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    In Which I Give Lara My Yule Log 

      

    All characters involved in sexual situations in this series are over eighteen. I don’t condone actual teacher/student relationships. This is strictly the realm of silly, fun fantasy. 

      

    Contains: MF, MFF, MFFF, MFFFF, teacher-student, anal, exhibitionism, new adult romance, terrible chapter titles 

      

    Christmas morning, and I just received the greatest gift of my life – the news that my girlfriend Lara Denman was pregnant. With our clothes strewn all over like discarded wrapping paper, I chased her into her bedroom, her laughter replacing the tears she shed when she feared what I might say. 

    As if I could be anything but madly in love with the idea of having a child with the woman I cared for most. Sure, there were monumental things to worry about like… oh, college, bills, raising a kid when we were only eighteen, what her parents might say, what my parents might say, what our other two lovers might say, where we’d live, what we’d do, all of that. But it could wait, at least for an hour or two. 

    “Where’s your family?” I asked her as she bumped her butt against the bed and dropped onto it. 

    “Gone for a while,” Lara said. I followed her and guided her down onto her back, where I paid her soon-to-be-growing belly a whole lot of attention with my lips. Our baby’s first home. Her belly would grow, her breasts would swell, her body would change… 

    …and then we’d have a child. 

    A child. 

    I leaped up Lara to kiss her again and again. “I want this,” I said, my hand roaming her stomach. “A family. Please tell me you do too.” 

    “More than anything.” 

    I nodded and pressed my forehead to hers. She cradled my cheeks and we spent a long minute lazily kissing before I slid back down her body again. I hooked her legs over my shoulders with practiced ease, and Lara shimmied her butt in anticipation. I tasted her, and wondered how anyone could love someone as much as I loved my Lara.  

    Lara, and the life inside her. 

    She gripped my hair as I slid my tongue across her folds. Her tears were gone now, replaced by a beatific smile, calming my heart and my soul. I looked up at her while I ate her out, my hands roaming her belly. I didn’t need to do much guessing to figure out the date of conception. Our week together with our newest love Dr. Hitomi Apple, Lara and I hadn’t been careful with birth control.  

    That thought made me realize something, and I popped away from Lara’s pussy long enough to say brightly, “Hey. No condoms for eight months.” 

    “Yessss!” she said, and pumped a fist as best as she could on her back like that. “Get up here and get started, then.” 

    We made love. It was good, joyous and full of small moments, whispered words of love as I ground my cock inside her, trying to instill every moment with the words I couldn’t put to my lips. We went through so much together, both as friends and lovers, and we came through it all to this moment, this perfect swelling of our hearts and bodies. 

    She wanted on top and rode me with the same kind of slow, deliriously drunk pleasure. When Lara came, she dropped down to me, simply wanting to be close for a minute, her head resting against my shoulder as she breathed deep and recovered. Then I was back in charge, taking her on her knees, Lara looking back over her shoulder and smiling. 

    When I was close, I took her the way she loved the most, spooning her, thrusting my hips against hers with short, easy strokes. Long after I came, I held her, my spent cock still inside her as I traced her stomach, my lips at her shoulder as she dozed. 

    I guess I must have too, because the next thing I knew, I heard Lara’s sister Samantha say, “Oh holy shit, is that a pregnancy kit?” 

    Lara gasped, and I nearly fell out of bed scrambling to my feet. “Lara!” Zack bellowed out in the dining room. 

    “How do your parents keep doing this to us?” I asked, looking everywhere for any shred of my clothing that might have made it into the room. 

    “I need to put a bell on them or something,” Lara said, snatching up a pair of sweatpants off the floor.  

    “Lara, now!” Zack said, even louder. “You too, Mike.” 

    “I’m a dead man,” I whispered. Lara didn’t argue that point. 

    “So,” Samantha said out in the hallway. “Think he needs his pants?” 

    * * * 

    Samantha held my long-sleeve shirt hostage by sitting on it. She wore the widest smile, both pleased with herself and the prospect of becoming an aunt. She was also the only one in the room smiling. 

    Lara and I sat together on the couch. Zack stood with his fists clenched at his side. Kathryn sat on the arm of Samantha’s chair, silent while her husband sputtered. 

    “You told me you were being careful!” he shouted. 

    “Daddy, don’t shout, please,” Lara said quietly, squeezing my hand so tight it was going to leave bruises. 

    “I’m not shouting!” Zack shouted. 

    “You kind of are,” Samantha said, and when he glared at her, she placed her hands under her chin in a pose of innocence. 

    “It happened over Thanksgiving break,” Lara said. 

    “I knew you going to stay with that professor was a mistake,” Zack said. 

    Lara said, “You said you thought it was a wonderful idea and-” I’ve never seen Zack give his daughters the look he gave her right then, as if he ordered a steak and the waiter dropped a blob of nothing but fat on his plate. She cleared her throat. “Hitomi didn’t have anything to do with it. In fact, we were better about condoms with her in bed than we were alone.” 

    “I don’t want to hear this,” Zack muttered. “Three ways with professors and… and… and that school, that… that place…” 

    “Mr. Denman, I’m going to be there for her,” I said. Zack was much smaller than me and as unkind as it sounds kind of looked like your stereotypical geek, with thick glasses and a hunched posture that made him even shorter. But damned if he didn’t intimidate me right at that moment. 

    “You’re goddamn right you are,” he said. “Have you even given a minute’s thought as to what you’re going to do for money? Huh? You think diapers and formula and everything you’ll need is going to be taken care of by mowing a few lawns?” 

    “Honey, that’s enough,” Kathryn finally said. “Michael is a good boy. He’s never shown us any reason to be that cruel to him.” 

    “Kat…” Zack started. 

    “No. Take a breath. Sit down. We’re going to be grandparents. Sooner than we expected, but our Lara is going to have a baby.” Kathryn turned a trembling, honest smile on her daughter, tears sliding down her face. “And that’s a beautiful thing, the most beautiful thing.” 

    Lara finally let me go to stand up and hug her mom. She walked, trembling to her father too, and he held her close. I think the only other time I’ve ever seen him cry is when we were getting ready to leave for college, but he did it now. 

    “You’re going to have a baby,” he said. 

    “I am,” she said. 

    He sniffed and nodded before dabbing his tears away with his shirt sleeve. “Okay. Okay. How long have you known?” 

    “For certain, last night. But about three days ago I started smelling things really strongly and I got sick yesterday morning. Mom ducked out last night to get me the pregnancy kit but I couldn’t do it until this morning. I was too scared.” 

    I hadn’t heard any of that yet. Kathryn said, “You’ll set up an appointment when you go back?” 

    “I will,” Lara said. 

    “No drinking, no caffeine, no smoking anything,” Kathryn said. 

    Samantha made as if she were holding a joint and puffed twice. Lara laughed nervously and came over to tweak her sister’s ear. 

    “Can I cover my boyfriend’s boobs up now?” she asked Sam. 

    “Nope. Sorry, Mike, but you’ve got muscles growing on your muscles after this last semester.” 

    “Hey, thanks,” I said, unable to help a grin. 

    “Ugh, focus,” Zack said, “before you start sleeping with her too.” 

    “Not a chance,” Lara and Samantha both said as one. 

    “Kathryn?” I asked, and Zack looked like he might actually murder me. 

    Lara came back to me and cuddled up right beside me. “I don’t know what this is going to mean for school or… or any of it. I need to talk to Mike and my advisor and… well, we just need time.” 

    “You won’t have a lot of it,” Kathryn said. “Nine months seems like a long time, but it’s really not.” 

    “I’ll find work,” I said, looking at Zack. “I know you think lawn work is chump change, but it’s really not. I can do that in the afternoons and the weekends.” 

    He sighed, and nodded. “Good. That’s a good start. Have you told your parents?” 

    “No.” 

    “Mom’s the only one that knew,” Lara said. 

    “I’m not thrilled about you keeping this from me,” Zack said to his wife. 

    “Don’t be,” she said, shrugging. “This is Lara’s business. They have good heads on their shoulders, honey. And I didn’t want to scare you unless it was real. I didn’t know for certain until she told us to give her some time with Mike.” 

    A sense of gratitude and warmth flowed through me. Kathryn had, once upon a time, been the more threatening of the pair when it came to my relationship with Lara, but now she was our staunchest ally, outside of Hitomi and Rhiannon, Lara’s roommate. 

    The air deflated from Zack and he rubbed his face. “Okay. This is done. It’s done. This is going to happen.” 

    Kathryn stood and came to him to take his arm. “We’re going to be grandparents,” she said. 

    Finally, he smiled. “Grandparents.” To me, he said, “I suppose the next thing to do is to tell your family.” 

    * * * 

    I wasn’t expecting all the Denman brood to come with us, but there we were in a pack, trudging up the sidewalk to my house, Lara holding my hand. She hadn’t stopped smiling the whole walk, and I don’t think I did either. I’m not sure I stopped grinning the rest of Christmas vacation, come to think of it. 

    My dad opened the door and rumbled, “Well, there’s a crew! How are you, Zack, Kathryn? Merry Christmas!” 

    “Merry Christmas to you too,” Kathryn said, and Zack echoed her. 

    Dad must have picked up on something, because he raised an eyebrow and stepped aside. “Come in. We’ve got egg nog, there’s some leftover biscuits and gravy. I think we have a present for you under the tree somewhere too.” 

    As we entered, my mom poked her head out of the kitchen and smiled warmly. Everyone went through the round of merry Christmases again, and yet again when my siblings came out of the back out of the house. 

    Lara and I took up positions next to the tree, our hands still linked. My mom said, “Mike, get their present for them, would you?” 

    “Mom-” I said. 

    “And Lara’s too,” my dad said. “Don’t forget hers.” 

    “I need-” I tried again. 

    “Get you some coffee, egg nog?” Mom asked Zack and Kathryn. 

    “Maybe some coffee in a minute,” Kathryn said, obviously enjoying our discomfort. 

    “Just wait-” I started. 

    “We got some killer pie left from last night, pecan with this whiskey caramel sauce,” Dad said. “You have to try it.” 

    “Sounds great,” Zack said, nudging his wife and grinning just as hard as she was. Samantha sat in front of their feet on the carpet, cross-legged, watching the whole show.  

    We might have gone on like that for an hour if Lara didn’t burst out into a giggle fit to end all giggle fits. It started off as fits and snorts, then she really got going, clinging to my arm and nearly losing her balance as she started laughing so hard. I started in too, and soon Zack and Lara joined in, unable to help themselves. My family all looked at us quizzically, and after a minute or two, we finally managed to sober up long enough for me to sputter to Lara, “On three, or we’re never getting this done.” 

    “Right.” 

    “What’s going-?” my mom started, but this time, it was our turn to interrupt her. 

    “Three… two… one,” I said. “Lara’s pregnant.” 

    “I’m pregnant,” Lara said at the same time. 

    Silence. Utter silence. Then my brother breathed, “Whaaaaaaat?” 

    “Holy sh… oot balls,” my sister said, eyeing Zack and Lara. 

    “I think you mean shitballs,” Samantha said, and Kathryn nudged her. 

    My parents stared at the pair of us, still comprehending what they heard. Mom asked shakily, “You’re… you’re, you’re, you’re…” 

    My dad shot to his feet. I thought he was pissed at first, but he practically ran to Lara and grabbed her in a hug. She hugged him back, and then my mom was there, and my siblings, and we were attacked by love from every angle. 

    We went through a much less intense question-and-answer phase. Mom echoed Kathryn in her joy at becoming a grandmother, and Dad looked happily stunned. My sister took charge and doled out cups of coffee, pie, and brought Lara the first cup of herbal tea of her pregnancy. My girlfriend looked at the coffee forlornly. It would not be the last time. We asked everyone to keep it quiet until we contacted everyone we needed to, and Lara and I agreed that we wanted to tell our girlfriends in Florida in person before we did that. Realistically, the moment we told my sister and Samantha, we were doomed to have the news spread like wildfire, but we had to give it an effort. 

    There were a few other people we wanted to tell there in Honeypot. First came Lara’s grandmother Margo, one of my favorite people in the world. She was in town that day with Lara’s extended family, and we went through another song and dance there telling everyone the good news. Margo blustered her way through some tears and clung to Lara for a long minute before jabbing a finger into my gut. “I’m glad she wound up with you. Don’t make me come down to Florida and brain you with my frying pan by doing something dumb. Now come here for a hug.” 

    Yep. Definitely one of my favorite people. 

    A couple hours later, we finally found time to take a drive by ourselves. We had two more stops to make. First, my best friend Benny’s house. He danced like he was the one who was going to be a dad, and when his mom and dad walked in the door, Benny bellowed, “We’re having a baby!” 

    His mom nearly dropped from a heart attack, and his dad spluttered, “You and Julie?” 

    “What? No! Mike and Lara.” 

    “Oh Jesus,” his mom said, gasping for air, and his dad raised a hand to his forehead and said at the same time, “Thank God.” 

    Then it sank in what Benny just said, and Momma Vivica charged me, making my back pop with a hug. Dick chased after her, giving me an even harder hug, if that was possible, and they both guided Lara to a chair like she might break. We spent an hour there, far longer than we planned to, but it was a known fact you can’t escape Momma Vivica when she pulls you in. 

    One more stop, and this one… this one was the hardest. 

    Megan. 

    * * * 

    We sat outside our former girlfriend’s house in my van. Lara held my hand as we both stared at Megan’s front door. 

    “When I saw her with her girlfriend, it felt like I was letting her go,” I said quietly. 

    “Yeah, I thought the same thing,” Lara said. “Just a few months apart, and our lives are already spinning so far away. But I don’t think I can ever stop loving her.” She looked at me. “Kylie either.” 

    “Same,” I said, thinking of our other ex-girlfriend and her betrayal that summer. But there were good thoughts too, of Christmases past when Kylie would dress in a reindeer’s bright red nose and antlers and prance across our yards. Or building snowmen with her, or watching her, Megan, and Lara make snow angels, or the delight on her face when she opened up a present. 

    “Sometimes when you and I are all cuddled up,” Lara said, “I think about how this could have been one of them instead of me and then I feel guilty. But sometimes… sometimes at my worst I’m so happy and proud it’s me. Does that make me a bad person?” 

    “No,” I said, and took her hand to kiss it. “I’m going to tell you something I’ve never admitted to you. It was always you, in my heart. I loved Megan and Kylie, but even when it was just Kylie and me, I wished it was you. I don’t think that makes us bad people. It just makes us two people who were always a little bit goofy for each other.” 

    Before Lara could respond, Megan stepped outside in an oversized sweater, flannel pants, and pink slippers. She waved, and I pulled the key from the ignition. 

    “Our life got really weird, didn’t it?” Lara murmured. 

    “Yeah it did.” 

    Megan’s parents and her girlfriend Melody were playing a board game at their kitchen table when we walked in. Her mom and dad rose up to give us some hugs before we all sat down together. Megan’s mother asked if we’d like some cocoa, as she was just going to heat some up for them. Lara studied her hands and said quietly, “I don’t know if I can have any.” 

    “Why couldn’t you?” Lara’s dad asked. “Oh, lactose intolerant?” 

    Megan smacked him. “Dad!” 

    “What? It’s all right. I can’t eat beans for the same reason. I’m up burping all night.” 

    “Maybe some tea or coffee then?” her mom asked. 

    Melody watched Lara with such close attention I thought she figured it out. We barely knew her, but she was a sharp woman. To her credit, she didn’t say a word, and I liked her for that. Liked her in general, really. I was glad Megan landed on her feet relationship-wise after us.  

    “Maybe a cup of herbal tea if you’ve got it,” Lara said. 

    “Um, I think I’ve got-” 

    “Wait,” Megan said. She leaned forward. “No. No way.” 

    Lara bit her lip and nodded, smiling tentatively. “We found out this morning.” 

    “Found out what?” Megan’s dad asked. 

    “Holy… holy shit!” Megan breathed. 

    “Oh, honey, not with the swearing on Christmas,” her mom said, a note of exhausted exasperation in her voice. She knew like anyone else that Megan was always going to do what Megan was going to do. Thankfully, that usually ended well for their daughter. 

    “What?” her dad asked again. 

    Megan shot up to her feet and pulled Lara up. They hugged and Megan stepped back, eyes glimmering. “You’re going to be the sexiest mom there ever was, I swear to God.” 

    “Wh… oh!” her dad said, finally getting it. 

    I don’t know that the day could have gone much better, but we capped it off in style. Megan and Melody joined us for a pleasant cruise around Honeypot, Lara and Megan in the middle seat of the van, huddled together while Melody rode up front with me. I thought – hoped – Lara and Megan might start something a bit more naughty-minded, but Lara told me later she and Megan talked once about Megan wanting to make a real go of it with Melody, and that meant cutting some ties with the more emotional parts of her past. Not completely – we would always remain close – but when we broke up, she wanted to stay broken up to help her wounded heart heal.  

    Even without sex, it was still an amazing night, the kind of night I missed most about my friendship with Kylie, Megan, and Lara. A night of cruising, of eating bad Christmas tin popcorn, of bullshitting and hoping. In the space of about three hours, Megan came up with a dozen names, and Melody another half-dozen beyond that. My favorite of theirs was Samurai, but Lara was more of a fan of Grillface Buttsky. I didn’t say they were great names. 

    We had to say our goodbyes for the winter break when we dropped them off. They would be going in the morning to stay with Melody’s family the rest of the break. Our parting was tearful, but it was such a healthier goodbye than our last one. Back then, I felt like we were abandoning Megan. Now it felt like we were seeing each other off on the next big adventures of our lives. She wanted to come down if she could when the baby was born, which by our math would be sometime in August, a few weeks before she started school again. That sounded like a good plan to us, and we finally said our goodbyes and loaded up again. 

    In the van, Lara asked quietly, “Do we tell Kylie?” 

    I thought about that a long minute. “I don’t know what would be crueler. Telling her or not telling her.” 

    “I don’t know either,” Lara said. “Let’s drive by there and just look.” 

    We did. Kylie’s car was in her driveway, and the house was all lit up. I watched figures move within, my throat tight. I knew the answer, what would be crueler, and Lara did too. She laid a hand on my thigh, and we pulled away from there, leaving our friend behind. 
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    Back Where the Heart Belongs 

      

    Our drive back to Hudwell saw us fighting worse weather than the ride a couple weeks prior to Honeypot, but we left a couple hours earlier so it all balanced out, time-wise. Along the way, Lara set up an appointment with her doctor near Hudwell, then called Hitomi. We wanted to have dinner together with her and Rhiannon before school started for the semester, both to tell them the news and to finally, hopefully get them together to see if this was going to work as a four-way relationship. 

    It wasn’t something that could happen overnight. We knew that. But the previous semester we ran out of time to really test the waters on our group dynamic. Rhiannon wasn’t just Lara’s roommate and our girlfriend. She was a camgirl, a pretty successful one, and she often did videos with other women. Earlier in her career, men too. 

    “How does that work with us?” Lara asked. “Long term, are we going to try to convince her to do what we do?” 

    What we did was relatively simple. Lara and I had a basic agreement that we wouldn’t fool around with anybody if the other person wasn’t there. She wasn’t interested in sleeping with other guys because she wanted us to both to be attracted to whoever we were fooling around with. That was a good rule, and one that had served us well. Only once had we broken it, and that was on purpose. She wanted me to seduce our sexy professor Hitomi at her home over Thanksgiving break, which led to me going down on Hitomi in her laundry room in one of the hottest days of my life.  

    “And what about Hitomi?” I asked. “If she wants to sleep with other students or whoever, are we going to push for a rule there too? It wouldn’t be fair with what you’re planning with Dr. Stone.” 

    Dr. Kara Stone was an interesting case. Lara crushed on her hard the entire first semester until she realized Kara wanted her too. It created an interesting game, wherein they flirted constantly, testing each other to see who would crack and beg for it first. I’d already given Lara my blessing to mess around with her, given the chance. I wouldn’t mind sleeping with Kara either. She was married to the school’s chief of security but the guy had given us a tacit go-ahead the previous semester. Besides, Kara was well known to sleep with a lot of her students, so if it happened, it would be guilt free. 

    “I don’t want to demand anything from either of them,” Lara said. 

    “Me either,” I said, “but I want to know that we’re all going to be honest and talk about who we’re hooking up with.” 

    “I think that’s the only way this works,” Lara agreed. “We can’t expect them to be centered around us. You know?” 

    “I do. And what about you and me? We need to talk about whether or not we’re okay with sleeping with them apart from each other.” 

    “That part of it worked well this summer,” she said. “And having Rhiannon in the same room with me is torture if I can’t sleep with her.” 

    “You’re okay if I sleep with Hitomi and Rhee when you’re not around?” 

    “Oh yeah. If we feel uncomfortable or jealous about it…” 

    “We talk,” I said, and held out my fist. 

     “No one bumps fists anymore,” she said. 

    “I know. It’s tragic.” 

    “Riiight. About Kara. I don’t feel like she’s part of that inner circle.” 

    “Neither do I,” I said. “But we do want to sleep with her, right?” 

    “Oh yes. I want you to follow my lead on that one. Flirt it up with her in class this semester. Hard.” 

    “No problem, evil woman.” 

    We drove on, and I thought about the last gift my parents gave me when we had a few minutes together without anyone else around. My mom called me into their bedroom. She held one of her jewelry boxes, and from within it, drew out a peach-colored ring box. The ring inside was beautiful, a small diamond centered between four diamond chips on a silver band. It was an old family heirloom, she said, given to the first son who wanted to get married in each generation. 

    “Marry that girl, Michael,” my dad said solemnly behind me. “Even without the baby coming, the way you two love each other…” 

    My mom pressed the ring box into my hands. I took out the ring and stared at it. I couldn’t say much, but I put it back in the box and stowed it carefully away in my luggage.  

    I didn’t know when or where I was going to propose, not yet. I would have even been okay with it happening on that trip back to Florida, if there was a stop that felt right. It never did, though. I wasn’t opposed to spontaneity, but I wanted to try to give Lara something memorable. Something perfect. Of course, in retrospect, there is no perfect wedding proposal, just as there is no wedding that goes off without a hitch, but I was right in one regard – Lara deserved effort. I don’t mean some grandiose extravaganza with musicians and flowers and a professional photographer. I mean the proposal deserved all of me. The question was how I could make that happen. 

    I was still distracted when we stopped for dinner at a place Hitomi recommended. Over a catfish po boy and smothered chicken, Lara eyed me as I stared out the window, still lost in thought about the proposal. 

    “You all right?” she finally asked, reaching for my soda. 

    “Hm?” My attention drifted to her and I said hastily, “The caffeine.” 

    “Oh shit, right,” she said, and hastily put the soda back down. “That’s going to take some getting used to. But seriously, you okay? You’ve been distracted all day.” 

    “If I told you it was for the best reason but I can’t talk about it, would you believe me?” 

    “A mystery,” she said, and stole one of my fries. “I like it, Maclin.” 

    You will, I hope. 

    * * * 

    Despite the late hour we’d be rolling into Hudwell, Hitomi wanted us to crash at her place, our home away from the dorms. Her Christmas present to us was a set of keys for the place, so we told her to go to bed and we’d let ourselves in quietly when we arrived. 

    Of course, she was awake and when we pulled into her driveway, she peeked out, then rushed out the door in a set of cute pajama bottoms and a light top. As Lara slid out, grimacing at the road stiffness, Hitomi said, “Hello. God, that feels so… inadequate. I’m a big bundle of… of… of love and nerves and… oh Lara, I’m so happy to see you.” 

    “You too,” Lara said, sniffing and laughing as she embraced our professor and our lover. They kissed in the soft glow of the house, and were still lost in the process with their hands roaming everywhere as I came around the other side of the van. 

    “It’s good to see you,” I said, and both women completely, deliriously ignored me as they pushed and pulled back towards the house. I watched them make their way up the steps to the porch, then inside. Finally my fugue cracked, and I rushed to the van to pull out the things that needed to be brought inside before chasing after the duo, my cock already hardening. 

    Stripping down in front of the couch, they ignored me as I kicked off my shoes, dropped the overnight bags into an armchair, and dragged the cooler into the kitchen. When I came back, Lara lounged on the couch, legs spread wide as Hitomi knelt between her legs. I took in her big, curvy butt and the surprise waiting for me there. 

    Wordless, I came to Hitomi and knelt. I reached for the plug and massaged the flesh around it. Hitomi looked back over her shoulder at me and smiled. “A welcome home present for tomorrow,” she said. 

    I knee walked around her and brought her face up to kiss her gently. I murmured, “I missed you.” 

    “I missed you too.” She looked up at Lara. “Both of you.” 

    Lara ran her fingers across Hitomi’s face and rested back. Hitomi leaned in to lick her folds. I returned to her luscious bottom and pulled the plug slowly out. The thought of driving my cock into that big and fit ass incensed me, and I leaned down to lap at the cleft all the way down to her bleached bud.  

    “Oh, Michael,” she moaned against Lara’s pussy.  

    I wondered if I could get her off just by doing that. Feeling devilish, I decided to give it a shot, and started licking her in earnest, I spread her cheeks with my thumbs and lost myself in the delicate flesh, teasing her rim at first before plunging my tongue inside her. 

    “Ooooh, Lara, he’s licking my ass…” 

    “Naughty…” Lara murmured. She cupped her big breasts and squeezed the nipples. Meanwhile Hitomi used her thumbs on Lara’s clit, brushing with one, and rubbing harder with the other, never in a set pattern. That was going to drive Lara crazy and in a hurry, and it wasn’t long before Lara dropped a hand to Hitomi’s head, driving her deeper against her folds. 

    “Oh, fuck, Hitomi, you make me feel so good…” 

    “I love the taste of you,” Hitomi panted against her pussy. 

    “I can’t wait to have your cunt riding my face again,” Lara said. 

    The words made Hitomi rock back and forth, her excitement and pleasure building. I was lost to the new sensations of fucking her bud with my tongue. I brought my fingers into the mix sliding them along her sex and her mound. Her jump when I brushed her clit made me chuckle against her butt, and I kept at it. Two fingers eased into her sopping wet pussy, then three, and I started sawing them in and out of her. 

    “Ohhh, fuck oh fuck, ohhh, this is dirty, my student’s eating my ass and fingering m-my pussy…” Hitomi whimpered. 

    “Your boyfriend is eating your ass and fingering your pussy…” Lara remedied. 

    Hitomi smiled wide. “Yesss… I’m licking my girlfriend’s sweet little pussy too…” 

    The words sent waves of pleasure through me, that acknowledgement of who we were. I was rock hard and desperate to fuck Hitomi by that point, but I wanted to make her come first. My fingers pumped in and out of her faster and faster, making wet squelching noises. I speared her asshole with my tongue over and over again, and it didn’t surprise me a bit that she was the first to come. 

    “Ohhh, oh! Miii-chael!” 

    She thrust her ass back against my face, her whole body freezing before she quivered and stuttered out a laugh. 

    Lara sat upright. “The bedroom. I want to finish in the bedroom.” 

    We hurried up there, my hands all over Hitomi in front of me. When we were gone, she swapped out her king-sized bed for something even larger. We didn’t really take note in the moment as Lara gave us directions. “I want to ride Hitomi’s face while you fuck her on her back.” 

    I nodded. Hitomi was on the shot, so there was no need to worry about condoms with her. When she was in position, I lifted her legs up and crossed them over one of my shoulders. I pumped into her with one hard stroke, and Hitomi’s back arched, her breasts thrust high with her pleasure. Lara mounted her, driving her pussy hard down against the other woman’s mouth and riding her fast with lewd thrusts of her hips that drove me wild. 

    I leaned forward and grabbed the back of her head to pull her forward and shove my tongue into her mouth. It couldn’t be called kissing. When she broke free, her cheeks reddened and she gripped the back of her head, thrusting her chest out at me as she bounced and ground on Hitomi’s face. 

    As for our sexy professor girlfriend, I had never fucked her with such intensity before, but I sheathed myself in her hard and fast. I loved the way her hips rippled against my every thrust, the slap of our skin bouncing together, the sight of her writhing back and forth with the intense pleasure. Lara watched me with parted lips, her eyes half-lidded as she tried to match my feverish tempo. 

    Hitomi’s feet kicked and I realized she was cresting again. “Nnnngh! So good!” she cried out. I grabbed her feet and lifted one leg up and over my head, still keeping a grip on her ankles and holding them high and spread as far as I could as I fucked her so hard the headboard thumped against the wall with every thrust. Sweat sheened on my forehead, and I wasn’t alone. Lara’s face and the slopes of her breasts glistened with it as she reached down to balance herself on one of Hitomi’s pillows, really thrusting her pussy against the teacher’s face.  

    “Mmm, H-Hitomi, lick my pussy, lick my puu…” Lara’s voice caught and she slammed her hips down one more time onto Hitomi’s mouth. “Pusssssy!” she hissed, and collapsed off the other woman, gasping for air. I jerked out of Hitomi and came around. Lara looked up at me and reached for my glistening cock, but I had other ideas. I positioned her over Hitomi as they both tried to catch their breath, face to face. Then I got back on the bed between their legs and shoved my cock first into Hitomi for a few pumps, then Lara. They kissed and moaned against each other’s mouths as I took them for my pleasure, loving the way their cunts gloved me so well. 

    I held on. I don’t know why, but I did. I fucked them like that deep into the night, the cool air in between a handful of thrusts enough to keep me from slipping over the edge. They played with each other’s clits and came and came and came until they could absolutely take no more. With both of them on their backs, side by side. I knelt over their crossed legs, aimed for their bellies and their tits, and jacked myself until I came like a firehose all over them. 

    “Jesus, Mike,” Lara gasped, reaching for her tender slit. “That was… that was…” 

    “And we have… round two tomorrow…” Hitomi said, running her fingers through the come on Lara’s stomach and breasts. She fed her fingers to Lara, and my baby’s mother sucked them down greedily before slurping more come off Hitomi’s quivering body. Lara looked up at me and grinned. 

    “Hitomi in the middle tonight so we can both cuddle her?” she asked. 

    “Sounds great to me,” I said, and leaned down to kiss both their cheeks. 

    Lara, unsurprisingly, dozed off while I was still gingerly cleaning them with a wet washcloth. Hitomi was still awake, and twisted to face and kiss me when I slid in beside her. I held her in my arms, just enjoying the presence of her while we had this rare moment together. 

    “I love this,” I murmured. “I love you.” 

    “I love you too,” Hitomi said. “There are so many reasons we shouldn’t, but I can’t fight what my heart has known for a long time. I love you, and I love her too.” 

    “I hope Rhiannon fits into that picture.” 

    “Me too. I bought a bigger bed hoping it works out.” 

    I chuckled. “I noticed. I love it.” 

    “Mm. If we all wanted to sleep-sleep together it might be a tight fit, but…” 

    “We’ll figure that out.” I kissed her forehead. “Did you have a good Christmas?” 

    “Yes. My parents are very interested in meeting you two.” 

    “They know we’re eighteen?” 

    She nodded and propped herself up on an elbow. Her fingers trailed my chest. “My mother is six years older than my father. They are more hesitant about me being your professor than the age difference, but to be honest, that was what kept me from inviting the two of you into my bed sooner. I had to know this was more than just lust between us.” 

     “And they’re okay with this being an unusual arrangement?” 

    Her hand slid over my abs, and despite my exhaustion, I stirred again. “They’ll understand when they meet you and see what I see.” 

    I ran my hand down to her ass and squeezed. She nestled one leg over mine, pulling me in tighter. “What is it you see, Hitomi?” 

    “A man far older in spirit and experience than boys twice his age.” Her hand drifted further down my body and her breath quickened as she found me half-hard already. “A man who makes me feel special, a man who makes me feel wanted without fetishizing me.” She stroked my cock and rubbed her pussy against my leg. “A man who takes care of his women.” 

    I rolled with her onto her back, my hands roaming her bottom, her hips. I pulled her tighter against me, my cock hardening against her stomach as I kissed her again and again and again. I brought my lips against her ear. “Are you mine, Hitomi?” 

    “Yours…” she whimpered, her hands on my ass.  

    “If I was to marry Lara, could you live with that?” 

    “Yessss.” 

    “You would love her too?” 

    “I already do, so much…” 

    I gripped my cock and slid into her, right beside Lara. Hitomi hissed, her head tossing left and right as I sank to her depths again. This time, I took her slow, though no less intensely. We stayed like that, her on her back, her legs entwined around me. There were no more words between us, just our lips caressing, making love in a different way. I knew then in my heart whatever came, I would not be complete if Hitomi wasn’t standing beside Lara and I. 

    When I spilled into her, she wrapped her arms around me and held me close, my lips nuzzling her neck. Slowly she relaxed, her breathing evening out, and I kissed her lips one more time before gently disengaging myself. 

    I slid to the side of her and nestled in, loving the softness of her beside me, as I always had with Lara too. I thought about marrying Lara. I thought about our baby. I thought about how Hitomi might fit into all that. We could not, legally, marry a third and a fourth, but a thing didn’t have to be legal to be real. Tired as I was, it wasn’t until well after dawn that I fell asleep beside Hitomi, to dream of children and Christmases. 
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    Rhiannon Fits into the Picture 

      

    I woke so late in the day it confused me. It was not the first time I woke in that bedroom, and I knew the light should have been soft, diffused. Instead, a fat beam splayed across the length of me. I would have been broiling if someone hadn’t turned on a fan on a nightstand for me. 

    There are few words in the English language that have as much range as “sore.” I’ve experienced just about every note on that scale, and the soreness of that day ranked right in the middle of it all, not quite as bad as “running a marathon” sore but definitely a deeper bone weariness than “shoveling the block’s snow.” I hurt, no lie, but it was the best kind of hurt.  

    I stunk like sweat and sex, and the bed did too. I stripped it before yawning and heading to the master suite to shower. I eyed Hitomi’s flatbottom tub, something I’d yet to experience, and decided why not. I twisted the knobs until near-boiling water steamed the room, and sank into it when there was barely enough water to fill the bottom. 

    With every inch, I felt the water sap the exhaustion out of me. I leaned my head back, closed my eyes, and was nearly dozing when I heard Rhiannon say, “Want some company?” 

    I rose, and she was there, pressing a hand to my shoulder and guiding me back down. I looked up at her, my redheaded love, and she smiled.  

    “Hey Rhee.” 

    “Hey yourself, cowboy.” 

    She looked good in jogging pants and a tight tank. She looked even better out of them, and my cock roused itself with a war cry when she stepped into the tub and settled in between my legs, pushing her butt back against my groin. 

    “Must be a really good bath,” she said, wiggling her bottom against me. 

    “Must be the company I’m keeping,” I said, and brushed aside her red hair to kiss her neck. In her ear. I whispered, “I missed you.” 

    “I missed you too.” 

    “I’m sorry I wasn’t awake to welcome you in.” 

    She reached for a bar of soap on a windowsill boat. “I heard about your performances last night. That, and driving a dozen hours. I think I can forgive you.” 

    “You deserve better.” 

    “So promise you’ll treat a girl when we get out of here. Which might be never, given how comfortable this thing is.” 

    “Right? Give me the soap. Those boobs missed me.” 

    She gave it over, and I took a washcloth to dip it in the water. When I lathered it up, I massaged her body with it, starting not with her breasts, but the hollow at the base of her neck, pulling her tighter to me as I stroked her warm skin. I kissed her behind her ear as she gave a deeply satisfied, “Mm.” 

    With her butt nestled back against my hardness, I took my time washing her, still not fully awake yet. Lara came in at one point to give me a kiss and grab the bedding I’d started in on. I wanted her to join us too, but as big as the tub was, three would be too many. By the time I reached Rhiannon’s sex, she was as relaxed as I was. Slowly she twisted around, on her hands and knees, and took the washcloth from me. She kissed me as her hand dipped into the water, finding my hardness and stroking my length. 

    “Give me a proper hello,” she whispered, and stood up. I loved watching the water cascade off her full breasts and athletic thighs and hips. I followed her up, and we stepped carefully out of the tub. I grabbed a big fluffy towel from a rack and wrapped Rhee in it in front of a mirror. She smiled at our reflections and I held her like that for a long time, rocking with her.  

    “I love you, Rhee,” I said. It was the first time I spoke the words out loud to her, and they took her by surprise. She looked over her shoulder at me, blushing, and I added, “You don’t have to say it back. But you deserve to know it. I love you. I want you to be a part of this with Hitomi and Lara and myself.” 

    She turned, dropping the towel, and kissed me. Her hands looped around my neck as her eyes went liquid. “I love you too,” she whispered against my lips. 

    I dropped my hands to her hips and lifted her. She wrapped her legs around me as I carried her into the bedroom, nearly knocking her head against the top of the door. Lara and Hitomi were in there making the bed. I ignored them and laid Rhiannon down on the fresh sheets, kissing her with more and more need. 

    Hitomi said quietly, “Let’s give them some time, hm?” 

    “Yes,” Lara said, and came over to kiss my shoulder before walking out with Hitomi. I have to admit, that last part, I didn’t realize they said anything, because I was gone to my lovely Rhiannon. I knew she loved Lara. That much was obvious for a long time. That she loved me too was a blessing I didn’t count on, but it filled me with such warmth to hear it. 

    I snaked down her body, teasing her with my lips and my tongue as I made my way to her clit and her pussy. She rolled over onto all fours, presenting her terrific ass to me, and I gave it her cheeks a kiss before flicking her bud on my way down to her pussy again 

    Usually when Rhiannon and I hooked up, it was good hard sex less about love than having fun. But that time I took my time, showing her my love with my tongue and my fingers slipping inside her. She cooed my name. Her eyes closed as she experienced the sensations completely, her body trembling in just minutes. Soon she couldn’t help rocking back harder at me, and her fast breathing caught, hiccupped, exploded from her lungs as she nearly dropped onto her face. I was there, and turned her back over to plant kiss after kiss on her forehead, her cheeks, her chin, her jaw, her lips.  

    She wrapped her arms around me as I slid into her, reminding me eerily of last night – or early that morning – with Hitomi. Maybe Rhiannon was still riding her first orgasm or maybe this was a new one, but she cried out again before her lips sought my shoulder, my neck. She nipped me with her pleasure, an instinctual thing I barely noticed as I rocked my hips faster and faster inside her tight folds. 

    “You and Hitomi and Lara,” I breathed. “All of us.” 

    “All of us,” she agreed fervently. “It’s crazy, it’s so crazy, but I want it…” 

    She twisted with me until she was riding me, and now this was the Rhiannon I knew and loved, bouncing hard on my dick, cupping her breasts, tossing her red hair back. I grabbed her ass and fucked up into her, no longer holding back as we took each other in the end for our own pleasure. She came one more time, crying out with it, dropping until her chest brushed mine. I hammered up into her, my skin slapping against hers, my balls tensing. She kissed my neck fervently as I pulled out at the last, jerking my cock between us. She dropped low to suck me, staring up at me with those beautiful, sultry eyes and a wide smile. 

    “Rhee,” I tried to warn her, and she sucked me still until I was filling her mouth. She drank me down, her throat working hard. 

    Finally she popped off me and licked her lips before opening wide. “Not a drop left,” she said, almost shyly, and I chuckled. “Tell me I’m your good girl for swallowing you down.” 

    All right, that was a kink I could get into. I stroked her cheek and gripped her ass with the other hand as she came back up. “That’s my good girl for drinking down every drop.” 

    She shivered pleasantly and cuddled me for a minute. “I thought maybe that would be too weird for you.” 

    “No, baby. Not at all.” 

    * * * 

    After we brushed our teeth and showered, we headed back downstairs. Lara was folding sheets while Hitomi was putting together the finishing touches of a shrimp pasta salad for later. I kissed them both, and took charge of the dishes Hitomi left in the sink. When we were finished, Lara looked up at me. 

    “I don’t think I can wait much longer,” she said. 

    “Me either. Hitomi, Rhee, sit with us for a minute.” 

    “What’s up?” Rhiannon asked, coming over and taking a chair. Hitomi did the same, looking not at me, but at Lara. She knew, I thought. 

    Lara folded her hands in front of her. “We, um… we found out Christmas morning. I’m pregnant. For real, this time.” 

    They erupted. Rhiannon shot to her feet and pulled Lara up to hug her and cover her face in butterfly kisses before moving south and planting big “mwahs!” on her stomach through her blouse. Hitomi came to her too, and kissed her gently. 

    “This is a good thing, right?” she asked. 

    Lara cocked her head. “What do you mean?” 

    “I… have some guilt about this.” 

    I came to Hitomi and wrapped an arm around her waist. “This was our decision,” I said, and Lara nodded firmly. “As a matter of fact, you encouraged us to use condoms.” 

    “In her bottom,” Hitomi said. 

    “Yeah, but still, you were very responsible,” Lara said. “In any case, I’ve always had a thing for Michael coming inside me. We weren’t careful but I have no regrets.” 

    “Me either,” I said. 

    “This will be difficult,” Hitomi said. 

    Lara mistook her meaning and pressed a protective hand to her stomach. “We’ll raise the baby. It’s not your responsibility, Hitomi.” 

    “No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend,” Hitomi said, raising a hand to Lara’s cheek. “That’s not what I meant. Being a parent in college is a tough prospect.” 

    “We will figure it out,” I said. “But it introduces a whole new aspect to our relationship, if we’re all agreed that we want to be in a relationship.” 

    “Which is the second reason we wanted to talk to both of you today,” Lara said, sitting back down. We joined her. Rhiannon couldn’t keep a hand off Lara’s belly and I couldn’t blame her. “Is that what we four are? In a relationship?” 

    “I’d like to think so,” Hitomi said. She looked at Rhiannon. “I know we don’t know each other too well, but we both love them deeply, yes?” 

    “Very much so,” Rhiannon said. “But… my job. Do you know what I do?” Hitomi shook her head, and Rhiannon filled her in about being a camgirl and occasionally doing girl-on-girl porn. Things got emotional for Lara’s roommate when she dipped into the problems her occupation caused with her father and the rift that developed between them. Hitomi took her hand and listened, never interrupting. When Rhiannon finished, Hitomi hugged her. 

    “You are a very strong young woman,” Hitomi said. “And a very smart one, to pursue something to back up your income.” 

    “Thank you,” Rhiannon said. 

    “You’re careful, I take it? You get tested?” 

    “Always after I’ve recorded with someone, which is pretty rare. We get together for a few days, film a bunch of scenes, and then drip feed them once every month or so. The rest are solo shows. I used to perform with men on occasion but I stopped.” 

    “You never mentioned why,” Lara said. 

    “Someone I trusted tried to take more than I was willing to do on camera,” Rhee said. 

    “Oh. Honey, I’m sorry,” Hitomi said, and took Rhiannon’s hand. 

    “It’s okay. Before he could, I kicked him hard enough to put him in the hospital, and the girls around the area know to look out for him at shoots.” 

    “That’s my girl,” I said. 

    Rhiannon looked around at all of us. “This is my career. College will hopefully give me something to supplement it or fall back on, but I love my work, the occasional creepy fan aside. I’d understand if this is a dealbreaker, but it’s where I have to stand.” 

    “I’ll be honest,” I said. “I’ve had a similar conversation with Lara about feeling weird if guys were involved. I wouldn’t say no to you, but it does make me more comfortable knowing it’s girl on girl. Maybe that’s misogynistic, I’m not sure, but that’s where I’m coming from on this.” 

    Rhiannon nodded. “Thank you for being honest.” 

    Lara added, “I have an agreement with Mike and it’s kind of shifting now that you two are involved with us. But the basics of it still work really well, and that’s what I want to propose. No one does anything without the other people in the group knowing. Honesty and communication are the only way this works. We found that out the hard way this last summer.” 

    “I want to be with the three of you,” Hitomi said. “If Rhiannon wants to as well. I don’t mind if you three fool around, but right now my heart belongs to Lara and Mike. And I hope to learn to love you the way they do too.” 

    “Same to you,” Rhiannon said, and squeezed Hitomi’s hand. “So anyone here can hook up, but outside of the group we talk about it? Is that about right?” 

    “Yes,” Lara said, and I nodded. 

    “All right, that seems doable,” Rhiannon said. “The next time I was thinking about a couples’ shoot was during spring break, so no worries from me for a while. What about you, Hitomi? Will this cause any problems for you at work?” 

    “No. I’ll have to check in with the dean of my department and the counselors on this. I’ll have to mention your names but they are discreet. This is far from the first time a professor has begun a relationship with a student, as I’m sure you’re all aware. I’ll bring Kara Stone into this too, as she was aware of our arrangement over Thanksgiving. They’ll want you three to check in with one of the counselors on a regular basis.” 

    “What about you being my advisor?” I asked. “Is there any problem with that?” 

    She frowned. “Good question. I’m not sure. I’ll ask about that and let you know. Rhiannon, the other two know this, but during the weekdays, you’ll need to stay in the dorms. On the weekends, consider this your home away from home.” 

    “Thank you, Hitomi. I won’t take advantage of that.” 

    “I have no doubt,” Hitomi said, and leaned in to give Rhiannon a soft, gentle kiss. 

    When Rhiannon pulled back, she eyed Lara and Hitomi. “Ready to give Mike our surprise?” 

    “God yes,” Hitomi said. 

    Lara giggled. “I’m going to be so sore all week.” 

    “What? Sore?” I asked. 

    Rhiannon stood up and came around behind me. She trailed a hand along my shoulder and leaned in to murmur, “Hitomi’s sexy ass isn’t the only one you’re taking tonight, if you can handle all three of us… cowboy.” 
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    Rock Bottoms 

      

    All three of them waited naked on their hands and knees, asses high, hands on each other’s pussies. There was no way they didn’t plan this out way in advance because the view was absolute perfection. I stroked my cock as I studied them. Rhiannon, on the left, her ass the most athletic and taut, but still nice and curvy. Lara in the middle, figuratively and literally, with a curvy ass that wasn’t quite as athletic as Rhiannon’s or as deliciously big as Hitomi. And finally, my sexy professor, her big round butt making the blood roar in my ears. She was of a unique beauty, obscenely curvy with a trim waist. I couldn’t wait to be buried balls deep in that ass. 

    I was hard already, and Lara was visibly wet, her juices slick against her folds. I leaned in for a taste of her, then Hitomi, and finally my Rhiannon. All three were on towels, and beside the bed was lube and condoms. I took a condom and the lube, and knelt behind Rhiannon first. 

    She looked over her shoulder at me and then the other two, grinning wide. “Looks like I’m first, bitches. I think he loves me the most.” 

    “Aw, he doesn’t want to fuck my big juicy professor butt first?” Hitomi complained, wiggling her ass. 

    “Or mine, my pregnant MILFy ass?” Lara asked, pushing hers out further. I gave her a playfully light spank, then reached over and did the same to Hitomi. 

    “Ooh, I want you to do that to me after one of my classes someday,” she said. 

    “Well, okay,” I said, making it sound like a chore. I lubed up my fingers and slid them around Rhiannon’s bud. While I readied her, I leaned in and kissed her shoulder. She turned her head and I took her lips, our kisses growing in intensity as I slid my fingers into her bud and found her nice and wide for me. She must have been preparing with Hitomi. 

    “Take my ass, cowboy,” she murmured. 

    “Yes, ma’am,” I said, and positioned myself back behind her butt again. I slipped on a condom, lubed up my tip and added more to her rim, and pressed my head against her entrance. She tensed up, her fingers crushing the towel underneath her. I slid into her tight depths, the tightest of the three anally, and stopped with just my tip in her entrance when she hissed. 

    “It’s okay, it’s okay,” she said. “Just slow, please. God, you’re so big.” 

    “I’ll be careful,” I promised her. I inched my way into her just a little at a time and I pulled back frequently to lube up my tip again. Slowly, Rhee started to accept me, her muscles relaxing, her hands unclenching. The other two women watched, Lara’s lips parted, Hitomi blushing as she so loved to do. 

    Rhee looked at Lara, her eyes half-lidded. “He’s in my ass, baby… 

    “You’re doing so good taking him. Do you like it?” 

    “Uh huh. M-makes me… so full…” 

    I gripped her shoulder and slid the other hand under her to her mound. She tensed again and drew a long breath as I brushed her folds, her mound, her clit.  

    “Ohhh, ohhh, Miiike,” she whimpered. 

    Teasing her clit really helped her get into it, and she began to rock, just tiny dips and sways of her ass and hips. It was enough to tell me to risk going faster. I picked up the pace, gripping her shoulder to keep her where she was as my cock plunged deeper into her ass. Rhee took it, and moaned even sharper. She looked at Lara and leaned her way. Lara got the hint and kissed her. The sound they made, the smacks, that drove me even crazier, and I fought to maintain my control. Still two women to go. I could do this. I could fuck them each until they came. 

    My will renewed, I focused on Rhiannon’s clit. She whimpered, “Finger my pussy.” 

    I listened and obeyed, pumping her with two fingers. She tightened again and gasped out, “H-harder… fuck my ah-ass harder… I can take it, I can take it, I can…” I fucked into her deeper. She took all but a few inches of me before she beat her fists against the mattress, her breaths harsh and hard. 

    “Baby, you’re taking so much of him,” Lara breathed, and Rhee gave her a wild, unseeing look as she was thrust back and forth. Lara kissed her and Rhiannon’s head dipped back down, her hair spilling across the mattress. 

    “Nnngh, right there, right there, right theeeere!” 

    Her pussy quivered around my fingers and her back tensed before Rhee dropped forward, gasping. I slid out of her and massaged her cheeks gingerly.  

    “Oh my God, Mike, oh my God…” 

    “You did great, baby, you took almost every inch of me.” 

    “Seriously?” she croaked. 

    “No kidding,” Hitomi said. “Nearly all of him at the end.” 

    I hurried off my condom and rubbed myself down with a couple of wipes, just to be safe. While I did that, Hitomi and Rhiannon tended to Lara’s bottom as my pregnant girlfriend kissed the two of them. Rhiannon was back on her hands and knees, ready to keep this thing going, even if she was still a bit shaky. 

    “Leave her pussy to us,” Hitomi said. “Lara needs a proper welcome back from both her girls.” 

    “Mm, I like the sound of that,” Lara said, and kissed Hitomi again. 

    I eased on another condom, added lube to my tip, and guided myself into Lara. We tried this a few times after our first and now she was getting used to me in her ass, though I still had to go pretty slow at first until she naturally relaxed around me. With Hitomi and Rhee tending to her pussy, I could then tend to theirs in turn, and I did, cupping their sexes and driving two fingers into them. I worried Rhee might be too sensitive but she was into it, rocking back against my fingers almost immediately. 

    Lara did most of the work for me, her body flowing back and forth as I gave her short, smooth strokes. She was wild for us, but controlled, her pleasure always on the brink of being set free. There would forever be two aspects of her sexuality. The sweet, shy lover whose virginity I took at the beginning of this summer, the one who needed to be loved slowly sometimes, more with my heart than with my body. Then there was the cool ringleader, the devilishly playful one, the one who liked to fuck and be fucked. A former lover of mine during the summer once said that Lara had a sweet and a salty side, and I needed to come to see that in her. I think that day with Hitomi and Rhiannon, I finally did. The sexy and the beautiful entwined and realized, the lover formed. 

    God, she was incredible, moving between our girlfriends, searching out their lips and their pleasure even as she herself was supposed to be the center of it. Her hand joined mine at Rhee and Hitomi’s pussies, and we fingered them together, driving them wild even as Lara kept up her smooth rocking. I loved the sight of her like that, her head and shoulders dipping and rising, her ass pushing forward and back, her feet kicking up and down.  

    It should have been her that came first, but it wasn’t, not by a longshot. Hitomi squirmed against our fingers, her head dipping lower and lower as she thrust her ass back harder at us. She came with a cute yip, almost like a squeak, and Rhiannon, surprising me, wasn’t long after. The redhead panted, “Again, oh, oh ohhhh, again, fuck me…” She quivered on our fingers, but utterly spent, she waved a hand at us. We got the message and pulled our fingers clear. Lara looked over her shoulder at me and grinned, and I grinned back. 

    “My baby momma.” 

    “My baby daddy.” 

    I leaned down to kiss her, and started to pump my hips harder and harder against her ass. Now practiced at this, she could take much more of me than she could at first. I kissed her again and stayed like that, almost like the peak of a push-up position over her. She bumped her ass up at me as I drove into her, pushing her hips into the mattress with each thrust. Her smile turned into a wide-mouthed O, and her head started to bob back and forth with the force of my ass fucking. If she hadn’t come right about then, I wouldn’t have been able to last for Hitomi, but she did, her head dropping, her whole body shaking. 

    “Oh, oh Mike, ohhhh, I’m coming, I’m coming, baby… ahhhh ah!” 

    She shook and dropped, panting hard. I pulled out of her in a hurry, and Hitomi was there, a fistful of wipes already in hand as she kissed me with savage hunger. I groped her tits shamelessly as she stroked my cock and cleaned me. When I was ready, I pushed her onto her back at first to suck at one nipple, then the other. 

    “Come on her ass when you finish,” Rhiannon croaked. “Oh fuck, I want to see that so badly.” 

    “Mmmm, yesss, come on our professor’s big curvy ass, Michael…” Lara said. 

    I could take no more foreplay. I flipped Hitomi over and she thrust her butt up at me. Lara and Rhiannon crawled over to get right in her face, kissing her and teasing her breasts underneath her while I prepared first myself, then her. I pulled my hand back to spread her cheeks wide and stared at what I consider to be one of the greatest asses on Earth. 

    My professor’s ass. 

    My lover’s ass. 

    I sheathed myself slowly inside Hitomi. One inch. Two. I pulled back, added more lube, and slid back in. More. More. I gaped down at her. She tensed but she didn’t tell me to stop. Slowly, Hitomi took every single inch of me. 

    “Oh my God,” Lara whispered. 

    “All of him, you took… oh wow,” Rhiannon said. 

    Hitomi looked back at me over her shoulder. “I’m yours, Michael. My lips. My pussy. My ass. All of it is yours. Be good to us, okay?” 

    I nodded, stunned. 

    “Good.” She wiggled as much as she could, and breathed, “Now… fuck me, cowboy.” 

    I brushed her cheek with my thumb, and did just that. I kept a controlled pace the first few minutes. She could take me, but I still didn’t want to hurt her and I wanted to make sure. When I was satisfied Hitomi wasn’t just putting on a brave front for me, I lubed myself up again and fucked into her harder and faster. 

    The way her ass rippled every time I hit her depths made me a thoughtless, snorting beast. My big dick swallowed up by every inch of her, my fleshy thickness spreading her so fucking wide, it was easily one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. I was fucking Dr. Hitomi Apple in the ass, and I loved it. 

    I wasn’t alone. Lara and Rhiannon roamed Hitomi’s body with their hands and lips, their touching as feverish as my fucking. They kissed her, teased her tits, smacked her cheeks, rubbed her pussy. They didn’t touch me once that time. Not a kiss, not a brush of their hands, nothing. This was Hitomi’s show and they gave her a standing ovation, worshipping her body as she seemingly effortlessly took me. 

    “Mm, yesss, yesss, Mike… L-Lara… Rhiann… Rhee… R…” 

    “We got you,” Rhee said against Hitomi’s cheek. She nibbled at her earlobe and that made Hitomi shiver hard as I thrust my cock back and forth. 

    “I want to… to… eat you sometime…” Hitomi whimpered. “Want… that pretty… pussy on my face… riding me hard…” 

    “Mm, I want that too, baby,” Rhee murmured, massaging Hitomi’s ass. “And I want to eat you sometime too. Lay right underneath you while you’re licking Lara in front of you. Imagine that, Hitomi.” 

    “Yesss, lick… m-me while I taste… her… oh, oh fuck!” Hitomi cried out. 

    She came, but Lara gave her no reprieve. Into her other ear, she murmured, “Remember when I licked your ass, Hitomi? What if that was Rhee when Mike was fucking you? And what if I was underneath you, licking your pussy and his big fat dick?” 

    “Uh huh! Uhhhhh huh!” 

    Lara had her hand between Hitomi’s thighs, feathering her clit. “And one day, we’re going to show up at your classes, and afterwards, we’re going to take you, Hitomi. Or before. Mmm, imagine that, Mike’s yummy cream leaking out of your pussy while you’re trying to teach a lesson.” 

    “Oh, oh f-f-f-fu…” Hitomi cried out with yet another orgasm. Her arms lost their strength and she pitched forward. I grabbed them and pinned them behind her back, fucking her harder, harder, harder. My balls thwapped against her ass. I grunted like a pissed-off bear with every breath, riding that edge of control. 

    And finally I could take no more. “Help hold her up,” I said, and Lara was there, propping up Hitomi as I jerked out of her and tossed aside the condom. I stroked my cock until Rhiannon took it in hand, staring up at me and licking her lips lewdly as she aimed me over Hitomi’s ass. I came and came and came, drizzling our professor in my cream. 

    I leaned back on my heels, panting and realizing the ferocity with which I’d just taken Hitomi. “Jesus, I’m sorry, are you okay?” 

    Hitomi pushed herself up to her knees and spun around surprisingly fast. She was on me in a second, kissing me hard, her arms wrapped around my neck and my back. “I’m going to be sore for a week,” she said, “but I loved it. Every minute of it.” 

    “You were amazing,” Rhiannon said, awe in her voice. Hitomi turned to her too and kissed her just as hard. Lara after that, of course, and finally Hitomi gave herself a moment to relax, smiling at all of us. 

    “So. Welcome back to Hudwell.” 
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    Challenge Accepted 

      

    I didn’t show up to my dorm until an hour before classes started for the day. I opened the door and immediately regretted it. For the very first time, I caught Archie and his girlfriend Mattie in a compromising position, Archie above her, her hands around his back. 

    “Oh jeez,” I blurted, and shut the door hard. “Um. See you… after classes today.” 

    “Good to see you Mike!” Mattie called after me, followed by Archie chuckling. 

    Well, that was inconvenient. My notebooks were in there. I couldn’t bother Lara. She was still sleeping. Then it hit me that wasn’t the only girlfriend I could call upon for a favor, and I knew Rhee would be awake. She had class first thing with me that morning with Kara Stone, the professor Lara was both being stalked by and the one she in turn was stalking herself.  

    When she picked up, Rhee said, “Hey! Want to walk to class together?” 

    “Absolutely. Got a few sheets of paper I can steal for class for notes?” 

    “Uh. Sure. Why?” 

    “Remember the beginning of last semester when you gave Lara and I some alone time and you accidentally walked in on me naked? Well, it just happened to me, but in reverse.” 

    “Oh right. Waaaait. No. No! Archie and Mattie?” 

    “Yuuup,” I said, grinning. 

    “Oh my God. Come get breakfast with me and tell me everything.” 

    “We just ate at Hitomi’s!” 

    “I know, but… biscuits and gravy.” 

    I considered that and said, “Argument won. See you in a few.” 

    At the end of the prior semester, Hitomi told me the dorms would seem like ghost towns after all the students who couldn’t make their grades were cut, and she was absolutely right. Where the first days of last semester the dorm buzzed with life, now it was more like a dull thrum. It was a sobering reminder that even at Hudwell Academy, we were expected to do our best. 

    That wasn’t to say it was a depressing morning. Far from it. I saw a lot of people I knew, and a handful of new faces. Spring and summer admission was rarer for new students at Hudwell but not unheard of, as the school catered to unusual admissions and circumstances. Out on the quad, everyone seemed to move with a renewed purpose, the break having reinvigorated all of us. Outside the cafeteria, Student Life set up a couple folding tables and were giving out welcome back bags. Rhiannon was there, peeking into one. She noticed me and pulled out a frisbee. 

    “Think fast,” she called to me, and threw it with a flashy back spin – all of fifteen feet to my right. 

    “Nice toss,” I said, chasing after it. When I trotted to her with the frisbee in hand, I gave her a kiss and a quick squeeze of her butt. I didn’t think much about it, but the Student Life girl – Shari, I thought – gaped at us. 

    “You’re dating Lara’s ex?” the girl at the table exclaimed. 

    “Well, I’m dating Lara’s boyfriend,” Rhee said. “And Lara too.” 

    I tried to hide my smile and grabbed up one of the gift bags. “Hey cool. Thanks.” 

    We trotted on together, and when we made it into the cafeteria, Rhiannon broke into fits of giggles. “Ohhh, this semester’s going to be fun.” 

    We grabbed some breakfast – well, second breakfast – and cups of coffee and sat together near one of the windows. I wasn’t shy about laying a hand on her hip or her thigh. I was beginning to connect some dots about Rhiannon and how she liked to be treated. She wasn’t exactly a submissive type. Hitomi was. That seems stereotypical, I know, but it was true of her in particular. Lara and Rhiannon on the other hand both went about fifty-fifty on things. Rhee loved to be used in bed, especially when she was giving a blowjob. Something about me taking control made her wild, but like Lara, she also loved to be playful and in control too. In public, Rhee liked me to show the world she was mine. She liked my hand at her back, or me opening the car door for her, or PDA initiated by me. 

    Rhiannon was always complex like that. I knew when she said she liked being told she’s a good girl in bed came from some issues, but I also knew Rhiannon well enough to know she wasn’t mentally damaged. She didn’t want me to play her dad or anything like that. She liked being a sexual object, and knowing that she’d pleased me by doing something hot was right up her alley.  

    I say all this because these women weren’t my harem. I don’t want you to think that. Hitomi told me all the time she was mine but that was her decision nearly from the very start of our relationship. Rhiannon liked having me be a gentleman and show interest in her on the street, and then take her for the stunning sexual creature she was proud of being. Lara might have seemed googly-eyed about me in these books, but I hope I’ve also conveyed the depth of her character, that two-sided nature of sweet and devilish.  

    The relationship wouldn’t work if we weren’t ourselves. You’ve seen that. It was what broke Kylie and it was how I hurt Megan. That morning with Rhiannon, it laid a good foundation. Lara had always been the capstone between the two of us. I loved Rhiannon and I know she loved me, but up to that point, that love had always been diffused around Lara because she’d always been a part of whatever we were up to. And if we’re being honest? We both loved Lara more than we loved each other. That’s okay. It happens in a multi-partner relationship. There is always going to be a certain degree of unevenness. Whether or not you can deal with that is the determining factor in if you can make it work. 

    “We didn’t get a chance to talk much about your Christmas,” I said. “Did you have a good time with your aunt and uncle?” 

    Rhee finished a sip of coffee. “I did. My cousins ran me ragged. Cute little monsters. Hang on, I’ll show you.” She dug out her phone, and pulled up a video. She was dressed in flannel pajamas, as were her cousins. The girl was tall for ten and willowy, and you could see the resemblance more between her and Rhiannon than with her own brother. He was shorter and rounder-faced than the strong angles of his sister and Rhiannon.  

    On the screen, Rhiannon said, “All right, ready?” 

    “Ready!” the girl said. 

    They grabbed hands, and starting with the boy, they did a wave, end to end. When it came back to the boy, Rhiannon shouted, “Now, dance contest!” 

    They broke apart, the woman holding the phone giggling as the three of them began to dance their own dances. The boy grabbed his foot and hopped around like a sprinkler. The girl twirled like a ballerina before modifying it into something all her own, her body going liquid as she kicked back and forth and hammered her head like she was a rock star. Rhiannon did the robot, and a remarkably good one at that. 

    “Time!” the woman behind the phone said. 

    “Mom, Mom, who won?” the boy asked as he stopped hopping. 

    “I think I have to say… me!” the woman said, and the phone bounced up and down as the boy groaned and the girl cheered. 

    Rhiannon shouted, “Get it, Cate!” and the video ended. 

    My Rhiannon smiled at the phone and set it aside. “There’s a bunch more like that.” 

    “I’d love to see it all sometime,” I said. 

    “Thanks,” she said, playing with her ear. “I know, vacation photos and videos, boring.” 

    “No. Never. I love seeing you happy like that. You look great with them. Maybe… hey, maybe you and I go on a date this Saturday and we’ll watch the rest together. Just the two of us.” 

    She looked up at me. “You’re serious?” 

    “Yeah. I am. You and me.” 

    “I’ve been wanting to play that miniature golf course in the middle of the track since school started. Maybe that?” 

    I grinned. “Sounds perfect.” 

    * * * 

    We walked together to Dr. Stone’s composition class. None of the classes at Hudwell were big, but Dr. Stone was the most popular teacher on campus and comparatively speaking to the rest of my classes, this one was packed. I recognized a few people from other classes in the previous semester, and said hello in the few minutes before Dr. Stone breezed in. 

    The professor was, as always, intensely beautiful. Her honey-blonde hair spilled down her back in long waves. Makeup transformed her sweet face into something far darker and sultrier. She emphasized the look with a skintight, knee-length black dress that emphasized her ass and her tits wonderfully. This woman was not about to teach a class. She was about to walk down a runway, or pose for a magazine, or… or… something. Even today, I still go brainless thinking about Kara Stone. She was raw sexuality, a woman in a class of her own.  

    The crazy thing was, Lara was driving her wild. Don’t get me wrong, I knew how my girlfriend could have that effect on people. In my opinion she was even sexier than Kara, but that’s like comparing the beauty of the Atlantic to the Pacific. No, what I mean is, Lara could have had Kara at any point last semester, had she come to the professor first. Instead, and I still can’t believe this, Lara decided to toy with the other woman. Kara was so goddamn sexy she expected everyone attracted to her to submit to her eventually, because that was simply how it had always worked for her. Lara wasn’t going to be so easily moved. Her plan, vague as it was, was to make Kara beg for it from her. I was simply along for the ride whenever Lara pounced, and I was about to realize just how much that was true. 

    Rhiannon, staring at our professor just as intensely as I was, dug a note out of her backpack and passed it to me. Class hadn’t started yet but Kara came towards us anyways as I glanced at the paper. 

      

    Hi Kara. Imagine me waving. How about a game? Rhee and Michael are mine, but try to tempt them. Try your very best. Use whatever tricks are up your sleeve. But if by the end of the semester, you still haven’t won them over, you’re mine however I want you.  

      

    Good luck. I can’t wait to have you on your knees in front of the four of us. 

      

    L 

      

    I dry-swallowed while I read the note, and jumped when a long, well-manicured nail dropped to the paper as I finished it. I looked up, cheeks blooming. Lara said nothing about any of this to me. Evil, evil woman. 

    Kara dragged the note across the table, took it, and read it with a smirk. Her eyes fell on me, then Rhee, and her smirk widened. She folded the note sharply twice, and stuffed it away in her purse at the front of the class. I had no doubt the way she bent over was deliberate and wildly unnecessary. 

    “Oh, this is going to be torture,” I muttered. 

    “Yeah,” Rhiannon agreed. She reached under the table and squeezed my hardening cock. She looked at me, her eyes smoky and unreadable. “But for Lara…” 

    “Anything,” I said. 

    That first class with Dr. Stone was pretty unremarkable after that. She told us we would be focusing on real world applications of the English language, which included professional correspondence, resume writing, peer reviews, collaborative projects, and yes, even a research paper. There were some groans at that, but Dr. Stone took it with a well-practiced stride. 

    “Writing a paper has more implications than your thoughts on whether or not pineapple belongs on pizza, ladies and gentlemen.” 

    “It does,” someone hollered, and was immediately booed. 

    Dr. Stone grinned and came forward. “Papers are a gauge of how ready you are for a professional setting. Are you prepared to do real research? Can you compose your thoughts in a coherent, manageable fashion? Can you organize and follow a set of distinct visual rules? Believe it or not, these are things that have very tangible applications in a career. You might think to yourself, well, not in the career I’ll be going into, but stop and think. If you plagiarize here, are you then going to appear capable to someone who knows you are going to take shortcuts? If you can’t follow simple directions, should an employer trust you to handle important tasks? Here, in this classroom, you can only hurt or boost your chances in life. The route you decide to take is your choice to make. So grumble all you want, but this class matters. Every class in Hudwell does.” 

    She checked her watch and smiled. “And with that, I have one final announcement. If you’re not familiar, I am one of the professors on campus who likes to offer up some, mm, incentives for doing well in my classes. This does not usually happen with my one hundred levels, but I’m in a feisty mood. At various points in the class, I’ll challenge you with a writing assignment. The highest scoring individual will get a physical reward. Either a sexual act with me-” 

    The class broke out into shocked murmurs at that but fell silent as one when she made a cutting gesture. 

    “-or if you’re not into that idea, a gift card at several places in the student union or across town are available. This act is to be performed in class at the end of the week or outside of class in a more private environment. If you try to film it, you will be expelled. If you try to cheat on this or any of my assignments, you will be expelled. Do not think this is a challenge to find a way to plagiarize without being caught. You will be given any number of in-class assignments that don’t have this kind of reward, and guess what, chicken butts? I have a pretty good nose for when someone who couldn’t spell ‘cheeseburger’ a week before can suddenly spell ‘hypotenuse” without trouble. All right, class dismissed.” 

    Rhiannon started to rise with the rest of the students. I held back, waiting for the rest of the excited pack. Kara held my gaze, smirking. When I drew close, she said, “Tell Lara it’s game on. I won’t grade you any harsher or any easier than anyone else in that class, so study up, hotshot. If you lose, I think I’ll have you suck my toes while that pretty redheaded slut licks my pussy. But if you win… anything. Everything.” 

    “I think I can manage that,” I said. I leaned in and whispered into her ear, “And by the way? H-Y-P-O-T-E-N-U-S-E.” 

    “Is that supposed to turn me on?” she murmured. 

    “No. But the thought of you on your knees in your office eating Lara out while I watch? That should turn you on. Good luck, Dr. Stone.” 
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    Oh Right, There’s More to This Book than Sex 

      

    Lara caught up to me on the quad. “You’re the devil,” I said. 

    She giggled and I kissed her. “What did she say?” 

    “At the end of the class she announced she was going to give a sexual favor to whoever did the best on a few random in-class assignments.” 

    “I thought she didn’t do that with freshmen,” Lara said. 

    “She didn’t until now. I wonder what might have made her change her mind?” 

    “Hmmm. A mystery.” 

    “Anyways, after class, she told me to tell you it’s game on. Then she told me I’m going to be sucking her toes if we lose, so… I really want to win now. English isn’t my best course, but I think I impressed her by spelling hypotenuse, so there’s that.” 

    “Nice work, Merriam-Webster. That’ll get her panties to drop.” 

    “Right?” I asked. “Anyways, I gotta run to my botany class.” 

    “Thank you for being my sexy guinea pig.” 

    “Sexy… guinea pig?” 

    Lara blew me a kiss and headed off towards h er first class. I shook my head. Craziest girlfriends in the world. 

    * * * 

    I used to think I was pretty good at horticulture already thanks to my summer job taking care of people’s lawns. Within one period of my Basics of Horticulture class, I realized I didn’t know half of what I thought I did. 

    Jesus, that class. My Natural Science class the last semester wasn’t exactly a breeze, but it was a friendly experience taught by a guy so enthusiastic about education it was hard not to fall into an easy rhythm with him. But Mr. Christian Barrera’s horticulture class was not so easy. Not by a longshot. 

    Mr. Barrera himself was a sour man who taught only two classes – that one, and Advanced Horticulture. Otherwise, he was the head groundskeeper for the school, with a small army for a crew helping him out. Judging from the precision of the school lawns, tress, and shrubbery, he was no slouch. 

    There were only six of us in his class. We showed up to the designated classroom to find a man in jeans and a polo sitting on a desk. When we started to sit down, he snapped, “What are you doing? You see a plant in this room? How do you expect to learn here?” None of us had any idea how we already managed to piss Mr. Barrera off, but we followed him out into the sunshine and never saw the interior of that class again. He knelt in the grass and plucked up a fistful of grass. “This is your classroom. Those trees, those bushes, those flowerbeds. This is where I’ll be teaching you just enough so that you too can have an illustrious career bagging up someone else’s grass and dog shit. That’s the only reason I can think of that you’d be here. You’re going to sweat in this class and do real work, and you’re going to pay us for the pleasure. If you think this is an easy A for your science credit, think again. But if you pass this and the advanced class, I guarantee you, you’ll be pruning bushes with the best of them in America.” 

    I never encountered any speech like that before in Hudwell, and it left me gobsmacked. I was really thinking about botany as a major instead of drama? Screw that. 

    We didn’t get a jovial, light introduction to the subject matter like the other classes. He started pointing out a hodgepodge of information as we walked. 

    “You,” he said, pointing at me. “What’s this grass under our feet?” 

    “Um. Um,” I said, mystified. “I don’t know.” 

    “St. Augustine. Stenotaphrum secundatem. What did I just say?” 

    “St. Augustine,” I said, feeling like I was being interrogated by a drill sergeant. “Step…no…” 

    “Oh, for the love of… someone else. Now.” 

    “Stenotaphrum secundatem,” another guy said. His hawkish eyes held mine and he shrugged just the tiniest bit. 

    “Point for the teacher’s pet,” Mr. Barrera said, and the student looked less pleased. 

    I dug out a pen and wrote that down as best as I could. Every question from that point forward, Mr. Barrera asked me first. I don’t know why he meant to humiliate me like that, but even though few of the other students had any more of a clue than I did, I felt like the world’s dumbest person. By the end of the class, I felt defeated and ready to quit. 

    * * * 

    “I can’t be in a class with that guy,” I said, settling into one of Hitomi’s office chairs.  

    “Why not?” Hitomi asked. She wore a poofy-shouldered red dress that day. I liked the look on her.  

    “He’s already picked me as his class idiot. Every question he has, he’s aimed it at me. I haven’t known a thing.” 

    “Christian is an intensely smart man when it comes to his field,” she said, settling back into her own chair across the desk. 

    “You sound like you’re taking his side,” I grumped. 

    “I don’t know his attitude, but I do know that he has a high turnover rate for students. You wouldn’t be the first to quit.” 

    “It’s not quitting if I’m being bullied out of there. Obviously the guy doesn’t want me around.” 

    “Is that true?” Hitomi asked. “Or is there a purpose behind him hounding you? I’m not saying there is or isn’t. Mr. Barrera is one of the best in this school. His students who choose to get their certifications in horticulture do so with an astonishing pass-fail rate and those after botany degrees fly through the rest of their courses. I’m not saying that to take his side. If you truly feel you’re being bullied, then by all means, leave the class. Your mental health isn’t worth the reward.” 

    “I have two weeks to finalize my class schedule, right?” 

    “Yes,” she said. “But if you’re going to do it, I recommend sooner rather than later so you’re not racing to catch up.” 

    “Hm.” I sighed and watched her colorful fish dart back and forth in their tank for a while. “Oh, one other thing, while I’m thinking about it. I told Rhiannon I’d like to take her for a date Saturday.” 

    “One on one, I take it?” Hitomi asked. 

    “Yeah.” 

    “Maybe I’ll treat Lara to dinner. That could be a fun thing. We pair off one day over the weekend. Two of us to a bed that night too. That would help give us some intimacy with each other.” 

    “I like that idea,” I said. 

    “Have you run it by Lara?” she asked. 

    “No, not yet. I’ll see her tonight.” 

    She nodded and leaned back. “Michael, are you all right?” 

    “I’m great other than Barrera. Why?” 

    “The excitement about becoming a father must still be something incredible, but have you begun to contemplate what that will mean?” 

    “I know Lara will have to take the fall semester off,” I said. “This semester, I’m going to try to get some weekend work taking care of lawns around town. Which reminds me, I need to find a trailer to haul my stuff around town. If you’re still okay with me borrowing your mower and your tools until I can afford my own.” 

    “Yes, that’s fine. And you’re going to do this on top of your theater work?” 

    I hadn’t thought about that. Last semester, one of my favorite things out of the classroom was a pair of shows I did with Dr. Moore, the fledgling theater director. I had two classes with him that spring semester, Theater Design and Medieval Performance. With six more classes spread out through the next three years, I’d have all my required classwork for my major. On top of that, I’d also need to put in at least a performance every semester, and that was going to eat up my free time. 

    I naively said, “Yeah. I think that’s doable.” 

    Fuck a duck, was I dumb. 

    * * * 

    It was good to be back on a stage again with Trevor, Joanne, and the rest of my classmates from the first semester. Unlike a lot of other majors, we only had one person opt out of drama. Dr. Moore was both personable and a natural teacher, so I wasn’t surprised. 

    Joanne and Trevor sat together on the edge of the stage and I took up a seat next to them while we had some time. “So when’s the wedding?” I asked. Complete wrong thing to say, but I didn’t know it at the time and wouldn’t for a while. 

    “Ah, we’re keeping it casual,” Trevor said. 

    “We are,” Joanne said brightly. Too bright, if I’d been paying attention. “How was your break, Mike? What’s new?” 

    “Ah, good, good,” I said. “Kinda… gonna be a dad, so that’s the new part of your question.” 

    “Wait, with who?” Trevor asked. 

    “Trevor! Congratulations, Mike!” Joanne chirped. “Oh my gosh, I’ll bet you’re going to be the best dad.” 

    “I hope so,” I said. 

    “Oh good God, look at this crew of reprobates,” Dr. Moore said as he came into the theater. We cheered him on, and he slapped backs, shook hands, and gave hugs. “All right, all right, settle down. Everybody gather on the stage. Do we have everyone? Good. Now last year, we touched on a little bit of set design, but this year, we’re really going to get laser focused on it. That’s going to be two-fold. First off is actual… well… set design. How many of you have worked with power tools?” About a third of us raised our hands, including me. “How many of you who haven’t are ready to sign a bunch of waivers?” Everyone got a laugh out of that and he smiled. “We’re going to put together some basic risers, backdrops, and do some painting. That’s going to be Mondays through Thursdays. Every Friday, we’re going to spend some time with a control board. Anyone ever work with one of those before?” More hands shot up than with the power tools, but mine wasn’t among them this time. “All right, good. Set designs are only a small part of the equation. Lights are equally important, as is sound. We’re going to work with all that, and at the end of the semester, when we put on a show, each of you is going to contribute to a part of the whole. You will be responsible for making your fellow artists look as purdy as in the pictures.” 

    He guided us back to a surprise addition to the theater. In what had once been a large empty room was now a basic functioning woodshop. We spent that first class going over basic safety and cleanup. 

    At the end of the period, Joanne asked, “What are we going to be doing for performances this semester?” 

    “Well, now that we have a costume department and a full shop, I want to test our limits,” Dr. Moore said. “So at the beginning of March, we’re going to start things off with Hamlet. And for May, we’re going to go with something lighter. Lefty Tiller’s ‘Monster Claw.’” 

    I heard the name Lefty Tiller before but wasn’t too familiar with him. He was a modern playwright and sometimes wrote for movies, usually the sort of thing that flew a mile over my head. But the news made my classmates happy, and that was good enough for me. 

    “When do sign-up sheets go out?” Trevor asked. 

    “As soon as all you give me a minute to grab them out of my office and put them up on the corkboard. I’ve got fliers too if anyone wants to put them up around the school.” 

    Most of us did, and I took a few for my dorm. Class broke up and I waited near the back of the line to sign up, since I had time to kill. Dr. Moore approached me. 

    “Going to sign up for Hamlet?” he asked. 

    “I’d like to. When would we rehearse?” 

    “Every weekday. I think six to seven-thirty.” 

    Quickly, I ran through the logistics of trying to go to class, take care of some lawns, and then come to rehearsals. I had a pretty big gap in the afternoons. I could finish up classes by three, get some lawn work done, run back to Hitomi’s, drop everything off, get a bite to eat at the cafeteria, and then be at rehearsals. Easy. Except of course it wasn’t. 
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    The Appointment 

      

    “We’re not a week in and you’re skipping class already?” Mr. Barrera said, his thick arms folded. He never dressed like the other educators, usually because after class he went straight to work elsewhere on campus doing groundskeeping. That day, it was a red polo shirt and jeans. I remember the shirt specifically because I felt like a bull about to charge a matador. 

    “It is for my girlfriend’s first pregnancy checkup. That’s not skipping class.” It was the closest I’d ever come to out and out anger with a teacher, and if he kept it up, he was going to tip me over the edge. 

    Thank God, his eyes went a shade softer. “Hm.” 

    “Is this high school? Do I need a doctor’s note? Or can you take my word at it?” 

    “Well, I don’t know, Maclin. It’s a little early to tell if this is going to become a habit with you.” 

    I gritted my teeth, my fist clenching. “It won’t. I had nearly perfect attendance in high school. Check my transcripts.” I realized I was in danger of flying off the handle and took a deep breath. “I get the feeling you and I are getting off on the wrong foot here. I’m not sure where you go the impression I’m a slacker, but I’m hard-working and I try my best. That’s always been true.  If me being gone is a problem, then let me make up the time. I’ll give you an hour and a half of help around campus, free of charge.” 

    He studied me, his frown turning more contemplative. “Never tell a man you’ll do work for free. You ever do any yardwork before?” 

    “Yeah. Five years of mowing, trimming, general stuff like that. This last semester I built a flowerbed out of decorative stone for Hitomi… Dr. Hitomi Apple.” 

    He nodded. “Sixteen an hour, two hours of work minimum to make up for the class. Monday I’m up at the north end with the crew. You show up, you start doing whatever shit jobs they want you to do. I’ll find you.” I stuck out my hand. Surprising me, he took it and he shook. “Good grip.” 

    “You too.” 

    For the first time since I’d known him, Christian Barrera let slip the faintest hint of a smile. “See you Monday, kid.” 

    * * * 

    I don’t really get scared by a lot of things. I’m not great with movie scenes where things are slowly inserted into people – phrasing – and if I watch a person touch their eye putting in a contact lens, it’ll gross me out. Those are pretty much the things in life that’ll give me the heebie-jeebies. 

    That said? Even today, I’ll wake up in a cold sweat thinking about that first appointment to see Lara’s doctor. 

    There was so much I didn’t know, and straight from the get-go, too. When the clerk asked about insurance, I didn’t know that Lara was under her mother’s plan for another year. Nor did I know what came after that. How did a person even apply for insurance? I knew the government had insurance plans but it wasn’t something I ever really thought about. And our kid would need it too, right? Yeah, of course they would, in case they got sick or needed surgery or checkups. 

    While Lara filled out her paperwork, I looked up insurance plans online. The premium for just me nearly made me drop my phone. Including Lara and a baby, it was so much more. If I worked two days a week, full-time, at the rate I used to charge for taking care of people’s lawns, I could barely afford that and gas money – and that was it. Forget groceries. Forget the other bills. Forget rent. Forget diapers and baby food and… 

    “You okay?” Lara asked. 

    “Uh. Yeah. Yeah, I’m good,” I said. “The insurance question threw me for a loop. I never thought about how we would need to get that eventually.” 

    “I know what you mean. I was looking at car seats the other day and it was like two hundred dollars for a combination stroller and a car seat.” She smiled reassuringly at me. “We’ll figure it out.” 

    “Yeah,” I said. Oh Jesus. Car seats. Strollers. All that. “I need a drink of water. Get you something?” 

    “Cup of cof… ah, dang it, yes, water please.” 

    I got up and went to a cooler in the corner. I filled a cup, drained it, filled it again, and nearly choked when a nurse said, “Lara? Come on back.” 

    I turned, and Lara stood. “Uh, should I go back with you?” 

    “If you don’t,” Lara said sweetly, “I’ll dump some of that water on your head.” 

    The nurse and a couple patients got a polite chuckle out of that. I stumbled back towards them, sans water, remembered it, cursed audibly, stumbled back, grabbed two cups more, and followed them back. 

    “We’re new at this whole baby-making business,” Lara said to the nurse. 

    “I couldn’t tell,” the nurse said with pitch-perfect sincerity. 

    Lara was weighed and her height taken, and then we were guided back into a clinic room where the nurse proceeded to do some basic tests and ask Lara about a thousand health questions. I learned more about Lara in those minutes than I ever hoped to know. I walked out that day a passing expert in her menstrual cycles, her Pap smear history, and the existence of a uterine tract infection that afflicted her once a year or so. Before the nurse left, she took some blood from Lara’s ever-hiding veins and showed Lara into a bathroom for a urine sample. When Lara came back and handed it off, the nurse told us the doctor would be in shortly. 

    I thought I held it together pretty well, but Lara knew me since we were kids, and she peeled me apart in seconds. “Talk to me,” she said quietly. “What’s got you worried?” 

    I reached out and took her hand. At first I thought she was the one trembling. I guess it was me. I tried to speak, then stood up and hugged her to me. “This… just got real to me in a big way,” I said. 

    “Yeah?” 

    “Yeah.” 

    “I’m scared too. Michael?” 

    “Yeah?” 

    She pulled back and looked up at me. “You’d… you’d never leave us, right? No matter how hard it got?” 

    I knelt, and my hands shook so hard I thought I’d practically give her a head massage taking her cheeks in my hands. “Never. It’s scary now, but… no. I never could.” 

    She took my hands and kissed both of them. “You really want it to get real? Wait until you see what comes next.” 

    “What do you mean?” 

    Her smile was as tenuous as mine, but she wore it better, then and always. “You’ll see. Literally.” 

    Ten minutes later, Dr. Miano swept into the room. A short graying woman of Latina and Italian heritage, she immediately gave off a charming spark, bolstered by the first words she ever spoke to us. “Well, it’s confirmed, you’re pregnant!” 

    Lara dropped her head against my shoulder, and when I looked at her to kiss the top of her head, I saw tears. But instead of fear in her visage, she gave me a beautiful, wide smile I’ve had the good fortune of seeing many times from her. It’s her most special smile, the one that makes all the world seem right and okay, and the one I hold closest to my heart. 

    “We’re going to have a baby,” she whispered, and I couldn’t help kissing her, knowing whatever came, it was going to be all right, so long as she was there with me. 

    We spent a lot of time talking to Dr. Miano, probably more time than she had to spend on us. But we were young, and scared, and we didn’t know what to expect except in the broadest of ways. I would have a thousand more questions, but we eventually had to let her get down to the best business of the day. Lara climbed up on the table while the nurse brought in more equipment – an ultrasound. 

    You talk about the greatest inventions of mankind, the conversation is going to center around the wheel or air conditioning or fake breasts. But for me it’s the ultrasound. It’s getting to see the life inside your beloved, the faintest beginnings of something so spectacular it changes you forever and ever. And when I saw that blip of life on the screen, some of the fear – not all of it, but enough – fell away and left in its place the staggering awe that mankind has felt since the invention of the ultrasound. 

    “That’s… that’s our baby?” I asked, my voice trembling. 

    “That’s your baby,” Dr. Miano said. 
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    Seeing Red 

      

    I woke up at seven that Saturday next to a pile of gorgeous bodies. Hitomi and Lara took up spots on either side of me, Hitomi still naked from the waist down after the fucking I gave her late into the night. Rhiannon curled up butt to butt with Lara, and oh Lord, how I wanted to slide my dick between their cheeks and come again. 

    Hitomi stirred and pushed back against my hardness. She looked over her shoulder, amused. “Again?” she murmured. 

    “Not too sore?” 

    “No. Help get me ready?” 

    “Of course.” 

    I slid down the bed and she twisted onto her back. I spread her legs and dove in, loving the fresh scent and taste of her from the shower before we went to bed. She moaned so quietly I barely heard it myself, and brought two fingers to her mouth, sucking on them as she watched me lick and play. 

    I was too distracted by Hitomi’s sweet pussy to notice the bed shifting until Rhiannon was right beside Hitomi’s shoulder. She lifted one leg up and over Hitomi’s face, and our lover pulled her down to lap at her delicate folds. 

    “Mm, I love breakfast at the Apple residence,” Rhiannon murmured. 

    “Me too,” Hitomi moaned. “All I can eat.” 

    This time I did feel the bed shift and glanced over to see Lara stretching out onto her side. She dipped one hand to her pussy and smiled sleepily at me when she saw me looking. My Lara, always the voyeur. 

    My attention shifted to Rhiannon and the mess of morning curls spilling down her face. She pushed them away and smiled at me. I leaned forward and stroked her chin. “I’m looking forward to our golf date tonight.” 

    “Me too.” 

    I know this incident is an odd one to recall. It’s a sweet moment out of time, meaningless to anyone who wasn’t there. But it does mean something to me. That morning wasn’t about massive orgasm counts or holding out forever – in fact, for once, I was the one who came first. It was about something warmer and indefinable growing between the four of us. It was about beginning to believe this crazy relationship could work. 

    * * * 

    Audrey Abbott was my first customer mowing lawns in Hudwell, and like a certain cougar that summer, she was into me in a big way. Unfortunately, she was also well above eighty. No judgment. I’m sure she was a giving lover. 

    Hitomi’s neighbor, she came out after I mowed Hitomi’s lawn that morning and wanted me to come over and do the same for hers. Her very large yard. Her very large, overgrown yard that would take me the better part of a day to get under control. All for twenty dollars. 

    I was about to get a big taste of the reality of going into business for myself. It’s a shocker, I know, but a whole lot of people expect a whole lot of work out of you in this world for next to nothing. They want top quality but don’t actually want to pay for it. Doing manual labor, your time will almost always be undervalued. Those weren’t my words. They were Christian Barrera’s, and much as I might have wanted to punch him for being an asshole, he was absolutely right. 

    The work kept me occupied until my alarm went off on my phone. Once I collected my fee and a glass of real peach tea, I collected my tools and pushed the mower back to Hitomi’s. Rhiannon lounged out back in a tennis skirt and a breezy tank, ready for our date. 

    “I’m sweaty, but I’m going to kiss you anyways.” 

    She grinned up at me and accepted a long, hungry kiss that ended with me exploring what was under her skirt with the palm of my hand. “Careful, big guy, or we’ll never get to play that course.” 

    “Let me go wash up. Dinner first, or after?” 

    “First, I think. Then I won’t be too full to play with your putter later.” 

    “Points for not making a stroking my shaft joke.” 

    I headed inside and grabbed a blessedly long shower, feeling the tight muscles in my back and neck loosen. Lara wandered in as I shaved, ready for her own date with Hitomi. She kissed my shoulder and leaned against the wall as I stroked my razor across my face. 

    “Where are you two headed?” I asked. 

    “Window shopping and eventually a movie,” Lara said. 

    “What are you seeing?” 

    “Petit Four. There’s a candy shop near the theater. We’re going to be on brand and sneak something in, I think.” 

    “You hardened criminals.” 

    “I know.” She smiled faintly. “I like this date night idea. I was nervous about it, but it feels like… well, like the best part of the summer again.” 

    “Yeah, I agree.” 

    “Be good to my girl tonight?” 

    I tapped my razor into the sink. “Be good to mine?” 

    “I will.” 

    “Mutton chops or a goatee, what do you think?” 

    She eyed me like I was the dumbest man on the planet, pushed away from the wall, and left without another word. Much as I wanted that to mean I should grow both mutton chops and a goatee, I sighed and decided I’d better do without both. 

    * * * 

    With bellies full of amazing jerked chicken – no one does better than Dimitri’s in Hudwell and I learned that lesson that day – Rhiannon and I collected our putters and golf balls out of the back of my van. 

    As she closed the back doors, Rhiannon patted the bumper and said, “You know, this old snarling beast grows on you.” 

    “My first and greatest love,” I said. “You, Lara, Hitomi, you’re going to have to be happy with second place.” 

    “And who could blame you? She’s such a looker.” 

    I stroked my van to salve her wounded ego. “It’s all right, baby girl. You’re beautiful. Like a unicorn but with a bigger butt.” 

    We headed for the track. There were lots of townies around that day, but only a few families were playing the miniature golf course at its middle. Most the families were centered around the playground or walking the track itself. The miniature golf course was well designed, with a basic countryside aesthetic complete with windmills, barns, and a few small streams. Not a terribly original aesthetic, but no less pleasant for it. 

    “Do you golf?” I asked, watching Rhiannon’s butt in her short skirt as she lined up her first shot. She looked up towards the cup, then down at the ball and in one smooth motion sent it in for an easy hole-in-one. 

    “Every now and then,” she said. “My last boyfriend was way too into it and kept trying to be my coach instead of playing with me. How about you?” 

    I lined up my shot and followed her in for another hole in one. “Yeah. I’m not great at it but I like it.” 

    “We’ll have to play a real course sometime.” 

    “We will,” I said. 

    Our conversation was light like that for a while. We stayed pretty neck and neck the first four holes, then the course’s difficulty started to ramp up and require more trick shots. I was also pretty distracted by Rhiannon’s spectacular ass. The tennis skirt was just long enough to not be scandalous but short enough that two of the moms on the track gave her some dirty looks. 

    The third time it happened, I said, “The women here are loving that skirt.” 

    Rhiannon gave her butt an extra wiggle to it as she put her ball down. “Hey. You up for something weird when we’re done here? I promise no nipple clamps and electricity.” 

    “Something sexy?” 

    “For me at least. I think it will be for you too.” 

    “Sure, I’m game,” I said. “What do you have in mind?” 

    “Let me keep it a surprise for now,” she said.  

    I was intrigued, but a blunder on the next hole left me with a three-stroke deficit. If I was going to smoke Rhiannon, I had to keep my head in the game. Yeaaaah, that didn’t happen. Tennis skirts, also up there with ultrasounds, the wheel, and whatever else I said for the greatest of humankind’s inventions. Drooool. 

    “So… you excited to be a dad?” she asked as we neared the final hole. 

    “I am,” I said. “It didn’t really sink in that it was real until I saw the baby, but now I keep having these odd random thoughts. Like, my parents and Lara’s parents are going to be grandparents, you know? I feel like I should still be fourteen and apologizing to Zack and Kathryn for tracking mud through their house.” 

    “Now you’re going to be leaving dirty diapers in their garbage.” 

    I chuckled. “Right? It’s crazy.” 

    “Boy or a girl?” 

    “Oh, I don’t think we’ll know that for a month or two, at least.” 

    She looked up at me, eyes twinkling. “I mean, do you hope it’s a boy or a girl?” 

    “Ooh. Jeez.” I scratched the back of my head. “It’d be nice to even the odds for the team with a boy, but I know I’d a complete sucker for a girl.” 

    “Oh yeah, she’d have you wrapped up around her finger.” 

    “Like all of you,” I said, coming up behind her and wrapping my arms around her to give her a kiss behind her ear. 

    “Mm.” 

    We stood like that for a little while, watching a trio of kids climb around on the jungle gym. Something about it seemed so peaceful and beautiful, watching those two boys getting chased by a fierce girl maybe two years younger than they were. 

    “What about you?” I asked Rhee. “Kids someday?” 

    “Definitely someday, but not until I’m done with college. And maybe a year or two beyond that. Whatever I’m doing, if it’s still being a camgirl or something else, I want to be comfortable. Establish myself.” 

    “Which I guess ties into some bigger questions. Are you okay being in a relationship with two people who are going to have a kid?” 

    She turned in my arms and I moved my hands to her waist. She smiled, faintly, and said, “My history with father figures is pretty complex, Mike.” 

    “I know.” 

    Softer, she said, “So I’d like to see a good man become a great dad.” 

    “I hope I can live up to your expectations.” 

    “Me too.” 

    “Your dad, did he reach out over Christmas?” 

    She took a deep breath, and nodded. “Not for any good reason. They packed up all my things and moved them to a storage unit. I have to go up there sometime and pick it up before June.” 

    “Your mom went along with that?” 

    “My mom… Mom is… trapped. It’s a prison in her own mind, but it’s a prison. She goes along with whatever he wants because otherwise he gets mad. Like… screaming psycho mad. I’ve told you what he did to me. I think he’d do worse to Mom if she ever really stood up to him. Seeing me again is as close as she’s ever come.” 

    “I’m sorry. If you want help picking your things up, you know I’m here for it.” 

    “Thanks, Mike. That means a lot. And I’ll probably take you up on it.” She chuckled and sniffed. “I have a lot of junk.” 

    We finished our game, Rhee winning by about five strokes. After we picked up our balls, we headed for the van. 

    “Rhee… you should know something else,” I said. She looked at me curiously. “I’m going to propose to Lara at some point.” 

    “I figured you would. What does that mean for all of us?” she asked. 

    “I don’t really know,” I said. “Personally I hope we keep things going. I will always love you and Hitomi too. But you both deserve to know before we get into this too deep that you can’t run if you don’t want to.” 

    “I’m in this until the end,” Rhee said, looking off towards the ocean. “If it comes to us needing to break up, it will have to be you two to tell me to quit coming around.” 

    I swapped my putter to my other hand and reached out with my free one. She seemed surprised when I took her hand in mine, but she didn’t pull away. 

    * * * 

    We stopped by Rhee and Lara’s dorm. She ran in to grab some things, and came back out carrying a sleek laptop backpack. 

    “Where to?” I asked. 

    “Back to Hitomi’s.” 

    “And what are we going to be doing?” 

    She fidgeted. “Um. Well. I kind of always thought it would be hot to have you and Lara watch me do one of my shows. I thought, if you’re up for it, you could hold the camera for me while I do an impromptu show tonight.” 

    “Whooo… wow. Yeah. Yes yes yes yes,” I said. 

    She finally quit playing with her hands. “Wait, really? Just like that? It’s not too weird?” 

    “Rhee,” I said. “I’ve seen some of your shows. Getting to be there in person? I’m not going to turn that down.” 

    “Good. I was worried you might not be into it.” 

    We needed to do some prep work when we got back to Hitomi’s, namely clearing out one of the guest bedrooms of anything that might be identifiable. Rhiannon was very careful to shoot in such a way that her most obsessive fans couldn’t identify where she lived. We put up a white sheet across the window to block out any view of trees or buildings that might be identifiable, stripped the bed of everything but a cool blue sheet, and taped pieces of paper over the art in the background. 

    “That’s overkill,” Rhee explained. “If you keep the camera on me, it won’t be necessary. But in case you look up on accident or something, it’s better to have it covered. Okay. The camera. You’ll want to be as quiet as you can filming me. I’m going to be acknowledging you on camera but don’t actually answer or respond to me in any way. Don’t try to get tricky with zoom or anything like that. Keep a wide shot on all of me except at the very beginning and the end. Sometimes I might give you instructions otherwise, so just step forward and back. I’ll give you a sign, like a come hither thing. At the end, you’ll want to get my pussy, then pan up to my face afterwards. Got it?” 

    “Got it,” I said. 

    Rhiannon got online and sent out a message on her sites that she was going live in half an hour, and hurried to do her hair and makeup. She came out looking like a sex goddess, her eyes, lips, and cheeks glammed out. Her silky hair had been blown out too, giving her a little Southern touch. Her black camisole and matching thong were nothing I’d seen her wear yet, and they made my balls sing to the heavens. 

    “You look incredible,” I breathed. “Any harm in me kissing you? Or is that… hang on. Idea.” 

    I came to her, knelt, and kissed her other lips through the fabric of her panties. She shivered and guided me to my feet. 

    “I want you naked for this,” she said. “I want to imagine it’s that cock inside me when I’m stuffing myself with one of my toys. Then when I shut down the feed, I want you to take me.” 

    While I undressed, she set up her laptop on the nightstand so she could read comments and thank people for tips while she worked. I knew from watching her other shows she would spend about five minutes welcoming everyone, spend another fifteen minutes in the act, and then anywhere from another fifteen minutes to half an hour talking with her chat, sometimes longer. Tonight would be a special exception, with no chat afterwards. 

    We took a few pictures of her posing. I really liked one shot of her feet and legs kicking against her ass. She made that one the header for the event and immediately she spun the laptop towards me. “Look.” 

    Already a guy tipped her a hundred bucks for the foot shot. “Jesus,” I breathed. 

    “He’s a regular and he’s always asking for good feet pics.” 

    We watched her tips shoot up even before the show got its start. Already she was approaching a thousand bucks. Foot fetish people were having a fit over the shot and demanding more stills. We took some, and her tips jumped another grand when she posted them. 

    “I made twenty bucks today mowing the neighbor’s yard. You made that in seconds,” I said. 

    “It’s crazy, right? All for some skin and some masturbating.” 

    “The girl-on-girl shows must make you a fortune.” 

    “You have no idea. Okay, let’s run a test shoot. We’ll do a quick live blip, shut it down, and then we’ll start the real thing.” 

    She put me in position and started up the feed. There was a moment of her face on the screen looking adorably absorbed in the computer work, and then she turned to smile and wave coquettishly at the camera. “We’ll go live in a minute, boys and girls. I have a guest cameraman this evening, and we’re just making sure you can see and hear us okay. Everyone tell me, camisoles or corsets if you can hear this okay.” 

    The screen flooded instantly with a camisole versus corset debate, but more than a few people said her audio levels were low. Rhiannon, adjusted them, tested them again, and this time we were good. She winked at the camera. “Back and recording in a minute. Mwah.” She brought down the feed and looked up at me. Specifically, my hard dick. “Uh, crazy thought.” 

    “What’s that?” I asked. 

    She reached out and gripped me. For a crazy moment I thought she was going to ask me to join her. I don’t know if I would have or not. But she had a different idea in mind, something just as kinky. 

    “Think you could jack off in under fifteen minutes?” she asked, tugging my cock idly. 

    “Um, yeah. Why?” 

    “Do it while you film me playing with myself. When you’re close, give me some kind of signal. Then…” She licked her lips. “Finish on me. They might see your dick, but there’s no way they could identify you that way.” 

    “Holy… you’re serious?” 

    “I’ll split the take tonight. Well, I would anyways.” 

    “For you, I’d do it for free.” 

    “You’re really in?” Rhiannon asked. 

    “Yes,” I said. “Absolutely.” 

    She returned her attention to the laptop and after a few clicks, held up her hand. I trained the camera on her, going through what she told me. Keep a wide shot. Keep the focus on her.  She counted down. Five… four… three… two… one… 

    “And we’re back,” she said. “Still sounding good? Excellent. Let’s talk for a while before we get started tonight, but I want the word out there right now. A special impromptu night calls for a special incentive tier. If tips jump up over the three thousand mark-” 

    Three thousand? Holy shit, Rhee, that’s asking a lot. 

    “-we’re going to give you all a special surprise. Or rather, I’m going to get a surprise and you’re going to watch. A special, sticky, gooey, yummy surprise. And hey, if we see five thousand, maybe I’ll even taste some of it on camera for you. How does that sound?” 

    Whatever Rhiannon read must have made her happy. Her giggle was a staged thing, far brighter and bubblier than her normal way of laughing. While she read comments, she posed a bit in her lingerie, getting on her hands and knees, resting on her back, her side. She propped up her boobs, squeezed them out with her elbows, gave the camera all sorts of different faces. 

    “Lace0016 wants to know, who’s holding the camera? He’s a special guy in my life. Let’s call him… Putter, because I really like stroking his shaft and playing with his balls.” 

    I rolled my eyes. 

    “He just rolled his eyes.” Rhiannon read another comment as she idly stroked a breast. “Unfortunately not, Laser. He’s a bit camera shy, though he’ll be contributing… loads… to this video later.” She winked again. “Oh my gosh, if his eyes rolled up any harder, he’d never get them right side around again. Oooh, thank you for the big… meaty… tips. Keep them coming, and remember, if you hit that three thousand mark? It’s going to pop off… all over me.” 

    And so it went for another ten minutes. Rhiannon started to get into it, her comments falling slowly by the wayside as she played with herself more and more. We hit the three thousand mark easy, and she jumped almost immediately to the five thousand mark when she started to tease the camisole’s flimsy straps over her shoulders. 

    Rhiannon’s friendly chat turned dark, sultry. She slinked her way up to her knees, looking down at her body, then up at the camera shyly as she crossed her hands over her breasts. She turned and posed on her hands and knees, her ass high, poised. She started to slide her panties down, showing off the crack of her ass but nothing further. She dropped down and half turned, looking at the camera and bringing two fingers to her lips. 

    “I wish this was you, Mr. Putter.” She moaned, and sucked the two fingers down. 

    Yeah. Me too. 

    She twisted around onto her back, crossing her legs, uncrossing them. Still she sucked down her fingers, closing her eyes, driving the fingers deep. She moaned around them and spread her thighs for the camera and her audience’s pleasure. The gauzy fabric revealed the general shape of her pussy lips but not the particulars. Rhiannon definitely knew how to tease. 

    Her fingers came free and she rolled up and onto her knees, staring right into the camera, her cheeks flushed – and that, she couldn’t fake. “I love having his big, thick cock in my hands. My mouth. I love sucking him down. I love when he uses my face. I love when he crams that fat fucking dick down my throat and makes me gag on him. I love sucking his balls. They’re so big. I jack his cock when I’m doing it. He likes that. He likes these slutty lips licking and taking his balls in my mouth.” 

    She ran her tongue around her lips and stuck it out for a long minute, taking her time, letting the tension build. “He loves that tongue most of all. Loves it running under him. Loves it teasing him. This mouth is his. It belongs to him. You know what else belongs to him?” 

    She turned so she was in profile to the camera, looking over her shoulder at the camera. Slowly she pulled the camisole up to but not quite over her breasts. “These tits are his. He calls me up, he tells me he wants me on my back, and he takes that big fuck stick and he puts it right here. Right between these.” 

    I couldn’t remember if I’d ever actually fucked Rhee’s tits, but now the fantasy was so powerful it felt like I had. 

    “Should I show your tits off, baby?” she asked, looking at me. “Should I give them a taste of what you get every night?” I almost responded to that by bobbing the camera up and down, then remembered Rhee was in her element and didn’t need one. “Oh, he likes that idea. He’s got his hand on himself right now.” 

    Oh shit, right. I was supposed to be jerking off. Who could blame me for my melted mind? This was fucking hypnotic. I reached down and started stroking myself,  

    “Or… maybe I should show them my ass,” Rhiannon said, letting the camisole drop back down and exploring her athletic bubble butt with her hands. “He owns that too, boys and girls. Just the other day he took me there the first time. Filled me up so good with his cock. Made me feel so stuffed.” She turned and played a finger along her lips, looking coy and shy all at once. “Want to know a secret? A naughty one? I loved it. I came so hard with him in my ass. That’s not playing. That’s not acting. I loved him fucking me in my sweet little asshole. Do you want them to see, baby? Do you want them to look at where your dick belongs? Or maybe…” 

    She turned towards the camera again, sitting back on her butt and pressing a hand to her panties. “…maybe I’ll show them your pussy. Your cunt. Where you belong the most. Where I take him over and over and over again. He’s so insatiable. Anytime he wants me, he takes me. Slow and easy, hard and fast. Every hole of mine is his and he does to me whatever he wants.” 

    I jacked myself faster, and when we replayed the video later, you could hear my breathing. It was faint, but it was there. 

    Rhiannon flipped over onto her knees, her ass to the camera. She teased the camisole back up, turning to look at the camera, bringing it up to her underboob again. She lifted one finger to her lips, sucked the tip, and oh so slowly eased the fabric over her nipples. She brought the finger down to one of them, trailing it with wetness. She flicked the nipple and it hardened. She lifted the camisole over her other breast, repeating the licking and playing as she moaned for the camera’s benefit.  

    Breathily, she said, “He’s going to make me pregnant someday. Fill me up with your come and put a baby in me. And my boobs, they’re going to get so big and milky for him. He can have every drop he wants to. Suck it right from the source.” Her hand dipped down to her panties and she rubbed her cunt right through them. “Oh God, it’s making me wet and messy just thinking about it. Me on top of him, riding him while I’m fat with his baby, and he’s sucking the milk right from my breasts. I can’t… I can’t take anymore. I have to play with myself. I have to be a dirty girl for you, Mr. Putter.” 

    She twisted around onto her back again, sliding her panties down to her thighs and looking up at the camera, biting her bottom lip. Her face rapt with wanton, sexy shyness, she pulled down her panties and sank three fingers right into her cunt. 

    “Oh, oh fuck,” she gasped, and I don’t think it was entirely faked. “C-come in closer. Let them hear how… how wet I am for you.” 

    I did as she asked, stepping in closer and bringing the camera in for a close-up shot of her fingers punching in and out of her wet folds. You really could hear the squelching on camera along with Rhiannon’s panting. 

    “I’m going to come,” she murmured as I pulled back. “I’m going to come so fucking fast, baby… I love you watching. I love you being here for this. I w-want you so m-much…” 

    Her fingers flew in and out of her pussy and she massaged her clit with the palm of her hand. Rhiannon’s words fell away but her mouth stayed wide open, her head falling back. Her hips pumped three, four times, and she gasped, “Ohhhh, oh fuck!” 

    I stroked myself faster and faster. Rhiannon pulled her fingers from her pussy and sucked them down, moaning around them. Her other hand flew back to her pussy, but that wasn’t all she rubbed. She brought her knees nearly to her breasts and presented her bud to the camera, just a flash of it before her thumb ran rings around the puckered hole. She was a vision of lust and I wasn’t going to last much longer. But I thought she had one more orgasm coming before I came all over that gorgeous face. 

    Her fingers popped free of her mouth and she used both hands to play with herself now, her feet kicking in the air. “Do you like that?” she panted. “Do you like me playing with my pussy and my asshole for all these people? Hm? Do you like stroking yourself to this? Are you going to come all over my face? Are you going to make me drip you? I love watching you stroke yourself. I love watching you fist that big fucking cock.” 

    She moved her hands so the audience could see her pinch and rub her clit fast and hard. I was right on the edge, but so was Rhee. 

    “Ohhh, my little clit… it wants you to suck it. To lick it… mmm… my pussy too… need you… need you s-so much… going… going to come ah-again, baby, going to come so-f-fucking hard for you… I’m there, I’m there, mmmm, mmm, fuuuUUUCK!” 

    She came, and I was there, crawling up on the bed, the camera jostling but staying focused on her. I knelt over Rhiannon as her head tossed from her orgasm, jacking my cock on camera. She finally opened her eyes and looked up at me. 

    “Come for me, baby, come all over my face, I want it, I want to taste you…” 

    I held out just long enough for her eyes to close again, and then I was coming, great big jets of it hitting her cheeks, her forehead, her chin, her neck. Panting, I pulled back far enough that Rhiannon could sit up, my come very literally dripping off her, just like she wanted. She scooped it up on her fingers and teased the globs with the tip of her tongue before slurping it down, moaning for the audience. Her mouth opened. All gone. Rhiannon winked at the camera, reached out, and shut the stream down. 

    “Okay, we’re offline-” Rhiannon started, and I tossed the camera aside to pounce on her, dragging her to the edge of the bed and throwing her legs over my shoulders. I ate her out like I was mad at her pussy, gobbling her sensitive folds down as she alternated between sultry laughter and passionate moans. Her fingers glided through my hair, gripped it, and she shoved me harder against her soaked cunt. Her hips thrust up at me, and she cupped her breasts, tweaking her nipples with the same intensity I gave her clit between my fingers. 

    “Michael,” she moaned, “it was real, all of it, mmm, it was real… every hole, yours, yours… oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m going to c-come again so hard… I… I… I…” 

    Her lips worked but no sound came out of her but a sharp keen. She arched her back hard, pulled at my hair, and came so hard she nearly passed out. I slowed, eased, finally stopped. I kissed her pussy and snaked my way up her body. She held me close, laughing, gasping. 

    “That was incredible,” she said, her voice hoarse. 

    “Good first date?” 

    “The best first date. And almost as good?” She reached out and twisted the laptop towards me. We made just over ten thousand dollars. 

    Holy. Shit. 
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    Barrera’s Domain 

      

    I felt almost bad for Archie given how little time I spent in the dorm, but I forgot sometimes I wasn’t his keeper. He had a life outside me and was telling me all about it as we walked to breakfast together with Rhiannon and Mattie, our new morning tradition. 

    “So I think I’m going to try out for the track team,” he said. “Cadence Carlson was in the gym last Friday and she saw me running on the treadmill.” 

    Remembering the beautiful, busty Ms. Carlson from a party the previous fall, I grinned. “She’s a looker.” 

    “Um. Yes. But I’m in a relationship.” He considered that, then added quietly, “She does have very big breasts though.” 

    I snickered. “She does that.” 

    “Anyways, she says it’s not formal but they treat it like it’s serious with meets with other unaccredited schools. I know you said you enjoyed track because you were competing against yourself. I think that might be a good way for me to think about it too.” 

    “What are you going to do for events?” 

    “I really want to try the javelin,” he said with as close to a devilish grin as I’d ever seen out of him. “I get to run and throw sharp things. That’s got to be fun.” 

    I laughed and slapped his back. “You’ve got a steady mile too. Maybe think about both. Is Mattie going to sign up?” 

    “I think so. Probably for shot and discus.” That made sense. She was a former wrestler and had the perfect build to be a contender in both. “Anyways, I said all this because it really mattered to me that you took the time and showed me around the gym.” 

    “Oh, hey, man, no, that’s all you. You wanted to get out there and learn. I’m happy you’re going to give the team a try.” 

    He was quiet a minute. “I hope Ms. Carlson is nice.” 

    I remembered Cadence trying to incentivize me to join up with an offer to run a train on her, and grinned. “Yeah, something tells me she’s pretty welcoming.” 

    After breakfast, Rhiannon and I headed for Dr. Stone’s class. Our professor strolled into the classroom looking like sex made physical. Her tight asymmetrical skirt left one leg bare nearly to the hip, and the off-the-shoulder top showed off enough of her breasts that my eyes didn’t know whether to focus on her tits or her leg.  

    “Uh oh. Quiz,” Rhiannon muttered. 

    She was right. Dr. Stone didn’t need to call for our attention. She had our silence the minute she walked in. “I believe I made mention of some tangible rewards if you performed well on an in-class assignment or two,” she said, heels clicking on the floor as she strutted forward. “Well… I woke up this morning and thought to myself, why not test them today and give the best in the class a tasty treat next Monday? Does that sound appealing to all of you?” 

    Everyone save Rhee and I said yes. We looked at each other. I nodded and returned my attention to Dr. Stone, who watched the pair of us with a self-satisfied smile. 

    “All right then. Take out a sheet of paper. We’re adults, so use a pen. Black ink as always, please and thank you.” 

    We hurried to dig out paper and pens. A couple students behind us asked frantically if anyone had spare pens, and Rhiannon dug in her purse for a pair. She tossed them back as Dr. Stone started in on our instructions. We had been studying resume writing, so she had us devise a resume for an application to a fake company. All of the pertinent sections we had been taught would need to be included in a neat, intelligible fashion, and we were to include a short personal biography at the end. 

    The only resume I ever wrote was for my application to college, so I thought about that and the lessons Kara had been teaching us. I had an idea, and asked her, “Can we fictionalize the details?” 

    “Why not? Have fun with it. Just include your real name somewhere within the work so I know who it is.” 

    We had a full period to work on it, so I took my time making sure my handwriting was as neat as possible as I filled out my fake personal details. I became Corky Hammingferd, a failed dentist looking to become a shark wrangler. Even if I wasn’t going to take the top spot in the class, I was going to have fun with the assignment. I filled out fictional work details – I was particularly proud of my supposed history as a helium tester – and looked at the time on my phone. Shit, I was having a little too much fun. Only twenty minutes left. I hurried it up some, adding in contacts, including my own real name, and just barely started on the personal bio when I flubbed a line, hard. I dug through my backpack for whiteout, and by the time it was dry, I had only a couple minutes to scrawl something out. 

    I’d blown it, and I knew it. Shit. 

    Rhee already had her pen down but was still studying her own work when Dr. Stone said, “Time. Put them on my desk as you walk out.” 

    Students rose all around us, a mixture of excitement and frustration filling the class. Rhiannon stood up too and we waited for the other students. “How’d you do?” she asked me. 

    “Botched the bio.” 

    “Oh no.” 

    “You?” 

    “I think the format is fine. I don’t know if I made it interesting enough.” 

    Like usual, we were among the last to walk out. Dr. Stone caught us, and when the last student walked out, she said pleasantly, “If Lara’s ever going to get me on my hands and knees, you two are going to have to win one of these. And you, Michael, looked less than thrilled about your prospects.” 

    “You might have caught me off guard today, but Rhiannon’s just as smart as me. Smarter. One of us will do it,” I said, wishing I had something cooler to say. I sounded defeated and I knew it. 

    Rhiannon leaned in and asked, “How about a taste of who it is that’s going to be riding your face while he fucks you ragged?” Kara raised an eyebrow, smirking, and Rhiannon dug out her phone. She brought up footage of the show I videoed for her, and hit play. Kara’s smile faded as she watched Rhiannon talk about who owned her ass and her pussy, and finally handed the phone back. 

    “Well, now I’m almost hopeful you’ll win.” 

    * * * 

    Only a couple students worked for Christian Barrera, and that was on the weekends instead of schooldays. His crew during the week was comprised of Latinos in their twenties and thirties. Their jeans and tee shirts were all different, but each of them wore a green hat with the school’s rock crab mascot and GK embossed underneath for “groundskeeping.” 

    One of them, a wiry guy with a killer beard, was trimming shrubs along the northernmost fence of the school. He watched me approach with a tight smile. “Help you with something?” 

    “Yeah, I’m Michael Maclin. I’m supposed to work for Mr. Barrera for a couple hours to make up some lost time. Is he around?” 

    “Mowing on the other side of the fence. He told us about you. There’s a bucket in the back of the truck. Get it and start in on the bushes.” 

    I nodded and headed for the nearby utility truck. A big white bucket held a pair of yellow work gloves and razor-sharp shears. I slid on the gloves and took the bucket and the shears to some bushes down from… 

    “Hey, sorry, what’s your name?” 

    “Richard.” 

    “Good to meet you, Richard.” 

    “You too.” 

    The bushes wouldn’t need much trimming, just a few nips here and there to keep things in line. I noticed some yellowing to the leaves but figured someone had already seen it. I snipped away at the branches, collected them, then moved on to the next bush. This one was yellowing too. I frowned. Diseased, maybe? 

    I set aside my shears and walked up the row of bushes, kneeling now and then to look at their undercarriages. About five more bushes had the same basic discoloration. Richard watched me, amused. “Bored already?” 

    “I think you’ve got a problem.” 

    “What do you mean?” I showed him the discoloration, and he frowned. “Ah shit, not again.” 

    “This has happened before?” I asked. 

    “Yes. Diseased trees, some bushes. But that was on the south end. If it’s spread this far…” He groaned. “We’re going to have to check every bush from here to the south entry. See where it’s spreading and how far.” 

    He unclipped a radio from his belt and spoke rapidly into it in Spanish. A moment later, someone gave off a piercing whistle and a mower I had relegated to background buzz cut out. Mr. Barrera said over the radio, “What’s the problem?” 

    “Your kid caught some diseased bushes.” 

    “Be right there.” 

    Mr. Barrera walked as fast as most people jogged. He took me in as he approached from a side gate I never noticed before, and nodded for a greeting. “Show me.” 

    I did, and he and Richard knelt to look at the bushes. A memory struck me, a yard I mowed for the city a few years back, and I turned to look for sprinkler heads. I didn’t see any, but the grass was discolored in a large spot right near the bushes. 

    “Your irrigation system’s underground, isn’t it?” I asked. 

    Mr. Barrera stood up. “Good eye. You got it figured right.” 

    “What?” Richard asked. 

    “We need readings for the water pressure in this area,” Mr. Barrera told him. “It’s not a disease. It’s a leak.” He looked at me. “How’d you know?” 

    “Honeypot’s city people hired the cheapest bidder to replace their water systems. I’d mow their yards and leave footprints where the underground systems were leaking. The grass looked a lot like that.” 

    Richard raised his eyebrows. “Saved me from a couple days’ work.” 

    “The water pressure?” Mr. Barrera reminded him. Richard nodded and jogged for the truck. To me, my teacher said, “Let’s take a walk.” 

    We did, heading for that side gate again. Mr. Barrera had been mowing the long strips of grass adjacent to the outskirts of the school, a job that looked like it must take hours, even with a crew. Mr. Barrera remained silent, and I thought he was pissed with me, as usual. I said uncomfortably, “I didn’t mean to tell you your business.” 

    “My ego isn’t so delicate that when someone catches something I get in a pissing match about it,” he said. 

    We headed for his riding lawnmower half a block up. Neither of us said a word. He gestured at the mower and I hopped on. He handed me a set of keys and watched as I found the ignition. I took a moment to look at the machinery, familiarizing myself with it before I started it up. He watched me as I swung the mower in a tight circle and cut the grass along the path he started. It took me a few minutes to reach the end of the strip, and when I turned to start the next row, he was gone. 

    I didn’t know when or where I was supposed to stop, so I just kept going with it. A few people I knew drove by, including Hitomi, with my girls in tow. They waved and I waved back. There was something pleasantly hypnotic about mowing lawns I always liked, and I lost myself to the work now, finishing up that half of the road and continuing on towards the west end. My brain cleared out of all the ancillary stuff in my life, leaving the work and the wonder of my upcoming fatherhood. We had a due date – late August, right at the beginning of school next year. Lara was going to talk to her advisor about what that meant for school and I needed to do the same with Hitomi. So preoccupied, I only stopped when the gas gauge was low, and was shocked when I looked at my phone and realized I was already half an hour late for my audition to Hamlet. 

    I didn’t see the truck or the other groundskeepers around, but I had a voicemail from an amused Mr. Barrera. “Hey kid. When you’ve finished toodling around, bring the mower back to the maintenance garage by the greenhouses. I’ll be around. If you run out of gas, figure it out.” 

    As it turned out, I had enough to get there. Inside the garage, Mr. Barrera was seated on a stool, looking over sprinkler plans. He pointed to a spot next to a pair of small utility trucks, and I pulled in. 

    “Sorry. Lost track of time.” 

    “Don’t apologize for working,” he grunted. “Good find with the sprinklers. We got a burst pipe.” 

    “Glad I caught it.” 

    “Hang on and I’ll pay you,” he said, standing up and digging out his wallet. He counted out thirty-two dollars in cash exactly, then cocked his head thinking, and added another ten to it. “For the extra time. There’s more where that came from over the table if you want the work.” 

    “I’ll think about it. I gotta run. I’m missing an audition.” 

    “Uh huh,” he said, his attention already drifting back to the plans. 

    I started towards the door, hesitated, then turned. “Maybe now you won’t give me so much shit in class?” 

    He glanced up at me, his eyes sharp. “Kid, you should have figured it out by now. I only bust the balls of the competent ones. If anything, you’re going to get it twice as rough now.” 

    I took that as a compliment, and left. 
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    A Professor’s Reward 

      

    Here’s the thing about Dr. Moore. He was becoming a friend, sure, but he was also first and foremost a professor. And just like every other professor and teacher at Hudwell, he demanded the best out of me and every other student. Showing up nearly forty-five minutes late for an audition with dried sweat circles under my pits, well… let’s just say I wasn’t going to land the lead role after that. 

    Instead, I’d be playing Bernardo, with a total of just under twenty lines. I wasn’t even going to be pulling double duty like some of the other actors. That was it. That was my role. 

    “He’s punishing me for having to work,” I snapped. 

    Hitomi leaned back in her office chair and folded her hands in front of her. “Michael, he’s a professional. He’s not punishing you for anything.” 

    “One of the new kids should have gotten that role, or someone outside the classes.” 

    “What parts did they land?” 

    I frowned. “I… don’t know. Bit parts, I think.” 

    “You’re perceiving this role as small, but there must be someone who needs to take it on, correct?” 

    “Well… yeah.” 

    “Dr. Moore had to make a decision somehow. It probably did have something to do with you being late and not calling. But that doesn’t change the fact that this role needs to be filled. If you only have twenty lines, congratulations. You won’t have much difficulty learning lines and you’ll be able to focus on doing your best up there on stage.” 

    I sighed. “You are irritatingly good at calming things down, you know that? It’s almost like you’re a professor too.” 

    “Mm hm. And on an advisory note, have you thought any more about which route you’re going to take with your major?” 

    “No,” I said. “I’m leaning more and more towards drama. Horticulture makes more sense career-wise but drama’s where my heart belongs. I don’t know. I thought Mr. Barrera hated me until I worked for him. I’m still not sure he’s my biggest fan.” 

    “Is his approval what’s holding you back from pursuing horticulture?” 

    That irritated me all over again. “Was there ever a subject you disliked because of a bad teacher?” 

    “Yes,” Hitomi said softly. “My high school physical education teacher walked in on me in the shower once. He made it impossible for me to go back into that gym without feeling dirty.” 

    “Oh jeez,” I said, sitting up straighter. I knew from last semester that wasn’t the only educator she had trouble with. The head of her department at her former college made her a lot of promises and managed to get in her pants before seeing her fired. Suddenly my troubles with Mr. Barrera seemed far pettier. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know.” 

    “It’s not something I talk about with anyone. I’d ask that you not either.” 

    “Of course. Was he fired?” 

    “Yes. My parents beat that drum very hard. A few other girls came forward too and thankfully in that situation, the school board listened. He was arrested a few years ago for sexual assault. I think he’s still locked up.” 

    I stood up and came around the desk. She rose, and accepted a hug. “You’ve gone through so much and I feel like I’m barely touching the surface sometimes,” I said. 

    “It’s why I like being with you and Lara. Even with the drama, I feel… peaceful.” She looked up at me and I gave her a kiss. Not a sexual one, just a reminder I was there for her before I backed away and sat back down. “In any case, you will want to think about your major this semester. Much as I’d love to have you in my school forever, I’m sure you’d like to graduate someday.” 

    “I suppose I would,” I said.  

    “Are you all right, Michael? I don’t mean with the theater. I mean in general. You’ve seemed stressed since Lara’s appointment.” 

    “I am a bit.” I told her about my realization about the reality of the money situation when I was in the clinic with Lara. “There’s so much to plan for and even more I don’t know how to see coming. And then on top of that, if I’m going to do some lawns around town, I have to figure out some things like hauling equipment. When Lara’s mother told me nine months isn’t a long time at all, she wasn’t kidding. How do I have a kid and go to school and work all at once? Is putting school aside for a couple semesters an option while I work?” 

    “That’s a possibility, but more often than not, if students take more than a semester off, they don’t come back,” Hitomi said. “I’d recommend that only as a worst case scenario.” 

    “But is that what’s best for the baby? Lara?” I shook my head. “I don’t know.” 

    “It’s a lot to think about,” she agreed. “There is daycare both here at the school and in town. That’s something to look into.” 

    “I didn’t know about that.” 

    “Oh yes,” Hitomi said, chuckling. “Given the school’s number of high pregnancies, I think we’d lose a fair number of staff and students if we didn’t. I think I can help with another aspect. Our date this weekend, would you be up for something of a road trip home with me?” 

    “Home as in… what, Georgia?” I asked. 

    “Yes. I need to check and see if he still has it, but my father hauled some of his equipment in an old trailer. I think it could work. Let me talk to him and find out.” 

    “Hitomi, I didn’t mean for you to have to come in and solve my problems for me,” I said quietly. “I might be pulled in a few directions right now, but I’m going to figure it all out.” 

    “I know you will,” she said, rising. “And I’ll be there for you, as long as I can be.” 

    I didn’t think much about those words right then, but late at night, when I was unable to sleep, they played in my mind again. “As long as I can be.” What did that mean? 

    * * * 

    The next class with Dr. Stone, everyone buzzed with anticipation. She would have our resumes graded, and with it, the first of the physical rewards in her class. Rhiannon and I took up our usual seats, and she leaned in to mutter, “Lara said we shouldn’t let her see how much we want her or how turned on we are.” 

    “Easier said than done,” I said. “I’ve already getting hard.” 

    “You always are.” 

    “That’s true.” 

    Dr. Stone walked in the door, and every person shut up all at once. A closed jacket hid whatever she had going on up top, but her pencil skirt gave us all a hell of a view. She unshouldered a garment bag onto her chair. 

    “Well, ladies and gentlemen, you certainly seem… excited.” We laughed nervously about this. 

    A young woman raised her hand a table over. “Dr. Stone?” 

    “Yes?” 

    “Um. Are we required to be here for this?” 

    Kara’s face softened. “No. Never. That’s a rule that expands beyond this classroom. If you are ever put in a situation where you don’t feel comfortable, walk away. Your grade will not be affected in the slightest.” 

    “Thank you,” the student murmured. She stood up. A guy near the back did too. 

    He said sheepishly, “I wish you were my type, Dr. Stone.” 

    “Thank you. Enjoy your free period and we’ll see you both soon.” To the rest of us, our professor asked, “Anyone else?” Kara looked right at me, then Rhiannon. “Anyone with a relationship that would make them feel uncomfortable? Or maybe some ideological reason?” 

    No one else stood. I fought the urge to lean forward. 

    “Well then,” Dr. Stone said. She opened her messenger bag and dug out a file folder. From it, she peeled our resumes. She took her time about handing them out. Mine was near the very top – a ninety, with my only serious ding being that bio I screwed up. “Good try” was written at the bottom. Rhiannon scored higher, a ninety-four. That had to be one of the highest in the class. 

    “And the winner is…” Dr. Stone said, one last paper in hand. “… Dex Killmer.” 

    A reedy, thin guy who usually barely spoke a word gaped at her. “Holy shit. Me?” 

    “Holy shit, you,” Dr. Stone said. “A nearly perfect score.” 

    She laid down the paper in front of him. “Uh… are we… that is… in front of the…” 

    For an answer to that, Kara opened the buttons on her jacket. I stood to take it from her. She eyed me for a moment, her eyes darkly amused, but I barely noticed. Underneath, she wore a red corset top, cinched to make her already big breasts push up and out proudly.  

    “Now, this is Mr. Killmer’s reward, not yours.” 

    “Just figured I’d help with the jacket,” I said. 

    I laid it on the table Rhee and I shared. Kara guided Dex to his feet, his eyes never leaving her breasts. They walked together to the front of the class and Dr. Stone positioned Dex so he was standing to the side of her desk. She dug a box of condoms and lube from her messenger bag, and the woman seated directly behind me audibly sucked in a breath. 

    To the entire class, Dr. Stone said, “Now, if you want to play with yourselves while you watch, please do. If you have a partner, have fun. But I am off-limits to the class. Except Dex.” To him, she smiled. “Now… would you like to undo the strings on this corset, or should I give you a show?” 

    “I… I’d like to do it,” he choked out. 

    He began to tug at the strings. Kara had to slow him down and explain that it was like pulling the strings from a pair of shoes. I’m not sure he entirely understood, gone as he was to the sight of her cleavage, but Dex managed to pull the rest of the strings without too much more trouble. The cups of the corset fell away from her pink nipples. 

    “Can I… can I suck them?” Dex asked. 

    “For the next hour, you can do anything you want to me,” Kara said. 

    “Cool,” he breathed. He leaned down and took one of her nipples into his mouth. 

    “Oh, fuck yeah,” a student said somewhere behind me. There was a mad moment when at least half the guys in class stood up to unzip and drop their jeans or shorts. I was tempted. God, was I tempted. Kara Stone was one of the most stunning women I’d ever seen. Instead, I thought about Lara and the game she was playing. And then I just thought about her. 

    Dr. Stone knelt, looking up at Dex the whole time. She spat on his cockhead, pulled the corset down lower, and stuffed his prick between her big tits. All around us, the class openly devolved into a jerkfest. Kara looked over at all of us and said, “Now, don’t waste a drop of that. You either spill into a tissue or on me. But no touching. No one, except Dex.” 

    Rhiannon’s hand snaked over and brushed mine. I took it and turned my head. Her cheeks flamed bright red, matching my own. We didn’t say a word. 

    Dex’s cock was average in length. A little on the skinny side, but God bless Kara, she took it between her tits with the same enthusiasm as she would have if he was eight inches and as thick as a fist. 

    “That cock looks so yummy pumping through my big tits,” she said. 

    “Oh fuck yeah,” Dex gasped. 

    “Maybe I should give it a little taste, huh? Would you like that? Want me to suck your cock?” 

    “Y-yeah.” 

    “Tell me, Dex. Tell your professor to suck you.” 

    Dex licked his lips. “S-suck me, Dr. Stone. Put my cock in your mouth.” 

    Not exactly the sexiest words, but Kara jumped right on it. She freed his cock, grabbed it by the base and devoured him down to his balls on the first lunge, corkscrewing her head back and forth. Rhiannon gave the best blowjob I ever had, but Dr. Stone clearly had experience and skill, never once hesitating. 

    “Urk,” she gasped, staring up at Dex before pulling back and driving him deep into her mouth again. “Urk. Urk. Urk urk urk.” She plunged down hard, making a sound deep in her throat like she was choking. Was she really? I doubted it. But goddamn, it made for a spectacular show. 

    “Yeah, suck that cock, Dr. Stone!” a student whooped. The class broke out into cheers, and Rhiannon squeezed my hand harder. 

    “Oh God, Dr. Stone, if you ke-keep doing that, I’m going to come and I rea-ahhh, fuck, I really want to, um, try, um, having sex with you…” 

    Kara popped off him and slapped her own cheek with his cock as she stared up at him. “Who says you can’t do both? We have lots of time left.” 

    “Holy shit…” Dex breathed. 

    “Now, grab my hair and use that nice cock to fuck my face.” 

    Dex clutched at her hair and did just that, brining his dick to her lips. He hesitated, then plunged into Kara’s mouth. His bony hips worked back and forth as he thrust in and out of her. My hardness ached, confined as it was to my jeans, and I knew I was going to be hurting if I didn’t get some relief after class. Apparently I wasn’t the only one. Guys started to stand up and form a semi-circle around the back of Kara and Dex, leaving them on display for the rest of us as he fucked her face. 

    “Dr… Dr. Stone,” he gasped. 

    “Essss!” she hissed around his length as he sank to his balls inside her mouth. He stiffened and grunted, his face drawn in a rictus of pleasure. After her throat worked a few times, Kara pulled back, a last shot hitting her chin. She looked all around at the guys stroking themselves – and a couple of female students still seated, fingering themselves. She ran a finger through the gob of come on her chin, sucked it down, and said, “Yum. Who has another load for me?” 

    A guy stepped forward, jacking his short, stubby cock fast and hard. He tried to shove his cock against her lips, but Kara put a hand against his meaty thigh and pushed him back.  

    “What did I say?” she snapped. 

    “But…” 

    “No touching me. That’s for Dex. I don’t care how hot you think this is. When a woman gives you instructions, you follow them. You don’t get pushy, you don’t get greedy. Go back to your seat. Take some tissues with you.” 

    “Fuck,” the student groaned, but did as he was told this time. 

    Kara rose to her feet. “Dex, help me with my skirt, won’t you?” 

    “Y-yes ma’am,” he stuttered. She turned so her butt was to him, and pointed out a zipper. He unzipped her and dropped her skirt to the ground. Her red French-cut panties rode high on her waist but showed off her terrific bubble butt to great effect. 

    She backed up to him, her ass to his spent cock, and she looked over her shoulder with a smirk. “Have you ever fingered a woman before?” 

    “Yes, Dr. Stone.” 

    “Good. Play with my pussy while you’re recovering.” 

    Gaining a little confidence moment by moment, Dex did just that, wrapping one arm around her to cup a full breast while he slid the other into the waist of her panties. Kara moaned as his fingers slid into her. Maybe it was faked, but there was no way to fake the wet squishing her pussy made as he fingered her fast. She ground her ass against Dex, reaching a hand up and back to stroke his cheek as he worked. 

    “Ooh, that’s very good, Dex.” 

    “I love your tits,” he moaned in response. “After I’m done fucking on you, can I come on them?” 

    “Oh yes. That seems to be my students’ very favorite target.” 

     One of the female students moaned. I looked, and she was now sitting on a guy’s lap, his hand emulating what Dex was doing. As I watched, her eyes fell on me and she blushed before looking away. 

    Returning my attention to Dr. Stone, I watched as a guy stepped forward, hand on his cock. This one didn’t try to get close, waiting for her to acknowledge him. She did, curling a finger at him. She pulled Dex’s hand from her pussy and knelt. Her eyes closed and the guy jacked himself until he came, spurts hitting her forehead, her nose, her cheeks. She wiped the gobs close to her eyes and sucked them down before returning to Dex, grinning. 

    “How about we get rid of the panties?” he asked. 

    “Ooh, I like that idea. Want to do the honors?” 

    He nodded and knelt. His fingers hooked into her waistband and tugged them down slowly, revealing her bare, pink lips. He looked up at her and showed the first initiative of the day by leaning in and breathing deep her pussy. Finally Dex snaked the panties down, leaving Kara in just the corset top pulled down under her boobs and her high heels. 

    “Dr. Stone? I’m close,” another student said. 

    “Why not come on my butt?” she asked, and placed her hands on the desk, wiggling her ass in his direction. He stepped up and stroked his cock above her ass, panting hard as he jerked himself faster and faster. He came so hard he missed her ass entirely with the first two shots, hitting her lower back. Kind of impressive, actually. Another student lined right up and she tossed him a look over her shoulder that damn near made me unzip. She took his load on her ass too. 

    She reached out to Dex again and started jerking his slowly inflating cock. She was panting as hard as the guys around her, and behind me came a rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh. I didn’t need to look to know that the two students were now fucking. Rhiannon’s fingernails dug into my hand, her chest rising and falling. 

    For Lara, I reminded myself. 

    Dr. Stone guided Dex to the back of the desk. She hopped up on it and rested on her back, her thighs spread wide for him. 

    “Take your prize for doing such a good job, Dex,” she moaned, and handed him a condom. 

    Dex’s disbelief never faded, not even when he rolled on a condom and lined himself up with her pussy. She gripped him and guided him in, and an audible moan escaped damn near every student in that classroom. 

    He held nothing back as he fucked her, thrusting into her as hard and fast as he could. I’m not sure, even given my experience, I would have been capable of doing anything but that either. Dr. Stone cried out like it was the best sex she’d ever had and twined her legs around Dex’s ass, bringing him in even tighter. She arched her back and looked at the few of us left in our seats – specifically, right at Rhiannon and me. Her grin came and went in a second, a knowing look in her eyes. She knew we were fighting our urges and she reveled in it, knowing she had us on edge.  

    “Unnnngh, oh, ohhhh,” the female student behind us getting fucked moaned. “Hot, so hot, so hooooot…” 

    I think she came. Another guy was about to. His pudgy ass blocked Kara from view for a minute as he stepped in front of the desk. When he grunted and moved again, her face was covered in him, an impressive load. 

    Dex grabbed Kara’s tits and clung to them, thrusting even harder into her. His breath whistled in and out. I didn’t think he had a round three in him. If it had been me I would have flipped her over to give myself a moment’s respite – not to mention a look at that grade A ass – but he wasn’t me and his enthusiasm won out. But he surprised me. As on the verge as Dex might seem, he kept going and going, those skinny hips slapping against hers. One of the guys who came already lined up again, and shot his load all over her tits. Another wasn’t far behind and this time Kara took a few shots in her open mouth. I don’t know that she came. I don’t know that she cared if she did. Some women get off on the power they have over men. Kara definitely fell into that camp. For her, the fun wasn’t necessarily in the pleasure of it but the dominance, the way she had that whole class revved up. And when Dex finally finished for the second time inside her, I think her huge smile was genuine. 

    “Well, boys and girls,” she said, standing up and running a finger through the gobs of come on her face. “There will be two more in-class assignments like that. Do your best and you too can have me however you want me. Enjoy the rest of your day.” 

    I leaned in and whispered in Rhiannon’s ear, “I need you.” 

    “Same.” 

    Normally I would have stuck around to see if Kara needed help cleaning up, but she was already pulling a bottle of water from her bag and some tissues. I tried not to run past her, but Rhiannon and I didn’t waste any time getting to the hallway. I looked into each classroom as we passed them by. Occupied. Occupied. Empty. I grabbed Rhiannon’s hand and guided her in there. 

    To give her some semblance of privacy, I fucked her against the wall next to the door, so anyone peeking in wouldn’t see us. I bounced Rhiannon hard enough against the wall that her back would bruise, but she didn’t care. She buried her lips against my neck, nipping me hard enough to draw blood as I shoved my cock in and out of her. Only ten strokes or so in and she cried out my name against my skin, her thighs squeezing tight around me. I was glad later she was on the shot because there was no thought in my mind of wearing a condom. I needed and I took. 

    I came what felt like gallons inside her and helped her down as gently as I could. “I saw what I’d done to her back and said, “Jesus, Rhee, I’m sorry.” 

    She grabbed my face with both hands and kissed me hard. “Don’t be,” she gasped. “I can handle it rough.” 

    I grinned. Good.” 

    We opened the door to a near-empty hallway. I say near, because standing across from the empty classroom was Kara Stone, our freshly fucked professor. Without a word, she strutted forward, looked around, and dipped her hand down and under Rhiannon’s skirt. Rhiannon gasped, and Kara’s grin widened. Her fingers came out wet with my come and Rhiannon’s juices, and she sucked them down. 

    “Mm,” she said, her eyes closing for a moment. She let her fingers go with a pop, then trailed them down my chest. “Tell Lara I’ll see her in book club.” 
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    Someone to Guide Me 

      

    I hauled the suitcase Hitomi and I were sharing for the night out to the van, feeling sort of goofy. A road trip, with my very favorite professor. Not a bad way to spend the weekend at all, even if I was kind of nervous about meeting her parents. 

    Because Hudwell was near the southern edge of Florida, we had to leave early to get there with any amount of time to visit or see the few sights of her hometown. I thought Lara might sleep in, but she managed to blearily stumble her way downstairs to stare at us with zombie eyes as we prepared to go. Rhiannon was up too and seated with Lara on the front steps, far brighter-eyed and bushy-tailed than our morning-hating lover. 

    I remember that morning in vivid detail because of one detail. It was when I first saw a physical change in Lara. It was subtle, a little extra roundness to her when she stood up to give us a hug, but it was there, and I loved it. I’ve never mentioned that – if I had, she probably would have thumped me. 

    I studied her in the early morning light, and she blew errant strands of her auburn hair away from her face. “I know, I look like hell.” 

    “No,” I said, and leaned in to kiss her. “You’ve never been more beautiful.” 

    “Oh ha ha.” 

    But you know what? I was absolutely serious. 

    I kissed Rhiannon too. “You two have fun in Miami,” I said. They were going down there to get in some dancing, a double date thing with college friends. 

    “Absolutely,” Rhee said. “Treat our girl right in Georgia.” 

    Hitomi stepped in to give them each a hug and a kiss. As I watched them say their goodbyes, Hitomi’s words from the other day echoed in my ears. “I’ll help as long as I can.” It troubled me to the point of giving me nightmares the last few days.  

    We took off, the morning still crisp and cool. Hitomi buckled in and smiled at me. “Treat you to a Danish from the bakery before we hit the road?” she asked. 

    “Sure,” I said, coming out of my mental fugue. “Yeah. That sounds great.” 

    We drove to our favored bakery, though we ended up with apple raisin and chocolate chip muffins instead of the Danishes. In the van again, I put it in drive, looked at Hitomi’s gorgeous smile, and put it in park again.  

    “Are you sick?” I asked, my voice trembling. 

    “What?” she asked. 

    “You can tell me. You can be honest with me. Whatever’s going on.” 

    “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

    “The other day, in your office, when we were talking about getting the trailer, you said you’d help as long as you could. That scares the hell out of me.” 

    “Ohhhh.” Hitomi took a breath, her smile fading. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to worry you. I meant… as long as you, Lara and Rhiannon are staying in Hudwell.” 

    On one hand, I was relieved. But on the other, I was baffled, too. “Why would we leave?” 

    “Graduation. Whatever comes beyond. Michael, I know the three of you will… will go on to something different. You’ll have lives together, you’ll have wonderful careers.” 

    “Why wouldn’t that be with you?” 

    “I want it to be,” she said, her voice very small. “But it would be the cruelest thing in the world to hold you back from wherever you want to go in the world. This has to end someday.” 

    I thought about that for a long minute. “Well… yeah. Of course it does.” 

    “That’s… not the vote of confidence I was hoping for.” 

    I chuckled. “Look, it has to end because it has to end. Everything does. That might be in three years or it might be in seventy when we’re all old and farting around in a nursing home. Lara and I love Hudwell. I’d be perfectly happy staying here. Or we go where everyone has the best life possible, but we go as a group. We haven’t talked about where we want to go in life, true, but wherever it is, I can tell you this, I want you to be a part of it. You and Rhiannon.” 

    Echoing me, she said, “You are impossibly good at relationship stuff for a guy your age.” 

    “I know! I should be a love doctor.” 

    “Oh no. Now you’ve ruined it.” 

    “Dr. Mike, taking all your questions about the clam and the hot dog.” 

    “Nope. Nope. Nope. What have I started?” 

    “The meat lasagna and the hot tamale.” 

    “Oh God. I regret all of this. All of it.” 

    We drove on, and we talked. I knew about bits and pieces of Hitomi’s life, what she shared through natural flows of conversation, but we talked now about a bunch of great and little things. I learned how her grandparents of Malaysian and Japanese descent came to be family friends after they immigrated to the States and wound up living in the same apartment building in Atlanta. The families remained close throughout the years. 

    “My parents, they were practically an arranged marriage,” Hitomi said. “But they were also very much in love, so it worked out well for them.” 

    “Your dad is in construction, right?” 

    “Yes,” Hitomi said. “He worked for a big company for about twenty years. Now he builds sheds and garages with a smaller crew, like the one in my backyard.” 

    I remembered she mentioned that. “He and my dad would get along well. Dad was a welder until the company he worked for shut down. He picks up construction work where he can, but he has some hip problems that keep him from doing it full time. What does your mother do?” 

    “A teacher.” 

    “Ah, that’s where you get it from.” 

    “Oh yes,” she said, smiling. 

    “How does she feel about you working at Hudwell?” 

    Hitomi clicked her tongue. “It’s not where she would have chosen for me. We talked about it a lot when I first began to seriously consider coming here. But she knew about my situation, my depression over the academic world, and she agreed that if I had a chance to educate on my terms and be appreciated for it, I should take it. There aren’t opportunities left like that here in the United States.” 

    “That’s a realistic way to look at it.” 

    “Mm hm.” She finished the last of her apple muffin. “Mother is a practical woman. My father is something more of a romantic but they are both very grounded. They understand that once a path is laid out for you, you don’t hesitate. If you love someone, you love someone. If you see a job opportunity, you do not hem and haw.” 

    I thought back to the simple way the two of us had of falling for each other over the last semester. “Can I ask you a question? It may come across as vain, but I don’t mean it to.” 

    “Of course.” 

    “You knew you wanted me for a while last semester, didn’t you? That we would wind up together?” 

    “Yes.” She was silent for a moment. “I was attracted to you the first day we met, just before orientation. My feelings for you developed quickly in class and through our one-on-one sessions. I only dated Brian to test my resolve. That is unfair to him, but I knew I would be offering you all my heart if I allowed things to progress beyond flirting.” 

    We drove in comfortable silence for a while. The landscape shifted away from the coastal brightness the further we drove upstate.  Hitomi adjusted her seat so she was closer to the dash, and began playing with the radio. “I haven’t seen an actual CD player in a car in a long time.” 

    “Between that and the record player in your house, I think our next purchase needs to be a VCR. There are CDs in the glovebox. You have to give it a good whack to get it to open. My girl likes a spanking.” 

    “The van, or us?” Hitomi asked. “You still haven’t come by after one of my classes and given me that spanking I wanted. Don’t you like my butt?” 

    “I love your butt.” 

    She managed to coax the glovebox open, and pulled out my CD sleeves. She dug through them, asking me questions about the ones she didn’t know, and put on an old ska and rock band she hadn’t heard of, Punch Happy Shit. She got about halfway through “Cocked Locked and Lubed” before wrinkling her nose and ejecting the CD. 

    “Well, there are some things we aren’t going to have in common,” I said. 

    * * * 

    An hour later and a handful more CDs on, Hitomi lowered the volume and asked, “Have you thought of how or when you’re going to propose to Lara yet?” 

    “I know the when. It’s going to be during spring break, after we help Rhiannon pack up her stuff in Jacksonville. I have to figure out the how and where. Right now, the frontrunner is the beach. I’m thinking the spot where we went for a walk when we first came to Agramonte.” 

    “Oh, that would be perfect,” Hitomi said, raising a hand to her breast. 

    “I thought so too, but every time I’ve driven by there it’s full of people. I don’t know that I want something so intimate happening in front of a bunch of strangers.” 

    “Fair point,” Hitomi agreed. “What’s your big surprise?” 

    I filled Hitomi in on the big secret – no, you haven’t missed it somewhere in the last few chapters, I’m keeping it a surprise for dramatic effect, goof. “So if you and Rhiannon want to come too, I’d love to have you.” 

    “You wouldn’t want that to be a personal thing?” 

    “I don’t think our lives would be complete without the two of you. Having you both there would make it feel even more right.” 

    “Well, then, I’d love to. Thank you.” 

    “No professor obligations that week?” 

    “No. Well… grading. But I can do that anywhere.” 

    We talked some about her classes and how those were going. Our conversation stayed on lighter topics the rest of the trip there, and sometime in the early afternoon, we passed the Georgia state line. This wasn’t quite the same route I would have taken to get to my hometown, but I saw a sign for a highway in that direction and had to smile. Someday, I’d bring Hitomi back home. Rhiannon too. Lord, we’d get some raised eyebrows but I didn’t care. I wanted Hitomi and Rhee to meet Megan and Benny. And Lara’s grandma Margo, and our crazy extended families, and… well, so many others. I wanted to meet their families too, for better or worse. I wanted to see where they grew up, what they did for fun, what kinds of trouble they got into.  

    I was about to fulfill at least a little slice of that. 

    * * * 

    Hevitt, Georgia is a larger-than-it-seems suburb of Atlanta, best known for a strong high school football team and for being the home of the peanut butter buffalo chicken tender. 

    “Wait wait wait. Like… it’s breaded with peanut butter and buffalo sauce, or it’s buffalo chicken you dip in peanut butter?” I asked, simultaneously horrified and wildly intrigued. 

    “They do both here. But the kind that’s cooked into the breading is the one we’re famous for.” 

    “Good God, that sounds horrible and great.” 

    “It’s like peanut chicken, just spicier.” 

    Culinary monstrosities aside, Hevitt was a quiet community, not quite busy enough to be a real city unto itself, but too commercially busy to be called a bedroom community. We followed the highway until we reached a stylish main street lined in trees that could have used a firmer hand in trimming. 

    “All right, where did a young Hitomi Apple shop and hang out in Hevitt, Georgia?” I asked. 

    “I was a total nerd,” she said. “The library some afternoons, mostly because I had a crush on the librarian.” 

    “Hot guy?” 

    “Hot woman,” she said, smiling. “And a complete cliché. Long legs, skirts, blouse, jacket, she even wore glasses some days.” 

    “Ponytail. All librarians have to have a ponytail.” 

    “Oh yes, definitely. Let’s see, where else was I? When I was much younger, there was an ice cream place where that bank is now.” She pointed it out and I nodded. “I used to go there and eat ice cream and do my homework until I realized I was getting way too chubby.” 

    “I never had you pegged for that.” 

    “I weighed about as much as I did now but I was half a foot shorter. I didn’t have boobs or a butt, so it all went to my thighs and my stomach.” She looked around. “Let’s see… that clothing shop there, I bought some lingerie for prom. Well, I say lingerie, but it was kind of lingerie-light.” 

    “Diet lingerie,” I said. 

    “Exactly. Silky. Good clothes though. I should stop by there before we go.”  

    “Hey, I could help you pick out more underwear. Maybe even assist you if you need help trying it on.” 

    She eyed me. “Tempting. Okay, two blocks up, take a right where that yellow truck just did.” 

    “Got it. So who’d you go to prom with?” 

    “Oh Lord. Steven Maxson. And he reeked.” 

    “Wait,” I said, slowing for traffic. “What do you mean? Like he was sweaty?” 

    “I don’t know if he showered a week before prom,” she said. “It was all the body odor. Just all of it.” 

    “And you bought lingerie for this guy?” 

    “He was cute!”  

    We drove past another line of businesses, these less flashy and more geared towards day-to-day life like fast food and grocery stores. We made another couple turns and came into a lightly wooded residential area. We slowed and stopped at a Tudor. The lower half was brick, but towards the eaves, the gables were painted a gorgeous blue gray trimmed in white. The narrow, tall latticed windows were my favorite part about it. They looked old-fashioned and beautiful all at once. It was a stunning home given its small size, and had obviously been well loved. 

    “Wow. That is incredible,” I said. 

    “My father helped with the remodel and fell in love with it,” Hitomi said as we unbuckled. “When the owner went to flip it, he was the first to bid.” 

    “I can’t blame him a bit.” 

    I pulled out our suitcase. A rotund woman opened the side door to the house close to a detached garage as we approached. Mother and daughter, aside from a certain full-figure, shared less in their features than Hitomi and her father right up until the point when Mrs. Apple smiled, and then I saw it. It wasn’t quite a mirror image but the eyes lit up just the same. 

    “Tomi!” she cried out, and hurried to meet us. 

    “Hello, Mom,” Hitomi said, and met her mother with an embrace that made me miss my own. When she pulled back, her eyes were misty but her voice was still firm. “This is Michael, my gentleman friend.” 

    “Mrs. Apple,” I said, reaching out to shake her hand. “It’s a pleasure.” 

    “It’s our pleasure,” Mrs. Apple said. Her hand was soft and warm, and I liked her red nails. When we let go, she turned to Hitomi. “He is a handsome one, isn’t he?” 

    “Don’t think of stealing him away,” Hitomi said. 

    “I’m game if you are,” I said, and Mrs. Apple tittered. 

    She led us inside to the smell of freshly baked bread. We stopped in a mud room to remove our shoes, as I always did at Hitomi’s house as well. Mrs. Apple insisted on taking our luggage, and Hitomi led me through a spacious kitchen into an informal living room where her father sat in an armchair, an open book beside him on a narrow table. He rose, smiling. Now I could see where Hitomi got most of her facial features. They shared the same wide cheeks and narrow chin, and there was something else, something that took me damn near the whole trip to figure out – the ears. Hitomi had, and she would smack me for this, enormous ears. They poked through her hair in the cutest way, and I never paid them much attention beyond that. With Mr. Apple’s more severe, short haircut they were far more noticeable.  

    “Dad!” Hitomi said, and gave him a hug. 

    He chuckled and kissed the top of her head. She didn’t want to give him up, so I said, “Hi there, sir. Michael. Uh. Maclin.” 

    “Is Uh a common middle name where you’re from?” he asked, prying himself loose so we could shake. His hands were slim and calloused, and he shook my hand like he meant to break it. I thought his smile was genuine, though. Mr. Apple was a dichotomy like that. 

    “It’s definitely Irish. Comes from my mom’s side, the Uh-Hallorans.” 

    He chuckled politely at that. “Very nice to meet the boy that’s caught our daughter’s interest.” 

    “Dad,” Hitomi said. 

    “Sorry. Young man.” 

    “It’s all right,” I said. “I expect some grief about the age difference. I just hope you’ll give me the opportunity to show you I’m more than her student.” 

    “Fair enough,” he said. “Good trip?” 

    “Uneventful,” I said. “Which I’ll definitely take. I was telling Hitomi outside I love this house. That color scheme outside above the brick, that’s something else.” 

    “Thanks. Did she tell you I helped with it?” 

    We settled in to bullshit like that, and Hitomi disappeared to talk to her mom for a few minutes. When she came back in, she carried a platter of fresh bread and a small selection of cheeses. I wrapped an arm around her and she nestled into me as we nibbled and talked to her parents. The getting-to-know-yous took nearly an hour, and then Mr. Apple rose to his feet. 

    “Come with me, Michael. Let’s go take a look at the trailer and the van and make sure it’s going to work for you.” 

    The trailer wasn’t at the house, but at a storage unit a few blocks away. He checked the van’s trailer hitch first and nodded to himself. We took the van to the unit, and he opened it up. The trailer was maybe fifteen years old, and in good shape. The solid walls, size, and depth would be perfect for my needs. 

    “How much do you want for it?” I asked. 

    “Let’s consider it a gift to Hitomi,” he said. “If you two don’t work out, bring it back here and we’ll call it even.” 

    He threw in a pair of banged-up but sturdy aluminum ramps. We hooked up the trailer and headed back to the house. As we drove, Mr. Apple was silent. I couldn’t get a read on his mood, and finally said uncomfortably, “I was kind of expecting a speech about dating your daughter. Something about me being her student or something.” 

    His tightened lips could hardly be called a smile, though it was aimed in that direction. “If you believe for an instant that my wife or I could control Hitomi’s love life, you don’t know her. She is the most strong-willed individual I know. If she has chosen to love you, it doesn’t matter what we think of you. You will either hurt her or you won’t.” 

    “I won’t,” I said quietly. “I know our situation is strange.” 

    “I do not care about that,” he said. Then he amended, “I do worry about you being her student, but I would find any reason to worry about whoever she is dating. My concern is that my daughter gives all of her heart. She holds nothing back. So when I hear you are with three women and not just her, I fear that the love she might receive in return is not equal.”  

    I considered that. “The three of them, they’re not just dating me. They’re dating each other. Rhiannon and Hitomi are still getting to know one another but I believe there is a strong foundation there. I should tell you I do plan on marrying Lara, if she says yes, but if I was able to, I’d marry all of them, and I hope they would say the same about each other. We are stronger together.” 

    He was silent the rest of the way, and when we pulled up to his house, I thought he was pissed. But as we walked up the driveway, Hitomi and Mrs. Apple came out and he gave me a long, appraising look. Quietly, and just as pleasant as you please, Mr. Apple said, “I like him.” 

    That was that. 
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    A Question 

      

    The Apple house was too small for Hitomi and I to fool around much in bed, but I liked the intimacy of that night. She and I rarely got a chance to be together, just the two of us, and I loved falling asleep to the sight of her curled up with her knees nearly to her chest, facing me. 

    I’ve mentioned Hitomi loved to wake me up with a blowjob. Her lips were my favorite alarm clock in the entire world. That morning was no different. Something warm and wet devoured my hard length, swallowing me down halfway before slowly sliding back up. My eyes fluttered open. A formless shape under the blanket bobbed up and down. I peeled back the cover to reveal my sexy professor in one of my tee shirts and nothing else, sucking my cock. 

    She popped off me just long enough to raise a finger to her lips – quiet – and I nodded. The house was silent, but that didn’t mean Mr. or Mrs. Apple weren’t awake and reading a paper or something. But I wasn’t going to let Hitomi have her fun without having some of my own. I grasped her ankle and tugged her towards me. Her eyes twinkled as she took in my devilish grin, and she lifted the hem of my shirt up and over her ass before bringing her leg over my head.  

    When her pussy settled onto my mouth, I couldn’t help a minute sigh of pleasure. My Hitomi and I, loving each other on a quiet morning. Life didn’t get much better than that. We would have to return to the real world soon but not then. That morning was for lovers, there in Georgia and in Miami, where Rhee and Lara were waking up in much the same fashion. 

    My fingers stroked Hitomi’s cheeks as I licked her. At first they were aimless circles, but soon I decided to draw patterns. A looping figure eight. A heart. A pair of lips, though that one wasn’t my best. 

    Hitomi’s mouth moved up and down my length lazily, content to draw out the pleasure she was both giving and receiving. She’d been learning some of Rhee’s tricks and could take me a little deeper than when she started. I wasn’t going to last long, and that wasn’t where I wanted to finish, so I breathed against her pussy lips, “Hitomi. On me.” 

    She turned around, and with the same softness of her blowjob, she settled her hips over my cock and slid down onto me. Her breath left her, so minute I could barely hear it. She leaned forward, her weight on me. She kissed my chest the entire time we rocked together like that, soft easy motions of our hips, no more than gentle sways, like we were dancing together. My beautiful professor, my lover, and on and on into the morning we proved that love to each other, 

    When Hitomi was close, she pushed back her hair and watched me, her eyes glimmering. I gripped her around the back and swirled my cock inside her. She liked that and grabbed the sheet to clench it between her teeth, her whimper more inaudible than her exhalation of breath when she sank onto me. The only evidence of her climax was a shiver that took her as I rocked my hips minutely harder up into her. She let go of the sheet and smiled at me before pushing up off me. She lifted my shirt up and off and caressed my chest with her nude breasts, the hard nipples making me shiver. She drew down my body like that, leaving her hands on my chest as she took my slick length into her mouth again and sucked. That ass thrust high in the air and I loved the sight, loved her. I took her hands in mine and tapped them. 

    “Hitomi,” I breathed. 

    She looked up at me, winked, and kept sucking. Soon I was coming, coming, coming, my warmth shooting up against the back of her throat, across her tongue. She swallowed down every drop, and licked my sensitive head for an encore, cleaning me. When she was done, she crawled back up my body and nestled in beside me. 

    “Good morning,” she whispered. 

    “Good morning to you too.” 

    She looked at me, smiled, and said, “Would you want to have a baby with me some day?” 

    * * * 

    Why yes. Yes I would. 

    The question left me dazed and happy all throughout a big breakfast with her parents. I’m not sure what we ate. It was probably fantastic. I’ve had breakfast with the Apples many times since then and it’s all been of a caliber so good I don’t ever want to leave their kitchen. But that day I was drunk on the question, on the possibility of becoming a father to a child with Hitomi.  

    For once, too, I allowed myself to fully enjoy the fetishistic part of a relationship with her. This woman – and Hitomi was a woman, a decade older than me, experienced and professional – wanted to be filled with my child. I thought about her already full breasts dripping with her milk. I thought about her tiny waist expanding month by month as our child grew within her. I thought about how lovely she would look side by side with Lara, both pregnant. I thought about how sexy it would be fucking one of them while they licked the other, their bodies so ripe and full of life. 

    We said goodbye to her parents after breakfast. It amused me that despite Hitomi’s life being so well put together, her mother still made her daughter wait while she filled a cooler full of leftovers and some of Hitomi’s favorite snacks from home. Mothers were always going to be mothers like that. I was surprised at the warmth and friendliness of Mrs. Apple’s hug, and her words stuck with me forever. 

    “As long as you look at her the way you have here, you’ll make me the happiest mother in the world.” She looked up at me. “Do you love the other two like this?” 

    “Yes,” I said. 

    “Then they are lucky too.” 

    Mr. Apple checked the trailer hitch with me, and just for his own peace of mind, he made me run through unhooking it and hooking it back up again. When he was satisfied, he offered me his hand, and I shook. There would never be a lot of words between the two of us, but I don’t think that was a sign of his disrespect. Mr. Apple was the sort of man who either accepted you or he didn’t. I was lucky enough to count myself among the accepted – I think. 

    We set off, two piping-hot travel mugs of coffee between us and a faint smile on Hitomi’s face. “I hope I did all right there,” I said. 

    She reached over and squeezed my hip. “It went as perfect as I could have hoped. My parents aren’t very emotional people. They always seem colder than they actually are. But they are honest and straightforward. When my father said he liked you last night, he meant it.” 

    “I’m glad.” 

    “And my mother checked out your butt at least twice.” 

    “Who could blame her?” I asked. 

    We kept things light for a while until we were out of Atlanta’s orbit. This was the first time I’d ever driven long distance with a trailer in tow, so I took it slow and easy. Hitomi didn’t mind. She set up a lap desk and graded homework while I drove. I liked the normalcy of the morning. I felt as comfortable as I would have with Lara. 

    About an hour later, Hitomi put a paper clip on the homework she graded and slipped it back into her messenger bag before putting the whole mess into the backseat. She stretched, and I couldn’t help a glimpse over as her shirt rode up and over her soft stomach. She caught me looking and poked my own belly. 

    “Don’t you be getting distracted now.” 

    “Kind of hard not to, with what you asked this morning.” 

    She stretched again, cocking her head this way and that to get the kinks out. “Mm. I was kind of worried. I know how stressed Lara’s baby is making you.” 

    “I guess I am stressed, but that doesn’t change what I want. I just have to figure out…” I trailed off, the next few words catching in my throat. “…how to be a good father.” 

    “I think you asking that question is a good first step,” Hitomi said. 

    She just re-upped her shot over the Christmas break, which meant she would be ready sometime late in the summer or the early fall. If she could line the birth up with the end of the next school year so she had the summer to spend with our son or daughter, that would be perfect for her schedule. 

    “Two kids,” I marveled. Then I frowned. “Wait. Think of all the diapers.” 

    “We’re going to have to buy the store out,” Hitomi said. 

    I shuddered. “I was thinking more about the dirty ones.”  

    She giggled. About then, we passed a billboard for a jewelry store. I thought about the ring still tucked away in my luggage. I thought about my marriage proposal to Lara. A new seed planted itself in my mind, something strange, but it took such powerful root in my mind I couldn’t help but feel like I was onto something. 

    Why shouldn’t one ring be three? 

    * * * 

    Home. It’s funny the way I thought about Hitomi’s house that way, but that’s what it was. Even though Lara, Rhiannon, and I spent the bulk of our nights at the dorms, that house was and forever will be the place I think of as home. It is where my heart has always belonged.  

    The rich scent of garlic and onion greeted us from the kitchen. Lara and Rhiannon lorded over a pot of squash noodles and spaghetti sauce. Both of them were taking a cooking class that semester and Hitomi and I were their favorite test subjects. This was one of their better creations yet, and we ate outside in the cool evening air as we wound down the night. 

    “Good trip?” Lara asked me as she nestled her empty bowl on mine. 

    “Great trip,” I said. “But let me ask you about yours first.” 

     Lara blanched. “It was good until Henry tried to hit on me.” 

    “Oh no,” I said. Henry and Stacy were the friends they went to Miami with. I thought Henry was a pretty all-right guy but didn’t know much about him. Stacy was a part of the same book club that Lara belonged to and which Kara Stone led. 

    “Stacy passed out pretty early last night. He was drunk and he tried to kiss me.” 

    I tensed. “Did he get pushy?” 

    “No. When I told him to back off, he did. Then he cried about it and begged me not to tell Stacy. I told him I wouldn’t just to get him away from me, but I told her when we came back. I wasn’t going to let that stupid asshole try to cheat on her.” Lara reached over and patted Rhiannon’s hip. “But I loved hanging out with Rhiannon. We had such a good time otherwise.” 

    “Our girl can twerk it,” Rhee said. 

    Hitomi giggled. “That, I have to see.” 

    “We’ll all have to go,” Rhee said. “Just the four of us.” 

    “I’d like that,” Hitomi said. 

    Lara leaned into me again. “How about you two? How did Mike do meeting the parents?” 

    We filled them in on the trip. I saved the baby topic for last, trying to bet figure out how to word it. “There’s something else we need to talk about as a group,” I finally said. “Hitomi asked me a question.” 

    “I will defer to you, Lara. If you are dead-set against it, I would understand. But this fall, when I’m off the shot, I’d like to have a baby with Michael too.” 

    Lara studied us both, her eyes calm and questioning. “And Michael, what did you say?” 

    “Um. Yes. I’d love to have a baby with her.” I hesitated. “Maybe we should have talked about it, but we’re all in this. I don’t want to… that is… she’s my girlfriend too and I…” 

    “Did you think I’d be upset?” Lara asked. “We are equals in this. If Hitomi wants a child, I think that’s her decision.” 

    Rhiannon cleared her throat. “I have a question and I don’t want to seem like a bitch here, but what is it you three expect of me when it comes to your kids?” 

    Lara looked stung. “Nothing. We’ll take care of them.” 

    “Because all of this, it’s moving so fast. We were just roommates, and now you’re pregnant and she wants to be and I just… I just… I’m sorry. I’m ruining the night. I’m sorry.” 

    Hitomi waved her nearly empty glass of wine at Rhiannon. “It’s a fair question, hon. And things are moving pretty fast. I wouldn’t expect anything out of you.” 

    “It’s going to be crazy,” Lara said. “Babies will change things, but it’s what I want. If you don’t, then I don’t know what to tell you. Children are going to be part of our life together.” 

    Rhee sighed. “I’ve obviously pissed you off. I’m going to go back to the dorm and get some sleep.” 

    “Rhee,” Lara said, but her roommate was already rising. 

    “Let me walk you out,” I said. 

    The two of us headed out through the side gate, Rhee with her head down. I stopped her at her car and wrapped my arms around her. She let me hold her, but her look was distant, dazed. When I pulled back, she said quietly, “She doesn’t understand my home life. She thinks she does, but she doesn’t get how scared I am of being my father. Or my mother, for that matter.” 

    “You’re not giving up on this, are you? Because she does love you. We both do.” 

    “I love you too. And no, I’m not.” She kissed the corner of my mouth. “I’ll see you for breakfast?” 

    “Of course.” I opened her door for her and she slid in. I watched her back out of the driveway, then headed into the backyard. Lara and Hitomi were both heading in, and I stopped Lara with a hand on her arm. 

    “What’d she say?” she asked. 

    “I think it’s important we’re all there for her over spring break.” 

    Hitomi watched me, and nodded. Lara did too, after a moment, and they led me inside. We made love late into the night, my mothers-to-be, and with them tucked in against me, I should have been warm and comfortable. But I couldn’t shake the thought that Rhiannon was on the verge of leaving our little group, and it kept me up well into the morning hours. Was this all going to fall apart just as soon as it felt like we were complete? 
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    How Do You Ever Top This Valentine’s? 

      

    Valentine’s Day, and I explored Lara’s baby bump with my tongue and my lips to start the morning off. In another month we would know the baby’s sex. Her ultrasound was scheduled right in the middle of spring break. The thought made me smile, and not just because of the baby. That was when I’d launch my plan. That was when I would propose. 

    “You’re obsessed,” Lara murmured, stroking my head. It was a rare day when she was actually up early. We were going to head to the college soon. She had a surprise for me, but wouldn’t tell me what. Hitomi and Rhiannon were already gone, the former to her office, the latter to the dorm to get ready for class that day.  

    “You’re beautiful like this,” I said, nuzzling Lara’s bump. She was just barely showing, but if you knew her as intimately as I did, you could see the way she was changing. She was softer, more beautiful. Her stomach wouldn’t really bulge for another month and a half or two, but Rhiannon and I both saw it. Megan agreed too when Lara posted a side-pose picture with her bared tummy on Bottlegenie. 

    “Biiiitch, I’m beautiful every day,” Lara said, and I laughed against her skin, before moving my lips down. 

    “True,” I breathed, and licked at her naked mound. I’d just finished shaving her and the skin was pink from the razor. I knew I couldn’t waste any time, not until that night, but still I wanted to lavish her with my tongue. I dipped low, tasting her with smooth, long strokes. Lara spread her legs and sighed happily. 

    “Now this is the way to wake up on Valentine’s,” she said. 

    I looked up at her and cupped her big breasts. “I’d wake you up like this every day, if it’s what you wanted.” 

    “Mm. Hitomi might have something to say about me getting the attention in the morning and not your cock.” 

    “I think she’d be just as happy licking your pussy as she would sucking me off.” 

    She giggled throatily. “We both know that’s not true. She’d probably sleep with you in her mouth if she could.” 

    “Why does that make me all warm and fuzzy?” I asked. That made her laugh harder, and she curled a finger at me. I rose up to kiss her, replacing my tongue at her pussy with my fingers. Her smile faded as she contemplated me. 

    “Our first Valentine’s Day together.” 

    “It is,” I said wonderingly. It wasn’t the first time we spent it together as friends – far from it. I gave her chocolates and a card the last four years, but then again, I did the same for Megan and Kylie. In fact, I got a grumpy text message from Megan the night before about not getting any chocolate from me that year, so I arranged things with Melody, her girlfriend, to bring her a candy bar and say it was from me. 

    But this was the first year Valentine’s meant we were together as a couple, and that meant something. No more was I hiding my feelings for Lara behind a forced wall of friendliness. Neither of us was stuck with a partner we didn’t want, looking at the other across Kylie’s basement, wishing. 

    I moved my fingers within her, and brought the other to Lara’s stomach. “This time next year,” I said, my voice a low, throaty growl. 

    “Yessss,” Lara moaned. “We’re going to have a baby. A baby, Michael…” 

    I brushed her clit with my palm and roamed her warm skin with the other. “And maybe a second on the way by then…” 

    “Yesss, fill me up again, I want it, I want it…” 

    I knew she was playing into my own fantasy and didn’t care. I drove down her body, sucking her nipple into my mouth and grinding my rock-hard cock against her leg. My fingers found her spot and didn’t let up, rubbing her until she was rocking her hips up against my hand. Her mouth opened wide and she keened her pleasure, her orgasm hitting her fast. The pregnancy made her so sensitive. 

    I guided myself back up her body, my cock at her entrance, but Lara grabbed me and held me in place. “We have to go,” she whispered, her cheeks bright red. 

    “I want you,” I growled. 

    “Trust me. You’ll love this. And you can have me tonight. Me. Hitomi. Rhee. You’d better drink lots of water, mister.” 

    I chuckled and kissed her. “All right.” 

    We showered quickly and dressed. Lara damn near fell back asleep on the drive over to the college, but perked up when we got there and directed me not to her dorm, but to one of the classroom buildings. 

    Inside, Lara was all smiles when she walked me upstairs to a row of empty classrooms. I gave her a questioning look. At the end was the classroom where Hitomi would teach her first period class, but I thought she would be in her office for another half hour, at least. 

    My questions were answered when I walked in the door – to Hitomi in black hosiery, a skirt ending just above her knees, and a tight, sleeveless top that put her big breasts on full display – and there was no bra on underneath. Rhiannon… my God, Rhiannon. She wore a tiny tartan skirt and a white blouse tied off just under her tits. Hosiery too, though hers were white. Her red hair was done in messy pigtails, giving her the sultry, playful schoolgirl look. 

    “Happy Valentine’s Day,” Lara purred in my ear before pushing me forward and shutting the door behind us. 

    I watched Rhiannon spread her legs in her chair at the front of the class and said quietly, “Does this mean we’re all okay? Because I don’t want to do this if we’re going to hurt each other.” 

    Rhee curled a finger and Lara came to her. They kissed gently, and Rhee looked over at me. “It means we’ll table the big discussions for later. I don’t want this to end, Mike. I know that much.” 

    “Okay,” I said, and started in on my shirt. “I can live with that.” 

    “Thought you could,” Rhee said, grinning. She turned her attention on Dr. Apple. “Dr. Apple, I don’t know why you kept us here for detention.” 

    Hitomi tried to put on a stern face. “Because if I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a half-dozen times, Rhiannon. You mustn’t pull your teeny tiny skirt up in class and show off your panties.” 

    “But I like you looking,” Rhiannon said as I tossed aside my shirt and kicked off my shoes. “I like my sexy professor seeing how wet she makes her student.” 

    “That’s not the sort of thing good girls do,” Hitomi said, coming around her desk. 

    “Who said we want to be good girls?” Lara asked, walking up to Hitomi. She reached out and trailed Hitomi’s ass in her skirt. “Mm. Professor, you have such a nice, big butt. I love watching it in class.” 

    “Girls!” Hitomi said, acting shocked. “The both of you, up in front of the class and bent over on my desk. Now. It’s clear you need to be, mm, disciplined.” She turned to me, and pressed a hand to her chest. “And you! Mr. Maclin! Getting naked in my class and distracting ME with that big horse cock? You sit down and you watch what I’m going to do to these young women, and you think about what you do to me every minute of every day.” 

    I finished stripping down to my boxers – hey, I wasn’t going to bare ass it on a seat another student was sitting on in a half hour – and took up the seat Rhiannon had been occupying. I pulled out my cock and spat into my hand to stroke myself as Lara and Rhiannon stepped up to the desk, asses thrust out in their skirts. Lara hadn’t dressed quite so slutty as Rhiannon, but when Hitomi pulled up her skirt, she wasn’t wearing panties underneath. 

    “Miss Denman!” Hitomi gasped. “No panties! And you’re soaking wet. Good girls are not excited about their pussy-hungry professors giving them spankings. Tens ought to do you.” 

    She gripped the skirt with one hand and raised her other. Her spanking to Lara was barely a tap – she explained to me later she was afraid of hurting the baby somehow – but as a visual, it got me going. 

    “Dr. Apple! I’m your – ah! – student! You – ah! – shouldn’t be spanking m-me!” 

    “Quiet, or I turn it into twenty spankings.” Hitomi moved to Rhiannon and lifted up her tartan skirt. “And you, with this delicious bubble butt, you think I’m going to go easy on you?” 

    “I hope not,” Rhiannon muttered, and I don’t think it was part of the act. 

    Hitomi smiled, then raised her hand and cracked Rhiannon’s ass. This time she put some force into it, and the stinging slap made Rhiannon gasp. “Do you like that? Hm? Does my naughty student like that?” 

    “Yesss,” Rhiannon said. “I’ve been bad. Spank me, my professor slut.” 

    Lara twisted around, lips parted. She sat up on the desk and spread her legs wide as Rhiannon took her spankings. The two of them watched each other as Hitomi reddened Rhiannon’s ass, not going nearly as easy as she had on Lara. Every few smacks, Rhiannon let out a breathy moan. 

    “Look at you, Lara. Look at you!” Hitomi exclaimed. “You’re dripping you like this so much. Such a mess. Rhee, you come over and you help Lara clean herself up. Then I want her to do the same to you, you understand?” 

    “Yes, Dr. Apple,” they said as one, and Lara couldn’t help a giggle. Her smile faded as Rhiannon scooted over and leaned down to lick and lap at her pussy. “Rhee…” 

    “It’s okay,” Rhiannon murmured. “I just need time, Lara.” 

    Lara nodded, and Rhiannon started back in. Hitomi strutted to me. “Well, Mr. Maclin, what to do with you and that big, distracting dick… hmmm. Get up.” 

    I stood. She reached out and gripped my cock, staring up at me with fire in her eyes. She guided me to and around her desk before pushing me into her chair. “I think the only thing for it is to get it out of my system,” she said, and hiked up her skirt inch by inch. Underneath, she wore a pair of black mesh panties matching her black hosiery. She tugged them aside. 

    “Fuck, Hitomi, I love that lingerie on you,” I growled. 

    She tugged my boxers down further and straddled my lap. I buried my head into her clothed breasts and she said, “I think that’s Dr. Apple to you, young man.” Then she sank down onto me, her wet pussy taking my every inch. “Now fuck your teacher. Fuck me hard and make me drip your come during class.” 

    I took only the time to pull that top up and uncover her tits before I did just that, thrusting up into her as my other two girlfriends repositioned themselves to watch. They came around the side of the desk, fingers at each other’s pussies. Rhiannon took Lara’s hands and planted them on the desk before dropping back down and eating her out again. 

    Meanwhile, I thrust up into Hitomi as she thrust down. I knew we didn’t have a whole lot of time, but I can do a lot with half an hour. I wasn’t shy about gripping her tits and plunging my mouth down on them. I nipped, I bit, and Hitomi gasped with it, thrusting her breasts harder against my face. I dropped a hand to that ass and spanked it as hard as she had Rhiannon and that really got her going, her hips slapping down at me. 

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she babbled as I spanked her again and again. “This is so dirty, Mike…” 

    This wasn’t part of the act. I pulled away from her tits and watched, loving the sight of my Hitomi gone absolutely wild. She didn’t like being fetishized as a teacher by anyone else, so for her to play into this fantasy was a rare treat. Her head tossed back and she gripped her waist, her moaning coming as fast as she bounced on my cock. 

    “I’m going to fuck you, then I’ll fuck them, your dirty slut students,” I growled. “But all this come boiling inside me? You’re going to take every last drop of it.” 

    “Y-yeah, come in me, come in me…” she whimpered. “Spank my ass again, spank it hard…” 

    I smacked her cheeks hard, the sting drawing both Rhiannon and Lara’s gazes and gasps. Lara thrust her ass back against Rhiannon’s face and the sultry redhead resumed licking her. I gripped Hitomi under her ass and lifted her, my cock buried inside her. 

    “Ohhh, Mike, FUCK!” she screamed, and her pussy quivered all around me as she came. She clutched my shoulders, her eyes rolling up as I laid her out on the desk next to Lara, pumping my dick in and out of that sopping wet cunt. The desk’s legs squeaked across the floor as I fucked her as hard as I possibly could. 

    “Nnngh, nngh, fuck, oh God, my s-student,” she moaned. “I love a student, I love a student, it’s so wrong…” 

    “You’re going to have his baby,” Lara panted. “Your eighteen-year-old fuck toy is going to fill you up with h-his yummy come and he’s going to f-fuck a baby into you, Dr. Apple…” 

    “Oh, oh, ohhh God, a baby, his baby, nnnnngh…. Mmmm! M-Mich-AEL!” 

    Hitomi’s hips kicked wide and she was coming again, her body twisting and pushing in every conceivable direction. I jerked out of her as she was still spasming, and came around behind Rhiannon. I lifted her up, then pulled Lara back until she was sprawled out, her head on Hitomi’s lap, her feet resting on the edge of the desk, knees bent. I didn’t so much guide Rhiannon back down to eat her pussy again as shove the redhead into Lara’s waiting cunt. I was too far gone for subtleties and we were really on the clock now. 

    Rhiannon looked back over her shoulder at me and yelped when I hammered my cock into her tight cunt in one push. I loved the way her skirt hid most of what we were doing, leaving just enough of my cock disappearing into her to make it obscene. Still looking at me, she reached up and twirled one of her pigtails between her fingers and winked. 

    “Pull my hair, be a little rough,” she said. 

    I grasped the other and her shoulder, pulling back hard enough to draw her head back, but not yanking at her hair. 

    “Yesss,” Rhee hissed, “like that, just like that. Use me, Mike…” 

    Like that, I pounded into her, my ass flashing back and forth. Lara, my voyeuristic devil, moaned at the sight, her hands against her pussy. Hitomi was still recovering but played with herself absently too, fingers lazily stroking her sensitive lips. I thought about draining my balls inside her before her classes and that nearly set me off. Focus, I snarled at myself. 

    I smacked Rhee’s ass the way Hitomi had earlier. She thrust that ass back at me, panting against Lara’s pussy. “You like that, dirty girl?” I asked. 

    “Yes! Spank my ass!” 

    I did – crack! – and she jolted up and down, her breathing coming harsh and heavy “Again!” she gasped. “Don’t stop, mmm…” 

    Smack! “Dirty slut student, liking getting spanked in front of the class,” I growled. 

    “Oh fuck, yes,” 

    I cracked her ass again. “What are you, Rhiannon? Say it.” 

    “I’m your slut, I’m your dirty slut, mmm, fuck…” 

    I smacked her ass again, my pace never slowing. “Are you going to behave for our professor?” 

    “Yes, yes, I’ll be goooood…” she whined. 

    “Are you going to get on your hands and knees and lick her pussy when she tells you to?” 

    “Oh, oh f-fuck,” Rhee gasped. “Yesss…” 

    “Right in front of the class like a good girl!” 

    “A good girl!” she echoed me, slamming back. “A… good… girl!” 

    She came so hard her knees went wobbly. I shot an arm under her to steady Rhiannon, holding still for a minute while she balanced herself against the desk, her breaths harsh. She reached back for me and I pulled her upright, slow, my cock still buried in her. She looked over her shoulder and I kissed her neck, pumping my cock a few more times into her sensitive depths. 

    Then I was on my Lara, and she was on me, rising up, grabbing me around the neck. She kissed me with panting need as I ground my cock against her stomach. I jerked the material of her skirt up and slammed into her on the edge of the desk, but that wasn’t where I wanted to fuck her. I grabbed her under the ass as I had Hitomi and lifted her. She giggled right up to the point where I pushed her back against the whiteboard. Her legs came around me and Lara lost her smile as I pumped up into her. 

    “Fuck me, M-Michael, fuck me hard,” she begged. “Then shove that cock in Hitomi and let her leak you all morning.” 

    “Fuck,” I panted, my cock flexing inside her. I was already moving again, pulling her back to the desk right between Hitomi’s legs. I guided her down and pulled out of Lara before spinning her around and pushing her onto Hitomi, chest to chest. Their pussies would be close together. I needed that, as near to my orgasm as I was. Fucking Lara any further from Hitomi I was going to risk not getting that load into our sexy professor in time. 

    They kissed with wet smacks of their lips, and Rhiannon came to me too, panting, walking like she hurt. She grazed my shoulder with her lips and I reached around her to pull her in, shoving my tongue into her mouth as I shamelessly grabbed her ass. 

    She broke away from me as my hips started bucking harder and harder into Lara. Rhiannon dropped her face to Lara’s juicy ass and started licking, leaving no inch of her undiscovered. I groaned as she finally settled in to tongue Lara’s bleached bud. 

    “Fu-uuuuck!” Lara whined. “Lick my ass, baby…” 

    A timer on someone’s phone went off. “Five minutes…” Hitomi warned us. 

    Holy shit, was she serious? We’d been at this that long? Her students would be coming through that door any time. They’d see their professor, her skirt still hiked up, her bare tits pressed to Lara’s as I fucked the latter from behind. They’d see Rhiannon in her tartan skirt, licking Lara’s ass. They’d see how debaucherous Hitomi could be. 

    They’d see everything. 

    “Oh fuck, oh oh oh, M-Mike, Rhee… H-Hitomi…” Lara begged. “I’m close, I’m so close.” 

    “My student, my sexy, slutty student,” Hitomi told her. 

    “Your… s-s-s-studennnnt…” Lara whined. “Ahhhh, ahhhh, M-Mike!” 

    She came, and I barely hung on. I had enough presence of mind to shuffle her forward and pull Hitomi back towards the edge again. With Lara still on top of her, I thrust my slick cock back into our professor, and grunted, “Ah shit, ah shit, not going to last…” 

    “Come for her, Mike,” Rhiannon cooed. “Come inside our professor.” 

    “Give her a present for the morning,” Lara said. “Let her have every drop of you inside her when she’s up in front of the class…” 

    “H-hurry,” Hitomi gasped, and I plunged into her one last time, letting go, blast after blast of my warmth filling her. I slapped a hand out onto the desk, shivering with the force of my orgasm, and eventually yanked backwards, collapsing onto the chair. I watched my cream ooze from Hitomi’s puffy folds until Lara was there, her fingers pushing as much as she could back inside. 

    “We need to move,” Rhiannon gasped, fixing herself up  as best as she could. 

    She walked gingerly to one of the desks and grabbed up a trench coat. She and Lara stopped long enough to give me a quick kiss before rushing out of the classroom for a bathroom down the hallway to clean up and change. Hitomi still rested on her back on the desk, and finally sat up, wisps of hair shooting in every direction. 

    “Happy Valentine’s, baby,” she croaked. 
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    Tension 

      

    The Hawthorne household was one of my earliest regular clients in Hudwell, and their lawn one of the most problematic. The reasons were varied and mostly boring, but basically height variations in the ground made it a chore to mow. Then there were the weeds, which no one had properly tended to in at least a decade. On top of that, Remi Hawthorne, the matriarch of the household, thought I was leaving a job half-done when I told her I needed to finish up the next day and get to my rehearsal for Hamlet. 

    “If you’re only doing half the lawn, I’m only going to pay you half the fee,” she snapped. 

    “I promise you, I will be back tomorrow. If you still have my references, you can call them up and ask if I’ve ever left any job undone.” 

    “Half the fee!” she repeated herself. 

    “Then I can’t afford to work here,” I said. “And if you can find someone who’s going to actually pull all your weeds for as little as I’m charging you, hire them.” I checked the time on my phone. Shit, fifteen minutes. I’d barely have time to get back and get the trailer unhitched, let alone grab a shower. “Look, I’m sorry, I really need to go.” 

    “You come back tomorrow or I’m giving you a terrible review.” 

    I didn’t have anything posted online she could possibly review, but I wasn’t about to tell this gray-haired harpy that. “Fine. Deal.” 

    I rushed to gather up my tools and shove the mower up and onto the trailer. But there was one big problem – the van was sagging. 

    “Oh, no, no no no,” I said. The tire was flatter than flat, and I rushed to first unhitch the trailer and then dig out my spare tire. Thankfully, it was in better shape, but I’m not the world’s fastest when it comes to changing a tire. Twenty minutes later, I finally finished it up, hooked back up the trailer again, and hurried to Hitomi’s. Much as I wanted to just park the whole mess at the college, I couldn’t afford to have her tools and mower stolen. 

    She came out the back door as I was hurriedly unhitching the trailer, a glass of wine in hand. “Michael? You okay? Shouldn’t you be-?” 

    “At the college, yeah.” I explained the situation while I unloaded the tools and the mower. Hitomi helped put everything away, and I paused just long enough to give her a quick kiss. “Gotta run. I’m not short with you, just… this.” 

    “Completely understood. Go.” 

    I went. 

    Five minutes later, I rushed into the theater, dried sweat salting my face, my arms, my everything. Dr. Moore was on stage with the actors for the scene we were rehearsing, and he looked less than thrilled. 

    “Michael. This is the second time you’ve been late in the last two weeks.” 

    “I know. I’m sorry,” I said. “I got caught up with a flat and work and… never mind. What line are we on?” 

    “We’re just finishing up with the scene, actually,” Dr. Moore said. 

    “Look, I said I’m sorry. Let’s run through it, and… and…” I saw the actors for the next scene backstage, looking out at us. Trevor was among them, and he was as sour as everyone else. I sighed, and nodded. “All right. Yeah. Sorry. My bad.” 

    I headed down off the stage and into the front row of the theater seats to watch the rest of the night’s rehearsal. I was annoyed. No, angry. I couldn’t help the flat tire. I couldn’t help needing to work. I was already stuck with a shitty role. I thought about just walking out, but my words to Mrs. Hawthorne earlier burned my ears. I wasn’t the guy to walk out. 

    Instead, I thought about what it was I wanted to do. I had to start planning for the fall semester, and soon. That meant finally coming to a decision about whether or not I’d be studying horticulture and botany, or drama. It would have been an easy decision before the baby. Mr. Barrera rode my ass hard, and even if he said it was a sign of respect, it still chafed. I knew enough about lawncare to do the job okay enough. But I had to admit, I was learning a lot in his class, especially when it came to the greenhouse and taking care of fruit and vegetables. Around Hudwell, at least a fifth of the houses had fruit trees of some kind. 

    But in the same respect, I was learning a lot in Dr. Moore’s classes too, not to mention the extracurricular plays and scenes. It wasn’t just acting, but the construction work that went into set building, the electrical, the lights, sound design, all of it. Even with that night’s blowup, I liked him a hell of a lot more than Barrera. Barrera was business first, always, where Dr. Moore had a more personal touch.  

    Long-term, though, could I sustain myself with a career in drama? What was it I planned to do, exactly? Act? Where? Was I going to drag my girlfriends across the country to New York, Los Angeles, or New Bainbridge?  

    Flip that. Did I want to spend the rest of my life landscaping yards? Did I want to deal with the Mrs. Hawthornes of this world, who would always mistrust laborers and the people they considered beneath them? Having to replace the tire meant I would have to dip into the money Rhiannon gave me for working that camgirl shoot for her. That was supposed to be the basis for our baby’s needs. If the van or the trailer broke down, or I needed a new mower or other equipment, I’d leave nothing left for the family I was trying to take care of. 

    I was still lost in thought when Dr. Moore called for an end to the night’s rehearsal. Most the actors shuffled out through the door before I realized what was going on. I stood up and went to join them, but Dr. Moore said my name and I stopped, tensing. 

    “Michael. Hang back.” 

    I turned as Dr. Moore stepped off the stairs leading to the stage. He came to me and we went into the control room to shut off the stage lights for the evening. 

    “I get it,” I said. “You’ve got a show to run.” 

    “And still I have to say it. The curtains go up in a week.” 

    “I know.” 

    He eyed me up and down. “If you can’t make it, I need to know right now. I can get someone else on stage.” 

    “I’ll be there,” I said. “I don’t have anything lined up for the performances or dress rehearsals.” 

    “This sullen thing, this doesn’t suit you. I respect you’re working and earning a few bucks. But at least half those students out there are working and studying too. So you want to tell me what’s going on?” 

    I grimaced. “I’ll see you at rehearsals, Dr. Moore.” 

    Despite his protest, I walked out, furious. 

    * * * 

    “So I walked out. Pissed.” 

    Lara squeezed my hand. It was just the two of us for a change, seated at the edge of the fountain on the quad. That late at night, hardly anyone moved between buildings, but the dorms were all lit up. From a dozen windows came a mishmash of music seeping its way together, and somewhere ahead in the dark a few people were tossing around a glow-in-the-dark frisbee. 

    “I forget sometimes with all the drama about Rhiannon and me that you’re stressing too,” she said. 

    “I’m not stressing,” I said, then sighed. “Okay, yeah, I’m stressing. I just don’t know what to do, Lara. The smart thing is to go for a horticulture license and a botany degree. I could work anywhere I want to with that. Maybe go for some business classes and make this legitimate someday.” 

    “But you love being on stage,” she said. 

    “I do,” I said. “I really do.” 

    “Hm.” She looked up at me. “I don’t want you to… oh, never mind. It’s not my place.” 

    “What?” I asked, irked but not really with her. It was more like a pissed-off hangover. I softened my tone. “I’m sorry. It’s really not you. Tell me what you’re thinking.” 

    “You won’t get mad?” 

    “No.” 

    “If you pick horticulture, I don’t want you to resent me and the baby for it in ten years.” She let go of my hand and studied me. “If you’re going to do it, do it for something more than obligation. Does that make sense?” 

    “It does,” I said. I rubbed my cheeks. “But I need… I want to take care of you. And the baby. I don’t mean that I want you to stay home. I mean… I want to be the guy you can rely on.” 

    “You always have been,” she said, and leaned her head on my shoulder. That made me feel immeasurably better, and I wrapped an arm around her. She gave a deeply appreciative hum. “I got a job too. Kara’s assistant.” 

    “Ooh. That’ll drive her wild.” 

    “Right? We already agreed though, when it’s work, it’s work. It’s just two hours every weekday, but it’s good money. Sixteen an hour.” 

    “Hey, that’s not bad,” I said. 

    “I think that’s what I want to do. Not be her assistant, I mean long-term, I think I’m going to become an English major and teach.” 

    “Yeah?” I asked. “That’s a good plan.” 

    “Mm hm. And like you said, hirable.” 

    “That’s true. So do you want to teach high school, or…?” 

    “Hmmm. I like the idea of teaching here as a professor. But I guess we’d have to see where we’re at as a group by the end of college, you know?” 

    “Yeah. But I could see us living here. I mean, we haven’t talked about it with Hitomi, but that’s a killer house.” 

    “It really is. You wouldn’t mind it? Living here, maybe?” 

    “No,” I said, chuckling. “I’d be happy wherever you were, but I love this place too.” 

    “Then I think that’s what I’ll do. Chase a doctorate.” She blew out a breath. “Wow, that’s a lot more school to think about.” 

    “You can do it. You’re great at it.” 

    “But with a baby… okay, probably a couple babies… I don’t know if that’s the smartest idea either,” she said. 

    “Lots of moms manage it,” I said, and kissed the top of her head. “You’re as strong as they are. We’ll figure it out.” 

    We were quiet a while, and Lara finally pulled away. “You know what I feel like?” she asked and pulled me to my feet. 

    “What’s that?” 

    “A peanut butter cup.” 

    “Yeah?” I asked, grinning. 

    She grabbed my hands. “It’s all I can think about lately. Chocolate and peanut butter. Oooh. Maybe some peanut butter ice cream.” 

    What my pregnant girlfriend craved, I delivered. We drove to the grocery store, and there I bought an ice cream for her, thinking all the while how easily Lara could calm me. I thought about my upcoming surprise for her. I thought about the question I’d be asking, the thickest, most tangible stress in my life. I thought she would say yes. I hoped so, with all my heart. But doubt has a funny way of worming itself into the soul, and I didn’t think I was going to be truly okay with anything until I heard Lara Denman, the love of my life, say that yes, she would marry me. 
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    No, Mr. Maclin, I Expect You to Write. And Act. Look, This Was a Hard Chapter to Title, All Right? 

      

    Dr. Stone had to know that night was the opening night to Hamlet. The timing was too coincidental. From the moment she walked into class, she looked pleased with herself, and I groaned inwardly. Sure enough, she leaned against her desk and said, “Who’s ready for the next big writing assignment?” 

    Shit. I wasn’t. My mind was on Shakespeare, and our current subject, professional correspondence, wasn’t my strongest suit. I wasn’t terrible at English. In fact, I was pretty good at it. Not on Lara or Rhiannon’s level, but I could do pretty well and I thought I was pulling a solid A. But Lara’s bet with Dr. Stone about our professor winning Rhiannon and me over had me stymied. 

    “Here’s how this is going to work,” she said. “You are going to write a letter to…” She turned. Her dress had a low-cut back that nearly revealed the top of her ass, and I drew a soft breath looking at the swells. Never going to happen, I thought glumly. She uncapped a marker to write on the whiteboard. “…Ms. Janet Grapple, of MacGuffin Enterprises at this address. You are going to inquire into a job opening, with the goal of briefly explaining your strengths and why you should be considered for the position.” She capped the marker with all that laid out for us, and turned to face us again. “While I don’t recommend it professionally, for the purpose of this assignment, you may use the front and back of your paper to write out the letter.” 

    We dug out notebooks and pens, but Dr. Stone wasn’t finished yet. “There’s a twist,” she said. “You have half an hour to write out your letter. You have another half hour to swap your letter with the person sitting at your desk and perform a peer review.” 

    Oh shit. I hated peer reviews. People confused constructive criticism with cutting comments and it always made me feel like garbage. Having to peer review Rhiannon’s work also put a lump in my throat. I didn’t want to judge her work. I sure as hell didn’t want her to judge mine. The punches just kept landing. 

    Dr. Stone tapped away on her phone. “Everybody understand the assignment?” she asked, holding out her phone. A thirty-minute timer was poised to start. “Everybody ready?” We gave her a mixture of yeses and nods. “Go.” 

    Lara had been tutoring me on some tips and tricks for Dr. Stone’s classes, and one of her ideas that helped me out a ton was to write a speedy first draft, getting all my thoughts in order, and then use the rest of the time to create a better second draft out of that. So that’s what I did, tearing through the first draft of my job inquiry in a hurry, getting down the general thoughts and looking for weak areas. That took me about ten minutes. I gave it a quick read, then pulled out a second sheet of paper and carefully transcribed a second draft with neater handwriting, clearer thoughts, and a more detailed analysis of my strengths. I looked it over, and then up at Dr. Stone. She held up her phone, and said conversationally, “Eight minutes.” 

    I tore out a third sheet of paper and started again, this time really only changing one line, something I thought needed more commas. But after rereading it, I wasn’t sure I was right about it. And did I spell “enquiry” right? Did it have an “i?” Don’t overthink it, I told myself, and when Dr. Stone announced that it was time to swap, I hesitantly pushed my second draft towards Rhee. 

    She looked miserable. Really miserable. “I don’t want to peer review your letter,” she said. 

    I took her hand and leaned over to murmur, “It’s okay. Don’t let her have the satisfaction.” 

    Rhiannon nodded hesitantly, and scooted her paper over to me. We wrote our names in the corners to denote who was proofreading. Dr. Stone told us to begin, and we did. 

    Immediately I was thrown off. I thought I had my formatting right, with my name first, the date, then the recipient’s name, but Rhiannon had it backwards, with the recipient’s address first, then the date and her address. I studied that for at least five minutes, trying to go back through the lessons Kara gave us and drawing a complete blank. I raised my hand, and Dr. Stone said, “Yes?” 

    “Can I ask for some help with a formatting question?” 

    Rhiannon blanched at that. Dr. Stone shook her head. “Nope. Go with your instinct. Sometimes you’re going to encounter situations where you’re not certain if you’re right or another person is. You either know your material or you don’t. Do the best with what you have.” 

    “Crap,” I muttered, and someone laughed nervously behind me. I hesitated, then marked the address lines as needing to be switched. I’m sorry, Rhee. 

    Apart from that, her letter was rock solid. I found a spelling mistake near the end, marked it, and that was it. I reread it three more times, still found nothing, and finally pushed it away, thinking. I forgot something. What was it? 

    “You still have ten minutes, Mr. Maclin,” Dr. Stone said, giving me a wolfish smile. “Sure you don’t want to use all of it?” 

    “I think if I keep going I’m going to start seeing things that aren’t actually problems,” I said hesitantly. 

    “Then bring it up and you can go early.” 

    Rhiannon tried to look over at her paper as I scooped it up. I gave her a miserable smile and a squeeze of the arm. God, that sucked. I hated that assignment and I still occasionally have bad dreams about it. In them, Rhiannon is furious with me, or she scribbles black marks all over my paper. 

    I waited outside for Rhee, and when she burst out the door, her purse and backpack in hand, she blurted, “That fucking sucked.” 

    “Yeah, no kidding. How bad was mine?” 

    “Five spelling errors.” 

    “Inquiry is with an I, isn’t it?” I asked. 

    “Yup. I screwed up the address. You had it right. I saw it and I thought to myself I’m going to fail.” 

    “I’m sorry, Rhee.” 

    “No, don’t be.” She looked back at the building balefully. “But we’re going to study like crazy and we’re going to win the shit out of this competition. This isn’t just for Lara anymore. This is for us.” 

    * * * 

    “Hey, you showed up.” 

    The words stung coming from Trevor. He was my friend, I thought, and should have understood my situation. But the grin he gave me was all anger and no humor. 

    “Don’t be an asshole, Trevor,” Joanne said behind him. “Hey, Mike.” 

    “Hey, Jo,” I said. I walked by Trevor and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Trevor glowered at that. Bad memories of Roano, a guy I thought was kind of a friend from last summer, floated through my head and I turned to offer Trevor something of an olive branch. “Look, I know I’ve been hit and miss lately at rehearsals. I’m sorry. Trying to figure out my new normal.” 

    He looked momentarily deflated. “Yeah, well… just remember we’re all here picking up your slack.” 

    “Trevor!” Joanne snapped. “Enough!” He walked offstage muttering to himself. To me, she said, “It’s not you. It’s me. Or us, really.” 

    “What?” I asked, confused. 

    “Relationship stuff,” Joanne said. “I wanted us to go steady. He wanted something like what you have.” 

    “Oh,” I said. “Ohhh hell, I’m sorry.” 

    “No. Don’t be. He’s jealous and angry. It’s not your fault.” 

    “It’s a little bit my fault. I should have been around more for the both of you. All of you, really.” 

    “Hey, you can’t do everything,” Joanne said kindly. “We get it. Baby on the way. That has to take priority sometimes.” 

    “Shiloh does it and she has three kids.” 

    The woman in question, a thicker, twenty-something with thick glasses, looked up from her phone on the edge of the stage. “Huh?” 

    “I was just mentioning you’re a superwoman,” I said. 

    “Oh, darned right I am,” Shiloh said. 

    Joanne laughed and followed me back to the dressing rooms. She wasn’t shy about wandering in when we were getting into costume and that was true now. It didn’t matter much. It was early yet and I was the only guy in there. She watched me change out of my slacks and button-down – on performance days, we were always required to dress up. Then, when it was time to put on my stage makeup, she sat on the bench seat with me and helped. Her eyes sparkled, and I knew what she was going to do before she did it. I remembered our one time together, when Lara watched the two of us last semester. Joanne was fun, and a wonderful woman. But she wasn’t a part of us. 

    When she leaned forward to try to kiss me, I stopped her with two fingers on her shoulder. “Thank you,” I murmured. “But I’m with them.” 

    She smiled wider, and sat back. “I had to try to tell you. I think that was the only way I could.” 

    “I’m flattered. I really am, Jo. But you deserve someone who can give you more of his heart.” 

    She stood, caressed my shoulder for a moment, and walked out. I saw Trevor at the door, his mood dark, and I thought about Roano and Kylie. I tried to talk to him, to corner him and get some one-on-one time. But Dr. Moore came in about then, asking cheerfully if we were ready for the show. Whatever Trevor and I needed to say to each other would have to wait. And wait. And wait. 

    My decision between horticulture and drama might have been easier if those performances of Hamlet hadn’t gone so well. I have to admit, not having so many lines to memorize saved me from a lot of embarrassment on stage. My twenty or so lines allowed me to fully focus on those brief moments, and then I came offstage, to watch and give quiet pats on the back to all the other actors as they came off stage. Dr. Moore frequently sat beside me, always silent, his eyes locked on the show. My anger with him dissipated those nights, and in our silence, I found a companionable friendship that would last throughout the years. It’s not spoiling anything to say that Lucien Moore is one of my very best friends now, even if he is approaching decrepitude at nearly sixty.  

    And in the audience too, every night, were Lara and Hitomi. Rhiannon came for all of them that she could – she had to put on a show on two nights of the performance but was there for me before the shows with a spirited blowjob to help calm my nerves.  

    Those were good nights. The winds were about to toss us around and not really settle for years and years, but when it comes to the memories I cherish most in this world apart from the ones spent with my family, it is those nights I return to, on stage with my friends. Whatever was about to come, that was always true. 

    * * * 

    The day before the final performance, Dr. Stone came through her classroom door in a white tank, a loose, flowing blouse, and a pair of khaki shorts so tight I don’t know how she didn’t tear the ass out of them simply by moving. Behind her was her husband Troy and another security guy hauling exercise mats. They pushed back the desk, laid out the mats, and Troy came to Kara to squeeze her ass and give her a kiss. “Have fun,” he told her as we all straightened up. 

    “Oh yes,” she purred. 

    Troy and his fellow guard left, and Dr. Stone unsnapped her messenger bag. She brought out a sheaf of our job inquiries, her long red nails sharply outlined against the paper. “Peer reviews, ladies and gentlemen, are not an opportunity to cut your fellow students down. There is a difference between constructive criticism and being an asshole. Some of you have a hard time understanding that line. In the same regard, some of you seem unable to be critical of someone else. In the real world, it never helps to ignore someone’s mistakes. There will come a day when you need to call out someone. Here, you can do it in a relatively calm controlled state. Take advantage.” 

    She began doling out the papers. Rhiannon and I were among the first, and I was surprised to see a 95 on mine. I thought for a minute I might have cinched the sexual prize for the day, but a note on the back explained otherwise. 

      

    Great job. This would have been a 100% had you not forgotten one thing with the peer review – you didn’t address the content. On a technical level, your suggestions were spot on, but you failed to note the letter’s actual substance. As it stands, this was a very close second place finish. Well done. 

      

    “Shiiit,” I groaned, and when Rhiannon glanced at me questioningly, I slid the paper to her. Behind us somewhere, Dr. Stone chuckled.  Rhiannon’s grade was a 90 – she had a couple more technical errors I missed. 

    We sat back. That was a heartbreaker of a finish, but I felt a sprig of determination growing in me. I could actually do this. So could Rhee, of course, but I’d always known that. For me, though, this was a surprise.  

    Kara arrived at the winner, a big-haired eighteen-year-old woman named Aida. Shocked, Aida asked if Kara was okay with her being a woman and doing this. Kara’s smile widened into something wicked and brilliant, and she guided Aida to her feet to lead her down to the front of the class. After they stripped and Kara rested on the ground to pull Aida down on top of her, I had one thought. 

    Man, did I love college at Hudwell. 

    * * * 

    I finally cornered Trevor at the cast party thrown at the house of one of our older castmates. Lara and Rhiannon danced to bad karaoke, in a queue to perform themselves. Hitomi wanted to come, but felt uncomfortable attending parties with me when there would be students around. 

    Trevor looked like a wounded animal trying to escape me, and I felt sorry for him. I wasn’t angry or even particularly upset. I just wanted to talk. 

    “I just want to talk,” I said, thrusting at him a red plastic cup full of some kind of fruity vodka drink that was about five percent fruity and ninety-five percent vodka. “Holy shit those are strong.” 

    He took it, sipped, and made a face like a bear just pimp-slapped him. “Good God, that’s awful.” It didn’t stop him from taking another longer drink, and he gestured at the patio doors leading out to a small backyard. “Come on.” 

    We headed out there, past a castmate with a guitar and a couple young women watching him with the easy hunger of girls won over by a soulful voice and a few well-trained fingers. Trevor shook his head and rolled his eyes at me, and I grinned. We grabbed a seat on a low rock wall near the back of the fence, and watched the guy for a minute. 

    Finally, Trevor said, “You wanted to talk, so get to it.” 

    “Mm hm.” I took another sip, regretted it, and set the cup down beside me. “Back in Honeypot last summer, I was best friends with three girls. Lara’s one of them. I was in love with them for a long time before I got a chance to be with one of them, Kylie.” 

    “Where are you going with this?” Trevor asked. 

    “Just listen. Please. The four of us were pretty flirty, even when we probably shouldn’t have been. Lara and this other girl, Megan, they had boyfriends, Eli and Roano. They were jealous and Roano got angry. He and I got into a fight, he split with Megan, and Eli broke up with Lara that same day.” I reached for my cup and drained what was left. That was quite a bit, and I grimaced when I finally finished. “I ended up in a relationship with all three of the women.” 

    “For fuck’s sake, you get around,” Trevor said, but there was no heat to it, just amusement. 

    “The Mike Maclin charm,” I said, and ignored his snort. “It was Kylie’s idea, but she thought she was going to be first in my life. That wasn’t the case. I realized I love Lara more than I was capable of loving Kylie or Megan. That poisoned Kylie. She…” I clicked my tongue. “She decided to cheat on us. With Roano.” 

    “Jesus,” Trevor breathed. 

    “Yeah. It was pretty messed up. We only found out the day before Lara and I came here. Made for a hard trip. I was ready for things to just be me and Lara for a change, and I would have been happy with that, I think. But then came Rhiannon and… um… I tell you this, you can’t say a word.” 

    “You mean you and Dr. Apple?” 

    I winced. “Oh shit. People know?” 

    “Worst kept secret on campus, dude. Sorry. Everybody knows.” 

    “Well, I guess we don’t need to sneak around anymore.” I was burning up from the strong drink and loosened my shirt. “Anyways, point is, I fell in love again. Lara and I both did. We didn’t plan it, we didn’t mean for it to happen, but it did.” 

    He took another sip of his drink. “Joanne said something.” 

    “That you wanted to be in a relationship like ours. That about right?” 

    “Something open like that, yeah. If you’re here to tell me what a great woman Jo is and how I should be happy with her, it’s not your business, Mike.” 

    “I know, and I’m not. She is but if she’s not for you or you’re not for her, that’s life.” I gave him an unsteady look. “But I do have to tell you, you can’t force love. What you want isn’t ever going to be what someone else wants. It’s not an even playing field.” 

    “Man, you’re drunk,” he said, chuckling. 

    “I am, yeah. But I’m also right. Don’t aim for a relationship like mine. That’s not you. I don’t mean you shouldn’t go for an open relationship. If that’s what you really want, it’s a lot of fun and a lot of work. I love it. I like having different women to date every weekend. I like when we all wake up together in a sprawl. But take your time, Trevor. Find the right one. Or ones.” 

    “Easy for you to say,” he muttered. “Joanne’s amazing. I want her back.” 

    “I know she is and I know you do. So ask yourself this. What do you want more? A relationship with multiple people, or do you want her in your life? Because trying to shoehorn her into whatever it is you want isn’t fair to her or you either. You’d be loving some version of her that wasn’t the real Joanne. And eventually, that would make both of you as miserable as my Kylie was.” 

    He nodded, silent for a long minute. The woman in question peeped out the back door, saw us, and gave us a tentative wave. We waved back, and she started towards us. I patted Trevor’s back. “I’m sorry Mike,” he said. “I’ve been an asshole.” 

    “A lot of it was deserved. I let you guys down and I’m sorry.” 

    “Nah, you pulled through.” 

    “What’s up, fellas?” Joanne asked. 

    “I was just going to go chase after my girlfriends,” I said, rising up on wobbly legs. “Holy shit, that is some strong punch. See you in class Monday?” 

    Trevor held my gaze. “Yeah. Thanks, man.” 

    “You got it.” 
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    Family 

      

    “It’s been a while since we hung out like this,” Archie said. “Well, not like this. Not buying rings, anyways.” 

    I grinned. “Sorry, man. Crazy semester.” 

    “I know. Me too,” he said, matching my grin.  

    It was the day before spring break. Already time for the big question. The jewelry store where I picked out Hitomi and Rhiannon’s rings sure took its sweet time getting them resized, only calling me up two days prior. I thought for sure I’d have to do this with stand-in rings, plastic ones from a gumball machine or something like that. 

    But I wasn’t the only one buying a ring that day, and not just in that car, either. When Benny and Archie heard about my plan to propose, one plan became three. We weren’t all doing the proposals on the same day, but back home, Benny was shopping for a ring too. 

    Archie was planning on proposing over spring break, just like me. He and Mattie were traveling to see the college basketball finals, and he planned on doing it there at the game. Mattie knew, in the most adorably Archie way. One night, when we were sitting around playing games, he turned to her and said, “I would like to buy you a ring as a present. Can you tell me your size?” Mattie gaped at him and asked if he was going to propose. Archie, caught up in the lie, said, “No. Definitely not. It’s a present. For… spring break. A spring break resent.” 

    Given the way she jumped on his lap after that and showered kisses down on him, I was sure what her answer would be.  

    The track team had been good for Archie. He was always going to be a slim man, but he was developing some sleek muscles on his bony frame. He moved with more assuredness and was developing a pretty damn good mile on the treadmill in the school’s gym. I was proud of him. 

    “I promise, when I figure out a better work and school routine, we’re going to hang out more.” 

    “Not when you have your baby, you won’t,” Archie said. “If you think I’m mad, I’m not. I’m happy we get to hang out. That’s all I meant.” 

    “I am too, buddy. And who do you think I’m hiring to be my babysitter?” 

    He studied me seriously. “You do know I have to go to school too?” 

    “I do.” 

    We arrived at the jewelry store. I breathed deep the fresh sea air. There was a good stiff breeze that day, the remains of a fast-fizzling storm. “I love this place. Hudwell. Southern Florida,” Archie said, suddenly and unexpectedly. 

    “Yeah. Me too.” 

    “You ever miss home?” 

    I thought about that. “I miss the people.” I thought about Megan and Benny. My family too, and Lara’s. “You?” 

    He looked around, studying everything around us as carefully as if he was going to be quizzed on it. “It was comfortable being certain about things. That I would always be okay as long as I was close to my parents. But I don’t know if I miss it. I like feeling like every day I could do something new.” 

    I think that’s about as great a way to describe college as any I’ve ever heard. 

    We headed inside, and the jeweler, a slim, beautiful woman in her forties or fifties, gave us a wide smile. “Hello again! Here to pick up your rings?” 

    “We are,” Archie said, and before I could speak, before I could stop him, he dug out his wallet and said, “And I’ll be paying for his too.” 

    That stopped me cold. The rings weren’t the flashiest, but they were a few hundred dollars apiece. Even with the money I made with Rhee early that semester, that was a big chunk of change to me. “No. No no no no. Archie-” 

    He turned to me, and I’ve only ever seen the smile he gave me one other time, during his wedding to Mattie when he stood at the altar with her. It was a gentle smile, as open and honest as I’ve ever seen from him. “Today I get to do something new and pay someone back for being kind to me.” 

    “You… you don’t ever need to pay me for that,” I said, my voice stretching. “Jesus, Archie you’re one of my best friends. No, I can’t-” 

    “Consider it your wedding present,” he said. “Please. I’ve wanted to do this for a while.” 

    I hugged him. I knew he wasn’t a hugger but I didn’t care. I grabbed that beanpole up and I hugged him as hard as I’ve ever hugged anyone. 

    * * * 

    Before the ultrasound later that week, before the proposals, there came the trip, and of all the things I’ve described, not even Kylie’s betrayal hurts as much as this to write. 

    Rhiannon borrowed a truck for the trip to Jacksonville to pick up her stuff, and we hooked up my trailer to it. I drove, since I had the most experience hauling the thing around, and Lara sat beside me up front while Hitomi and Rhiannon took the backseat, a bag of homemade party mix between them. Hitomi’s doing. She knew how nervous Rhiannon was about this trip and tried to make her as comfortable as possible. 

    “At some point or another,” Rhiannon said, “my dad is going to make an appearance. I know he will. He wouldn’t miss an opportunity to see me and twist the knife in.” 

    “It’s that bad?” Hitomi asked quietly. 

    Rhiannon jammed her hand into the snack mix and came out with an enormous handful. “Oh, it’s worse. I can’t do his awfulness justice. I, I, I… you know what? We should skip this. There’s nothing I need there. It’s, it’s, it’s old furniture and bedding and…” She sniffed. “And pictures and junk like that.” 

    Lara twisted in her seat to lay a hand on Rhee’s knee. “You wanted those pictures and the things that brought you some good memories. Your scrapbooks with your mom. It’s okay, baby. We’re going to be there for you.” 

    “I just don’t want you to see me…” Rhiannon trailed off and shoved the handful of party mix into her mouth. I thought she was going to leave the statement unfinished, but once she chewed and had a drink of water, she whispered, “…weak.” 

    “You are not weak,” Lara said. “I admire you so much. So, so much. You have taken care of you. You’re smart, you have yourself in a better position than anyone our age I know, and you’re an amazing person.” 

    “I agree,” Hitomi said. “What you’ve done with your life, you are an incredible young woman.” 

    “I’m with them,” I said, somewhat less eloquently. 

    Rhiannon didn’t respond. She was quiet most the way there, her eyes locked on her window. We tried to make it cheerful for her, talking about what we wanted to do and see later that week on our trip to Orlando the day after Lara’s appointment. We drew her out a little when we stopped for lunch, but that was about it. 

    We made good time, and hit Jacksonville in the early afternoon. Rhiannon became a little more animated, leaning forward and giving me instructions instead of relying on our phone’s GPS. Traffic was generally good there, but we wanted to avoid getting snagged on the Interstate with the trailer behind us, so we took some older roads into the city, skirting it as long as we could. She called her aunt and uncle, and I thought back to the video of her at Christmas looking so happy. 

    “Will your cousins be there too?” I asked. 

    For the first time that trip, the sun broke through for her and she gave me a dazzling smile. “Yes. I really could let go of most of what I have here, but they have a new addition on their house and I’d love to see them get the furniture.” 

    We drove on. Jacksonville is a beautiful city, green and very wet. The skyline is one of my favorites in the state, colorful and bold under the right circumstances. The worst storm I’ve ever seen in my life was there, when Archie and I went about ten years ago to see a football game. The clouds formed so fast we didn’t have time to escape the city before traffic turned into a massive snarl, and we ended up camped out in our hotel room, watching the streets below flood with water. It was a terrifying experience, but a humbling one too. It’s one thing to understand a hurricane is coming. You prepare for it, you have time to get your family free, you can (mostly) feel it out. But when a storm forms so suddenly like that, not quite a hurricane but still a display of godly power and ferocity, you realize how fast all this could end. I never clung harder to my family than when we got home from that trip. Archie too. 

    Anyways, to the point, the suburbs we drove through were flat and lush, so full of trees we could hardly see the sky. The storage unit was just one of a dozen on a long block, and we pulled in. It took us a minute to get our bearings – we were on the opposite end of where Rhee usually came in – but a few minutes later, we found her storage unit.  

    As she dug out her keys, she said to Hitomi, “I lived here until I was eighteen. Jacksonville, not the storage unit.” Hitomi smiled, and Rhee found the right key. “Then it was Miami for a couple years, and back here for a year to see if it wouldn’t work with a guy. It didn’t, but my mom and I got close again, so that was nice.” 

    She opened the padlock on the rolling door and pulled it upwards. Given the horror stories about her father, I half-expected the place to be torn up, but no, it was just furniture wrapped under tarps and a dozen or so boxes, neatly arranged and marked. 

    We hauled the boxes out into the sunshine so Rhee could look through them. About then, a red truck pulled around the corner. Rhee stood upright, smiling wide. Barely the truck stopped before a pair of kids I recognized as Rhee’s cousins hopped out and ran to her. Rhee dropped low and snagged them both in a fierce hug, laughing and kissing their heads with overemphasized duck lips. 

    “Rhee!” the boy complained, but he was grinning. 

    “You love it, Orson,” Rhee said, and gave hi another quick kiss on the head before he could escape. Then she turned. “Mike, Lara, Hitomi, this vomit brain-” 

    “You’re the vomit brain!” Orson yelled. 

    “-is Orson. And this puke breath is Ashley. And hopping out of the truck are Cate and Tuck, my aunt and uncle.” 

    “Hi!” I said, stepping forward. “Do you prefer Vomit, or Mr. Brain? How should I address you?” 

    The boy squinted at me. “You’re weird.” 

    Hitomi burst out laughing and Lara beamed at the little monster. “You’re my new favorite human being.” 

    We spent a few minutes on the introductions. Tuck was a jovial man with a good grip. He worked for an airline company doing some kind of coding. Cate was a stay-at-home mom, and pleasantly mellow. 

    Rhee took the kids into the storage shed to show off the furniture. They wanted all of it, mostly because it was Rhiannon’s and they loved their cousin dearly. 

    Tuck and I took on the hauling while the kids and my girlfriends supervised. We would need about two trips to haul all of it between the two trucks, so we left Rhee, Lara, and the kids behind while the rest of us hauled the furniture to Tuck and Cate’s. 

    Their house was a drive, and he kept to a similar zig-zagging around the main roads as we had coming into the city. The house was a modest single story that seemed much smaller on the outside. We brought the furniture in carefully through the back door and into the new addition, which was basically a game room. As we headed back out into the sunshine, Cate said conversationally, “So. You’re their teacher and you’re all… involved?” 

    Hitomi said, “Yes. I realize it’s an odd situation.” 

    “That’s an understatement.” 

    Hitomi chuckled. “I never expected to get involved with a student, let alone three of them. But I’ve come to love Michael, Lara, and Rhiannon. They are my world.” 

    “Love?” Tuck asked. “You’re tossing that around?” 

    Uh oh, I thought. 

    “We are. Rhiannon is a bright, vivacious young woman, one I admire greatly. Lara is one of the kindest souls I’ve ever met, and Michael is a charismatic, hard-working young man. Being around them, I couldn’t help but fall in love with them.” 

    “And us with her,” I said. Hitomi gave me a grateful smile, but Cate and Tuck looked less than convinced. In a few minutes in the truck, I said quietly to Hitomi, “That could have gone better.” 

    “I don’t think it was ever going to. Their smiles have felt fake to me the whole time,” Hitomi said. She gave me a serious, soulful look. “I think we need to be very careful where we step today. There are mines all around us.” 

    How right she was. 

    * * * 

    Lara took Hitomi’s spot for the second load. While Huck and I hauled the last of the furniture in, they grilled Lara harder than Hitomi and I got it the first time. They wanted to know everything – how we met Hitomi, how we started dating her, when Rhiannon was dragged into the picture. Their words. Not mine. 

    I don’t know that we could have negotiated that afternoon with any more finesse. Up until that point, everyone’s families had been relatively accepting of our unique circumstances, but Huck and Cate came for Hitomi hard. I get it. I do. I’m a father now, and in their shoes, given the role forced upon them by Rhee’s parents, I would have been protective of Rhiannon too. But that didn’t change the fact that when we loaded back up, Lara couldn’t speak for a long few minutes for fear of crying. 

    We knew what was coming. We just didn’t know how bad it was going to be. 

    When we arrived back at the storage unit for the last time, Cate pulled aside her daughter and spoke quietly to her. I couldn’t hear the words, but I think I now understand what it was she was asking – if Hitomi, specifically, had said or done anything to her. Rhee watched them, but she was distracted by something. When I came to her and gave her a one-armed hug, she leaned her head against my shoulder. 

    “My mother called. They’d like to see us.” 

    I turned to look at her. “And what do you want?” 

    “I want to run,” she whispered. “But she talked to Orson and Ashley too. She knew that would hook me in, using them like that.” She shook her head. “Their place isn’t far from here. We’re going to meet up there.” 

    “Sounds good.” 

    She looked up at me. “You all right?” 

    I looked in her aunt’s direction. Cate was already eyeing me, and her lips tightened. I couldn’t put a voice to my uneasy worries, so instead, I gave Rhee a kiss on the forehead just like the ones she gave Orson and Ashley early, duck lips and all. She gave me an unexpected snort of laughter, and I held her tight in a hug. 

    Rhee rode with her family while we followed along. Hitomi sat up front with me and the three of us related everything that happened between the two trips. Hitomi, white as a ghost, said quietly, “Maybe I should wait in the truck or you could drop me off somewhere.” 

    “You have no reason to hide out or be apologetic,” I said, almost angry and not with her. “You are an amazing person. If they can’t see that, it’s their fault.” 

    That didn’t comfort her. We arrived at a tan, L-shaped house with a big garage. A windmill in the front yard whirred with a stiff breeze. Someone both over-mowed and underwatered the yard, leaving it looking sickly. An American flag fluttered beside the door. We followed Rhiannon and her family in. To my Rhiannon’s credit, she only flinched for the briefest of seconds before crossing the threshold into hell. 

    The house smelled like rose water. Not roses. It wasn’t so strong or pleasant as that, but diluted, timid. It was a well-kept home, with an off-white carpet that must have been a bitch to keep clean and furniture that tried too hard for elegance. The kids were already well ahead of us, zooming towards the kitchen table where a broad-shouldered man with graying hair and a severe beard sat hunched over a tablet. 

    “Hey, there they are!” he said cheerfully. 

    Mark was deeply tanned, with a lot of laugh lines around his eyes. Handsome, though his wide grin had an air of unnaturalness to it, thanks largely in part to his impossibly white veneers. A woman came around the corner, a slender, almost gaunt woman whose only real resemblance to her daughter was in her plentiful chest under her dress and her thinning red hair.  

    “Rhee,” Maureen breathed, and hugged her daughter. 

    “And the rest of the harem,” Mark said, rising to his feet. My hackles were up already, and I smiled tight. “Wow, son, you’re not hurting for pretty women, are you?” He turned that wolf’s smile on Hitomi. “Even landed himself a teacher!” 

    “A professor,” Rhiannon corrected him, and I could see the anger in her too.  

    Cate told her children to go and play. They did, reluctantly, and we did a second round of introductions. Mark’s eyes stayed on me. 

    “So what’s the secret?” he asked me. 

    “No secret at all,” I said. “I was lucky enough to come to know three amazing women and for some reason they decided to keep me around.” 

    “And I hear you’re acting quick.” He turned his attention on Lara, staring down at her belly. “Pregnant, right?” 

    “Yes sir,” she said quietly. “About to start my second trimester. We might find out the baby’s gender this week.” 

    “Congratulations. How wonderful for you,” Maureen said. “Everyone sit, please. I’ll get some drinks. There’s some summer sausage and cheese in the fridge.” 

    She bustled around, and I didn’t like the smile on her face either, though far from the same reason I didn’t like Mark’s. Maureen looked like a woman barely holding it together. She was desperately trying to keep a train on the rails when the engine was flying into the ravine.  

    “Let me help you, Mom,” Rhiannon said. 

    They set about cutting up the summer sausage and the cheese. Mark studied me with that viper’s smile, “Must be nice, having a cushion to fall back on once the baby’s born?” 

    “Sorry?” I asked. 

    “What my daughter makes.” To Hitomi, before I could respond to that, he added, “And I’m sure you must make a fortune down there at that…” He sucked his teeth. “…college? Is that what they’re calling it?” 

    “It is a college, yes,” Hitomi said, her voice mild, calm.  

    “Oh, now, let’s be honest though. Colleges come with real degrees. That paper they print down there, that’s all it is.” 

    “Our students have a phenomenal hiring rate out of college thanks to that paper.” 

    She played right into his hands and his grin widened as Cate and Huck took up stools at the kitchen island. “Oh, certainly,” Mark said. “And how do they land those terrific jobs? Tell me, son, do they pimp the boys out too, or is it just the girls?” 

    I tightened. Huck said with exhausted exasperation, “Mark…” 

    Mark turned, his grin going angry and dark. “It’s my house, and I’ll ask the questions I want to ask.” 

    I heard Rhiannon take a sharp breath. She was going to say something, make herself the next target. I jumped in instead. “Well, Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, I intern by blowing the bank manager, but Tuesdays and Thursdays are cuddle time with a CEO, so hey, it’s not a bad school at all.” 

    Mark’s smile disappeared, and he snarled, “Funny.” 

    “I’ve got jokes,” I said, and decided to replace his smile with my own. “Call my girlfriends whores again and I’ll have some more ready for you.” 

    He leaned forward. “You watch your mouth when you’re in my house.” 

    I leaned forward too, my fists balling underneath the table. “You watch your tongue when you’re talking about the women I love.” 

    I thought it was going to come to a fight. In fact, I’m certain it would have if Rhiannon hadn’t plunked down glasses of lemonade for Hitomi and Lara. A hand felt for mine under the table. Lara. I caught her eye. She didn’t move a muscle, but I understood. Calm down. 

    “Let’s all take a breath,” Cate said, a nervous tinge to her voice. “We’re just… trying to look out for you kids.” 

    “We’re not kids, Cate,” Rhee said as she whirred by. 

    “You’re always going to be to us, honey,” Cate said. 

     “What is this then?” Rhee asked, snatching up another couple glasses of lemonade. “An intervention? A questioning?” She laughed. “A mugging, maybe?” 

    “Baby, please…” Maureen said. 

    “It’s a last-ditch effort to pull your ass up and out of the fire,” Mark snapped. “I don’t give a damn what these other perverts are up to, but you’re my daughter. The… the… the pornography, that’s bad enough, but you laying with women? Not in my religion.” 

    A very quiet, very young voice asked, “Daddy?” 

    Orson stood at the entrance to the kitchen, staring at all of us with watery eyes. Huck was up and off the stool in a second, rushing to his boy. “Hey, it’s all right. We’re just having a grown-up talk.” 

    “Why is Uncle Mark yelling at Rhee?” 

    “We should go,” Cate said, her brittle voice breaking. “Ashley, come on, hon. We’re going to go.” 

    “I don’t want to!” Ashley shouted back from somewhere deep in the house. 

    “Is Rhee going with us?” Orson asked, fat tears sliding down his cheeks. 

    “No,” Huck said, sweeping up his boy and holding him. “She’s… uh… she’s got things she needs to talk about with Uncle Mark and Aunt Mo, okay?” 

    “Don’t yell ah-at her,” Orson said, and buried his head in his dad’s shoulder, bawling. 

    Cate disappeared into the house and came back with her hands on Ashely’s shoulders in front of her. Ashley cried too, and Rhiannon rushed to them, dropping to hold her young cousin before moving to Orson and kissing his cheek. 

    “Rhee, don’t go,” Ashley begged. “Come to our house.” 

    “She can’t do that, honey,” Cate said, turning to look at Rhiannon. 

    I understood. Oh my God. No. No, those kids were her life. 

    Rhiannon went pale. “Please. Don’t.” 

    “It’s best… until this gets sorted out. Okay? Maybe when you get yourself a, um, nice boyfriend and it’s just the two of you and… we don’t really want the kids to be around… this.” 

    “Lara and Hitomi and Mike are the best people I know,” Rhiannon said hoarsely. “Please, Cate. Let me just see them now and then.” 

    “I’m sorry,” Cate whispered, then turned and nodded at Mark. Their kids sobbing turned to wails that haunt me even today. Rhiannon walked out and I rushed to follow her, Lara and Hitomi behind me. Rhee chased her cousins to their truck, lunging in after them to kiss them and hug them and sob alongside with them. Cate laid a hand on her back and Rhiannon jerked like she’d been shocked. She turned to Cate, her cheeks stained by rivers of tears, and she could say nothing except, “I love them.” 

    “We’re doing this for them,” Cate said back, and pushed away from Rhiannon to hurry into the truck. The last horrific sound I heard before the truck took off was the locks engaging. 

    I came to Rhiannon. She collapsed against me only for a moment, her breath harsh and ragged. She looked up into my eyes and I saw not pain, but fury. Then she was free, and running towards the house. We followed again, just in time to see Mark rising from his chair. 

    “You see what your life gets you?” he asked just a moment before Rhiannon hauled back and slapped him as hard as she could, nearly knocking him back on his ass. 

    “You have tried to take everything from me,” Rhiannon shouted. “But you won’t take them. Not the people I love. Mike, Lara, Hitomi, they are amazing. They love me for who I am. They accept me, and I love them for who they are too. You and your religious bullshit. You forget judge not, lest ye be judged, Dad? You forget the part of the Bible where Jesus tells us to love one another? You think I’ve forgotten any of that? My faith tells me it’s okay to love. You, you hide behind religion so you can hate. You’re nothing but a fucking monster and I’m never speaking to you again.” 

    “Rhiannon, no,” Maureen moaned. 

    “Mom. I love you,” Rhee said, coming to her mother. She hugged her and kissed her cheek. “But if you want to see me again, it’s just the two of us and the people I love. Not with him. Never with him.” 

    Rhiannon turned to us, wiped at her eyes, and nodded. She walked out of that house, and as far as I know, never returned. Maureen did meet up with her a few times a year. Us too, for that matter. She was never entirely comfortable with our arrangement, but she loved her daughter more than she loved her judgment of us, and I respect her for that. 

    Lara followed our lover out. Hitomi, by my side, said with as much venom as I’ve ever heard from her, “You accuse me of corrupting your daughter’s mind, that’s fine. Of being a prostitute, I’ve got that before. But you have shown your true colors here hurting her like that. I’m going to make you a promise, something you don’t deserve but one she does. I will always take care of her. I will always love her. I will always be there for her.” 

    “You stuck-up, self-righteous bitch,” Mark said, his snarling smile back on his face again. He rose up. I walked calmly around the table, said nothing, and leveled him with a hard right across the jaw. He crashed into his chair. It teetered, almost stayed upright, and then he was falling, I didn’t stick around to see if he was all right. I didn’t care. Hitomi and I never talked about that moment, not to Lara, not to Rhiannon. She simply took my hand, walked me outside, and we left that place, forever and ever, hallelujah. 

    * * * 

    Rhiannon’s sobs ripped through the truck. Hitomi told me, “Michael, pull over.” 

    I swung into the parking lot for a strip mall and stopped in front of a crafts store. Hitomi unbuckled and hurried across the back seat to Rhiannon, holding her tight and rocking with her. Rhiannon sobbed against her, long minutes of the most painful crying I’d ever heard. 

    It took me a minute to hear Hitomi’s whispered words, but they were there, slowly winning over Rhiannon’s tears. 

    “…love you, love you so much… you’re always going to have a family with us, always, you have a home with me, you have a life with us, with people who love you and respect you…” 

    “Yes,” Lara said, choked up. “Always with us.” 

    “We love you,” I said. “I love you. Whatever you need.” 

    It continued like that for a while. Hitomi stayed in the middle seat, buckling up and holding Rhiannon close. It was the moment that sealed their love for one another. I hate that it had to happen in the forges of such pain, but it did. In the months to come, the closeness that Lara and Rhiannon shared would be shared with Hitomi, the woman who always looked out for us. The woman who still does. 

    It was a long time before Rhiannon spoke, nearly an hour out of Jacksonville. Her voice, muted as it was, carried no tremble to it. “I’ve been reluctant about children in this relationship. I’m sorry. I was afraid I was going to wind up like my father. But I am never, not ever, going to be as ugly and vile as he is.” She turned her eyes on each of us, and they blazed with pain and warmth. “I will love them. I’m so excited to be… an aunt? A mother to them? I’m not sure. Whatever it is, I will be the best one I can to them.” 

    “I believe you,” I said quietly. 

    “And Mike, you better also believe when I graduate and I figure out whatever it is I want to do for a career, you and I are going to need lots and lots of vitamins and water because we’re not stopping for a long time.” She chuckled, and cried a bit more, and I stopped again, to pull her out of the van and hug her. Lara joined us, and Hitomi, and we stood there like that, the beginnings of my family, together as one. 
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    Infinity 

      

    I’m not sure the clinic ever had so many people surrounding a woman during her ultrasound. Dr. Miano seemed amused by it, her nurse less so. Lara held my hand on one side, and Rhee and Hitomi sat near her head on the other as our baby wiggled on the screen. 

    “So beautiful,” Rhiannon whispered. 

    “He is,” Hitomi said. 

    Lara glanced at her, amused. “He?” 

    Dr. Miano knew we wanted to know the gender, and pointed at the screen. “She’s right. That’s his penis there.” 

    “Yes, I’m not going to be so outnumbered!” I said, but everyone – rightfully – ignored me. 

    A son. I was going to have a son. 

    “A son,” Lara whispered. “Oh my gosh, hi, little fella.” 

    “He looks perfectly healthy, he’s a good weight, I’d say just keep at it, momma bear,” Dr. Miano said. “Have you thought of a name?” 

    “Yes,” Lara said. 

    “We have?” I asked, confused. 

    “Benjamin Archer,” she said, and my heart jumped a foot into my throat. “After his godfather, and his uncle.” 

    “That’s so sweet,” Dr. Miano said. 

    I stared at Lara and she smiled at me. I took her hand, squeezed it, and kissed her shoulder. Benjamin Archer Maclin. I loved it. 

    But… 

    “Oh God, Benny’s going to be insufferable,” I groaned. 

    Lara’s eyes widened. “It’s not too late. Bob. Bob Joe Maclin.” 

    “No, I think we’re stuck with it,” I said. “You put it out in the world, you have to keep it. That’s law, I think.” I blinked, and shot to my feet. “A boy. We’re going to have a boy.” 

    “A boy,” Lara said, grinning. 

    I rushed to the door and shouted out into the hallway, “We’re going to have a boy!” 

    Hitomi was there, grabbing me, turning me, hugging me. Rhiannon stood by Lara, their hands clasped. Dr. Miano and her nurse stood apart, watching us all lost to a flurry of hugs and laughter. 

    When Lara’s belly was wiped clean, but before she could tug her clothes back into place, I leaned in and smooched the gentle swell of her stomach. “I’m going to show you so much crazy shit,” I promised my son. 

    * * * 

    My fingers danced on the steering wheel. Time to throw the dice, but I didn’t feel like it was much of a gamble at all. I couldn’t stop grinning. First the news about my son, and now… 

    Now there was a rental car parked out in front of Hitomi’s house. 

    My grin widened. 

    “Wonder which neighbor told their guest they could just park their car in front of my house,” Hitomi grumbled. “Ugh. I’m in too good of a mood to get grumpy.” 

    “Orlando tomorrow!” Rhiannon cheered. 

    “And a surprise right now,” I said. 

    Silence, then Lara looked at me as I pulled into the driveway. “A surprise?” 

    “Yeah. I think we should probably go in through the back.” 

    Her hand shot for mine. “Michael. What… what is this?” 

    I lifted her hand and kissed it. “I love you.” Then I turned, and laid a hand on Hitomi’s knee. “I love you too.” I reached the hand backwards, swiping at Rhiannon until she took it, giggling nervously. “And I love you too.” 

    “Michael?” Hitomi asked. 

    “Come on,” I said. 

    We stepped out of the van. I led the way, opening the gate for them. I had no idea how this was going to turn out. I’d only given my friends vague orders and some money to cover it. They wanted to be responsible for the specifics, and they performed spectacularly.  

    Along the sidewalk were four vases filled with spring flowers, beautiful, vibrant colors. Along the fence were streamers, pink and white. On the patio table were two bottles of champagne and a sparkling fruit juice. 

    And behind the table? Samantha, Lara’s sister, Melody, and our love Megan stood. Megan and Samantha cried when they saw us, and Lara rushed forward, her hand at her breast. 

    “Not yet,” Samantha said, and pointed at me. 

    “Oh my God,” Rhiannon whispered as the three guests produced three ring boxes. 

    I took her arm, then Hitomi’s. I ran my fingers down to their hands and squeezed them. “Lara,” I said. “Come back to us.” 

    “Michael,” she whispered. 

    I knelt between the three of them, losing my smile. I took them in for a long moment one by one. Rhiannon, the strongest woman I’d ever know, the rock for the rest of us. Hitomi, our guide, our protector, the woman who took such pride in serving our needs and providing us with endless love. And Lara, the woman I’d loved for years, the keystone of my heart. 

    “When we came here, I had no plan to ever love anyone other than my Lara. And then, effortlessly, the two of you entered our lives and changed our hearts forever. What we have, the four of us, it’s something incredible, and I don’t want to spend another day without knowing this is forever.” I let go of their hands, and Megan presented Lara with her ring, tears falling down their cheeks. Melody brought hers to Rhiannon, and Samantha to Hitomi. “Lara, Rhiannon, Hitomi, will you join me and each other? Forever?” 

    “Yes,” Lara breathed, pulling out her ring and putting it on. She nodded. “Yes!” 

    “Yes,” Hitomi said, putting on her own ring and laughing. “Oh my God, Michael…” 

    Rhiannon studied me, and for a moment, my heart stopped. Instead, she nodded. “Forever,” she whispered. 

    * * * 

    I manned the grill with Hitomi as Lara, Rhiannon, Samantha, and Megan sat at the table. Melody played on the lawn with Carrot, the only one of us, Hitomi excluded, the cat seemed to like. And boy, that cat was enamored. Everywhere she went, the orange furball followed, ears perked up and ready for adventure. 

    “He’s very proud of himself,” Samantha said. 

    “Who, the cat?” I asked as I roped my arms around Hitomi’s waist and swayed with her, my groin to her ass. 

    “You,” Lara and Megan responded as one, and Lara giggled. 

    Samantha continued, “He asked me in January when I was coming back from my last cruise. Which was a couple weeks ago, so we made plans for me to help with the proposal, then go to Orlando with all of you.” 

    “And when he told me about Samantha,” Megan said, “I invited myself and Melody down. Our spring break isn’t for another couple weeks, but our professors were willing to work with us so long as we got a recording of the classes and still did our work.” 

    “I know I’m the outsider,” Melody said. 

    “No, no,” Lara said. “Absolutely not. You love Megan, and therefore, we love you.” 

    “Exactly,” I said. “Oh, by the way, you picking out Archer for the name is kind of funny.” I told them about Archie’s wildly kind gesture to me, and Lara dug out her phone immediately to call him and put him on speakerphone. 

    “Hello?” my roommate asked. 

    “Archie, you are amazing,” Lara said. “You… what you did…” 

    “I do not have any idea what you are talking about,” he said, sounding more like a robot than a human. 

    “Don’t worry,” Rhiannon said, “he already proposed and we said yes.” 

    “Oh good,” Archie said. “The stress of keeping that secret was giving me bad gas.” Mattie said something sharply in the background, and he cleared his throat. “Sorry, I guess I’m not supposed to say that.” 

    Hitomi chuckled. “You are wonderful, Archie. The rings are lovely.” 

    “Oh, Mike picked them out,” Archie said. “I had nothing to do with that. I just paid for them along with mine.” He paused. “Oh. Shit.” 

    Mattie’s joyous screech filled the ai. “Where, where, where, where’s my ring, I want to see it, I want to see it!” 

    “Um. I need to go,” Archie said. “Congratulations.” 

    When the steaks were done, we brought them to the patio table and ate.  “When are you going to propose to me?” Melody asked Megan after pushing away her plate. 

    “Oh no, you’re proposing to me.” 

    “A proposal duel,” I said. “The two of you, over the summer or Thanksgiving break. One of you proposes in the morning, the other one the evening. Whoever’s proposal is better, wins.” 

    “Ooh, we could be the judges,” Lara said. 

    Melody gaped at us, and leaned in. “I love that idea.” 

    “Holy crap,” Megan breathed. “This is the greatest challenge ever. I will destroy you. With love. And chocolate.” 

    “Baby, there’s gonna be chocolate. Mountains of it.” 

    I eyed Rhee and Hitomi, grinning. “What do you think? Fly back to Honeypot, help these two propose?” 

    “Absolutely,” Hitomi said. 

    “Oh yeah, definitely,” Rhee said. “I have to see where the heart grass came from too.” 

    That gave Lara an idea, and her smile bloomed. “You do,” she said, an odd light to her eyes. I didn’t know it then, but she already knew where our ceremony was going to take place. Out there, at her grandmother Margo’s, in front of the heart-grass.  

    It was one dream I made come true for her. 

    * * * 

    Lara, Hitomi, and Rhiannon rested together on the bed, stark naked, hands joined. They smiled at me, so warm, so beautiful. I loved the rings on their fingers, the promise of a life together. Samantha, Melody, and Megan were back at their hotel, giving us the night to be together before we left in the morning for our vacation. 

    “Best day ever,” Rhiannon said, snuggling closer to Lara in the middle.  

    “It really was,” Hitomi said. 

    “If you need to take your ring off at school…” Lara said. 

    “No,” Hitomi said, and turned to kiss Lara’s shoulder. “I am yours. And Rhiannon’s. And Michael’s. I’m all too happy and proud to show that to the world. But are you three okay being saddled with an old woman?” 

    “Oh, ancient,” Lara said. 

    “Is it okay, you having sex?” Rhiannon asked. “We wouldn’t want you breaking a hip.” 

    “Just for that, I think you’re going to get another spanking later,” Hitomi said. 

    “Oooh, another present today,” Rhiannon said, wiggling. 

    Lara placed a hand on each of their thighs and turned to kiss each of them. “I love you both. I’m sorry the world won’t allow us to all get married, but you know we’re all joined at the heart.” 

    “And that’s where it matters,” Rhiannon said. 

    “Agreed,” Hitomi said. 

    Their attention fell on me. Lara curled a finger at me, and I came to the bed. I kissed them each in turn, Rhiannon first, then Lara, then Hitomi. I was about to say something romantic, something to warm their hearts the rest of their days, but I found myself distracted by… 

    “So many boobs,” I moaned. 

    “Oh God, he ruined it,” Rhee said. 

    “Yup. Ruined. Forever,” Lara said. 

    “Dry as a desert down there,” Hitomi said, even if I could see the evidence otherwise.  

    “Boooooobs,” I repeated myself. I descended upon one such beautiful, captivating object, and kissed the top slope of Hitomi’s breast. I moved quickly to Lara, then Rhiannon. There, more seriously, I moved back up, brushing her red hair away from her eyes before I leaned in to kiss her again. Her eyes closed and she whispered my name against my lips. I loved hearing it. I loved her. 

    I moved down her body slowly, taking my time about it. She turned and kissed Lara as I trailed her neck both with my lips and my fingertips, the warmth spreading between us. I was hard but it wasn’t a needing hard. I was simply ready for this. I’d been planning for so long, and for it to go off nearly without a hitch – Carrot knocked over one of the bottles of champagne – was such a relief. 

    Contrary to my statement about my beloved boobs, I mostly avoided those as I continued further down. Rhiannon melted against my tongue as I slipped it between her lips. She spread herself wide for me, and I ate her out with a slow relish matched by Lara twisting and turning her attention on Hitomi. They kissed and roamed each other’s bodies while I did this to our Rhiannon, made her wet, made her come for me so delightfully fast. There was no rush, so I stayed right where I was, reveling in her wet, quivering lips as I kept tonguing her and stroking her clit with my thumbs. 

    Hitomi twisted onto her side and pushed Lara back down so my wife-to-be could watch us while Hitomi’s fingers slid into her pussy. Lara arched her back with slow rolling pleasure, When I gave Rhiannon another orgasm, Lara was next, and I moved to her, still taking my time, enjoying each of them in turn. 

    To Lara too, I made love with my tongue. Her crest was slower than Rhiannon’s, but no less powerful, and she cried out with it, hands shooting for her sapphic lovers’. They held her and whispered to her. Their free hands joined mine at her growing belly. Lara only let me give her one orgasm before she gripped my hair and nudged me up. I kissed her, my lips wet with her need, and she nudged me towards Hitomi, our professor, our lover, forever. 

    I kissed her too, and she cradled my head for a long while, keeping me there. I dropped my hand to Lara’s at Hitomi’s pussy, and Lara made room for me, twisting onto her side and stroking my bare ass as I made love to Hitomi with my fingers. I whispered my love into her ear, and my third wife-to-be came gently soon after, her hips squeezing my hand. She cried, and laughed, and I kissed her again and again, my sweet Hitomi. 

    “Take her, Michael,” Rhiannon said, her voice a low, throaty growl of need and sated love. 

    “Yes,” Lara said. “Show her how you love us.” 

    So I did. I spread Hitomi’s knees apart, and she reached down for my firm cock, smiling as she looked down at our joining. “So full,” she whispered as I sank into her. “You make me so full.” 

    I rocked into Hitomi, and brought my lips down to her neck, kissing her, nipping her. She shivered deliciously at that, grabbing at my ass and my lower back as her legs twined around mine. I pinned her like that, taking her slow, but firmly, my thrusts giving her all my love each time. Lara’s hand came down to the meeting of my cock and her sex and she helped Hitomi, staring into our lover’s eyes as they kissed. It was like that Hitomi came again, a cry escaping her lips, and then she was laughing again, pushing me back, gripping my slick cock and stroking it a few times before letting me go. 

    I went to Lara, but Rhiannon said fast, “No. Her last. She deserves it tonight.” 

    “Yes,” Hitomi said. Her hand danced across Lara’s belly. “Little baby Benjamin…” 

    I took Rhiannon with the stillness and heart she deserved. She urged me on with sways of her hips. The cloud of pain that haunted her eyes most that week and well beyond dissipated for a while. I wished I could have taken it from her forever, but when she finally did come out the other side, she became even stronger for it, loving first Benjamin and then all our children with a lioness’s ferocity. 

    I lost myself in my Rhiannon and very nearly spilled into her, staring into her eyes. She came once, twice, three times, her orgasms slow burns. Lara was there again too, kissing Rhee, stroking her, whispering into her ear that she wanted her to stay with us forever, her family. 

    And finally, my Lara. I slid into her with practiced ease and a smile, and when her hand came to my cheek, I took it and kissed all her fingers, ending with the one with my family ring on it. So many years spent loving her, and now she was mine, and I was hers, and we were going to bring something beautiful into this world. 

    “My Michael,” she breathed as she gripped me in the moments before her orgasm. 

    My Lara. Forever. 
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    An Answer 

      

    “I suckered her into it! She said yes!” Benny shouted. 

    Three for three, I thought to myself, grinning. Archie rested on his bed, his fiancé tucked in beside him, snoring. Tomorrow was class again, the end of spring break, and as amazing as that week was, apart from its nightmare start, I was ready for it. I was ready to finish out this semester and begin my life with Lara. She would be taking the fall off, and I was going to take a few weeks at the beginning of the semester. I still didn’t know what I was going to study that fall, at least, not on a conscious level. I think the answer was always there, but buried in me. A truth I needed to walk to, and I would get there that night. 

    “That’s incredible,” I said. “Is Julie there?” 

    “Yes, but she’s on the phone with her parents. Honey, honey, Julie, say hi to Mike really quick. Mike, I’m going to say hi to her parents. Hang on.” 

    Julie came on, laughing, and I couldn’t help chuckling too. “Hey Mike. So thanks for talking him into it this week.” 

    “I didn’t do much convincing. Told him my plan, and he and Archie decided to join in on the fun.” 

    “You’re coming to the wedding, right?” 

    “I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” I said. “You’re coming to ours?” 

    “Yes. Absolutely.” 

    “You’re invited to ours too,” Archie said. That got me chuckling all over again, and I reached over to bump fists with him. “Hey, uh, when Benny’s got a minute, I need to tell you both one more piece of news.” 

    Benny was a few minutes with her parents, then they put me on speaker so they could both talk to me. I cleared my throat, watching Archie. I hadn’t yet told him, either. 

    “So. Um. The baby’s name. We were kinda thinking… ah ha… um… Lara had an amazing suggestion.” 

    “Aw man…” Benny said, his voice quiet. He knew me well. 

    “We’re going to name him after his uncles.” 

    “Oh. I mean… um, yeah of course you’d want to name him after your brother, that makes sense.” 

    I swallowed hard. “No. Benny. Not his uncles by blood. His name. It’s, ah, it’s going to be Benjamin Archer.” 

    Silence from Benny. Archie looked over at me. “You know someone named Archer? That’s pretty close to my name.” 

    “Archie… he’s named after the two of you.” 

    It took my roommate a long, long moment to process that, and then he sat bolt upright. “After… the two of us? Benjamin and me?” 

    “Holy shit,” Benny breathed at the same exact point when Archie swallowed, stared me in the eyes, and said, “Okay. I’d like that. Okay. Yes. Yes. That’s… yes.” 

    * * * 

    The night was mine for a while. I visited Lara outside her dorm for a few, but she was exhausted and I let her go to cuddle with Rhiannon for a bit before bed. Hitomi was finishing up some grading before school started back up, leaving me the odd man out. That was okay. It was good to have a moment to myself. 

    Lights around campus were just coming on as I headed for the track, figuring a mile or two walk would help me clear my head. For once, there were no kids on the playground at the center of the track, and as I got in my lazy exercise, I kept eyeing it, thinking about coming here with my son-to-be and playing with him. I could imagine a miniature version of myself grabbing the rungs and pulling himself along, looking down at me. 

    “Don’t let me drop, Daddy.” 

    I whispered the words to myself silently, smiling. I wouldn’t. But there would be a day when he thought I was holding him up and he reached for the next rung without me, only realizing when he reached the end he did all the work himself. 

    “I did it! I did it!” 

    Great job, Ben. 

    My feet left the track. I trampled soft grass and earth as I wandered towards the playground equipment, thinking about how much love went into all this. The playground. The school. This slice of the world apart from everything else. I was in love with Hudwell Academy. I wanted to be a part of that. I wanted to build something beautiful in this impossible place. I ran my hand down the slide, imagining Benjamin slowly, carefully wiggling his way down, the way I used to. I laughed. I’m not ashamed to admit I cried, too. 

    The choice was never about me or what I wanted. Because what I wanted was for Benjamin and all the rest of my children to have the best life I could give them. That wasn’t on a stage. I would always love the theater, and support the program when I could, but I knew my heart now pointed in another direction. 

    I walked again. I don’t remember now whether they were on campus that night or these conversations happened over the next week. It doesn’t matter, but in my heart, in my head, it all happened that night, that strange, soul-changing night. 

    Dr. Moore was in the theater’s shop, painting over our Hamlet set. He glanced up, grinned, and said, “Hey Michael. Out for a walk?” 

    “Yes sir,” I said. “Want some help?” 

    “Sure. You know where the paintbrushes are at.” 

    I did. I grabbed one, and we finished two flats. Neither of us spoke, but he finally said quietly, “There’s something wrong. Your girlfriend?” 

    “No. And fiancé now. Along with, ah, Hitomi and Rhiannon.” 

    His bushy eyebrows shot up. “Whoa. Respect.” 

    I chuckled. “Thanks. But that’s kind of why I’m here.” 

    He drew a deep breath. “You’ve made up your mind about your major.” 

    “Yeah.” 

    “Come on back to my office.” 

    We headed there, and from a locked file cabinet, he pulled out a bottle of scotch. He placed it in front of me, and settled behind his desk. 

    “Not worried about the no drinking with students rule?” I asked. 

    He chuckled. “I think I can be forgiven for celebrating a friend’s engagement. No glasses though. Sorry.” 

    I opened the bottle and took a sip. It was some of the best liquor I’d ever tasted or would taste, and I’ve had bottles of the same stuff throughout the years. Like I’ve said, there was something to that night. I passed it over to him, and he grabbed a tissue to wipe down the mouth before taking a sip himself and cleaning it again. 

    He leaned back, eyeing me. “Was it the Hamlet casting?” 

    “No. Nothing you did, I swear. You’ve been one of the best teachers I’ve ever had.” I told him about my experience on the track, and we each took one more long drink before he capped the bottle and put it away. 

    As he sat back down, Dr. Moore – Lucien – said, “I want you to promise me something.” 

    “What?” 

    “That you’ll come back. You don’t need to be a major to be on that stage. You’ll always be welcome through the curtains. When this life settles down for you, show up. Rehearse with us. Run lines. Take part in a play when you can.” 

    I smiled. “I will.” 

    “And come by now and then. Tell me how you’re doing.” 

    “Definitely.” I stood, and he did too. He shook my hand, and I added quietly, “Veni, vidi, vici, right?” 

    He grinned. “Damn right.” 

    * * * 

    Mr. Barrera was cleaning and hanging up some of his tools when I walked into his garage. He eyeballed me and growled, “Not about to tell me you’re going to skip another day, are you?” 

    “I was going to ask you for a job and to tell you I want to switch majors to horticulture and botany, you grump,” I said. 

    His face quirked somewhere between sour and amused, and he gestured at an empty paint can. “Take a seat or help me out. I don’t care which.” 

    I helped him out, but he only had a pair of shears yet to clean. We took a seat right after that, and he dug out a file folder and an application. STUDENT WORK was at the top in bold letters, but before I could take it from him, he dropped it on the desk and kept his hand there. 

    “I saw you on stage,” Mr. Barrera said. “That winter performance.” He sniffed. “Pretty good, as far as that shit’s concerned.” 

    “Thanks,” I said drily. 

    “Don’t let it get to your head. My point is, you keep that up this school is going to see to it you get on a stage somewhere. They can’t work miracles, but you could make a career out of that, kid. This work, it’s honest, but it’s not going to end with people lining up to applaud you.” 

    “I know,” I said. “It’s something I’ve been thinking about all semester. You and your crew, did you put in the kids’ playground at the track?” 

    “Yeah. Sure. Why?” 

    I leaned forward. “That’s what convinced me. My fiancé, Lara-” 

    “Wait. You’re engaged now?” 

    “Yeah. As of this last week.” 

    He held up a finger, dug out his keys, and unlocked a drawer at his desk. From it, he pulled out a bottle of… well, let’s just call it battery acid, because that’s what it tasted like. I was amused. Drinks with two professors. I was becoming an outlaw. 

    Christian did have Lucien beat in one regard, in that he had cups, and he produced a pair of them now to toast me and my future marriage. Then he shoved the bottle away and growled, “And if you tell admin about that, I’ll cut off your balls with a pair of shears.” 

    “Understood. Anyways. I’ve been thinking about this in broad terms, what’s best for my family, what I want, that sort of thing. I went by the track, and I started looking at that equipment. And I thought to myself, that’s what I want to do. Not specifically jungle gyms and all that, but I want to build something I can be proud of showing off to my son. I want him to dig in the dirt with me. I want to… I want to put in the nine to five for him. And the funny thing is, I want that for me too. Don’t laugh, Barrera, but I want to be a part of this school’s magic. What you guys do out there, that’s what it is.” 

    “Kid, it’s dumping fertilizer down in flower beds and mowing yards. It’s not exactly magic.” 

    “It is to a kid from the sticks who fell in love with this place,” I said softly. “Whether someone else knows it or not, that’s what I want. I want to take care of my family, yeah. That’s my first and foremost priority, always. But I want to be a part of the team that helps make students and parents look at this place and go, wow, yeah, that’s amazing.” 

    “What about your lawns around town?” 

    “For the rest of the semester, I’ll keep doing them on the weekends or in the afternoons, depending on when you need me. I’d prefer the weekends because then I can get it taken care of in the mornings while it’s cool, but I’ll work my ass off either way.” 

    “You can have the weekends. I don’t have a problem with that.” He rubbed his nose and let the application go with his other hand. I pulled it to me. “I’m not an easy guy to work for. I expect timeliness and your best effort.” 

    “I’ve never given you anything but.” 

    “I know. You set the bar too high for yourself. If you were shit in your class, I’d probably give you a hose that wasn’t hooked up and tell you to have fun all day. But you show me you have skills and brains like that, I’m going to expect by the time you walk out of this school I’ll be the one asking you for the job.” Christian held out his hand, and I shook. “See you tomorrow afternoon, then.” 
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    One Last Quiz 

      

    A few days before finals came one final in-class writing assignment from Dr. Kara Stone, the woman at the beginning of all this around me. It was not the last chance we would ever have of sleeping with her, but oh man, I burned to win this one for Lara. Her wedding dowry, she called it, cackling madly. 

    Rhiannon took my hand. “For our baby momma,” she said, her voice as determined as I felt. 

    “And for us.” 

    “Oh yeah.” 

    Dr. Stone called for the class’s attention and we gave it to her, watching her with silent hunger and readiness. 

    “This one, people, is your last chance at these tits, this ass, this pussy this semester.” She grinned. “Or a gift card, if that turns you on more.” Some chuckles at that. “Your assignment is a simple one. Write me anything you like. A story. A poem. Another resume, an inquiry letter, whatever it is that comes to mind. Show me your strengths. Or, alternately, show me what you’ve learned and try something older out again. Everything has an equal chance to wow me here, people. Go with your gut. You have the rest of the class period, so get started.” 

    Rhiannon chewed on the end of her pen, and almost immediately started scribbling out notes. I was a while longer, thinking about it, looking past Kara and at the whiteboard. I thought about my strengths – that business inquiry I wrote was among the best of my work in that class – and I thought about my weaknesses. But mostly I thought about the woman who got me into this. I thought about Lara. A grin slowly spread across my face. I probably wasn’t going to win with this. I didn’t know if I could even finish it before the end of class. But I knew what it was I wanted to write. The story. The one I haven’t told you yet. 

    I titled it For Lara. 

    * * * 

    I knew Lara a long time before I actually got a chance to hang out with her and fall in love. She was a quiet one, and generally stayed on the sidelines of the world, watching. I tried hard to be everyone’s friend, sometimes too much so, as my childhood teachers would tell you when I got up to help the other kids in class. But I always felt shy around her, the pretty one, the ethereal one, the one with the smile that made me feel like I was melting and falling all at once. 

    Back then, I had this friend, Kylie. She was energetic and enthusiastic and she loved the world. She didn’t like seeing Lara on the sidelines, and one day, she grabbed Lara at recess and said firmly to her, “Come on. You’re going to push me on the swings.” 

    We were too old for the swings, even then, and it made Lara laugh, but she went along with it, and I did too. From there, we were pretty quick friends in that way children have of deciding a person is part of their circle, no questions asked.  

    A few weeks later, there was this movie Lara really wanted to see. Kylie wasn’t interested, so I said I’d go. Lara showed up at my door, her bike in tow, and we rode down to the movie theater. I remember her hair fluttering around in the breeze under her blue and white helmet. She had this big silly grin on her face, and it made me grin too. 

    We went to a matinee and we didn’t have money for snacks or a soda or any of that. It was just us and maybe ten other people in that theater. Lara bounced around with so much energy in the previews that an usher came in to tell us to keep it down. We did, and Lara settled in to watch the story of four sisters as they tried to make it together in rural Oregon. It was not the most exciting movie, but I didn’t really care. I was with my new friend, who I was uncomfortably aware was so very pretty and sweet and just… Lara. 

    Only about twenty minutes in, I felt a weight on my shoulder. I looked over, and Lara rested her head against me. She had fallen into a doze and woke up, startled. “Sorry,” she whispered. 

    “It’s okay,” I said. About five minutes later she did it again, and then twenty minutes after that, her head bumped my shoulder and didn’t leave. 

    I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. The prettiest girl in all the world had her head on my shoulder, sleeping so soundly I was worried she wasn’t breathing. I didn’t want to break the magic of that moment, and I didn’t want to wake up my friend. So I stayed there, not moving, not really watching the screen, but her. 

    The movie ended, and the credits started. I can still remember the music perfectly, all four songs that played throughout the long credit roll. Still I couldn’t move. Lara slept on, and little by little, I gave her more of my heart. When the last of the technical credits ran and the production company’s name came on, so did the lights in the theater. She woke, blinking, and whispered, “What happened to the movie.” 

    “Um. It ended. Like… ten minutes ago.” She looked up at me. “You were sleeping. Really hard.” 

    “Sorry.” 

    “It’s okay. Do you want to go?” 

    “Yeah.” 

    We rode our bikes back to her house. She was shy the rest of that night, and obviously embarrassed. I went back home, thinking I did something wrong. I felt stupid and I called up another cute girl to see if she wanted to go get an ice cream the next day. I didn’t realize that girl sleeping on my shoulder was falling in love with me too. 

    When the movie came out on DVD, I used my allowance for two weeks to buy a copy. My brother and sister made fun of me for it. My parents thought I was weird. Kylie laughed about it. 

    Lara watched it with me seven times that summer. 

    And that’s the story of my very favorite movie. 

    * * * 

    We sat together in the cafeteria the morning Kara announced the winner of that assignment. Lara, Rhiannon, Archie, Mattie, me. Even Hitomi, who took a spot right next to me, and who, for the very first time, wasn’t worried about me giving her a kiss in front of the whole of the cafeteria. 

    So much changed that year. All of us felt like ships tossed around in a storm, but we were so unbelievably happy, too. 

    Three more years together like this, I thought, not knowing how wrong I’d be about that. It’s a scene we reenact every year. Archie and Mattie haven’t missed it once and others who were part of our lives in those early days have dropped into from time to time. Christian. Lucien. Troy. Kara. All dear friends. All people I love fondly, and who I am blessed to see most every day. 

    I took up my coffee, and I raised it to the middle of the table. Everyone watched me, and Rhiannon asked, “What are you doing, goofball?” 

    Archie got it. He took his own glass of orange juice and raised it too, his eyes so serious. Then Lara, and Mattie, and all the rest. We said nothing. We clinked our mugs and cups, and Rhiannon started snorting laughter. I joined in, and soon we were all lost in a fit of it. 

    Soon afterwards, Rhee and I settled in for our last regular class of Dr. Kara Stone’s. I took her hand and squeezed it. Our blonde, busty professor, the true founder of Hudwell Academy, bustled in, and my throat jumped. Kara was sheathed in a tight, low-cut red dress, her ass barely covered by the silky material. Her matching stilettos gave her inches, and her makeup was done to perfection, giving her supermodel good looks even more of a shine. She was one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen even on a normal day, and now… now she was incredible. She owned that room. 

    “Ladies and gentlemen, for the first time this semester, we have a tie. Two of you will get the prize today.” She looked around at each of us in turn, smiling. “But before we get to that, I want to say first, not a single one of you scored under a ninety. That’s incredible. Every one of your projects gives me hope that whatever you choose to do in life, you will approach it with intelligence, creativity, and wit. The world is going to be made a better place by all of you. I can feel that in my heart. You have made me proud to be your professor this semester.” She unslung her bag. “Now let’s get started.” 

    Kara took her time passing out the papers, praising each student in turn and stopping to read a select passage from some of them. Rhiannon and I linked hands the entire time, expecting our papers to be passed to us at any moment. But no. Down to the very wire, and our papers still hadn’t come back. 

    “Oh my God,” Rhee breathed. 

    “Our winners are masterful examples of both the technical side of things and the heartfelt,” Dr. Stone said. She walked down in front of us and laid out our papers. “Mr. Maclin. Were it not for you forgetting your name and the class you’re in, day one lessons I might add-” lots of chuckling at that “-you would have had a perfect score. Being moved by your writing doesn’t account for any part of your grade, but I had to single out this passage for its exquisite style. ‘I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. The prettiest girl in all the world had her head on my shoulder, sleeping so soundly I was worried she wasn’t breathing. I didn’t want to break the magic of that moment, and I didn’t want to wake up my friend. So I stayed there, not moving, not really watching the screen, but her.’ That is richly written and the best work you’ve put in all year.” 

    “Thank you,” I said. 

    “Rhiannon, your fable of a rabbit finding a new family with the foxes is remarkably beautiful and extraordinarily well written, especially by pen. There were only two small errors I saw in punctuation. Astounding work, and I hope you consider fleshing this out and possibly publishing it with the school’s literary journal.” 

    Rhiannon blushed, and wouldn’t meet my eyes. A rabbit finding her family with the foxes. My throat tightened, and I squeezed her hand again.  

    “So,” Kara said, her smirk widening. “Rhiannon. Michael. Tell me, what’s to be your prize today? Gift cards… or me?” 

    Without hesitation, Rhiannon said, “Definitely gift cards.” 

    “I’ll go with gift cards too,” I said. The class groaned and someone wadded up their paper to throw it at the back of my head. 

    Kara’s smirk vanished. “What? Really?” 

    “Yup,” Rhiannon said. “He’s got a baby on the way. Could probably use it to buy some diapers. Or something. We’ll come by your office later today and talk about stores if that works for you?” 

    “Um. Yes. That would be…” Kara squinted at us. “Really?” 

    “Really,” I said. 

    “Well then,” Kara said. She frowned down at her shoes. “I’m going to kick these off if I have to actually teach class today.” 

    * * * 

    Lara let us into Kara’s office ten minutes before we were supposed to show up. As Kara’s assistant, she had a spare key and sometimes came in to get work done when it was necessary. Now she used it so we had time to prepare – and ambush our sexy professor. We cleared everything off her desk and rearranged her chairs at an angle to the one behind the desk.  

    Down the hall, we eventually heard Hitomi say, “I know. We’re very much a circle. It seems like an open relationship, but it’s really more complex than that.” 

    I grinned and hurried down my jeans. Lara, who had been sitting in front of me while I kept her good and wet by licking her pussy, hopped off the desk and turned around to drop onto my lap. She took me inside her with a pleased sigh, and we both spread our legs wide. Rhee sat on the other side of the desk, a vibrator in hand. She turned it onto a low, almost silent setting, but it still made a little bit of noise. 

    “Well, good for them. And you. I’ve never seen you this happy, Hitomi.” 

    “And it’s thanks to you inviting me here.” 

    “No, this is all you. You’ve earned this, your spot here, the people who love you.” 

    “Thank you, Kara.” 

    Keys jingling, then one scraped into the lock. The door opened, and Kara gaped at the sight in front of her. 

    “Hello, Dr. Stone,” Lara said cheerfully as Hitomi pushed Kara into the office. “We’re here to talk about those gift cards.” 

    “Ohhh, you little…” Kara looked back at Hitomi as my other sexy lover closed the door and locked it, grinning. Then Kara’s gaze traveled first to Rhiannon, naked and playing with her pussy with the vibrator. Then Lara, and here, Kara practically drooled. She stepped forward, but Lara shook her head. 

    “Admit it. Admit you want me. Admit you want all of us.” Lara rocked on my cock. “Admit I win by getting on your knees and licking my pussy and our man’s cock.” 

    Hitomi stepped up to Kara, and reached out to unzip the dress. Kara looked over her shoulder, then back at Lara. When the dress fell away, Kara stepped forward in only a pair of pasties and a flimsy red thong. She finally said, “You win.” 

     She stopped first to give Rhiannon a kiss. Rhiannon’s hands roamed the professor’s breasts and came away with the pasties. Kara grinned and walked around the desk. Without a word, she dropped to her knees and buried her mouth to Lara’s mound. 

    Hitomi shed her clothes in a hurry and came to Rhiannon as our redheaded girlfriend played with her vibrator. “Let me, honey,” Hitomi said, and took the toy from Rhiannon before coming in for a languid, liquid kiss, their tongues playing for our benefit. She dipped the vibrator up and against Rhiannon’s clit, making her whimper. 

    The sound made Kara shiver and she dropped her tongue further down, meeting the intersection of Lara’s sex and my cock. She stared up at us, amused and fiery all at once, and bobbed her head up and down, getting a good mix of us. My balls were heavy from Lara’s teasing before we heard Kara coming down the hallway, and I planned on depositing every drop inside Kara’s throat. Or her pussy. Or her ass. Just anywhere inside her, really. 

    This was to be a special thing with Kara, we all agreed on that. We weren’t ruling out hooking up with her again in the future but she was not part of the core and things could get messy. We assumed and acted like we only had this one time and we held nothing back, even from each other. We took and touched what we wanted. My hands roamed Lara’s baby bump and her ripening breasts. I loved how big and thick her nipples were becoming, readying for motherhood. 

    Her delicious full ass rocked hard against my hips as she took her own pleasure, her hands over Kara’s at her clit. For once, Lara paid me little mind – a common theme that day. I was a sexual toy for all of them in that moment and I liked it. The four women were the show.  

    “Mmm, Dr. Stone, lick me…” 

    Rhee and Hitomi grew closer and closer ever since the blow-up with Rhee’s father and Hitomi’s subsequent assurances that Rhee was family now to us. That was a special bond that would never break between them, and it showed in their passionate lovemaking. It wasn’t long before Hitomi had Rhee on her back, the vibrator dipping in to buzz Rhee’s spot while they kissed and stroked each other’s faces. 

    “Two professors,” Rhee breathed. 

    “And one of them is all yours,” Hitomi said, and moved down to suck one of Rhee’s nipples into her mouth. She let it go almost immediately with a delightful little pop. “And guess what, honey?” 

    “What?” Rhee asked, squirming. 

    “We’re going to turn the extra bedroom downstairs… into your studio. I think you’re going to need a camerawoman, don’t you?” 

    “Yessss,” Rhee moaned. “Having you… in the room would be… mmm… Hitomi…” 

    “I’m here, baby, come for me, come for me…” 

    Kara stood and twisted to watch, her chest rising and falling with her fast breaths. Rhee rocked her hips up, crying out, and Hitomi shut off the vibrator to dip down and taste our redhead. Quick as she’d popped up, Kara dropped again like a jackrabbit and started licking the two of us with even more fervor. 

    “Fuck, this is crazy,” I moaned, and Lara giggled. 

    “Your biggest fantasy come to life,” she said, bouncing on my cock. “Two… mm… professors… mmm, fuck, Kara…” 

    “My biggest fantasy was always a life with you,” I said. The sweetness of the words was somewhat diminished by me squeezing her tits at that moment, but that didn’t stop her from leaning back and twisting for a kiss. 

    Rhee sat upright and pulled Hitomi with her to one of the chairs along with the vibrator. She directed Hitomi to sit on top of her, and together they moved the vibrator between their pussies, fighting in the most adorably sweet way possible to make each other come. I loved the sight of Hitomi’s curvy ass rocking back and forth as she straddled Rhee, and started fucking up into Lara harder and harder. 

    “Oh, fuck, Mike…” she moaned. “I’m… I’m gonna c-come… take her h-hard when I do, okay?” 

    “Anything you want,” I growled, and tweaked her nipples. Kara licked her harder and harder, and I realized one of her hands was between her own legs, fingering herself to the madness going on around us. 

    Lara leaned back so hard I thought we might tip the chair. I grabbed at the desk and she understood, rising up just far enough to plant her feet. I hammered up at her, my cock and her sex making delicious wet sucking noises as I fucked in and out of my greatest love. 

    “I’m… I’m… coooMING!” she screamed. I heard laughter somewhere down the hallway and didn’t care. In that moment, all I noticed was the gorgeous brunette on top of me, shivering and shaking with her orgasm. 

    I expected Lara to need a cooldown, but she was off me like a shot, going for Hitomi and Rhiannon – and more specifically, the vibrator. Kara moved fast too, leaning in and grabbing my cock to angle it into her mouth. She sucked Lara’s juices off me, then popped off immediately to take one of my balls into her mouth. 

    Kara obviously wanted my full attention, but I was still amused by our game and instead focused on Lara running the vibrator over Rhee and Hitomi’s slits. Lara saw me watching and winked, then leaned down to lick Hitomi’s ass. 

    “Ooooh, Lara, lick my ah-ass…” Hitomi whined. 

    Kara let my ball go immediately and squawked, “What?” She shot to her feet and looked again, and growled, “Oh fuck a blowjob, I need to see this. Ram my pussy, or there’s lube in the drawer. I don’t care what hole you-” I was up on my feet and shoved her down onto her desk none too gently. Her breasts squashed against the surface and she stuttered out a laugh. I grabbed a condom and rolled it on in record time. Kara gasped when I drove my cock into her drenched cunt. She was going to squawk even harder. I opened her drawer, saw the lube and a delightful number of toys, and pulled out the bottle and a six-inch dildo. Kara was too entranced by Lara’s tongue sliding around Hitomi’s ass to pay any attention until I slathered her bud with my lubed finger. 

    “Oh, oh, fuck, yes, fuck me and shove that finger in my ass, make it rou-OUGH!” she yelped as I slid the dildo home into her asshole at the same time as I shoved into her pussy. Like one, Hitomi, Rhee, and Lara all looked over at us, and I grinned and shrugged. 

    “Hey, she wanted it in all her holes,” I said. 

    “Daaaamn,” Rhee gasped. “Go Kara!” 

    Lara pulled away from the two to grab the other chair across the rug. She pulled it beside that one and said, “Both of you, sit down, spread your legs, and watch the show. I’ll take care of you.” 

    Hitomi hurried to obey, watching Kara and me with parted lips, her hand at her cunt. Rhee was right there again and Lara must have sensed it. She used the vibrator on her first while sliding two fingers from her other hand into Hitomi. I thought Rhee would come first, but Kara was revving up fast too, thrusting back at me hard. 

    I tried for some kind of a rhythm at first with her, but the sight of Kara’s spectacular ass in front of me, the knowledge I was fucking another professor, and Lara on her knees taking care f of our two girls left me mindless. I fucked Kara hard both with the dildo and my cock, only stopping now and then to add more lube. 

    “Keep. Fucking. Me. Just. Like. That!” she cried out. I did, sweat matting my hair to my forehead as I plunged into her depths and took her ass with that dildo. She gurgled, “Miiii-ke… I’m coming, oh, ohhh, fuck, fuuuuck!” 

    With my free hand I grabbed her arm and pinned it behind her back for even more leverage, hammering her with my cock and thrusts of the dildo. Kara’s back arched up and she screamed, “FUCK!” before she came, her ass bucking up and down, her forehead dropping to the desk. 

    I pulled the dildo out of her, grabbed a fresh condom, and lubed my tip. I still had her pinned and she had no good way of looking back at me. When my tip rubbed against her asshole, Kara cried out, “Yes, yes! Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass, you stud!” 

    I plowed into that ass. The teacher who had been teasing us for nearly a year now screeched and flopped back and forth, her words gone, her pleasure enormous. Rhiannon was right on the edge, hips jumping, watching us, her cheeks bright red. 

    “Oh, God, Mike, that’s so fucking hot,” she gasped. “Take her ass, baby, take our slutty teacher’s ass, oh, oh, ohhhhh!” 

    She came, and Lara bounced over to Hitomi, in a fervor. She used a combination of the vibrator’s tip and her own tongue to torture our Hitomi, then brought the vibrator up to her clit and buzzed it for long seconds, nearly bringing her there. Although Rhiannon was right in front of me, I was too locked onto what Lara was doing to see the redhead get up on shaky legs and come to me. She twisted my head to kiss me, then guided me back into the chair again, my cock still lodged in Kara’s ass. Kara came with me, leaning back to bounce up and down on my dick, her arms coming up to grab at my head. Rhiannon dropped between her legs and started licking her pussy. 

    “Oh, oh, wow, Kara,” Hitomi gasped. “That’s… ungh, ungh, oh Lara, right there, baby..” Her attention split between the two as Hitomi tried to shoot up in her chair. She slammed back down with her climax, gasping and clutching at Lara’s wrist. 

    The room sweltered with the heat of our fucking, and every wet sound drove me crazier and crazier. I rode an edge so hard and so long I was lightheaded from it, pounding up into Kara’s ass as she came and came again. I didn’t know how many times that was and I didn’t care. She was putty by the time she finally begged, “I can’t, I can’t, please, I need a minute.” 

    Rhiannon was up in a heartbeat and pulling Kara away, kissing her and tugging her to one of the chairs. Kara flopped onto it, breathing hard, and Rhiannon returned to me. Not to ride me, but to lift me up. She grabbed my condom, pulled it off, and cleaned me with wipes and water. When I was ready, she guided me to Hitomi and Lara. Hitomi stared up at me and I growled, “I need you, Hitomi.” 

    “Yes, sir,” she purred, and Lara pulled back so Hitomi could stand up. I took her spot, and Hitomi sat on my lap, facing me. I grabbed her ass and hung on as she rode me, thrusting her big tits into my face. I palmed and sucked at them greedily, my thrusts into her slow. I needed to calm down. I needed to take all of them. 

    Someone brought the vibrator back into the game, pressing it to Hitomi’s mound. I looked up, expecting Lara again, but no, Kara was back in the game, still panting, still shaky, but she was helping as best she could. Hitomi curled a finger at her and Kara bent down, grinning. They kissed. 

    “So hot,” Lara whispered. 

    “Fuck yesss,” Rhiannon agreed. The two of them took the chair Kara had just vacated, Lara straddling Rhee. Rhee took her tits as I was doing with Hitomi and suckled at them, her eyes glimmering with need. 

    While Hitomi and Kara made out, I took advantage by grabbing the vibrator and bringing it to Hitomi’s ass. I didn’t penetrate her with it – it wasn’t lubed – but I did tease her with it as I rocked my hips up into her. With all that stimulation, in only a couple minutes she started quaking on me, her orgasm nearly silent except for a whimper against Kara’s mouth. 

    “I need to taste her,” Kara told me. “I’ve wanted to do that for so long.” 

    “You got it,” I said, no longer caring to play the dominant one. The game was over and won. This was now about everyone’s pleasures and desires, Kara’s included. Kara wound up on the ground on her plush rug, resting on her back. Hitomi dropped her pussy to Kara’s mouth and gestured at me to come to her. I did, and she sucked me down, taking me to the back of her throat. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and she moaned as I gave her mouth short, hard thrusts, taking over the face-fucking. I wanted to come, I needed it, but dizzy as I was with lust, I couldn’t remember if I had fucked Rhiannon yet or not. That pierced my primal urges. 

    “Rhee,” I growled, “come here. I’m going to fuck you while Hitomi licks your pussy again.” 

    “Okay,” Rhee gasped, “sure, yes.” 

    She and Lara stumbled over to me and I sat on the edge of the desk. With her ass to me, Rhee straddled me and sank down onto my cock. Hitomi and Kara scooted forward just far enough that Hitomi could lick and play with Rhee while I bounced the redhead on my lap.  

    Lara, meanwhile, sank between Kara’s legs. “Kara. Still sensitive?” she asked. 

    “Go for it,” Kara said. 

    “Mike,” Lara said. “Mike!” 

    I glanced in her direction, my brain mush. “Yeah?” 

    “I know you have to be close. When you come, it’s in me. I want Kara licking that cream out of me.” She grinned. “Her final punishment.” 

    “Ha. Punishment,” Kara said, and that set Hitomi off. Their laughter was exhausted and loopy, but it cut through the weight of our lust and gave me a moment to recover. I was sore, and I was going to hurt even more for days, at least – that’s not an exaggeration. The tub was going to be all our best friend for the foreseeable future. But when I’m determined enough, I can go forever, and rarely had I been more determined than that day. 

    I folded my arms around Rhee’s waist and brought her back to me. She leaned back with a sigh of pleasure as Hitomi started licking the two of us in earnest. I rocked my hips up and into Rhee, her wetness keeping me coated. I loved the sight below me. Hitomi riding Kara’s face, and Kara with her knees bent, getting eaten out by Lara. Such a weird life, but an amazing one. What an end to my first year at Hudwell. 

    Rhiannon’s breathing came harder and harder. Her hands rested on my hips and she began to bounce up and down on me, one last show of strength from any of us. We were all exhausted and ready to drop, but she managed to help get herself off one last time, fingernails digging into my skin, her head lolling back, her ass jumping once, twice, three times. She held a hand out down towards Hitomi’s face, and our lover got the message. No more. Hitomi pulled back, lips gleaming, and Rhiannon dropped beside her on her knees to kiss Hitomi, tears of pleasure rolling down her cheeks. 

    “I love you, I love you, I love you,” Hitomi chanted, “all of you, so much…” 

    “We love you,” I said, and Rhiannon kissed her and nodded against Hitomi’s forehead. 

    “We love you, Hitomi,” Lara breathed against Kara’s pussy, and I think that set Kara off one last time. She writhed, her fingers shaking against Hitomi’s skin. Time to end this. 

    I stumbled forward, stroking myself, hurting in the best ways a man can hurt. Lara rose, and said, “Kara, to me.” Her voice was still strong in the end, and she mounted me, one last fucking before this was done. Neither of us could do much more than rock as Kara pulled away from Hitomi and got on her hands and knees, her whole body shaking with the effort of staying upright. She crawled to us, and began to lap at my cock and Lara’s pussy again, just how it started. 

    “Thank you for this place,” I croaked. “For all this. For my loves. For… everything.” 

    Hands found Kara. Rhiannon. Hitomi. They whispered much the same as me, lips falling on her shoulders, her back, her bottom. Kara smiled up at Lara and me, and when I came, she drank it from Lara’s pussy with a beatific smile. 
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    A Happy Man 

      

    It is Lara’s fortieth birthday soon, something she grumbles good-naturedly about, as you do. Since that English class, Kara Stone has always encouraged me to keep writing. I had the idea of writing these books as a present for Lara years ago, and I’ve been working on them slowly but surely since then. A few hundred words here and there, some long breaks when I came to the most painful parts, a lot of breaks for some romps when I got to the fun stuff. Honey, I hope you love reading these as much as I did writing them. 

    We were married that summer at Grandma Margo’s on a beautiful muggy day that seemed to stretch on forever. Legally speaking, it was just Lara and I filing the paperwork in Florida, but our celebration saw the four of us joining together. Lara. Hitomi. Rhiannon. Me, the luckiest man alive. 

    Archie and Mattie flew up for the wedding. He, Benny, and my brother were my co-best men. There was a bevy of people standing with the girls, including Kara, Hitomi’s mother, Samantha, Megan, Melody, and Mattie. Rhiannon was heartbroken her cousins weren’t allowed to come, but our families in Honeypot greeted her and took her in as their own. She was loved. Is loved. 

    Benny, Archie, Julie, and Mattie decided to hold their weddings the following summer. Archie and Mattie’s took place at the base of a mountain near New Bainbridge, one of the most jaw-dropping wedding locations I’ve ever seen. It was a formal affair, and I’m proud to say I was his best man, as I would be for Benny’s in another couple months back home in Honeypot. Comparatively, there were two fires at Benny’s wedding thanks to candles placed too close to streamers and at the reception, the pastor had a little too much to drink and fell into the appetizer table. It was a great wedding. 

    Archie and Mattie moved to Miami. He’s a statistician, and worked for a decade at a storm center. The stress was killing him and he jumped at the opportunity to become an analyst for a college sports team. Mattie is a personal trainer, and they’ve since had a couple kids. They’re as close as family, and we all meet up at least once a month. 

    Benny and Julie are still close to me too, though the miles are quite a bit further. They returned to Honeypot, where Benny worked construction and Julie taught. Recently they took a big plunge and decided to try opening a hardware store. It’s beyond bizarre to me to think that Benny, my nerdy best friend, has taken such a twisty road, but that’s life, isn’t it? Who could have guessed I’d marry not one love of my life, but three? In any case, they have a herd of kids, four in total. All of them are silly, sweet, wonderful goofballs and I love the everloving crap out of them. 

    Megan and Melody are still together, and I’m happy to say they found the third to their group they searched for all throughout college. His name is – no kidding – Zeno and he’s a cowboy by means of Detroit. He’s a riot, all flash and machismo. Honest to God, he owns a red leather jacket and you know what? It looks great on him, especially with his flashy gold sunglasses. But most important is the way his smile will fade when he thinks no one’s watching and he’s looking at Melody or my Megan. There is such love there, such adoration. I can’t help but love the guy. He’s become, over the years, like another brother to me. Megan and Melody both had one kid apiece with him. We’re the godparents to the oldest, who is named after me. I’m a little gutted writing that. Love you Mikey. I will beat you at chess someday, you little turd. 

    Kylie married her junior year. When Lara and I bumped into her parents a month or two before the wedding and asked if he was a nice guy, they gave us such a look of weariness we knew the truth. A week before her wedding, I got a call from Kylie. She was drunk, and tried to convince me to take her back. I told her if she had any regard for our friendship and our time together, she’d respect that I was happily married now and she should try for the same with her guy. She called me a bastard and a few other choice names. I don’t know when they got divorced, but I know she had two kids by the guy. About six years ago, she called me up again and left me a voicemail. All she said this time was that she was sorry, and then she hung up. I know she got married again about two years ago. In the few pictures I’ve seen them in with other friends, they look happy. That’s all I can hope for.  

    Lara’s calling for me. She knows I’ve been working on something, but I’ve been as sneaky as I can. Kara’s been helping me edit. She and Troy are close friends still. We’ve had some fun times together throughout the years, but nothing so wild as that time in her office. Lara worked as her assistant all throughout college, and eventually followed in her footsteps to become an English professor. It took time, especially with kids, but she persevered and now she’s one of the most beloved professors at Hudwell Academy. 

    Similarly, I worked for Christian through college. He was always a gruff man and we nearly came to blows a couple times, but he taught me so much, and by the time I graduated, I had one of the most successful lawn care businesses in Hudwell. I poached two of his employees, something Christian grumbled about even if he was the one to tell me to take them and encouraged them to start the business with me. By the time I was thirty, I had a six-man crew and three trucks with my name on the side. Crazy. I cashed out on the business a few years ago when Christian retired and asked me to be his successor. I agreed without a single thought or regret. I don’t make nearly as much but I love being closer to Hitomi and Lara. 

    Things were hard for Rhiannon for a long time after her split with her family, but slowly, she healed, and with us, she found a new strength and a quiet resolve like no one else. She kept up her camgirl work until she was thirty, at which point she had more than enough capital and swing in the modeling world to open her own talent agency aimed at giving young women the best foot forward in their blossoming modeling and camgirl careers. She still manages the local branch, but there’s one in Jacksonville and another in Las Vegas. 

    When Rhiannon’s cousin Ashley turned eighteen and got her own car as a graduation gift, she showed up at our doorstep one day, tearful and wanting answers to questions she held onto since she was a child. Rhiannon gave them to her as painlessly as possible, trying to protect her father, aunt, and uncle even after all the hurt they caused her. She didn’t want to create a rift between Ashley, Orson, and the rest of the family, but she loved her cousins dearly and they deserved the truth. Ashley and Orson’s parents never really approved of Rhee, but they didn’t try to stop Ashley and Orson from coming around now and then around the holidays and once for a wonderful week in the last summer of Ashley’s college years. It has helped Rhiannon become whole again, and I love those two little squirts so much for that. 

    Hitomi grumbles as much about nearing fifty as Lara does forty, but she has aged beautifully and looks younger than the rest of us. There are a lot more laugh and love lines to her face, but I see the twinkle in her eyes and I’m transported back twenty years. She has taught here all these years, even dipping into administration before deciding her heart really belonged in a classroom. She and Rhiannon are talking about retirement in a few years. Lara and I might join them for a few months and travel. With the kids, of course. 

    And here we come to it, the greatest creations of our lives together. Ben (who does NOT like to go by Benny, despite his godfather’s best efforts) was born that August, to four deliriously happy parents. Lara took the semester off to be with him. I took a few weeks, and they were some of the very best of my life. Every harried, crazy moment of crying and dirty diapers and a sore and cranky Lara made me feel far older than my years – like a man. I craved the next child, the next addition to our family. 

    She would come with Hitomi. My first child with her, Yui, was a quiet baby, in awe and delighted by the world around her. She was as beautiful as her mother, and the pair of them were as close as the two could be.  

    My second with Lara, Katarina Margo, was named after a mixture of her mother Kathryn and Kara’s names, as well as her beloved grandmother. Kat… Kat scared us to our cores. Her birth came with complications, and we spent a lot of time in that hospital in the earliest days, trying to hold it together. But like her other mother Rhiannon, Kat was a fighter, and she came out the other end a grinning little maniac, the crazy tornado of our life. 

    For a while, we held off on children after that. The complications spooked Lara, and Hitomi stuck by her in solidarity until two years later when we were blessed with a surprise, Kenichi. Our Ken, like his slightly older sister, was a mad little baby who always saw bedtime as a challenge to be laughed at. I don’t think we saw a single night until he was two when he slept worth a damn, and then it was like a light switch went on – or off, as it was. 

    Our fifth came as even more of a surprise, not because he wasn’t planned, but because he came with – you probably guessed it – a sixth. The twins were Rhiannon’s. Three months before college ended, she went off the shot, and we started trying. By trying, I mean we snuck away to Hitomi’s office or a hotel and fucked like teenagers again. That was a lot of fun. Well, it’s a lot of fun to look back at now. Back then, it was a lot of curious questions from the other kids as to why Rhee and I were constantly trying to drive away from the house as fast as we could. 

    The twins, so far, are Rhiannon’s only. Now that we’re older and all the kids are teenagers – God, that’s crazy to think about and Ben’s even older than that – Rhiannon’s been talking more and more about another child, and Lara’s right there behind her. Hitomi isn’t sure if she can or not, but she wants to give it a shot and I support that. But even if we weren’t able to have any more, my six children are my life, my heart made physical. 

    Ben is a criminal defense student in Boston. He has a seriousness to him, and a righteous streak I admire. In high school, he was always the guy sticking up for people, and he was well liked for it. He wants to become a cop for a few years, then try for the FBI. I think he’ll do it, too. 

    Yui, our sweetest and a total mommas’ girl, is taking after her mothers Lara and Hitomi in going to school at Hudwell. Like them, she’s going to try to become a professor at the college. She leads around a string of boys, her own reverse harem, but she’s careful and smart. For the love of God, don’t let her know this because Yui will never let me hear the end of it, but I actually really like the guys she’s with. They’re smart, funny, and they totally worship her, as she deserves. 

    Kat got kicked out of college. She says the fire that took her ex-boyfriend’s car wasn’t her fault, but also the cops found her with freshly scrubbed hands that still stunk of gasoline. I don’t know, I’m not the jury on that one. We managed to get her charges downplayed to a misdemeanor and a hefty fine, and she is now working at Rhiannon’s talent agency until she figures out what it is she wants to do with her life. Rhiannon says she fits in well, and I believe that. Kat is beautiful and loves to model too. It’s too early to tell how successful she’ll be at it, but I’m biased and I think she’ll have billions of followers – if she doesn’t wind up in prison first. 

    Ken, like his older brother, is all his own, and a sports stud. He loves football, basketball, and like me, track. He goes through boyfriends like the rest of us go through underwear, and I can never keep track of his love interests. He’s a kick, and gets along amazing with Archie. The two could talk sports stats all night, and have, on a couple occasions. Archie doesn’t miss his home games. Not a one, and hasn’t since Ken was in junior high and Archie got horribly sick with pneumonia. Even then, he made me record the whole thing so he could watch it from bed. 

    Lara, Hitomi, and Rhee all agree Cormac and Christine are miniature versions of me. That makes me beyond proud. They love the stage, they’re both outgoing, and they’re both goofier than hell. They’re still in high school, but already they’ve appeared in four plays under Lucien’s guidance, and this summer, they’re going to take part in a Shakespeare festival in Utah. In Utah! Of course I live vicariously through them, and I try to be there for as many plays as I can be. Christine loves the outdoors and the country. The first time we took her to Grandma Margo’s, she cried at how beautiful it was, and when Lara’s dear grandmother passed away, she was inconsolable for months. Lara’s parents have talked quietly to us about someday maybe fixing up the place for her if she’s interested. It will be a conversation we have when the twins are old enough to graduate, but I think Christine will jump on it. She loves Honeypot and our family up there so much even without the carrot of Margo’s house, I think she’d go anyways.  

    Cormac has his own Lara, of a sort. Michaela is young and studious, and so very obviously in love with him, as he is with her. It’s sweet, watching them dance their shy dance, but my son is far more daring than I was, and didn’t wait for the end of high school. They go out for bike rides, and walks on the beach, and cheer each other on at their respective school events. I worry vaguely they’re going to push things, but Lara and I did. It was not a mistake. It was never a mistake. I encourage Cormac to make smart choices, but in the same sentence, I’ll also tell him to follow his heart. I’m terrible at the disciplinary stuff. I don’t know. Cormac loves, and that’s the most beautiful thing in the world. 

    I love too, and my three beauties are all calling me now, laughing at my distractedness. We’re going to try for more children, more love. I wonder who they will become. I wonder if there will be moments like with my Benjamin, when I helped install a playground at a local elementary school and rode with him on my lap down the slide, his arms thrown out as I laughed and laughed. Or like with my Yui, when she was four and standing on my feet as I danced slowly with her around the living room, her shy smile forever warming my heart. Or my Kat, holding her after the last surgery of her infancy, the bandages so rough against my palm, my tears falling not because of them, but because of the happy smile she was giving me. Or my Ken, playing touch football with him, Archie, and Benny one crisp Thanksgiving, wet leaves sticking to our legs and our butts as he hustled the football around me and slammed the ball into the ground before dancing. Or my Cormac and Christine, sitting backstage, terrified like I’d been at eighteen, until I told them enough goofy dad jokes they were ready to run out on stage just to be rid of me. 

    So many more adventures to be had. So much heartbreak. So much laughter. So much love. 

    And so much more to come. 

    Happy birthday, baby. 

      

    * * * * * 

      

    Thanks so much for reading Hudwell Heat! This is the end for Mike and Lara, but if you’re interested in more Hudwell stories, check out the following: 

      

    Delectable Fancies: Contains the origin story of Hudwell, featuring Troy, Kara, and Cadence as they face down the end (and beginning) of Hudwell in a red-hot teacher-student group story.  

      

    Bodies of Knowledge: A collection of shorter fiction centered on Hudwell Academy. Features everything from a teacher receiving a gangbang from her students to more romantic fare. Contains another Kara and Troy story as well. 

      

    Ginger Bred: Contains a Cadence side-story set in New Bainbridge one snowy Christmas. This one is super-hot, and I recommend this collection in particular if you like spicy and romantic Christmas stories. 

      

    Strings and Bites: Okay, so there are only very, very tiny nods to Hudwell in these, but if you’re a Hudwell completionist, give them a read. There are NO full stories in here about Hudwell. The college is only very briefly mentioned. Honestly, though, I think Strings is one of my best novels to date anyways, so give it a read if you like mind control stories. It’s something unique, at least. 

      

    Hudwell Heat is probably going to be the last time I write about Hudwell, but expect lots more teacher-student novels in the future. Maybe we’ll even revisit Honeypot someday. After all, there were those mysterious noises Mike heard coming from one teacher’s room when he passed by. Hmmm. Hmmm! And don’t worry – all characters involved in sexual situations will be over eighteen, as always. Thanks again for reading! 

      

    Find me on Twitter at Twitter.com/IanSnowWriter 
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