jeff smiled, "Whatever you want."
Zoie smiled and said, "Why don't you lie down baby?"
Jeff nodded as the two women separated and he moved onto the bed, laying down as they both got on either side of him. Both women rose onto their knees and hovered over him. As he looked down, he felt himself get even more turned on, his wife was smirking, then licked her lips looking at his cock; Kaitlin on the other hand has risen on onto all fours, allowing her tits to dangle under her, and the combined images was one of the hottest things Jeff had ever seen and experienced.
Zoie took the lead, lowering her head to cock and with an open mouth, took the head into her mouth and sucking gently. She began to work her way down his cock until she relaxed her jaw enough and gagged slightly as her nose touched his pelvis. Jeff groaned as his wife deepthroated him, then his eye shot open as he felt a warmth on his balls. As he looked down, around his wife's head, he could see and feel Kaitlin massaging his balls.
Zoie slowly pulled her mouth up his shaft, then released it, looked at Kaitlin, and said, "Help me out girl."
Kaitlin nodded and released his balls, then lowered her head, taking the head of his cock into her mouth, sucking gently while Zoie quickly lowered her head sideways and began to lick and kiss the shaft. Jeff lay his head back with a groan because for the next minute or two, both women worshiped his cock, taking turns sucking on it, licking it, they even at one point tried to kiss each other with his shaft between their lips, their tongues darting along the shafter as they tried to find each other.
When their kiss around his shaft broke, Zoie raised up and said, "Why don't you try to take him deeper, I want to suck on his balls."
Kaitlin nodded and they repositioned, she looked at Jeff who had an absent look in his eyes and said, "I can't go as deep as her, but I'll try."
A dopey grin appeared on his face, and he said, "It's okay. I could die right now."
Kaitlin chuckled and couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence, knowing that she was causing him so much pleasure. With Zoie now between his legs, Kaitlin heard him moan and glanced down to see Zoie taking one of his balls into her mouth. Kaitlin quickly resituated herself so that her ass was facing Jeff's head, opened her mouth, and lowered it onto his cock. From her and Zoie's earlier activities, his cock was coated in a heavy layer of both their spit. She slipped the head into her mouth, and then slowly began sucking her way down. As Jeff began to groan more and more, she felt his cock touch the back of her throat, she took a deep breath and pushed a little further, feeling her gag reflex begin to trigger. She inhaled quickly through her nose and tried to relax, allowing him to slip a little further in. She heard him groan loudly again, then her own eyes shot open as she felt a finger push into her soaking pussy,
She groaned herself around his cock and she felt his cock slip into the top of her throat, a feeling that she had never experienced before. She gagged a bit and he bucked, pushing his finger deeper into her. Needing to breathe, she pulled her mouth off his cock, dragging her lips up the shaft until the head slipped free. She took a deep breath and rocked back on her heals, causing Jeff's finger to slide from her pussy. As she looked up, Zoie let his sack slip from her mouth and Jeff groaned, suddenly missing the women's mouths on his cock.
He looked at them and said, "Dear god that was fucking amazing."
Zoie smiled, "Glad you liked it." She turned to Kaitlin, "You definitely got him much deeper."
Kaitlin nodded, "That was so fucking hot."
They sat in silence for a moment, Jeff and Kaitlin regaining their breath while Zoie watched them both breathing hard.
Jeff was the first to speak, "So what now ladies?"
Kaitlin spoke first, surprising both, "I've never watched two people have sex, can I just watch?"
Zoie smiled, "Of course. How would you like to watch?"
As Kaitlin thought, Jeff said, "How about missionary, and Kaitlin can sit on your face?"
Kaitlin's eyes got huge, and she stammered, "What?"
Zoie smirked, "I like the way you think; I can taste your delicious pussy, and you can watch him fuck me."
Kaitlin couldn't help but blush at the crude language, but she also couldn't deny that it was turning her on a great deal. As her friends looked at her, she finally stammered, "I've never done that before."
Zoie smiled, "You've never done a lot of this before."
Kaitlin nodded and Zoie lay down on the bed and Jeff got up, pushing her legs apart. He paused after slipping between them and softly kissed Kaitlin before saying, "Just do whatever you want."
Without waiting for her to respond, he took his cock in his hand, gently pressing the head against Zoie's lips and with a shift of his weight, pressed it into her in a slow and steady motion. Zoie moaned and Kaitlin took a deep breath as she watched the thick cock disappear into the gripping lips of her friend. With Jeff fully inside of her, Zoie bent her knees and Jeff bent a bit at the waist and began to steadily thrust into her.
Kaitlin watched for a few seconds, then shifted towards the head of the bed where she had a better vantage point. Jeff maintained a steady speed as Zoie began to moan; from her knees, Kaitlin had a perfect view as Jeff's cock slipped in and out of Zoie, her lips gripping every inch of the exposed skin when he slipped out before slipping back in. She felt herself become more turned on and almost robotically, her hand found her clit, and began to stroke it, causing a moan to slip form her lips.
Zoie let out another groan as Jeff pushed into her again, she was really wanting him deeper, but knew that Kaitlin was watching and enjoying herself. When she heard Kaitlin moan, she turned her head slightly, smiling as she saw her touching herself. The next time Jeff pulled out, he paused for a second to readjust his legs under him, allowing Zoie to take a breath and say, "I'd really like to eat you out."
Jeff pushed back into her, causing her to groan again and as he glanced at Kaitlin, she looked down at Zoie and then said, "What do I do?"
Jeff paused again, this time completely inside of Zoie, causing her to moan then say, "Straddle my face, then lower your pussy to my mouth."
"Are you sure, I don't want to hurt you?"
"I'm positive, you were so sweet when I got a taste earlier, I want more."
Kaitlin hesitantly moved up the bed and then swung her leg over Zoie's torso, before scooting up into position. Jeff smiled and pulled out and began thrusting again. With Kaitlin into position, Zoie did her best to focus on her as Jeff maintained his steady thrusting. Placing her hands onto Kaitlin's thighs, she pulled her pussy to her waiting mouth, sticking out her tongue and pressing it firmly between the soaking lips.
Kaitlin let out a long moan as Zoie began to eat her out feverishly. What started out as licks all over her, soon turned into sucking and nibbling for a few minutes. Zoie soon turned her attention to Kaitlin's clit, flicking it with her tongue, then as the moans increased and Kaitlin began driving her pussy into Zoie's mouth, she sucked her clit into her mouth, and began to flick it with her tongue.
The new assault soon had Kaitlin moaning and shaking, but it picked up when the bed shifted slightly and Jeff bent forward, grinding his pelvis into Zoie's as he thrusted. Zoie was soon delirious in pleasure as she focused on pleasuring Kaitlin too. Luckily for her, Kaitlin soon tumbled over the orgasmic cliff, shaking, and splashing Zoie's face with her crème. As Zoie lapped up as much as she could, Kaitlin moaned and fell off to the side due to the stimulation.
With Kaitlin panting on the bed beside them, Jeff shifted again and began to thrust harder, causing Zoie to let out a long moan and as she began to take in fresh oxygen, she felt herself clench, then release as her own orgasm flowed over her. With a long moan, she squeezed her eyes and shook in pleasure as Jeff pressed into her firmly.
He stayed pressed against her and did everything he could to not cum as Zoie quivered underneath him and Kaitlin heaved in pleasure from her own orgasm, her flushed tits bouncing as she fought to regain her breath. With both their orgasms waning Jeff continued to stare at the wall, something that Zoie noticed once she finally opened her eyes and they focused. She giggled and reached over, cupping Kaitlin's breast causing Kaitlin to sigh and Jeff to groan.
She looked up at him, squeezed his cock and said, "You okay baby?"
Kaitlin opened her eyes and now he had both women looking at him when he finally managed to say, "You two are trying to kill me."
Zoie giggled and Kaitlin said, "I could say the same about you two."
They all three giggled and Zoie relaxed her pussy's grip, allowing Jeff to relax a bit. Zoie said, "Well how was that?"
Kaitlin giggled goofily, "Amazing. Seeing him fuck you, then you eating me out, damn. Every time I don't think I can cum harder, I do."
Zoie and Jeff both smiled, and he said, "Well good."
Kaitlin said, "Have you cum yet?"
Jeff shook his head, "No."
"How?!"
Jeff chuckled, "Thinking about football, baseball, and anything else that comes to mind."
Both women laughed and Kaitlin sat up, kneeling against Jeff, as she pressed her tits and her body into his, Zoie squeezed his cock with her pussy, causing him to groan again and grunt, "You two are evil."
Zoie laughed and laced her hand on Kaitlin's thigh before saying, "Well babe, I think you need to cum."
He nodded his head, feeling his cock harden impossibly more as Kaitlin moved her torso, scraping her nipples across his arm as she kissed his neck. She pulled her lips away from his neck and said, "Yeah, we shouldn't get to have all the fun."
Unsure of what to do or say, Jeff stayed silent, enjoying the stimulation. He was receiving from all sides. Finally, Zoie said, "Why don't you fuck Kaitlin again."
Kaitlin groaned, feeling her pussy flood again. Jeff nodded his head and Zoie wiggled towards the headboard, causing his cock to slip from inside of her. Kaitlin couldn't help but look down at Zoie's new well fucked pussy and was astonished that he had left her gaping slightly. "Oh my god, do you always look like that?"
Jeff nodded and Zoie added, "Isn't it amazing?"
"Is that what I looked like yesterday?"
Zoie shifted around, pressing herself to Kaitlin, nibbling on her ear then whispering loud enough for Jeff to hear, "I have no doubt, especially with your tight pussy." Kaitlin groaned and Zoie smirked, then continued, "How do you want him?"
"From behind, I want him to fuck me hard."
Zoie smirked as Jeff inhaled sharply, "That's what I want to hear. Where do you want him to cum?"
"Ummm....ummm."
Jeff chimed in, "Tell me Kaitlin, where do you want it?"
In an exasperated manner, she says, "I want to feel you fill me up, but I feel so selfish!"
Zoie giggled, stroked her back, and said, "Why do you feel selfish?"
"Because I want him to finish inside of me, and he's your husband, and I know you love his cum!"
Zoie giggled again, this time kissing Kaitlin on the cheek before saying, "It's really okay, but you're right, I do love his cum."
Jeff chimed in at that point, "I have an idea." Both women looked at him and he continued, focusing first on Kaitlin, "What about if I fuck you from behind," then shifting his eyes to Zoie, "Then you can eat it out of her?"
Kaitlin gasped and Zoie groaned before saying, "Oh my god yes! That is the best of both worlds if I can't have you inside of me."
Kaitlin looked on, unsure of what to say before finally squeaking out, "How would that work?"
Jeff answered immediately, "Zoie can sit on the floor, and we can stand over top of her. Then, when I cum, she can catch whatever slips out of you."



Kaitlin nodded, deciding quickly it was best to follow their lead and said, "Okay,"
Zoie smiled and looked at Jeff's cock, licked her lips and said, "Get off the bed." Kaitlin got off the bed, followed by Jeff; with them both back on the floor, she continued, "Bend over the bed right here."
Kaitlin bent over the bed, sticking her ass out and resting on her forearms; Zoie smiled and kissed her before climbing down. She pushed Zoie's feet apart enough that she could sit between them and recline against the bed. With her in position, she looked up, salivating at Kaitlin's wet and pink pussy. Standing behind them, Jeff took a deep breath, trying to steady himself at the sight before him. Kaitlin looked over her shoulder at him and smiled, Zoie looked up from between her friend's legs and gave him the "come here" motion with her finger.
Jeff approached them and straddled his wife's legs, then closed the remaining gap between he and Kaitlin. With his cock now grazing her lips, Kaitlin moaned softly in anticipation; Jeff soon moaned with her as Zoie reached up, took his cock in her hand, and pressed it to Kaitlin, splitting her lips and sliding the first little bit into her. Kaitlin began to moan as Jeff stretched her out and Zoie said, "That's it baby, fill her pussy."
Jeff slipped the remaining inches into her, then settled his pelvis against her ass, flexing his muscles to make his cock bounce subtly inside of her. Kaitlin groaned, feeling Jeff's stiffness stretching and filling her, causing a shiver to run through her body. He moved his hands to her hips, gripping them firmly, withdrawing almost all the way before sliding back into her slowly. With each thrust and judging Kaitlin's noises, Jeff began to speed up steadily.
Each time he pushed into her, Kaitlin couldn't help but moan as pleasure rippled through her body; as the thrusts increased in not only speed but force, so did her moans. As Jeff reached a steady pace, Kaitlin felt a new wave of pleasure when Zoie reached up and began to rub her clit in a circular motion. With this new wave, Kaitlin couldn't help but buck as another orgasm washed through her. Unlike previous ones, Jeff nor Zoie paused, Jeff maintained his thrusts even as it became more difficult by the contractions, and Zoie softened her touch but continued stroking her friend's clit and was soon rewarded with a soft squirt that ran down her fingers, coating her hand.
As her orgasm began to wane, Jeff began to thrust faster and let out a groan himself and grunted "Fuck you feel good."
Zoie added, "That's its baby, fuck her. His cock feels so good doesn't!" The combined erotic talk and the fresh assault on her pussy and clit, Kaitlin let out another moan that bordered on a scream and another orgasm, this one harder than the previous rocketed through her body. Her body shook, her legs weakened, and she experienced what she would later realize to be the hardest orgasm of her life to that point.
Once again, Zoie was rewarded with more of Kaitlin's orgasm, but this time was more prepared, catching most of the sweet nectar in her mouth, and her own hand finding her clit, rubbing herself to a small orgasm. No sooner than her own orgasm finished, did she hear Jeff grunt, "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
She continued to stroke Kaitlin's clit, prolonging her orgasm, while her other hand went to her husband's balls. Taking them in her hand, she began to softly roll them, knowing that he loved that and would give Kaitlin what she craved.
Jeff's legs went rigid with the multiple stimuli and with a last thrust, he pressed all the way into Kaitlin and with a long grunt, felt his own orgasm begin to empty his cum deep into Kaitlin's body. Jeff had a lot of really good orgasms in his life, but due to the past hour of stimulation that he had somehow prolonged; this orgasm was something entirely different, he felt it in his abdomen along with the heaviness in his prostate release with wild abandon. Zoie's own eyes enlarged as she could see her husband's balls contract and release, along with the underside of his shaft that wasn't inside of Kaitlin as it pumped spurt after spurt of cum into her best friend.
As her own orgasm finally began to wane, Kaitlin's eyes shot open as she felt the first powerful spurt of cum splash inside of her, followed by four more, giving her another feeling of fullness that she didn't know was possible after being stretched by Jeff's cock. She groaned and contracted her pussy almost subconsciously, trying to milk as much cum from his cock as possible. As their orgasms began to slow, so did their moans and sounds until the three of them were left where they were, breathing deeply.
After a few moments, Jeff felt himself beginning to soften, and knowing what would happen, he said, "Okay, I'm gonna back up."
Both women nodded and he backed up, slowly pulling his cock from Kaitlin's pussy. When the head slipped free it brought a glob of cum with it, falling into Zoie's waiting mouth. She caught it and swallowed with an audible groan as Jeff staggered almost drunkenly back to the chair by the door. As he sat down, Zoie scooted from between Kaitlin's legs and said, "Lay on the bed."
Her knees still wobblily, Kaitlin fell onto her chest, then rolled to her back; Zoie Immediately took up position between her legs and pushed Kaitlin's legs up exposing her pussy to Zoie's waiting mouth. Before diving in Zoie admired the wet red lips; just as she expected, Jeff had stretched Kaitlin's pussy, leaving it gaping with a glob of cum hanging on opening, begging to be licked.
As Jeff watched, Zoie dove into Kaitlin's pussy, shoving her tongue as deep as she could, drawing his cum and Kaitlin's remaining wetness out. Kaitlin couldn't help but moan in pleasure as Zoie licked her feverishly, humming in contentment at the taste coating her tongue. She soon moved her hand to above Kaitlin's slit, pushing down slightly, and causing Kaitlin to push her pelvis into Zoie's mouth. Zoie pulled away for a second, looked at her friend and said, "Push it out, give me all of it!"
Zoie returned to her licking and Kaitlin soon was letting out long moans and her body began to shake as she came one more time, pushing Jeff's cum into Zoie's mouth who greedily lapped it up, savoring the combined taste of her husband and friend. Jeff felt himself becoming turned on, watching the scene unfolding before him, his wife eagerly eating their friend, Kaitlin's body shaking and her tits bouncing as her body was wracked in orgasm; but try as he might, his body was totally spent, so all he could was enjoy the show.
As Kaitlin's orgasm began to taper off, Zoie slowed her licking until she rocked back, resting on her heals, then turning and looking over her shoulder, she smiled at her husband who was resting in the chair. His cock was still half erect, a clear film on it from his and Kaitlin's fucking. They made eye contact, and she crawled on all four's over to him, then raising up, licked, then took his cock into her mouth, taking time to clean him, just as she had done to Kaitlin.
With both Jeff and Kaitlin cleaned up, Kaitlin rose and said, "How about we shower before bed?"
Jeff and Kaitlin both nodded and followed Zoie into the bathroom. One of the big things that Jeff and Zoie had done when they bought the cabin was remodeling the bathroom, putting in a soaking tub and a large shower that now easily fit all three of them. The first five minutes of the shower were quiet, each of them bathing in the glow of post-orgasmic bliss. When Jeff reached out to touch Kaitlin, she sighed and relaxed against him as he rubbed her shoulders and then began to wash her body.
Zoie smiled at them and said, "This feels wonderful."
Kaitlin cooed as Jeff washed her lower back, then butt. As he pulled his hands away, she smiled, "You aren't kidding, I've never felt anything like this."
Zoie smiled and wrapped her in a hug, "Well you should always remember how good you feel, that's what you deserve."
Kaitlin smiled and turned to Jeff, "Thank you for everything."
He returned her smile, hugging her and kissing the top of her head, "Of course. You only deserve the best."
They spent a few more minutes talking and finishing rinsing off before climbing out and drying off. When they made their way back to the bedroom, Jeff said, "Why don't you sleep in here tonight? The bed is plenty big enough."
Kaitlin looked at the door, then back at the bed; her mind had drifted to what she was feeling and how comfortable she was with everything that had transpired over the past hour and half, but she wasn't sure what was next. She was obviously married, but she felt no guilt in what had just transpired, and any apprehension from the day before or even that morning was now gone, something she was surprised about.
Jeff climbed into bed, and as Zoie put on some lotion, Kaitlin draped her towel over the chair by the door and said, "That sounds nice. Where do you want me?"
Zoie looked up and smiled, "Why don't you sleep on Jeff's side, and he can sleep in the middle, then we can both cuddle him."
Kaitlin laughed as Jeff scooted over, then climbed under the covers and scooted against him. Zoie soon joined them and as he wrapped his arms around them, Kaitlin snuggled up, resting her head on his chest, and softly rested her hand on Zoie's arm who had done the same. No sooner than they had turned off the lights, all three began to quickly drift off to sleep.
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Adam sighed, then groaned as he collapsed onto his couch and propped his feet up the coffee table in front of him. Looking around the room, he shook his head at all the boxes that had been moved in over the course of the day and knowing that the rest of the apartment looked very similar. He said aloud, "How the fuck do I have so much stuff?"
Obviously, no one was going to answer him, so he leaned his head back against the cushion and closed his eyes for a moment. It was now 7:30 and him, his family, and his friends had been at it since 8:30 that morning, moving things from his parents' house, along with his storage unit to the new place. He smiled, relishing the quiet and the freedom that had been missing from the previous few months as he job, then apartment hunted. He, his dad, and a couple of buddies spent most of the day carrying all his stuff up the three flights of stairs, before meeting the elevator on his floor to get the heaviest of things off.
While they carried things, his mother and his buddies' wives unpacked things like the kitchen and other impersonal things, while he told them he would handle the rest over the next few days. After serving everyone pizza and beer, they slowly left, leaving him to the peace and quiet of his new place. As he finished his beer, he stood to grab another when his phone, then watch vibrated. Looking down at his phone, he saw "Makayla" on the screen. He smirked because his friend had found a way to weasel her way out of helping him move, some excuse about getting ready for a work conference. As he walked to the fridge, he opened the message and read, "Get all moved in?"
Grabbing a beer from the fridge, he responded, "Yeah, no help from you lol."
"Hey now! I told you I have to get ready for the conference I'm going to and presenting at."
He chuckled and replied as he made his way back to the couch, "The conference doesn't start until Monday, it is only Saturday." Sitting down, he typed another message, "Plus! The conference is only like 3 hours away and for 2 nights according to you."
Makayla replied almost immediately, "Oh shut up. LOL. Did you get settled in alright?"
"Make me ;-). We got everything over here, the living room is basically set up so I can watch TV, my bedroom is sort of organized, I can at least find the bed to sleep in tonight. Mom got my kitchen put away, so it'll take me 5 days to figure out where she put shit. Lol"
Makayla responded back, "Lol I know how that is, my mom organized my kitchen after we got married, and I couldn't find shit. Did you end up settling on that apartment you showed me the listing of?"
"Yeah, it's really nice, but it's on the 4th floor, so that was a bit of a pain in the ass."
"Well good, what you doing the rest of the evening?"
"Absolutely nothing. Going to sit on the couch and drink some more beer, then go to bed. Going to spend tomorrow unpacking and figuring out what else I need."
"Nice."
"Yeah, the joys and excitement of adulthood."
Makayla simply responded with "lol."
Setting his phone down, Adam flipped the TV on, settling on a random baseball game. After an inning and a half, he had finished his beer, and felt the call of nature, so he stood, tossed his beer in the trash, then made his way to the bathroom. After reliving himself, he flushed and after washing his hands, he made his way out of the bathroom; as he did, he heard a knock at the door. Thinking that someone had forgot something, he made his way to the kitchen, grabbed another beer, then walked own the short hallway to the front door where the knocking was still going.
He laughed and shook his head before calling out, "Hold on! I'm coming."
When he opened the door, instead of one of his friends from earlier, it was Makayla. The confusion on his face must have been evident because she smiled and said, "I know I couldn't help earlier, but I thought I could help now."
He laughed and stepped aside, allowing her to step past him as he replied, "Really?"
She smiled at him as he shut and locked the door behind them, then said, "Yeah. Didn't figure you'd turn down the company." She shrugged the large bag that was on her shoulder off, and stretched her arms and back, and in the process, pressing her tits tightly against her top. Adam took a moment to check her outfit out; she was wearing a pair of black yoga pants that hugged her hips, ass, and thighs closely and zippered sweatshirt that like the pants hugged her curves and was partially unzipped, exposing the top of a shirt underneath, along with a healthy dose of cleavage.
He nodded his head and said, "Not at all, want a beer?"
"That sounds wonderful." He pointed her in the direction of the living room and made his way into the kitchen, grabbing a beer for her, grabbed her bag, then headed into the living room where he found her sitting on the couch, with her feet up, much like he had been doing a few minutes prior.
He laughed, handed her the beer, and said, "Comfy?"
She smiled, "Yeah, this is a nice couch."
"It was my present to myself after getting the job." He set her bag down from the hallway and continued, "Awful big purse, what all do you have in there?"
She took a drink of the beer as he sat down beside her. She set the beer on the table, turned to him, and said, "Just enough things for tonight and tomorrow."
Feeling his cock respond to her words, he said, "Oh really?"
She reached between her breasts, unzipping the hoodie, and exposing the top he could see was just a sports bra. As the shirt fell open, she smiled at him and replied, "Yeah, I couldn't help you move, but I figured I can help you in other ways."
He nodded, "Really?"
"Yeah, and I told mom and dad that I was going to head down to the conference site early to prepare, so I am yours for the next 36ish hours."
"Mine?" He asked with a wink.
She leaned closer to him, putting her hand on his thigh, brushing it against the growing bulge in his gym shorts, "Yes, yours. The only thing in that bag is a cami and pajama shorts along with my outfit for the conference Monday."
He pressed his forehead to hers, and placed his hand on her thigh, and said barely above a whisper, "That doesn't seem like a lot of clothes for 36 hours."
In a sultry voice, she replied, "I figured I needed something so I wasn't naked, but at the same time wouldn't get too in the way. She moved her hand up and cupped his bulge, causing him to let out a groan as a wave of pleasure shot through his body. She grinned and continued, "I figure moving is stressful, you can USE me to relieve that stress."
The combination of her palming his cock and the emphasis she put on the word "use" caused him to let out another groan and then crash his lips into hers. They spent the next few minutes kissing feverishly and pawing at each other until he had lost his t-shirt and she had lost her hoodie. When they finally broke, she took a deep breath and moved her lips to his ear, nibbling on it before moving down to his neck, kissing, and sucking gently, careful to not leave a mark, but firm enough to cause him to groan.
He finally managed to gather his thoughts enough to ask, "So what does use mean?"
She giggled and nipped at his neck before looking him in the eyes and replying, "You ever heard of free-use?" He nodded his head, thinking back to some random porn he had seen. She smiled, "Good, something like that. Except I have no intention of not being an active participant. You just tell me what you want, and I'll do it."
"Oh really, anything?"
She shrugged her shoulders, "Yes. I'm yours."
"Even anal?"
She rolled her eyes and shook her head, "Why do men always go to that?"
He laughed, "Just seeing how serious you are."
She snaked her hand into his pants, took his shaft in her hand, causing him to let out another groan, before bringing her lips to his ear and said, "I don't think I could take your huge cock in my ass...yet. We'd have to work up to it, so not this weekend."
He groaned, not only because of her stroking his cock, but also because of the image of fucking her full ass that kept getting better because of her workouts, and all that multiplied by the thought of her giving herself too him. She paused for a second and he managed to say, "So not quite everything."
She smirked, "Almost everything. So, what do you want first." She let go of his cock and pulled her hands from his shorts, leaning back and grabbing her beer, allowing him to drink her in as she sipped her beer.
Seeing her lips around the neck of the bottle, all his brain could think about was a blowjob. Staring at her large tits and thinking about how he could use her as she said, he took a swig from his own beer and said, "I want you to suck my cock."
"Gladly." She stood and got and maneuvered in front of him.
As she began to lower herself to her knees, he stopped her and continued, "Do it without your bra."
She smirked and thought, "Now we are getting somewhere." She reached between her tits, pulled the short zipper down, then undid the inner clasp, and shrugged the bra from her shoulders allowing her large tits to settle. She smirked at him as he stared and said, "Better."
He smiled at her and as she lowered herself to her knees in front of him, he said, "Much." She softly began to stroke his cock, then lowered her mouth to the shaft, licking the entire length. As she returned to the head, she opened her mouth to take it in when she heard him say, "One more thing."
She raised up slightly, looked at him, and making sure to wrap the warm flesh of her tits around his cock and replied, "What's that?"
He took a deep breath at the feeling and sight of her tits enveloping his cock, and as hot as it was, it confirmed what he had been thinking. Makayla pushed her shoulders forward, spilling more of her tit flesh around him and he said, "I want to cover your tits in cum."
Feeling her pussy flood and soak into the crotch of her pants, she shivered slightly and replied, "Please do baby."
Before he could reply, she allowed a stream of spit to escape her lips, landing on the head of his cock, and quickly followed it with her open mouth. He groaned as she slipped her lips firmly down his cock. For the next few moments, Makayla spent her time paying attention to every inch of his cock, running her lips around every part of it with just enough suction, causing him to groan. With the shaft thoroughly wet, she began to run her tongue up the underside each time she brought her lips up to the head.
As she sucked on the head with clear enthusiasm and enjoyment, his groans turned into moans and she doubled her effort, flipping the underside of the head with her tongue as she sucked. After doing this for a moment, she felt his cock pulse a bit and she was rewarded with a small dribble of precum. Not wanting him to cum yet, she let up on the sucking, opening her mouth slightly and sliding back down onto his cock as far as she could. As it hit the back of her throat, she relaxed and felt the saliva begin to pool in her mouth and on her tongue.
Adam tossed his head back and let out an animalistic groan, bringing a smile to her face as she once again felt him shake. She loosened her lips around has shaft, and slowly lifted them, leaving his cock dripping in her saliva. As his cock slipped from her mouth, she lifted her head, looking at him and smiling; his eyes were partially open, but rolled back.
Feeling the cool air hit his cock, he lifted his head and looked down to see Makayla lifting not only her head but also her chest. She reached up took her tits in her hand and placed them on either side of his cock, then pushed them together, completely enveloping his cock. The sudden softness and warmth of her tits caused him to let out another groan of pleasure.
Pressing her tits firmly around his spit covered cock, Makayla began to bounce on her legs, sliding her tits up and down his cock with ease. Feeling the warm flesh and the movement caused Adam's groans begin to turn into moans, and within a minute or so, his eyes shot open, and he let out a moan of "Fuck I'm gonna cum!"
Hearing his exclamation and seeing his body beginning to buck, Makayla let a stream of spit slip from her lips, landing on her chest, then settling into the valley between her tits and providing a bit more lubrication as she continued to tit fuck his hard cock. Just as he had said moments before, Adam soon began to cum with a loud moan, with the first shot shooting from between her tits and landing on her throat, Makayla settled onto her heels as his orgasm continued, shooting 4 more streams, coating her chest and tits, just as he wanted to.
With a groan, then a sigh, Adam began to relax as his orgasm tapered off. He spent the next few moments bringing his breathing back under control, then felt the warm flesh of her tits leave his cock as she leaned back. He finally lifted his head and looked down at her; Makayla was smiling at him and asked, "Feel better?"
He nodded his head, then said, "So much better."
She smiled, "Good, I'm glad I could help."
She sat up leaning towards her and taking in the sight before him; she knelt before him smiling, then looked down, causing him to do the same. Her tits were splattered with his cum and it was beginning to run down them with the help of gravity. As a small stream reached her pert nipple, she brought her hand up, catching it with her finger, then brought her finger to her mouth, licking it off. She smiled at him and said, "You do taste really good."
He smirked, "I had pineapple earlier."
She giggled and responded, "Of course you did."
They stayed silent for another moment as he watched, and she felt is cum sliding down her breasts until most of the milky flesh had a wet appearance. He felt himself staring and after shaking it off, he asked, "Wanna shower?"
She smiled, "That'd be great."
They both stood, he gestured down the hall and asked, "Do you need your bag?"
She nodded as she made her way down the hall, "Yeah, it's got some basic toiletries in it."
He picked her bag up following her down the hallway. As they came to the end, he said, "My rooms on the right, the one on the left is the guest."
She nodded, "I assume you have an on-suite."
He grinned, "I do, and I think you'll like it."
She turned right, noticing the king-sized bed, dressers, nightstands, and numerous unpacked boxes. She looked over her shoulder, "You haven't unpacked much."
"Nope, just enough to be functional tonight, I planned on unpacking tomorrow and Monday, before I start work on Tuesday."
She nodded and continued walking through the room, noticing a large walk-in closet, then another door leading to a bathroom. Adam set her bag down on the ground and yelled to her, "Want me to bring your stuff in?"
She stood, taking the bathroom in, there was a double vanity and a standard toilet, along with a small linen closet. Then there was the shower, there was no tub, but a large stand-up shower with an entire glass front. The shower was tiled with a standard shower head, along with a rainfall head mounted in the ceiling. In the back, was a bench that was not only wide enough for your feet, but also to sit on, giving the shower an almost spa-like atmosphere. She causally yelled back in response, "Yeah, just bring the white bag in."
Adam undid the snap that held the bag's top shut and reached in searching for the bag she had mentioned. He first was confronted with cloth, pulling it out, he found himself holding a cami and a pair of shorts. He looked at the shorts and twisted his face slightly, thinking that there really wasn't much too them, especially with as curvy as Makayla was. He set them down on the floor and began to look deeper in the bag. He found a pair of panties, a bra, blouse, and a pair of slacks. Next, he found her wallet, some make up, then at the very bottom he spotted a white bag. Reaching down in, he grabbed it, and as he was pulling it out, something else caught his eye.
At the bottom of the bag, there was a purple item, about the size of a banana with a silver, metallic band around the middle. Setting the white bag on the floor, he reached back in and pulled the item out. He heard the water in the shower turn on, then in a few seconds, he heard Makayla groan and say, "God this is amazing. Are you coming?"
He yelled back, "In a second." He began to examine the item in his hand; it was bent slightly and got larger as it moved towards one end. At the thickest end, below the band, he noticed a button. Without pressing it, he quickly realized what he was holding and smirked, thinking about what Makayla had said about the next few days. He stood, grabbed the bag and carrying both items, made his way into the bathroom.
When he entered, the bathroom was slightly steamy, and he could see Makayla's naked form under the shower through the fogged-up glass. He smiled and pushed his shorts down, leaving them on the floor beside her pants. Even with the steam, he could see a faint crème in the crotch of her shorts and knowing that she hadn't wore panties made him smile more. He unzipped the bag and said, "What out of here do you want?"
"Grab the white, blue, and purple bottles, and grab my razor too."
He smirked about the other purple item in his hand, and after sifting through the bag and getting what she requested, he set it on the sink, grabbed two towels from the closet and approached the shower, opening the door to join her.
Hearing the door click open behind her, Makayla moved out of the way, stepping under the main shower head, then turning to smile at Adam, "About time you got in here, I was lonely."
She opened her eyes to him smirking, "I got what you wanted, but I wasn't sure which purple thing you wanted."
Her gaze shifted down, right above his cock, she found him holding the three bottles she asked for, her razor and then her vibrator. Her first reaction was one of embarrassment, but knowing he was still smirking, she quickly became playful, "Oh you found my saving grace."
"Saving grace?"
She took the bottles and the razor from him, setting them on the shelf below his things, then step toward him, pressing her wet body into his, feeling his hardening cock as it pressed into her stomach, then said in the sultriest voice she could, "Yeah, I bought it after my divorce, but really began to use it after our round of golf."
He snaked his arms around her, pulling her tight against her and lowered his head, meeting her lips with his. They kissed for a few moments, and when they broke, both began to laugh as the water that had pulled between then splashed loudly to the floor. As their laughter subsided, he smirked again as he said, "How often you been using it?"
She stepped back and reached behind her grabbing the first of the three bottles and handed it to him, "A few times a week, I'm hoping that now that you're moved in, I won't need it as much."
Adam found himself nodding, thinking about his thoughts from before of her mentioning spending more time together, hinting at something more. He found himself smiling, "I think that could be arranged."
She smiled and handed him the white bottle, then said, "Can you help me wash while I do my hair?"
"Go ahead and start on your hair, I'll handle my stuff real quick, then focus on you."
"Promise?"
"Promise." He set the vibrator on the shelf above the bench, then grabbed his things and they spent the next few minutes making small talk about his new job and the apartment, along with her upcoming conference. Once he had rinsed his hair and she was working her conditioner into her hair, he said, "Okay, all done."



She turned and handed him the small white container, "This is my bodywash." He took the container from her and squeezed a glob into his hand, the smell of oranges and flowers filled the room as he worked his hands into a lather. He spent the next few minutes working them over her body, making sure to wash her thoroughly, and paying specific attention to her breasts and nipples causing her to let out soft moans as pleasure coursed through her.
He pulled her tight against him, pressing his cock between her supple ass cheeks, then moved his hands from her breasts, down her stomach, making sure his hands rinsed clean, then began to trace them up her slit. She let out another moan as he gently strummed her clit; her eyes shut as more waves of pleasure rippled through her. She moaned as he continued to run his hand up her slit; she felt one leave her hip, trailing back up her body to her breast. Her eyes shot open again as he pinched her nipple while simultaneously plunging a finger into her wet pussy as she squealed.
Adam grinned as her body quivered around his finger, he slid it in and out of her a few times, causing her to moan more. Much to her protest, he pulled his finger out and moved both his hands to her hips, steadying her before saying, "Ready to get out?"
She bit her lip and nodded her head and turned to him, grabbing his cock, and said, "Turn the water off and come on."
He kissed her and nodded. As she got out, he turned the water the water off then reached out grabbing the towel and drying himself off. After a few moments and making sure he wasn't going to drip everywhere, he dropped the towel and began to follow her, but paused and reached back into the shower, grabbing the vibrator, then walked back into the bedroom where he found Makayla laying on the bed. As he walked in, she looked up and smiled, "Bout time you got here."
He grinned and tossed the vibrator on the bed, causing her to look down at it, then back at him as he said, "I want to watch you use that on yourself."
She grinned, "I've never done that before."
"Well first time for everything, and you told me anything I wanted. Well, I want to watch you pleasure yourself."
She reached down and picked up the vibrator she lifted it up and pressed the button at the bottom, a soft buzzing filled the room, and she lowered it to her crotch, opening her legs to allow access as he settled onto the end of the bed where he could watch her. She slowly began to stroke vibrator up and down her slit, causing her breath to begin to get ragged. Between small gasps she managed to squeak out, "Am I allowed to make myself cum?"
He grinned and nodded, then replied, "I was counting on you making yourself cum. I want to see it."
She bit her lip and nodded, focusing the vibrator on her clit, causing her to buck as the waves of pleasure shot through her. She paused and took a deep breath, lifting the vibrator away from her body, then pressed the button again, causing the toy to emit a louder buzzing and he noticed the tip began to vibrate. He laid over on his side, so that he was closer and had a better view, then rested his hand on her thigh and said, "That's different."
She grinned and lowered the toy back down and said, "It's for my G-spot."
"Oh."
She turned her gaze downward, then with her free hand, separated her lips, then without hesitation, she plunged the toy into her waiting hole with a loud groan as she buried it to the metallic band. As he watched and stroked her thigh, she began to work the toy in and out of her pussy in short strokes, making sure the vibrating in stayed in contact with her g-spot, causing her moans to get louder and more consistent until within a couple minutes her body began to buck in cadence with her moans until she felt her walls clench and she began to cum.
Adam watched as Makayla bucked and moaned, and when he focused on her pussy, he watched the red lips quiver as they contracted around the vibrator lodged in her pussy. He grinned as he looked at her face contorted in pleasure, then turning his focus downward, he saw a small rivulet squirt from her pussy.
As her orgasm began to wane, Makayla began to take deep breaths, willing herself to return to normal, but before she could, she felt the vibrator slip from her and she looked up, seeing Adam's hand on hers. Before she could say anything, he climbed between her legs and lined his cock up with her pussy. Wetting the head on her soaked lips, he pressed into her gently, feeling his cock slip into her, and with steady pressure, he pushed himself into her completely.
As he bottomed out, they both let out a groan as he stretched and filled her completely. He stayed still for a moment, then looked down at her and smiled, "You feel so good."
She cooed, and replied, "You feel fucking amazing."
He leaned down, kissing her, then as he raised up said, "I assume you want a creampie?"
She giggled, "Of course, I love it."
"Then I want you to use the vibrator on your clit."
She groaned, "That's going to be crazy."
He reached down and handed her the toy; she clicked the button twice, filling the room with the subtle buzz from earlier. She lowered the toy back to her clit and he began to slowly make shallow thrusts until he built up a steady pace of three shallow thrusts, then one full and deep one.
Combined with his pattern and the vibrating on her clit, Makayla was beginning to shake and in between moans she opened her eyes and half yelled, "Fuck me Adam, give it to me!"
Adam shifted his weight and began to move faster and harder until he was slamming his cock into her; his groaning and her moaning and soon screaming filled the room. With a final grunt, Adam pressed into Makayla as her tits bounced from his thrusts and he felt his balls boil over and he began to cum, dumping multiple shots of cum, deep inside of her receptive pussy.
As Adam groaned, Makayla felt the first stream of cum splash inside of her, sending her over the edge herself. Her pussy walls began to quiver, milking his cock for as much cum as it could, cumming hard herself as more and more cum splashed inside of her. As their orgasms began to subside, Adam collapsed, resting against her; she wrapped her arms around him and they embraced, breathing deeply and softly caressing each other.
Makayla was the first to speak, "Holy fuck."
Adam nodded slightly, "You aren't kidding." She giggled and squeezed him, kissing him softly on the next as he let out a sigh. "I should probably get off of you."
She laughed again, "I kinda like it."
He laughed, "I do too, but I'm tired, we probably need to sleep."
"I suppose you're right."
She unlocked her arms, and he rolled off her, his softening cock slipping free of her, causing them both to sigh of no longer being joined together. As he settled onto one side of the bed and she scooted to the other, he said, "Want a towel?"
"Hell no. You've cum in me twice and neither time did I get to enjoy it. I get to enjoy it this time."
He grinned and pulled the covers over them; causing Makayla to roll over and drape her arm over his midsection. He rested his hand on hers and said, "Thanks for coming over, this is really nice."
She grinned and stroked his stomach, then said, "It is; your bed is comfy."
"It's new too."
"Well then we will have to break it in."
He chuckled, "I agree, but for now, let's get some sleep, we have a busy day of unpacking tomorrow."
She smiled to herself, "Okay, I'll see you in the morning."
"Goodnight Mak."
"Night babe."
Her response brought a smile to his face, causing him to squeeze her hand firmly as they both slowly drifted off to sleep.
***
The next morning, Adam woke up and glanced at the clock, seeing it was 8:30, he groaned and thought to himself, "Holy shit I slept late."
Remembering the night before and that Makayla was there, he rolled over and found the bed empty. He sat up and stretched wondering if she had left, but after looking on the dresser, he was relieved to see her bag, causing him to smile. He reached over and picked up his phone, quickly skimming social media before making his way to the bathroom. After taking care of things there, he pulled on a pair of shorts and a shirt before going to look for her.
After exiting the bedroom, he made his way down the hallway and as he neared the living room, he could hear movement. When he walked into the living room, he found Makayla bent over a box; and image that caused him to stop. As she had promised the night before, she was wearing minimal clothes. The shorts from her bag the night before, if you could call them that, were now stretched over her ass and hips. They were black and very short, with her bent over, the bottom third of her ass was clearly exposed and on top of that, they looked to be a bit small because the outline of her pussy was very clear in the morning light.
He stared for a second as she dug through the box before saying, "Damn, a guy could get to use to this."
She stood, changing the view, but the shorts were still clearly too small, exposing the curve of the bottom of her ass. She turned around and smiled at him. As she had said the night before, she was simply wearing a white cami on top. The white and black provided a sexy contrast, as did her nipples pressing against the fabric and the swell of her breasts slightly spilling out of the top of the shirt. The shorts were equally short in the front, her pubic mound and slit still faintly visible and curving halfway up her hips, giving the shorts more of an underwear vibe.
She smiled at him, "Good morning babe, how did you sleep?"
He smiled taking her in again, "I slept like a rock, plenty of exercise before bed. How about you."
She set the books in her hand down on the bookshelf and closed the gap, wrapping her arms around him, and pressing her lips and body to him. They kissed for a moment before she broke and said, "I slept great. I have coffee ready, and I figured I would start unpacking out here until you woke up."
He looked around and noticed that she had already knocked out three of the eight boxes in the living room. He smiled, "Thank you so much. I know I have some bagels and other things?"
She smiled, "A bagel is fine. Want me to get it?"
"I've got it, I was enjoying the view of you unpacking."
She grinned, "I figured you would. I'll get back to that, let me know when they're done."
He nodded and made his way back into the kitchen, while she resumed unpacking the boxes. After slipping the bagels into the toaster, he poured himself a cup of coffee and got the cream cheese out of the fridge. While he waited on the bagels, he turned his focus back to Makayla, staring at her ass and her tits when she wasn't bent over the box. When the toaster finally dinged, he set the bagels down on the table and poured them each a new cup of coffee, then said, "Breakfast is ready."
She turned and smiled, "Thanks!" She made her way over to the small table and found him already sitting down. She briefly glanced at the other chair, but instead of sitting down in it, she instead put her hand on his shoulder and sat down in his lap, causing him to drop his bagel in surprise.
"Well, hello."
She smiled, "Hi. Can I eat breakfast here?"
He returned her smile and picked his bagel back up, "I don't see why not."
"Good."
While they ate, they made small talk about what all there was left to unpack; with half their bagels gone, Adam paused to take a drink of his coffee, and Makayla shifted a bit to reach her own. In the process, she shimmied her hips, moving her crotch over his. Since she had sat down, his cock had been rising to the occasion, and this movement caused it to grow more.
Feeling his cock grow and press against her, she smirked and after sipping her coffee she said, "Are you not wearing underwear?"
He shrugged and replied, "No, why should I? You're not."
She took another bite of her bagel and after swallowing said, "Right, but I'm not for easy access."
"Is that so?"
She nodded and finished the last bite of her bagel. With it gone, she took another drink of her coffee, then set it down and said, "Yep." Before she could say anything else, she felt his hand come to rest on her thigh, then fingers press the crotch of her shorts aside and begin to separate her lips and she inhaled sharply.
"I would agree, easy access. This okay?"
She bit her lip and shook her head in affirmation as his fingers pressed deeper into her slit, coating them in her wetness. As her breath quickened, his finger found her hole and began to tease the opening. Her face began to flush a bit as she began to get more turned on with the teasing; she finally let out a moan as he pressed one, then two fingers into her. Leaving his fingers inside of her, he said, "Take your tit out, I want to suck on your tits.
She let go of his shoulder and began to try and to wiggle out of her top to free her tit as he had said. Her actions were stymied because as soon as she started moving, he began to move his fingers in and out of her, ruining her focus. As he continued to finger her, she finally managed to wiggle her one arm from the strap and pulled her tit from the shirt. With it exposed she said, "God you're an ass."
He grinned and stopped moving his fingers as he replied, "Do you want me to stop?"
"GOD NO!"
"That's what I thought, now just enjoy." He bent his head to her chest and with a bit of help from her lifting it, he took her nipple into her mouth and began to suck on it with enthusiasm, then resumed the motions with his hand. For the next few minutes, the kitchen was filled with her heavy breathing and sounds of pleasure. Adam noticed her body begin to respond differently to his motions, seemingly signaling a nearing orgasm.
To push her over the edge, he pushed his fingers into her all the way, and began to stroke with a "come here" motion and changed his sucking to nibbling on her nipple. Her moans and movements began to increase in tempo and in volume until she let out a long moan followed by an "OH FUCK!" as her pussy walls clamped down on his fingers, then began to contract as her orgasm rolled through her body.
Adam did his best to keep up his actions to prolong her orgasm, but her pussy was clamped so tightly onto his fingers that he had a hard time moving them. After 30 seconds or so, her orgasm finally waned, and he was able to extract his fingers and brought them up between them. As she opened her eyes, he smelled his fingers, taking in the smell of her, then opened his mouth, sucking her wetness off his fingers.
She exhaled seeing him enjoying her taste and when he had pulled his fingers from his mouth and rested his hand on her thigh and said, "You are a great edition to breakfast."
She giggled slightly and said, "I'm glad. I have to say, that was pretty hot." He nodded and took another sip of his coffee, as he did, she shimmied her hips, grinding her pussy against his clearly hard cock. As she did, she asked, "Want me to take care of this?"
His brain was telling him "Yes, fuck her right here on the table." He shook his head subtly and replied, "Not right now, we have a lot to unpack."
She frowned slightly, then replied, "If you say so. Just know, I'm ready whenever you are." He nodded and she stood up, adjusting her shorts, then after fixing her top and adjusting her tits in it to maximize her cleavage, she took their plates and cups, loaded the dishwasher, before turning back to catch him staring again. She walked by him, pausing to kissing him, then breaking the kiss she pulled away and said, "Just so you know, I expect to be walking a little funny when I leave in the morning."
He groaned, regretting for a moment turning her down, but quickly shook it off when he remembered that he wanted to take her by surprise since she said he could have her anytime. As she made her way back into the living room, he looked down at the tent in his shorts and whispered to himself, "Don't let me down today." After chuckling at the silliness, he stood up, walked into the living room, smacked Makayla on the ass, causing her to squeal and playfully glare at him as he began to dig into the stack of boxes beside the one she was working in.
They spent the next hour unpacking the remainder of the boxes in the living room and breaking them down. Once all of them were broken down, Adam slipped a pair of flip flops on and said to Makayla, "I'm going to run these down to the dumpster, then we can start in the guest room?"
She turned from the bookshelf she was working on and smiled, "Sounds good to me."
After taking the boxes to the dumpster and making his way back up the steps, he punched the door code in, then made his way inside. When he did, he didn't see Makayla in the living room, but heard water running. When he turned to the kitchen, he knew his opportunity had arrived. Makayla was bent over the sink, washing something, and dancing a little to the music coming from the stereo he had finished setting up before throwing the boxes away.
Seeing her ass bounce in her booty shorts immediately sent a rush of blood to his cock. He walked up behind her and squeezed both her ass cheeks, causing her to jerk in surprise, then sigh as she turned her head to see it was him. "You surprised me."
"Who else could it be other than me?"
She turned her focus back to the jar she was washing in the sink, "No one, just didn't hear you come back in."
He smiled and moved his hands inward, slipping them under her shorts and stroke the outer edges of her lips. He was surprised to find them already wet, commenting, "Are you always wet like this?"
She dipped her head in pleasure as he gently spread her lips, then answered, "Whenever I don't wear panties, I am constantly turned on."
He nodded and removed one hand, bringing it to the waist of his shorts and pushing them to the floor. He stepped closer and looked down, pushing the soft fabric aside and exposing her wet and waiting pussy. As he rested his cock against her, he asked, "What do you say we do something about that?"
"Mmmm, yes please."
Taking his cock into his hand, he guided it into her, splitting her lips and sliding into her has she took a deep breath at the sudden fullness in her. Removing is hand and placing one on her hip, she gently grabbed her hair, pulling her head back and arching her back with a moan. Letting go of her he put both hands on her hips and began to thrust.
Thinking back to her comment earlier of wanting to leave walking a little funny, he didn't wait and build up his intensity. Feeling her wetness drench his cock, Adam began to thrust hard and fast, causing Makayla to begin moaning almost immediately. The next few minutes, the only sounds heard over the music playing were the moans and the grunts of the two of them as he pounded her relentlessly.
With each thrust, Adam squeezed her hips, pulling her against him and causing her to moan as his cock touched some of her deepest reaches. It wasn't long before her first orgasm rolled through her, causing her to buck against him and drop her head back to the sink in pleasure. As her orgasm waned, and the contractions around his cock lessened, she felt him grab her hair again, gently pulling it back up as he continued to thrust.
She let out a long "Fuuucckk," spurring him on more. When both his hands returned to her hips, she let out another moan followed by, "That's it baby, fuck my pussy."
Hearing her talk so crudely when she was normally so reserved in pubic, turned Adam on even more. He somehow managed to speed up more but was unable to sustain it for very long as he felt his own orgasm building. He grunted, "Where do you want me to cum?"
Makayla moaned as another orgasm began to course through her, "Inside of me!"
The last moment of lucidity before he came was that she wasn't wearing panties to catch his cum turned him on even more and with a long moan himself, he pressed into her, holding himself there as he began to cum, filling her deeper than the night before.



As her orgasm faded and his began, Makayla sighed as she felt the warm blasts of liquid filling her again. She began to squeeze and release her pussy, enjoying the sounds Adam continued to make as she coaxed as much cum from him as she could. Then, as his orgasm waned, she began to wiggle her hips and ass, enjoying the stimulation of his cock moving side to side.
With his legs feeling a bit shaky, he stood up straight, steadying himself against Makayla and took shallow breaths, allowing his breathing returned to normal. He twitched a bit as Makayla continued to move a bit, both enjoying the remaining contact as his cock began to slowly soften inside of her. She turned her head to him and smiled, "That's what I was talking about earlier."
He smiled sheepishly, "I aim to please."
"That you did."
They stayed still for a little bit longer as he softly caressed her skin, causing her to coo. As his cock softened more, he began to look around the kitchen for a towel then said, "Um, we have a slight problem."
"What's that?"
"I dunno where the towels are."
She laughed, then replied, "We don't need a towel, you just need to readjust my shorts when you pull out."
"You sure?"
"Positive, I want to feel you inside of me."
"Alright, if you say so." He slowly pulled out, but even with his softened cock, it was a bit of a challenge because Makayla was clenching as he did. When is cock slipped free, he was surprised that her walls had almost completely cleaned him off. There was a slight film near his head, but otherwise his cock was clean. As she had told him, he readjusted her shorts, covering her pussy with the fabric and said, "I think you're good."
She shook her ass, causing him to smile, then stood up and turned to him, "Do you remember what I said the first time we were together?"
Thinking back to the threesome he had with Makayla and her younger sister Sydney a few months back, he replied, "You love creampies."
"Right, but do you remember why?"
Thinking back, but his post orgasm brain was drawing a blank, he finally responded, "I don't."
She smirked then said, "I love creampies because they feel good, and when they run down my legs later, it reminds me of the sex." He nodded, once again enjoying her crudeness; she then continued, "I love your creampies because they are so much; I'm going to be feeling this one all day."
He smirked, "Glad I can help."
She looked down, seeing his soft cock still exposed; she bent at the waist, lifted his shaft, and licked, then sucked him into her mouth as he groaned. She spent a few seconds licking what little residue from him that she could, then let it fall from her mouth. She straightened back up, gave him a peck on the lips, and said, "We taste good together. You did a good job fucking me, can I count on more later?"
He grinned and pinned her against the counter, "I sure hope so."
She inhaled at his dominance, much like she did when he grabbed her hair, then replied, "Good."
The stared at each other for a minute before he said, "Let's go work on the guest room."
She nodded and said, "Okay, but I've worked up an appetite, lunch?"
"I'll order a pizza."
"Sounds good."
***
After getting a plan together for the spare bedroom, they took a break to eat the pizza and enjoy a beer. Once again, they ate at the table with her sitting in his lap, as they were done eating, he looked to her and smiled, "I like this."
"I do too."
They kissed softly for a few moments before he pulled away and softly stroked her side under her top, not in a sexual manner, but in a loving manner. They looked into each other's eyes, and he said, "I don't want to ruin anything, but can I ask you something?"
She smiled, "Of course."
"What are we doing?"
She smirked, "Well, we just finished eating lunch and before that you you've given me three great orgasms and fucked me senseless."
He couldn't help but laugh, "You know what I mean."
"I know. I like spending time with you, and Sydney saying we should spend more time together got me thinking."
Adam nodded, "Yeah that got me thinking too."
"I'd like to do more of that and this."
He gently squeezed her side, causing her to squeal and slap his chest. "Sorry, didn't mean to do that."
"Shut up, yes you did."
They both broke into laughter, and when they calmed down, Adam said, "I would too. But are you ready for something else, it's only been a year and a half..."
Makayla leaned forward resting her head against his, took a deep breath and replied, "If it was anyone else, no. Because it's you, yes. Being with you is easy."
He smirked, "Hey, I'm not easy!"
She smacked his chest, "Yes you are, all I have to do is show you my tits and you'll do anything I tell you too."
He shrugged, knowing she was right, "Those are an unfair advantage."
"I don't see you complaining." He shrugged again, shaking his head as she continued, "I've known you since I was like nine, and you were five or six. We've grown up together and know everything about each other; being with each other just makes sense."
He nodded, "I always had a crush on you, but after that night around the pool, then at the course, I started looking at you differently."
"That's because you fucked me."
He laughed, "That was definitely a perk, but after last night, it was nice falling asleep with you."
"Yeah, that was pretty great. You know you have serious morning wood?"
"Probably had something to do with the beautiful woman beside me."
She kissed him then said, "So to ask your question, what are we doing?"
"Well, I'm not looking for anyone else. But if all you want is a fuck buddy or friends with benefits situation, I'm okay with that now."
She chuckled, "I'm not looking anywhere else, I wasn't looking two months ago, and we see how that went." He laughed with her until she continued, "But to be honest, not counting you, I've slept with four other guys, and NONE of them fucked me like you do."
He playfully bowed as much as he could with her in his lap and said, "Well thank you very much."
She laughed and said, "What I'm saying is while a friends with benefits or fuck buddy arrangement would be okay, I'd rather just remove any doubt."
He nodded, "That works for me. So, when do we tell our parents?"
Makayla laughed, "That's a good question, you should probably take me on a real date first."
He feigned confusion and outrage, "What? You mean you seducing me on the golf course with that dress, then you showing up here to help me unpack and let me fuck you doesn't count as a date?"
She burst out laughing, and he joined in for a few moments until she finally said, "Probably not, you should probably take me out to dinner and pick me up from my parents."
He gave an exaggerated sigh, "Fine, I guess I can do that."
She kissed him and then sat back, "We can do that after I get back from my conference."
"Sounds good, "I'll pick something, and we can go somewhere nice."
"Good, and one more thing Adam..."
"He raised his eyebrows, "What's that."
"For you, I'll put out on the first date."
He pinched her ass, causing her to squeal, then said, "I like that."
They kissed again, this time without the lust that all their previous kisses had consisted of. When they broke finally, she leaned back and said, "Ready to get back to work?"
"I suppose so, I think we can finish getting the rest of the stuff put away."
She climbed off him, bending down to pick a napkin off the floor and giving him a great view of her tits, then said, "Probably if we don't get too distracted."
"If we get distracted, it is all your fault."
She stood up, shaking her head, "Do you want me to go put more clothes on?"
"Not at all."
"I didn't think so, let's get back to it."
***
It took them another hour to get the spare room put together, then they shifted to the bedroom. Makayla started to organize the rest of the things in the bathroom, while Adam began to sort through the boxes of clothes and books that he kept in his room. Getting the books put away and shifting to the dresser, he began putting things away, but found himself condensing drawers, filling them a bit fuller than normal.
As he was getting down to the last box he yelled into the bathroom, "Can you come out here?"
Makayla flushed the toilet from the quick scrubbing, then put the cleaner away and came into the bedroom, finding Adam standing in front of the dresser, "What's up?"
He reached out and she moved to his side, settling into him as he wrapped his arm around her, then said, "Is three drawers enough?"
She looked up at him and said, "What do you mean?"
He looked down and said, "Is three drawers enough room for you to leave stuff here?"
"Oh...ummm...probably?"
"I just thought now that we are sorta a couple, and we can't stay at your place, you might want to leave things here."
She smiled, "I would like that, especially if I stay on a weeknight."
He nodded, "I can make room in the closet easily too. Although judging by this weekend, I'm not sure how much room your clothes take up."
She grinned at him, "I have more normal clothes, but with you, I don't seem to need them."
"Is that so?"
"Unless I'm on my period, I don't think I'll need to wear panties around you. I have more cute and sexy lounge clothes. Obviously, I can get sexy causal clothes, Plus, even some of my work clothes can be sexed up a bit."
He laughed, "Sexed up work clothes?"
"Yeah, dresses can be folded over to be shorter, buttons can be left undone on blouses, that type of stuff."
"I think you look good in anything."
Her hand fell to his bulge as she responded, "Or nothing...". As she finished, she turned and pressed her body to his, as they began to kiss passionately. Quickly, his shirt disappeared, and she began to trail kisses down his neck, onto his collarbone, then chest. As she moved to kneel lower, she was slowed down by him grabbing the hem of her top, pulling it off as she went lower.
With them both shirtless, she grabbed his shorts and pulled them to the floor and said, "Step out." She scooted back, allowing him to step out of his shorts. "Much better, now may I suck your cock?" He nodded his consent, feeling more turned on at her continued submissiveness. Unlike the night before, rather than start out slow, she opened her mouth and swallowed half of his cock.
He grunted, "Oh fuck," as the warmth of her mouth enveloped is cock. He grunted again when he felt her take his scrotum in her hand and began to softly roll his balls in her hand. She spent the next few minutes working his cock and balls with her mouth and hand. After gagging a bit deep throating him, she pulled his cock from his mouth, slowly jerking it with her hand, and looking up at him grinning.
He reached down and grabbed her arms, pulling her up and through gritted teeth he said, "Lose the shorts."
She grinned and pushed them down, batted her eye lashes and said, "Now what baby?"
He looked behind her, seeing the dresser a few feet behind her, he closed the gap between them, reached down, grabbed her under the ass and picked her up, causing her to squeal. She instinctively wrapped her arms around his neck and legs around his waist, finding his cock pressed up against her. With a moan she attempted to wiggle her hips to line his cock up, but as they moved back, she couldn't get the right angle. Just as she was going to cry out in frustration, she felt him lowering her down, sitting her on top of the dresser.
Now that she was sitting, she loosened her legs, allowing his to pull away slightly; with the gap, both of their hands shot between then, causing them to collide, and their lust for each other was briefly broken by laughter. As their laughter died down, they kissed and she said, "Allow me."
With a nod of his head, she took his shaft in her hand and guided it between her lips and into her waiting pussy. They both sighed as he slipped the remaining way into her thanks to her wetness and the remnants of their earlier escapades. Pressing their pelvises together, Adam scooted further between her legs as her arms found their way back around his neck.
As they began to kiss, Adam began to move his hips, thrusting into her; their kiss soon had to be broken as their breathing began to become more ragged. Over the next few minutes, Adam worked up to a much faster pace, and in doing so caused Makayla to move back on the dresser, making it harder for him to thrust as deep. They had to pause as Makayla whimpered slightly because he wasn't as close, and he let out a "Fuck!" as he kneed the dresser after one particularly vigorous thrust, as they tried to remain close.
As he tried to ignore the pain in his knee, Makayla said, "Hold on!" Pausing at her words he looked up and she said, "Back up for a second."
They both gave a frustrated sigh as he backed up and slipped from her. Makayla scooted back to the edge of the dresser, looked between them, and after feeling herself get wetter at the sight of his wet cock, she locked her legs against the dresser as tight as she could, hoping her leg workouts had done more than tone up her ass. With her legs locked in, she leaned back and put her hands at the back of the dresser, then looked at Adam and said, "Okay, I'm good."
He smiled and scooted back to her and used his hand to guide himself back into her. She moaned as he bottomed out, and leaned over kissing her, stifling her moan as he began to thrust again. Breaking their kiss, he began to speed up until he was thrusting with a firm, and moderate stroke, causing her to moan. With his thrusts and the position she was in, even with her breasts spread out, her breasts began to bounce in sync with his thrusts.
The combined visual and physical stimulation, along with Makayla's moans and the occasion "Oh God," or "Fuck yes!" Adam began to feel the familiar tingling in his abdomen, then ball let out his own groan, and with a final thrust, buried his cock home and began to unload into her for the second time that day.
As his orgasm began to slow, the last splashes of his cum triggered her own orgasm and as her eye's shot open, she let out a soft moan and a "Oh yes." Her body and once against contracted, trying to draw as much of his cum into her as possible. With both of their orgasms waning, she moved her arms and fell back slightly, resting her head and upper back against the wall.
With his suddenly leaning back, Adam's balance was thrown slightly off, and he leaned forward, resting his hands on either side of her and found himself staring down at her flushed and heaving breasts. They stayed still for a few minutes, each regaining their breath until he looked up at her, "I don't think I'll ever look at this dresser the same again."
She laughed, "It is the perfect height."
"My knee begs to differ."
She frowned, "Aw baby, are you okay?"
Hearing her genuine concern sent a different wave of happiness through him as he responded, "Yeah, I'm okay having a bruise in the morning."
"Was it worth it."
He leaned down and kissed her, "Totally."
"That's what I wanted to hear."
They both laughed and kissed briefly until he said, "I suppose we should get dressed and finish unpacking."
Feeling his softening cock, she sighed, "I suppose so."
He straightened, then slowly backed up, causing his cock to slip free. He looked around behind him, finding their clothes and sorted them out. As he turned back around to hand Makayla her clothes, he was stopped where he was; Makayla was bringing her finger from her slit to her lips, licking a very clear glob of cum from it, then exaggerated swallowing. Maintaining the eye contact she said, "We really do taste good together."
All he could do was nod dumbfoundedly, then his eyes were drawn back to her pussy as a bit more cum leaked from her pussy, pooling on the bottom of her hole. Composing himself he said, "Do you want a towel this time?"
She shook her head and smiled, "The answer is still no."
He nodded and handed her the shorts and top. She put the top on first as he dressed, then as he was pulling his shorts on, she did the same, standing up and shimmying into them as she stood up. With them both dressed she went into the bathroom and after peeing, she came back out and found him working through the last couple boxes. She wrapped her arms around him and said, "What do you want to do after we unpack?"
"I thought we could order dinner, then relax and watch a movie or something."
"Are you asking me to Netflix and chill?"
He rolled his eyes, "I think we are well past that."
She laughed, "You're right. I'm going to finish up in the bathroom." He nodded and as she let go and moved towards the bathroom she paused, "Adam."
He turned, "What's up?"
"The answer for a towel is most likely always going to be no. The only time it MIGHT be a yes is if have a quicky somewhere completely irresponsible."
He smirked, "Gotcha."
***
As afternoon turned to evening, they finished unpacking Adam's room, getting the clothes and other things organized and put away. With the bedrooms and the other rooms unpacked, it left Adam's office. His new job was going to allow him to work from home two days a week, so he had made sure his new apartment had space for an office, and the much smaller third bedroom suited that.
As they shifted to the office, Makayla found herself sitting on the futon most of the time as Adam organized everything. On occasion, he would hand her something and tell her where it went, but there weren't many physical things to do. They took a break around 6:30 to skim a Chinese menu, then order dinner. As Adam continued to set up his computer and such while they waited for dinner, Makayla asked, "Care if I shower while we wait?"
"Not at all. Want some company?"
She giggled, "You can if you want, but I know you're busy."
He turned from her to his desk, then back again weighing the options, then asked, "Do you mind if I keep working, so then we have all evening together?"
She smiled and stood up, kissing him then said, "Not at all. Finish up."
He nodded and watched her leave the room, a noticeable sway in her hips that made him smile.
Adam spent the next 15 minutes getting everything organized and just as he leaned back to look at everything, he heard from behind him, "Baby?"
Adam turned to find Makayla fresh out of the shower, wrapped in a towel that was struggling to hold on above her breasts and wouldn't have covered her ass if she bent over. He smiled and said, "You look beautiful out of the shower."
She grinned, "Thanks, you just like that I'm not wearing anything under this."
He smiled back, "That is a definite perk. Did you need something specific, or just to tease me?"
She smirked, "We have successfully soaked my shorts in cum and I don't want to wear my clothes for tomorrow, do you have something I can wear?"
He returned her smirk, "You just want in my pants."
She burst out laughing, and he joined in. Once they had settled down, she nodded and said, "Maybe a little bit, but in seriousness, it's either wear your clothes or run out to my car."
"Neighbors might enjoy that."
She rolled her eyes at him, "You're an ass you know that? Plus, I only like to show off for you."
He chuckled, "Yet, you still want to be my girlfriend." They both looked at each other, unsure of what to say because even though they had talked earlier, the term boyfriend or girlfriend hadn't been said.
She smiled, "Girlfriend, eh?"
"Well, I dunno what else you would be."
"I like that."
"Good, now back to your question. In the dresser, the bottom left drawer has sweatpants, the one above it has shorts, and the on above that has t-shirts in it. Take your pick."
She smiled, "Perfect. When is dinner going to be here?"



Looking at his watch he said, "Should be anytime now."
She nodded, "Alrighty, I'm going to finish up, then I'll be out." She turned before he could respond and as she started across the hall, she undid the towel, dropping the towel, and giving him a view of her ass, which she made sure to shake.
He chuckled and yelled out, "You're evil you know!" Rather than respond, she just laughed and continued towards the bedroom.
A few minutes later, Adam heard a knock at the door and made his way out to the main hallway, finding the delivery driver at the door. After tipping him, he took the bag of food into the kitchen, and started organizing their food along with getting plates. As he was doing things, he yelled down the hall that dinner was there, and Makayla responded that she would be out soon.
When she appeared a few moments later, he had to stop for a moment, even though she was wearing his clothes, he couldn't help but feel attracted to her. She had grabbed an old college t-shirt of his that was beginning to fade and hung very loose on her, even so, it couldn't hide the swell of her breasts and the points of her nipples pressing against the fabric. For the bottom she had found a pair of his gym shorts but had clearly rolled up the waist a couple times because where they should have hung below her knees, they were resting at her mid-thigh.
He shook his head, "Damn, you even make my clothes look good."
She smiled, "I just wanted to be comfy, and your stuff fits the bill. Don't worry though, once I'm sure you're not going anywhere, I'm going to turn the full slob on."
He burst out laughing, "I'm sure even slob you is going to be fine. You don't wear a lot of make-up, and messy hair is sexy."
She laughed and replied, "Shut up and let's eat."
Unlike the meals before, they spent the next 20 minutes in their individual chairs, talking about Adam's new job, and Makayla's job along with her upcoming conference.
"So, what is your conference about?"
"We rolled out a new point of sale system in conjunction with a company out of California that has really taken off in smaller businesses. I'm presenting it with their marketing guy, trying to get it to go to slightly bigger clients."
"Oh nice. What makes it different?"
"Ease of use. Most point-of-sale systems have a lot of coding in them, and if something goes wrong, it is a hassle. What this company did was streamline things, so it'll dump into Excel."
"That's handy."
"Exactly. Makes filing reports easier, and then you can work with the IRS or the state to figure out monthly or quarterly taxes."
"How long does the conference run?"
"It's a short one; it starts on Monday afternoon with the setup and opening sessions, then a meet and greet and cocktails, then the sessions run all day Tuesday. I present once in the morning, then once in the afternoon, then manning the booth the rest of the time."
"I have to admit, that sounds terrible."
She laughed, "It's not too bad, the hotel is nice, and normally food is good. I don't mind networking and getting business. Some of the people are dry as hell though, plus the marketing guy is a bit of a sleaze ball."
Getting a concerned look on his face, Adam looked at Makayla, "How so?"
She laughed, "Calm down, no need to be jealous."
"I'm not jealous."
She laughed again, "Sure, tell yourself that." She got up and took his plate, loading it into the dishwasher before continuing, "He just stares WAY TOO much. I know I'm attractive, but he needs to be a little more subtle about it."
"What's he done?"
"I wore a pair of slacks and a sweater the first time we met and caught him staring down my top. Burst his bubble, I had a tank top on under it so he couldn't see much. He's made some comments about my outfits which is fine, but comments then staring is a bit much."
Standing and following her as she headed towards the living room, he asked, "Have you said anything to him?"
"Oh yeah, told him to adjust his eyes. Now I get to drop that have a boyfriend, that'll shut him up good."
They sat down on the couch, and he said, "You sure."
She chuckled, "Relax Adam, he is a nerdy little pipsqueak, I'm yours, and if all else fails, I'll kick him in the balls with the heels I brought."
He looked at her skeptically, "I dunno...I know how guys can be."
"You're right in that sense, but I'll let you in on a secret, after my divorce, I got my concealed carry permit, he's not gonna mess with me."
His eyes got large, never envisioning her owning a gun, "Really!?"
She laughed, "Yes, and I'm a pretty good shot, so don't mess with me."
"Wow, remind me not to piss you off."
She patted his leg, "See, you're a smart man." He laughed and turned his focus to the TV, still a bit unsure of the situation, but trying to not let it show. Makayla though, saw right through it and said, "Really Adam, it's fine. I appreciate the concern, and the jealousy is cute, but really, it's fine."
"Okay, I just worry."
She kissed him on the cheek and said, "I'm glad, it shows you care. How about this, we take a selfie and I'll use it as my background, so he gets the point."
He laughed, "What are we in high school?"
"Why not, although I never did anything like what we've done in high school." They both laughed for a few moments until she grabbed her phone off the coffee table. She handed it to him and said, "You have longer arms, so you have to take it."
He took her phone and made sure they were both centered in the screen then said, "Okay, one, two, three." As she smiled, he quickly turned and kissed her on the cheek.
"Hey!"
"You didn't tell me what to do."
She laughed and snatched her phone from him, and after looking, she grinned and then blushed a bit, "Okay, that is a pretty good picture." She showed him the picture, you could see the surprise in her eyes, but her smile and face couldn't have shown more happiness.
"I think it's perfect."
She smiled then kissed him gently; after pulling away and setting the picture as her background, she said, "I agree, now everyone will get the point."
He grinned, "Okay, so what do you want to watch?"
***
They spent the next three hours catching up on the newest season of Lioness. As the clock approached 10:30, Makayla lifted her head from his lap where it had been for the last episode and, then sat up, stretched, and yawned, "Holy crap it's already 10:30."
Adam stretched his neck and nodded, "What time do you need to leave in the morning?"
"I set up an early check in to my hotel, so I can get in there at 11. I plan to go to the ballrooms and get some stuff set up and the lay of the land before I check in. I also want to talk to some people that we've worked with before about some other stuff our company has coming down the pipe. It's about a 2-hour drive, so I figure I'll leave here around 8. That okay?"
"Works for me. I was going to get up and go to the gym after you left, then go in and do some final HR stuff in the afternoon."
She nodded, "You ready for bed?"
Adam's phone had dinged a couple times with incoming emails over the course of the evening, he finally checked the notification as the evening was winding down, seeing it was from his new boss, he said, "I'm going to look at this real quick, then I'll be in."
She stood then kissed him softly but passionately before saying, "Don't be long."
He smiled, "I won't."
While Adam checked and responded to the email, Makayla made it to the bedroom and into the bathroom where she peed, then brushed her teeth and did an abbreviated night routine. Once she was done, she walked back into the bedroom, stripped her clothes off and folded them nicely, before dropping them into one of the empty drawers Adam had left for her. She smiled and though briefly about how Adam was so much different than her ex. Adam cared about her feelings and her thoughts, the slight jealousy and concern was a welcome change and how without prompting, asked her if she wanted room to leave stuff, something that she had to just do when she was dating her ex.
She sighed and walked over to the bed, pulled back the covers and climbed in, sighing as the cool sheet enveloped her warm skin. She picked up her phone to begin reading, and shortly after, she heard Adam's footsteps coming down the hall.
When Adam walked in, he smiled, "I could get use to this." Makayla giggled as she looked up from her phone, then turned her focus back to her book. She was propped up against the headboard with the sheet pulled up over her breasts, but the satin fabric, like her shirt earlier betrayed her pajamas, or lack thereof, showing her firm nipples as they pressed into the fabric.
Adam headed into the bathroom where he quickly showered and brushed his teeth. He opened the bathroom door with a towel wrapped around his waist, causing Makayla to look up from her phone again, "Do I need pajamas?"
Makayla rolled her eyes, "What do you think?"
"Didn't think so but wanted to check."
He undid the towel, hung it on the hooks on the wall, then shut the lights off and made his way to the bed. He stopped at Makayla's side, and she looked up, "This is my side buster."
He laughed and gently took her phone setting it on the nightstand, then leaned over her, kissing her deeply, and allowing his tongue to press her lips, which she eagerly accepted. They kissed for a few moments as he sat on the edge of the bed beside her, their tongues dancing against each other. He pulled away first and said, "You've spoiled me, now I want to spoil you."
She shook her head, "I told you I was here to relieve stress."
"And you have, now just enjoy." Before she could respond, he pulled the sheet down, exposing her breasts. He lowered his head, kissing from where her breast began and continuing down until he began to kiss in circles around her areola. She began to softly moan, then gave a long moan as he took it into his mouth, sucking firmly while flicking it with his tongue. As she cradled his head to her breast, he continued to suck, then nibble on the bud, causing her to moan and begin to squirm under his touch.
When he released her breast, she said, "I don't think I ever realized how sensitive my breasts were until you."
He grinned and shifted on the bed, slowly making his way downward, pulling the sheet with him. Exposing the rest of her, he said, "I'm glad they are." He moved of the bed and said, "Turn your hips." With his help, she moved until her ass and hips were on the edge of the bed; he knelt in front of her, pushing her legs up until her heels were resting on the edge of the bed, exposing her to him. He smiled "Much better."
Makayla shuddered a bit, first from the cool breeze hitting her wet lips, but also from the feeling of exposure. Seeing the obvious shudder, Adam asked, "Are you okay?"
She bit her lip and stayed silent, unsure of what to say. He stood and gave her a concerned look; he joined her on the bed and stroked her hair, "What's wrong?"
She shook her head and covered her eyes, "You don't have to do that."
He frowned, "I know I don't have to, but I want to. Do you not want me too?"
"I do, but no one has ever really done it."
"I did it before?"
"I know but that was with Sydney."
"So, I want to do it and make you feel good."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes. I remember you saying you loved the feeling, which makes me want to do it even more."
"Can I be honest?"
"Of course."
"Laying here so exposed it a little weird. I told you before that Mark would only occasionally do?" Adam nodded and she continued, "Well he only did it because I apparently would guilt him into it after giving him head. And he always made a big show of it, but only spent less than a minute on me, and never like this."
Adam frowned and leaned over to kiss her, after breaking the kiss, he rose and replied, "Well that's stupid. I tasted you a few months ago, and I've tasted you today and last night, I want more of that. You deserve to feel as good as I do when you give me head."
She smiled and blushed a bit, "Are you sure?"
"Positive. I want you to cum, and I want to lick it all up."
She blushed again; a bit surprised at how their conversation was impacting her. She nodded her head and said, "Go ahead."
He smiled and slid of the bed, coming face to face with her glistening lips and said, "Tell me what feels good and what to do differently. I'm still finding my way around your body."
She smiled and said, "You've done great so f...." The rest of her sentence was cut off with her moan as he first kissed her lips, then split them with his tongue.
Hearing her respond brough a slight smile to his face as he began to focus on her taste and reactions. He started slow, softly licking her out lips, then working his way inward, then upward, gently touching each part of her as she began to softly moan. As he retreated down, he began to suck her lips into his mouth as she continued to moan. When he got to the bottom of her slit, he took a deep breath, then pushed his nose against her open slit and pressed the tip of his tongue inside her, feeling the contours of her entrance.
Feeling the sudden pressure of his nose and his tongue inside of her, Makayla let out a moan as a mini orgasm washed through her. Throughout the orgasm, Adam kept up his moves, furiously licking along her hole, then slit, lapping up as much of her wetness as he could. As she groaned, Adam moved up, sucking her clit between his lips.
The sudden suction on her most sensitive part, caused her eyes to shoot open, then her mouth followed with a loud moan. Grinning slightly due to her reaction, Adam sucked a bit harder, then began to gently flick the pronounced nub with the tip of his tongue. Focusing on her noises and allowing them to guide his movements. As the moans became louder and more consistent, he increased his pressure and motions and soon his tongue and lips were greeted with a flood of moisture.
As her body began to quake and she let out a long moan, Adam pressed his face firmly into her crotch, licking as fast as he could. When her orgasm reached its peak, she let out scream and clamped her thighs around his head. When her orgasm began to wane, and her thighs began to relax, he was able to pull his head from between her legs and took in the sight before him. Makayla's face and chest were a bright red, her chest heaved as she took in ragged breaths, her breasts bouncing slightly.
She finally opened her eyes as her body began to return to normal, propped herself up on her elbows and exclaimed, "Jesus Christ dude! What did you do to me?"
He smiled, "Just made you feel good like I said I would."
She huffed in shock, "You're covered in me."
He chuckled, wiped his face, getting most of her wetness off before replying, "You taste wonderful."
She shook her head, still feeling the effects of her orgasm, then said, "If you keep doing that, I'm never letting you go."
He stood up and climbed onto the bed beside her where they shared a soft kiss and he softly said, "I plan to keep doing that, now can I have something else?"
She grinned, "I told you anything."
"Ride me."
She smirked, "Now that I can get behind."
As they repositioned, he laughed, "No I'll get behind you later."
With him now on his back and her straddling him, she smirked again, "Promise?"
He grinned, but before he could reply, Makayla took his cock into her hand and guided it into her pussy, before sinking down with a groan. Feeling him stretch her, she tossed her head back and sighed, relishing the feeling of them being united. Once he was fully inside of her, she sighed again, before leaning forward and kissing him. As their tongues danced with each other, she began to rock her hips, and within a few moments, their kiss broke as she needed to take a deep breath.
She lifted her head and body, her heavy tits were no longer smashed against his chest, allowing him to take one of them between his lips, sucking firmly. Feeling the supplemental wave of pleasure flow through her from his mouth, Makayla let out a long moan and sped up the movement of her hips. As her pussy secreted more lubrication and pleasure sent bolts of electricity through her, she rose from him, pulling her nipple from his mouth. He groaned, "Hey I was busy."
She simply bit her lip and began to bounce on his cock his cock, trying to drive it deeper into her. They both moaned as the sensations changed; she felt herself become a bit unsteady from the squats she was now doing on him, but almost on cue, his hands moved to her thighs, then her hips to guide and steady her movements.
While what Marissa was doing felt great, Adam had only come from a girl on top a few times, so he instead focused on her actions and noises, trying to grant her as much pleasure as he could. As those noises became louder and her movements became more erratic, Adam began to press up into her when she was at the bottom of each thrust, causing her to moan a bit louder each time. With her movements, Adam couldn't help but stare and almost drool over the movement of her tits as they bounced in time with her movements.
Just as her legs were starting to burn, the strongest jolt went through her, and Makayla pressed down firmly onto him, feeling her body shake as her orgasm flowed through her. She let out a long moan and collapsed forward resting against him as her body quivered and contracted around him, trying to draw his cum to her womb.
As her orgasm waned, Ada stroked her back softly and kissed her shoulders and neck gently. He smiled against her, "Feel better?"
She wiggled her hips and smiled into the sheet, "I feel great, how about you?"
He let out a groan as she contracted her walls around his hard cock, then replied once she relaxed, "I'm great."
"You haven't cum, have you?"
She raised up as he shook his head and chuckled, "No, you've pretty much drained me today."
She frowned, "But I want you to."
He laughed, "Oh I will, I've only ever cum from cowgirl a couple times."
She sat up straight, allowing him to fully see her again, then asked, "Then why did you want me to ride you?"
He smiled, "Because I knew you would like it, and I would get to see all of you."
"Oh...so how do I make you cum?"
She contracted her walls again, causing him to sigh as he said, "Well, we could always try reverse cowgirl, then I could stare at that sexy ass."
"Oooo."
"Or, if you were still wanting to walk a little funny, I have another idea."
She bit her lip sexily and made a show that she was thinking, before grinning and saying, "I like the sound of the second option, would further make Shane leave me alone."
Adam smirked, and replied, "You got it. Probably need to climb off first."
Makayla sighed and slowly rolled off, and then falling to the bed as his cock slipped free. As they looked at each other she said, "How do you want me?"
Adam rolled over until he was on his knees and said, "Roll onto your side and keep the bottom leg straight."
Makayla shifted and once she was in what she thought was the right position, she said, "Like this?"
Adam nodded scooted close to her and straddled her lower leg, and pushing her top leg up, exposing her well used pussy. His movements caused her to twist her torso, which exposed her breasts as her back rested on the bed. He grinned and pressed himself against her, feeling the heat radiate from her pussy onto his waiting cock. As he slipped into her, she let out a groan as he filled and stretched her once again.
Fully inside of her, she took a deep breath, feeling him press deeper than before. He situated his lets and rested his hands on her hip and said, "If I hurt you tell me,"
She bit her lip then said, "I don't think I've ever had someone so deep, but if feels good."
"Let me know if it's too much."



She bit her lip and nodded as Adam bent over her slightly and began to thrust. He started slow, paying attention to her face, looking for signs of pain or discomfort. Finding none, he sped up slightly, and saw her face contort, not in pain but in pleasure. She let out a long moan as he continued to thrust, letting out grunts as he sped up a bit more.
In a moment of lucidity, she felt a craving that she had never felt with Adam before. Her eyes opened, and looked into his and squeaked out, "I want you deeper."
He paused for a moment and said, "Really?"
"Yes, I want to feel you as deep as possible."
Thinking back to the one other time he had done this position, he nodded and gently pushed her top leg up to her chest, opening her up and when he bent over her more, she felt his slip even deeper into her, grazing her cervix, and sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Seeing her face contort again, he asked, "You good?"
"I'm great, now get fucking."
He laughed and did just that, quickly returning to the pace he was at before she asked him to go deeper. As he thrust, he felt her wetness coat him as she came. Her moans increased as did the contractions around his cock; as he sped up to where he was pounding her as much as possible, her body responded with an orgasm that kept cascading through her until with a loud "FUCK!" she felt him press into her. As she felt the head of his cock rest against her cervix, she soon felt the familiar splash of warmth as his cum coated her insides.
Adam raised up from her, fighting to regain his breath, but let out another groan as he felt MaKayla squeezing her pussy, drawing the last little bits of cum from his cock. She smirked at him and said, "Gonna make it there?"
He hung his head and shook it, "I dunno, you have pretty much drained me dry."
He slowly withdrew his now softening cock and collapsed onto the bed beside her. She began to wiggle, pulling the covers over them before scooting close to him, resting her head on his chest, and sighing in contentment before saying, "Good, then I have accomplished what I came to do."
He chuckled, "And what was that?"
She raised up and smiled as she looked at him, "I told you I wanted to relieve the stress of moving, and in doing so, I made sure your balls were properly drained."
He rolled his eyes and said, "You succeeded for sure. I need a drink."
She chuckled and rolled off him as he got up, "Can you bring me a glass of water?"
"Of course."
As he headed towards the kitchen, she grinned as she stared at his ass, then rolled over, making sure her alarm was set for seven, figuring that would give her plenty of time to get ready and still leave at eight as she planned.
When Adam returned a few minutes later, he handed her a glass of water while sucking on a large Yeti water bottle himself. She cocked her eyebrow at him, to which he replied, "Liquid IV, I'm not kidding you that I am drained."
She pouted playfully, "Are you upset?"
"Hell no, I could get used to this."
She smiled as he climbed back into bed, "Good."
As he sat up, nursing the remainder of his water while she rested her head on his chest, they talked about the morning and her conference, then their upcoming official date on the Wednesday she returned from her conference. As he set his bottle down, he shimmied back down in bed, pulling her close after turning off the light and said, "Make sure I'm awake before you leave."
"Of course, I expect breakfast."
He laughed and squeezed her as he kissed the top of her head, then replied, "After everything you've done for me, it is the least I can do."
She tilted her head and they kissed, before she replied, "Sweet dreams baby."
He grinned and pulled her tighter, "You too."
***
MaKayla woke up a few minutes before her alarm, rolling over to shut it off since she was already awake. As she rolled back over to Adam, she found that he hadn't been disturbed as she moved around, she smiled at the slight smile on his face as the early morning rays of sun filtered in around the curtains. She pulled the covers back and slipped from them, stretching before making her way towards the bathroom.
The first few steps were a little shaky, and it quickly became clear that they had succeeded in making her walk funny. She giggled as she got into the bathroom and sat on the toilet; as she relieved herself, she noticed the residue of their exploits the previous day on her inner thighs, causing her to continue smiling. She couldn't help but think about what the future held for her and Adam, they obviously had great physical chemistry, and like they had talked the day before, they knew each other so well from growing up together, a romantic relationship was and should continue to come easily. Pulling a bit of toilet paper off the roll, she went to wipe and winced a bit at the tenderness of her outer lips and pussy.
She thought to herself as she washed her hands, "Probably no sex this morning." She frowned at the notion, hoping to feel Adam inside of her again and taking another load of his cum with her to the conference, but soon pushed that thought out of her mind and made her way back to the bedroom. As she did, she found Adam had rolled onto his back and a clear tent was popped over his groin. She grinned at the sight and walked to the foot of the bed, crawled up onto it and pulled the blankets down to expose his cock. She licked her lips and opened them before taking his head into her mouth. She spent the next few minutes working her mouth over his cock, paying close attention to his reaction to know when he was awake. Those reactions started as subtle breaths, before becoming slight grunts, and then soft moans as his cock continued to swell in her mouth.
Adam was one of those people that always remembered his dreams and as he began to stir, he was going to remember the current one. In it, he and MaKayla were at a wedding, and she had pulled him into a bathroom and was currently on her knees in front of him in her bridesmaid's dress sucking his cock. In his dream, he let out a loud groan as she cupped his balls and deep throated him. Just as he heard her gag, his eyes shot open in real life with a moan as Makayla gagged, deep throating him. With sensation of the back of her throat, Adam gently pushed up causing her to gag a bit more and drag her lips across his cock.
"Well good morning."
She wiped the spit from her chin and replied, "Good morning baby." As she stroked his cock softly with her hand, she continued, "I'm a bit tender from yesterday, will this suffice until I get back from my conference?"
He looked at her in concern and said, "Did I hurt you?"
"God no. I haven't had that much sex in a long time, if ever and my body isn't used to it."
"Oh."
She smiled, "I promise you, I'm fine. Now, would you like me to continue?"
"Only if you want."
She smirked, "I want."
For the next few minutes, she went back to work on his cock, licking and sucking it, once again paying attention to his reactions. As much as she would like to tease him and prolong it, she knew she was crunched for time, so as his moans became a bit more consistent and he began to lift his hips, she sped up her mouth, making sure to get his shaft wet before moving them to the head and placing her hand on the shaft, stroking as she flicked the head with her tongue.
The new focus caused Adam's eyes to shoot open and lose focus; he tried to hold back, relishing the feeling but quickly he knew it was futile and let out a groan and said, "Fuck I'm going to cum."
She doubled her efforts and was soon rewarded by a shot of warm, salty liquid hitting the back of her throat, she quickly swallowed as her hand coaxed more from his cock, swallowing with the next three shots. As his orgasm waned, she gently licked the head of his cock, causing him to shudder due to the sensitivity. She spent a few more moments cleaning his cock up before pulling her lips from it with a gently pop. She looked up and smiled at him, seeing his chest heave before saying, "Feel better?"
He exhaled and took a moment to gather his thoughts as he looked at his girlfriend, naked and resting on her heals with a smile on her face; he finally replied, "I feel great. That is a hell of a good morning."
"I'm glad you like it, now I'm going to shower."
He smirked, "Want some company."
She grinned but shook her head, "I would love it, BUT I told you I'm too tender, and if you get in with me, I will want you IN me; so I'll pass this go around."
He pouted, "Okay, I'll get you breakfast and a coffee to go."
She kissed him on the cheek, "You're a doll, thanks." He chuckled and stood up, following her towards the dressed and bathroom. As he stopped at the dressed, he swatted her ass, causing her to squeal and playfully glare at him as she shut the door.
He tossed on a pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt before making his way to the kitchen. As he got the coffee pot going, he began to scrounge through the kitchen for breakfast foods. He settled on toast, eggs, and some ham, mentally making a note to go to the grocery store and ask MaKayla about what things she would want him to keep on hand. As he prepared breakfast, his mind drifted to how things had changed in the last 36 hours. Sure, they had hooked up twice before and the second time was different that had been left open ended and the times they hung out after were not awkward. Now, they had decided to pursue a relationship and he had essentially asked her to move in with him to an extent by giving her room in the closest and drawers in his dresser.
That was a step he had never taken before, the closest he had ever come to living with a girl was when an ex had lived with him for two weeks while they waited for her lease to start. That had been fun, lots of sex, but he had never considered offering her a drawer, but this time he did it without hesitation. As he plated the two eggs and ham, he grinned as he heard MaKayla say, "A girl could get used to this."
He turned and smiled walking up to her with their plates, setting them down before kissing her, "I'm glad, because I like to cook, just don't have anyone to do it for usually."
She sipped her coffee and took a bite of the food, "Yum...what is it with these eggs?"
He grinned, "Bacon grease and Kinder's seasoning."
She took another bit and with a full mouth, "This is amazing."
"I'm glad to you like it."
They made small talk over breakfast and setting up their plans for Wednesday's dinner. They decided on a local brewpub that was known for its food, drinks, and atmosphere. As he took their plates and poured her a to-go cup of coffee, "You sure you don't want to go somewhere fancier?"
She stood and gathered the rest of her things, checking her bag before saying, "Not at all. Fancy has its place, but not for a first date."
He laughed at the thought of it being the first date, then said, "The first date thing is still funny, especially after this weekend."
She smiled and took the coffee cup from him, set it on the table and pressed her body against his. She was wearing a pair of grey slacks that hugged her hips and ass and a white blouse that was scandalously unbuttoned, showing off the ample cleavage. She kissed him and they made out for a few minutes and as he squeezed her ass, she grunted and pulled away, "Down boy, I have to get going."
He whined and pulled away, "Fine! Although, I'm a bit disappointed."
She twisted her face and asked, "In what?"
"You're wearing panties."
She rolled her eyes and picked up her coffee, making her way to the door. As they reached it, she stood up on her toes, kissing him again before pulling away and saying, "I'll text you when I get there, and I'll think about groceries that you can pick up."
He nodded and said, "Drive carefully."
"I will and Adam?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm wearing panties because I'm pretty sure you pumped a gallon of cum into me, and it needs caught."
"Oh."
"Yeah, and it feels great. The douchebag I have to work with is not gonna have a clue how freshly fucked I am. I can't wait."
He chuckled and kissed her again, "You need to get going, I'll talk to you in a little bit."
She smiled softly, "Thanks for a great couple days, I'm really excited about us."
"Me too."
Makayla made her way out to the parking lot and as she set her bag in the back seat, she turned back towards the apartment as she opened the front door of her car and smiled as she saw Adam looking down on her smiling and waving. She waved back before backing out of the space with a smile on her face, already feeling the excitement build for their date on Wednesday.
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Around 2:30, Jeff woke up, feeling the call of his bladder. He tried to sit up but was weighed down; when he opened his eyes and they adjusted to the ambient light of the room, he realized that he still had both women wrapped around him. Lifting his head, he could see that none of them had apparently moved over the last three hours. Both women were still resting their heads on his chest, with Zoie's arm between their heads, and Kaitlin's draped over hers. As his eyes traveled down further, and with the blanket pooled at their waists, he could make out the slight rise of Zoie's breast and just make out the bud of her nipple. On his other side, Kaitlin's large breasts were smashed against him, pushing out and exposing a side boob view that would make anyone women jealous and turn on any man.
As much as he wanted to admire the two women, and feeling his cock harden, Jeff squirmed his way out from under them as nature called. As he climbed over Zoie to head to the bathroom. Both women let out soft noises of protest, causing him to pause, hoping they wouldn't wake. When neither moved, he made his way to the bathroom, and relieved himself. As he walked towards the sink to wash his hands, he tripped over something on the floor. Looking down, he saw two of their three towels; he chuckled and picked them up, tossing them in the corner so they could grab them in the morning to take home to be washed.
As he washed his hand and grabbed a drink of water, he thought about the coming day. Clearly there was an issue between Kaitlin and Matt; this weekend hadn't gone as they thought or had hoped originally. Although, he wasn't sure what to think about everything, especially after the last six hours. He and Zoie were great, but clearly Kaitlin had enjoyed herself and been a willing participant, what would tomorrow bring? Would she regret everything in the morning? Would she try to convince Matt that everything was okay? Would she even tell Matt about what had happened?
So many questions now existed; he frowned as he thought about the worst-case scenario where Kaitlin ended her friendship with the two of them. That would likely destroy Zoie, and he didn't want it to happen, so he decided then that he would do whatever he could to make sure that didn't happen, even of that meant he never spent time with Kaitlin again. Even that would bother him because besides the fun they had had over the last few days, he genuinely liked her and spending time with her.
He sighed and exited the bathroom; as he made his way back to the bed, his apprehension was abated when he realized his "spot" from earlier was gone and now filled by Zoie. With the blankets still pooled at their waists, Zoie had apparently rolled over, as had Kaitlin and they were now spooning each other, Zoie's arm draped over Kaitlin's abdomen and their bodies pressed tightly together. He chuckled and shook his head before pulling back the covers, admiring Zoie's bare ass then climbed in behind her. Seeing both women in their present state had gotten his brain running, and while he and Zoie had no problem waking the other up for sex, with Kaitlin in bed with them, he decided against it, and after 10 or 15 minutes, he finally dozed back off himself.
A few hours later, Zoie woke to find herself in the middle of the bed, pressed against Kaitlin and Jeff pressed against her. She wiggled a bit, freeing her left arm that had been pinned beneath her; then lifting her right that had been draped over Kaitlin, she stretched them above her head, and let out a soft sigh of contentment. As she lowered her arms, she felt a familiar poking against her ass. She sleepily grinned and moved her hips, cherishing the feeling of Jeff's hard cock pressing against her, and with another movement, she felt him respond, pushing back into her.
She looked over her shoulder and saw his eyes were still closed and his breathing was soft. She silently giggled to herself and then felt something new, Kaitlin was pushing back into her also, pinning her between them. As she shifted, she couldn't help but let out a soft moan as his cock slipped down her ass and settled between her cheeks. She heard Kaitlin groggily say, "Come back," Zoie smiled, draped her arm back over Kaitlin's abdomen, and softly stroked it until she found her fingers grazing the underside of her breasts, causing Kaitlin to coo in contentment.
Zoie lay quietly, stroking Kaitlin and enjoying being pressed between both her two favorite people. She couldn't help but feel Jeff's cock move between her legs each time she shifted in the slightest, causing her to become move turned on. As she became more aroused, she moved her hips more while continuing to stroke the underside of Kaitlin's breasts; after two or three minutes of that, and as her breath became more labored, she frustratingly gave up whatever resistance she had held onto to this point. She lifted her top leg slightly, and pushed back into Jeff, feeling his cock slide from her ass to between her legs and rest against her now wet lips.
She adjusted herself, removed her hand from Kaitlin, then used it to press the underside of Jeff's cock until it slipped inside of her. Feeling his head and the first few inches slip into, then stretch her, she grunted, lowered her leg, then sighed as the itch she had developed was satiated. Placing her hand back on Kaitlin, she began to subtly move her hips, allowing the head of his cock to stroke her G-Spot, causing her breathing to begin heavier and her sounds to become more audible. All the while, she had shifted from stroking Kaitlin's breast to now cupping them softly; feeling the warm, soft flesh in her hands only served to turn her on more.
As a ray of sunshine slipped through the curtains and hit Kaitlin's face, she smiled, thinking about how great she slept, then felt an even better sensation, the soft massage of her breasts. She sighed and pressed back into Zoie, craving her touch. Zoie felt her friend's reaction, and as Jeff began to stir himself, she increased her grinding against him and began to pinch Kaitlin's nipple.
Kaitlin sighed and she ground her ass against Zoie, but paused, then smiled as she heard the bed shift and a moan slip from Zoie's mouth that was pressed to her neck. She enjoyed the sensations for a few moments as Zoie clearly was too, considering her moans were becoming more apparent. Kaitlin slowly pulled away and rolled to her other side, then propped her head on her hand, taking in the sight before her.
Just as she suspected, Jeff was behind Zoie, his hand on her hip for leverage as he pressed into her slowly. Zoie's face was contorted in pleasure with each thrust, bringing a smile to Kaitlin's face. Jeff opened his eyes as the bed shifted, seeing that Kaitlin was now awake; he smiled at her, "Good morning."
"Good morning to you two. Is this how you normally wake up?"
Zoie moaned as Jeff shifted closer, pushing into her again, then said, "Is that a problem?"
Kaitlin smirked, "Not at all, it's kinda hot to watch."
Unable to stay still as the walls of Zoie's wet pussy surrounded his cock, Jeff wrapped his arm around Zoie's waist and began to thrust into her again. Zoie managed to squeak out, "Join in if you want."
Kaitlin smiled and nodded, taking a few moments to watch the passion between her two friends. As she watched, the comparison was stark, the two days prior when she had had sex with them, it was passionate, but lustful. This go around though, the sex was slow, and Jeff was peppering Zoie's neck and back with kisses with each thrust. As Zoie's moans began to get louder, Kaitlin could no long hold back and scooted closer, pressing her lips to her best friend's, silencing the moans as their tongues touched and played with each other.
Seeing the two women press together, Jeff felt his cock become harder and began to thrust a bit firmer into his wife. Zoie felt the pressure increase and broke the kiss so she could let out a long moan. Kaitlin took the opportunity to slip her hand between their bodies and following the heat down found Zoie's slit. Finding it plenty wet, she coated her finger and began to massage Zoie's clit, eliciting a louder moan than earlier.
Jeff looked over Zoie's shoulder and made eye contact with Kaitlin, both grinning as Zoie's body began to vibrate from the pleasure. Returning his focus to his wife, Jeff began to thrust faster, pulling her tight against her and soon the combination of his thrusts and her friend rubbing her clit, Zoie let out a long moan and an "Oh God." as her orgasm began to course through her body. Kaitlin kept rubbing, feeling her hand getting wetter as the orgasm rolled through Zoie.
As Zoie's orgasm rolled through her, and seeing the movements of Kaitlin's hand, Jeff couldn't hold back and with a groan of his own, felt his own orgasm roll through his body, pumping cum into his wife as her pussy tried to coax as much out of him as possible. He let out another groan as his orgasm subsided, the dehydration from the previous evening catching up to him. As both their orgasms tapered off, Kaitlin began to slow her own movements and turned her focus back to Zoie's lips, allowing them to kiss softly as Jeff regained his breath.
Their kiss was broken when Jeff slowly withdrew from her, causing Zoie to moan at the emptiness, then the feeling of his cum leaking out of her, coating her lips. She began to giggle at the sensation, causing Kaitlin to grin and ask, "What are you laughing about?"
Jeff stood up, allowing Zoie to roll to her back still giggling before she replied, "I'm leaking."
They all three laughed, Jeff shook his head and made his way to the bathroom leaving Kaitlin and Zoie to continue cuddling and stealing kisses from each other. Kaitlin smiled at Zoie and said, "Can I do something?"
Zoie grinned, "What's that?"
"Can I taste you two together."
"Of course girl." Zoie shivered as she felt Kaitlin's hand rand over her stomach and to her crotch, where a finger traced her slit from bottom to top, then the sensation was gone. She watched as Kaitlin wiggled away from her slightly, bringing her finger which was covered in her wetness and a large glob of Jeff's cum; she inhaled slightly as Kaitlin's finger disappeared into her mouth.
Kaitlin closed her eyes as she sucked the cum and wetness from her finger. She couldn't help but let out a "Mmmm," as she savored the unique combination of saltiness from Jeff and the tanginess of Zoie, then swallowing the small amount of cum, enjoying the thick cream sliding down her throat.
When she opened her eyes, Zoie was grinning, "That was hot."
Kaitlin smiled, "Agreed, you two taste great together."
Zoie was getting ready to suggest Kaitlin try a bit more, but her thoughts were interrupted by Jeff entering the bedroom and saying, "You two are so fucking sexy together. While I wish we could stay in bed all day, we need to get back early so that we can pick up Gunner from the boarder." Both women pouted, causing Jeff to laugh, but ultimately, they conceded and climbed out of bed, taking a quick and relatively innocent shower together as Jeff fixed an easy breakfast.
After breakfast, they packed their things, loaded them into Jeff and Zoie's SUV, then began the drive back towards their homes and reality.
***
As they exited the highway, their lively conversation began to wane as the realization that they were going to have to come face to face with Matt, something none of them had been looking forward to, but had pushed from their minds over the previous 24 hours. When they turned into Kaitlin's neighborhood, Kaitlin took an audible deep breath and said, "Well this is going to be fun."
Unbeknownst to them, Jeff and Zoie had the same thought running through their brains, "What happens next?" Neither had said it, but they both had really enjoyed their time with Kaitlin and secretly didn't want to admit that they wouldn't hate it to continue. The three's thoughts were interrupted as Jeff slowed and pulled into Kaitlin's driveway.
As they did, Matt walked out of the garage and as they exited the vehicle, a women followed Matt out of the garage. Jeff gave Matt a sideways glance but chose to step around the vehicle to open the hatch. As he did, he heard Zoie and Kaitlin's doors shut, and Kaitlin say, "What are you doing here Kallie?"
Matt replied before the other woman could, "She's here to support me knowing you would be back."
Zoie responded, "Who's she?"
Kaitlin replied, "Kallie works with Matt in the same department."
Jeff carried Kaitlin's bag around the car, but didn't set it down as Kaitlin said, "You need support because I'm coming back from a weekend with friends? A trip that you were on and left early from?"
"Oh, don't give me that, we all know why I left early!"
Kallie nodded, causing Zoie to remark, "Even she knows what happened?"
The other woman nodded, "Matt told me everything."
Matt added, "Yes, I told her. Now who's it going to be Kaitlin; our marriage, or them?"
Jeff rolled his eyes, "That's fucked up dude, and you know it."
"Shut the fuck up you pervert. You don't get to make judgements on how I feel after you manipulated my wife."
Jeff felt himself getting annoyed, but Kaitlin interrupted his thoughts when she angrily said, "They didn't manipulate me at all. Everything that happened WE did willingly."
Matt rose his voice, "I told you that it was all a mistake and that we shouldn't have done it."
Zoie interrupted him, "That not what you were thinking when you were balls deep inside of me and staring at me the rest of that evening!"
Jeff had to bite his lip to stop from laughing as Kaitlin began to fight back tears and Kallie gasped, covering her mouth at the brashness of Zoie's comment. Matt began to turn red from embarrassment and anger and he finally replied, "Shut up!"
Jeff stepped beside the two women and said, "Don't you talk to us that way."
Matt sneered, "I'm done talking to you!" He turned to Kaitlin and said through clinched teeth, "Last chance Kaitlin, us or them?"
Jeff and Zoie both felt a weight settle on them as they knew everything was coming to a head. He subtly put his hand on his wife's back as the silence was deafening; Kaitlin looked at her husband, his coworker, then to Jeff and Kaitlin. There were clear tears in her eyes as she shifted her looks between them, before she finally said, "Can I stay with you guys' a while?"
Zoie nodded and hugged her friend as Matt let out a groan, shook his head and threw his hands up in the air and said, "I can't believe this, you're choosing them over me!"
Kallie placed her arm around his shoulder and sneered at the other three, "You people are messed up."
Kaitlin broke her hug from Zoie and jerked her head to face Matt and Kallie, "NO! You are the messed up one! You have been way too close to Matt since you were hired and I tried to be a good person and trust my husband and you, even trying to befriend you, but I'm really thinking that was misplaced. You need to look in the mirror yourself!" As Kallie recoiled at the inferred accusation, Kaitlin turned her focus to Matt, "And you! Get off your high horse, I don't think anyone is to blame, but if anyone is, we both are. You are not innocent in this. Now, I'm going to go inside and get some things, and you had better not follow me!"
Kaitlin stormed past her husband, making her way into the house. Jeff and Zoie stood awkwardly looking at Matt and Kallie. Matt and Kallie scoffed as Jeff took Zoie's hand in his, then headed around the side of the house. Zoie looked at him and pecked him on the lips, "I'm going to go check on her, we will be back in five minutes."
Jeff nodded, "Alright, let me know if you need anything, I love you."
"I love you too."
***Epilogue ***
Over the next 18 months, Kaitlin filed for divorce, which was finalized with relative ease after six months. All their shared assets were sold, and the proceeds used to pay off car, credit card, and student loan debt, with the remaining split evenly. Kaitlin did not seek alimony or spousal support, wanting a clean break from Matt due to his bitterness and plain anger as the divorce proceeded. The constant in Kaitlin's life the entire process was Zoie and Jeff, and as suspected, Kallie was present with Matt anytime the parties saw each other.
Initially, Jeff and Zoie were unsure of how to proceed, focusing on Kaitlin's needs and well-being. That all changed a month or so after the confrontation in the driveway when on a Friday night, the three of them had returned from dinner out and decided they were going to watch some TV before dinner. Zoie and Jeff headed to their room, Jeff changing into a hoodie and gym shorts, while Zoie slipped on a pair of shorts and pulled on a tank top. As Zoie headed toward the living room, she paused outside their guest room and knocked on Zoie's door and stuck her head in, "Red or white?"
Kaitlin responded from her bathroom, "Red please!"
Zoie and Jeff made their way to the kitchen where Jeff poured two glasses of red wine and himself three fingers of Bookers. They sat on the couch and heard Kaitlin coming down the steps. When she came down the hallway and entered the living room, Jeff and Zoie said in unison, "Wow."
Kaitlin grinned and said, "Do you all like?" They both nodded and took her in; Kaitlin wasn't wearing the normal lounge clothes, instead she was wearing a navy blue, lace bodysuit. The cups were clearly a pushup style, pressing her breasts together and threatening to overflow the cups; other than the cups and the crotch, the rest of the suit was mesh and lace, leaving little to the imagination.
Jeff nodded and Zoie answered, "You look amazing. What's the occasion?"
Kaitlin grinned and walked towards them, standing in front of them and said, "You two have been wonderful to me the last few weeks and I want to repay you."
Jeff replied, "Are you sure?"
"I'm positive. I have never felt more cared for, loved, sexy, or desired than I did the two days with you. And honestly, over the last few weeks. I want and need this."
Zoie smiled and stood, closing the gap between them, and kissing her friend as Jeff watched and smiled. Kaitlin broke the kiss and turned towards Jeff, "How about we go to bed?"
Jeff smiled, "Sounds good to me."
***1 Year later***
Over the next 12 months, the three of them became a throuple. Zoie officially moved into their bedroom, and while they enjoyed playing with each other most nights, they decided that Jeff would spend individual nights with each of them once or twice a week. There were definite growing pains as they adapted to their new arrangement, but after talking to each other about their concerns, they usually cleared things up quickly.
The following spring, Jeff received a promotion at work that came with 100% work from home and a significant pay raise, and shortly after, they found out that Zoie was pregnant. As Zoie progressed to her second trimester, the throuple began to nest, decorating the nursery and preparing for the arrival, especially after finding out that they would be welcoming a little boy. As the fall turned into winter, they took advantage of some time off and made their way to the cabin for the week. Once they arrived, the forecast shifted in the later part of the week, dumping over 18 inches of snow in a day and a half, effectively snowing them in.
The day after the snow ended, Jeff had spent the majority of the day clearing snow from around the cabin, off the shed he had built that summer, and plowing their driveway to the main road. He was definitely tired but was currently enjoying an evening on the floor reclined against the couch in front of the wood stove with both of their heads in his lap, enjoying full bellies and the warmth of the fire. The women had been toying with him a bit that evening, wearing matching a matching flannel pajama set that consisted of a button up short sleeve top and shorts. Zoie's was barely holding on, the two buttons between her growing breasts and belly all that was holding it together, while Kaitlin's hugged her body, unbuttoned very low, exposing that she wasn't wearing a bra.



Zoie interrupted the silence and said, "So babe, we've been talking."
Jeff rolled his eyes playfully at the statement, "Oh really?"
Kaitlin propped herself, "Yeah, we think Max should have a sibling."
Jeff nodded, "Right, we talked that we wanted a couple of kids before we were done."
Zoie sat up, her bump clearly visible under her flannel top, "We were thinking sooner."
"Oh really?"
Kaitlin sat up, stroking Zoie's bump, her own top exposing more skin, "Yeah, so I had my IUD removed two weeks ago."
Jeff raised his eyebrows, "So that's why you've been "sick" and so focused on Zoie and I."
Kaitlin laughed, "Maybe a little, plus you know I like giving pleasure as much as I like getting it."
Jeff responded, making sure he was clear with what he thought they were suggesting, "So what are you two saying?"
Kaitlin looked at him in a sultry manner, "I want you to put a baby in me."
Before he could respond, Zoie reached over and snaked her hand inside Kaitlin's top, squeezing her breast, causing her to moan, then said, "Yeah baby, knock her up, then you can have to pregnant women to fuck."
Kaitlin's hand slid up his lap, cupping his bulge and saying, "So, how about it?"
He grinned, becoming turned on at the thought. They had a phenomenal sex life since becoming a throuple, but it had become even more intense as Zoie's pregnancy progressed. Once she got over her morning sickness, her libido skyrocketed, there were multiple times that even after they had sex, he would find or hear Kaitlin and Zoie continuing without him. He looked at both women and said, "Well, we probably should go upstairs, it may not take right away, might take a few times."
Both women grinned, and stood up, then after helping him up, they made their way to the bedroom and as luck would have it, by the time they got home four days later, even though they didn't know it, Kaitlin was indeed pregnant.



        