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            REVOKING THE FRIENDZONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Lia

      Falling on my bed in my dorm room, my eyes closed, I blew out a long breath.

      “Fuck, that was a dumb mistake,” I said aloud to no one because my roommate wasn’t there.

      I’d fucked up and read a question wrong on the first exam of the semester and tanked my grade. It wasn’t a big deal. I could make it up before the end of the term without undue stress. I was beating myself up because I’d been working hard to do the college thing better this semester.

      
        
        
        Fuck.

      

      

      

      The first term was all kinds of messy. I’d tried to fit in with the other freshmen, rush a sorority, go to all the parties, find a boyfriend, and enjoy being on my own. I’d made most of those happen, or at least given it the old college try. Har.

      But my selection of boyfriend material ended up being a giant douche. I’d met him at the first rush party I was invited to. It was at his frat house, and he was a year ahead of me, so he had his own room. I was a starry-eyed freshman, and I’d been easily seduced by his blue eyes, evil grin, and promising package. I hadn’t been a virgin when I came to college. I was sex-positive and wanted to have more than just a fuck buddy.

      Paul was a suave player who fooled me with a decent-sized dick. It wasn’t massive or girthy; it was average at best. He had okay stamina and nimble fingers. He had no idea about the female anatomy aside from finding the opening to the pussy. He fumbled to find my clit, and barely went down on me long enough to get me wet so he could stick his dick in.

      Why the fuck did I stay with him for all of the first semester? I was attractive. I was fun. I could have done so much better than Paul the douche. He hit on every other female he could if I wasn’t at his side, sometimes when I was. I didn’t get jealous—I was the one he had his arm around. Maybe I was blind to his faults and insecure with everything else the first semester contained.

      We’d said goodbye for the holidays, and time and distance allowed the scales to fall from my eyes. When I first saw him on my return to campus, he’d locked lips with some Tri-Delt whore rubbing him through his chinos against a wall. I walked up to him, slapped him, and shoved the pin he’d given me into his palm. I hope I broke the fucking skin. I walked away as he yelped in pain, while little miss grabby hands called me a whore.

      
        
        
        Fuck the whole thing.

      

      

      

      I decided to fuck the social life of the college and focus on my studies. I was taking business and marketing, and the schoolwork was interesting. I had met a few chill people that weren’t in the party crowd and leaned into getting to know them better. The one person I didn’t need to get to know better was Sean. Fuck, he was a dreamboat and entirely out of my league.

      Sean was older than the other freshmen because he’d joined the Navy out of high school. Four years older than me and at least a foot taller, we met in an English class during the first term. When I entered the large lecture hall, I spotted him and made a beeline for the hunky man. It was more on impulse than attraction, though he was very handsome. Something about him resonated with me, so I introduced myself. We became friends and studied together. We read and edited each other’s work and aced that class together. I was stupidly in lust with Paul, so I slid Sean into the friend zone.

      Recalling my ruggedly handsome study buddy made me think about the grade I’d just gotten. Fuck, I’d made a stupid mistake, but it happens from time to time. When I was with Paul, I’d clear my mind with a good fuck, but now I didn’t have a dick to ride. I eagerly stripped off my yoga pants and reached under my bed for my bullet vibe and thick dildo. I sat down and stripped off my top and bra. I didn’t expect my roommate to come back, and if she did? Fuck it. I was more than a little bit of an exhibitionist.

      My nipples were already hard as I lay back in my bed. I rolled the thick, firm nubs between my digits and pulled as I felt desire well up in my core. I loved the first bit of arousal and knowing I wouldn’t hold anything back. I grabbed the bullet and flicked it on, rubbing the tip over my stiff nipples. I grabbed the lifelike, silicone dick with my other hand and sucked the head, and I closed my eyes as I swirled my tongue around the crown.

      Sean’s rugged face filled my imagination. Mmmm, yes, please. What would his big hands feel like gripping my tits? I felt a little bit of girl juice dribble from my slit. I sucked on my dildo, wondering how big Sean was. It had to be proportional to his large frame and bulging muscles.

      I slid the buzzing tip of the bullet vibrator down my trim belly. I was proud of my physical shape, and it made me feel sexy as I felt the bulbous end slide past my waist and across my bare labia. I’d waxed recently, so the little bit of hair that had grown was feather soft, and I shivered at the sensation. I pressed my hips against up, bringing the tip of the little vibrator closer to where I needed it, and worked it up and down my naked lips, feeling them part to accept the buzzing toy.

      I moaned as the buzzing tip slid over my clit, my hips rolling to prolong the sensations as I felt the lust build in my core. More of my juices dribbled out of my slit as I pulled the dildo from my mouth.

      “Oh fuck, yes. Sean,” I muttered as I pushed the spit-slick head down under the buzzing bullet and between my parted petals. “Fuck my needy pussy, please.”

      I fantasized that Sean was watching me, his intense gaze locked on mine as I felt the odd sensation of the cool silicone shaft stretching me. I whimpered at the feeling of it pressing inside and wished it was hot and alive instead of cold and fake. I needed a real dick badly. The toys were great, and I knew I’d have a good orgasm, but I missed the feeling of two bodies joining together.

      I slammed the dildo deep, then clenched my inner muscles around it. I let go and lifted my leg, reaching under my thigh to grip the base by the fake balls, and then rutted that cock hard and deep. My thumb flicked the vibrator on high, and I keened as my back arched. Fuck, I needed to come. I angled the shaft to press the head into my g-spot and grunted at the feeling of my pussy squelching around the invading shaft. I felt that tension, the pressure, and knew I would fucking explode.

      “FUCK, SEAN!!” I screamed as I tipped over the edge and felt my pussy clench. My juices jetted out as I pulled out the cock.

      I watched with my head tilted as spurts of my juices coated my sheets with each convulsion. I slid the cock back inside, pumping the shaft in and out, whimpering with need. This was a good one, and I felt my mind empty as I basked in the pleasure of my self-induced orgasm. I knew how to press my buttons, but I wanted more… I wanted Sean.

      I shut off the vibrator and dropped my toys, lifting my hands to grip my breasts, kneading them and pulling on my stiff nipples as bliss sank into my nerves. My breathing slowed, and I closed my eyes. I dreamt of Sean’s strong arms, his body above me, and his weight compressing me into my bed. Fuck, I needed his arms around me.

      Tomorrow morning was our regular coffee meeting. We’d meet and go over our schedules and our plans. We’d discuss our classes and where we may need help. I looked forward to our meetings, and Sean was always a gentleman. Though he couldn’t help himself. I knew he was attracted to me. He thought he got away with ogling my rack or my ass, but his tell was crossing one leg over his knee. He thought that hid his obvious arousal. Honestly, I was flattered that I affected him.

      The problem with Sean was he was too much of a gentleman. I needed to inform him that his friend zone status had been revoked. If he wanted to pursue me, I needed to shake him out of whatever kept him at arm’s reach. He knew about Paul and how we’d broken up. He was always a good listener about my boy troubles, and, by his expressions, he’d never been a fan of Paul’s. Sean was a good friend, but I wanted more than that.

      What could be holding him back? I’d dropped enough hints that I was back on the market. Why wouldn’t he pull the trigger? I knew he was still in the military; could that be it? Did he not want a relationship because he’d have to return to active duty? I wish I knew how to talk to him better. We had a good friendship, but talking about a romantic relationship just was something he seemed to avoid.

      I rolled over on my belly across my bed. The sheets were damp from my orgasm, and I looked on my cluttered floor for an old towel. I’d mop up my puddles, get dressed, strip the bed, and then launder my sheets. After I cleaned up my toys, I spotted the exam I’d dropped earlier. I picked it up and scanned it, a scheme developing in my mind. Maybe it was a bit of a stretch, but what other options were there?

      Sean and I shared our grades and challenges, so showing him this lousy grade wouldn’t be unusual. He’d be surprised because he’d already mentioned how I seemed more focused on my studies this term. I was sure he’d ask me what happened, and why I’d tanked the first exam for a course I was interested in. I wouldn’t tell him it was a stupid mistake.

      I grinned as I tucked the folded grade back into my backpack. I’d tell him it’s my empty sex life. I’d tell him I was undernourished in Vitamin D. I’d say I needed dick and several good fucks. I’d explain that I didn’t study well when I wasn’t getting a good shafting regularly. I smirked at my cum-splashed sheets. I’d tell him I was masturbating too much and couldn’t focus because a toy wasn’t the same as a firm, meaty, real cock.

      I gathered my soiled sheets and an armful of other clothes and headed out of my dorm room and down the hall to the laundry. I didn’t think Sean could resist coming to my rescue. He had the air of a white knight hero, and I’d lay out a sinfully sexy damsel in distress. I hoped he’d take the bait. I wasn’t worried about my grades. I only wanted to see if Sean and I could be more.

      I hoped we could be something more.
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            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      When I was in college and grad school, I always had a group of friends that helped me study for exams. We’d share notes, quiz each other, work on projects and sometimes even do all-nighters.

      Lately, as I’ve been writing more, the idea of a study group has taken on a new light as a writing community. Nightly a group of people meet, discuss our stories, and writing sprints for our numerous works in progress (WIP).

      This book sprung from one of those late-night sessions where we brainstormed ideas and wrote the first drafts. This book came easily, thanks to the encouragement of my study buddies. This book is dedicated to them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “You can waste your lives drawing lines. Or you can live your life crossing them.”

        SHONDA RHIMES
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            SEAN

          

        

      

    

    
      The coffee shop in the campus union was one of my favorite places to study. The building was old; the original construction probably had a maze of small administrative offices tucked into every available nook. This coffee shop used to be a long chain of offices of pencil pushers but ended up having a sprawling hallway with cozy nooks and smaller group tables. It was perfect for finding a quiet spot away from the hustle of campus life.

      I’d grabbed my large, black coffee from the front barista counter, found my way to the deepest part of the winding path of nooks, chairs, tables, and booths, and tucked my six-foot-four frame into an overstuffed chair. It was one of two in this little nook. The glare I’d perfected from four years in the military scared away almost everyone who found their way this deep into the labyrinth. I was saving the other chair for my study buddy.

      I’d met Lia first semester. She was a fresh-faced nineteen-year-old who was excited when she entered our English Composition class. I was in my first term as a student, technically a freshman too, but I’d gone straight into the Navy after high school. I served four years floating around the Pacific and then exercised my GI Bill to get my degree. The four-year difference in age and my gruff distant poise didn’t bother Lia. She’d slid beside me, pushing her long, dark, brunette hair behind her shoulders, then held out her hand.

      “I’m Amelia. Call me Lia.”

      “Hi Lia, Sean.”

      I’m unsure exactly how we became study buddies, but Lia and I have met regularly since that day. At first, it was to read each other’s papers for edits and notes. Then she’d ask me questions about some of her other classes. I was taking a double major in History and Political Science, but my time in the military taught me a lot of various skills. She was curious and loved to share her classes, so we developed a tight friendship.

      I waved when I saw her gliding down the curvy trail to our nook and stood as she arrived. Usually, she’d hug me and call me her pet name for me—Bear. Today though, she gave me a tepid hug and slid into her chair. Her backpack slid onto the floor beside her chair, the same size as mine, but Lia took up half the space. She leaned, reached down, pulled out a sheet of paper, and handed it to me.

      “I fucked up, Sean.”

      I took the paper and looked at it as I sank back into the soft armchair. I spread out as I examined the numbers, then scrunched my nose.

      “Oof,” I said, “you usually do better on the exams, Lia. What’s up?”

      “I don’t know.” Lia shrugged, scrunching her brow. “I studied my ass off.”

      I knew she had. She’d turned a corner after she returned from winter break. She was much more focused on studying and staying “caught up,” as she put it. Friday nights and weekends, she haunted the library along with me. History and Political Science came with a shit ton of reading, so it had been my usual spot first semester. That hadn’t been Lia’s routine in the fall.

      “Maybe I need to go back to being the life of the party?” She laughed morosely.

      “You don’t sound too serious about that.”

      “Well, no. I wouldn’t say I liked it too much, to be honest. It was just Paul’s dick that kept me going to parties.”

      Paul was her douchebag, frat-boy boyfriend she’d met when she tried to rush one of the sororities. Soon, she was tired of the sororities but kept attending the parties with Paul.

      “Didn’t he call you Amy?”

      “Yes! Why the fuck did I let him call me that? I hate being called Amy!”

      “Big dick energy,” I explained.

      “Yeah. Too bad he’s a douchebag,” Lia said. “One thing that was different was that I was always pleasantly empty-headed from all the orgasms he gave me.”

      “Too much information, Lia.”

      “No! I think that’s what I need—to get fucked, Bear!” Lia leaned forward and hissed at me in a whisper.

      “You hated being in a relationship, though.”

      She had hated it. As much as she may have enjoyed getting railed by Paul the douchebag, she hated the jealous feelings she had when she saw him flirting with other girls on campus. When she found out he fucked around back home over winter break, she cut him off.

      “Yeah, you’re right. Relationships suck.”

      She sulked in her chair and took a long sip of her sugary iced coffee. I took a sip of my bitter, dark coffee. I’d always had a bit of a thing for Lia, but the age difference made her more like a little sister when we first met. Then she’d gotten hooked up with Paul, and I’d gotten friend-zoned. I was happy as her friend; we had a good friendship, and I shouldn’t fuck it up.

      Lia was almost a foot shorter than me. She was athletic and curvy, a mix of limber and soft. She’d been in sports in high school and knew how to take care of her body. Her long brown hair fell straight past her shoulders. She had big grey eyes full of mischief, a bright smile, and the sunniest personality I’d ever been around. I’d be attracted to her even if she didn’t have a fabulous rack and a round ass that begged to be gripped.

      I was still hung up on her comment about needing to be fucked. “What about an arrangement that didn’t require a relationship?”

      “What do you mean?” she said, head tilting.

      “Have you ever heard of freeuse?” I asked.
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            LIA

          

        

      

    

    
      I put on a bit of an act, and I didn’t feel that bad about it. Of course, I knew what freeuse meant. Sean was handsome and intelligent, but the man could not read the signals I was throwing at him. I had my share of the blame because I’d let the nonsense with Paul carry on all of the fall semester. I’d almost broken up with him multiple times before the winter break and returning to school and Sean, and it was time to end the charade. Sean, however, was too much of a gentleman to leap into the saddle.

      “What is freeuse?” I asked, and my eyes grew wide as I feigned curiosity.

      “I’m only saying this because you think it would help your studies,” Sean stammered and blushed. “Freeuse is a consensual arrangement where one person can have freeuse of another for any sex act they desire.”

      “Really?” I rolled my eyes. “Have you forgotten that I’m no longer seeing anyone?”

      I played that card mostly to draw him into the trap I had laid out. I hadn’t precisely trashed my grades, but I’d made a mistake on an exam and had a sheet of paper showing I needed help. I could easily make up for the error; I wasn’t worried about my grades. I was concerned about continuing to get my regular dose of vitamin D. Dick. I shook my head like Sean was being unreasonable.

      “I don’t think that would work unless I were in a relationship, and I don’t want to be in a relationship.” That was also for Sean’s benefit; his reluctance towards anything that looked like a date with me told me he wasn’t looking for a relationship.

      “A freeuse agreement doesn’t require a relationship, just the acknowledgment that the couple, for safety reasons, would be monogamous. It doesn’t require anything like feelings, Lia. It’s just sex.”

      Inwardly, I sighed. I wanted the feelings, but I’d play the game. I wanted everything with Sean, but baring the touchy talk about feelings and a relationship he was hesitant to have with me, I’d take a firm grasp of his penis and let the feelings grow. Outwardly, my eyes narrowed, and I looked around the space around us.

      “Who, Sean?” I whispered. “Who around here would want free, unrestrained sex with me?”

      Sean shrugged. Fuck he was so cute when he blushed like a boy. He was entirely a man, well over six feet tall and built like a tank. Clean-shaven, with short hair, a broad chest, and a promising package that was growing in his jeans the more we talked. He thought he was sly, putting his heel on his knee, but I saw the outline of his erection before his leg and hand hid it from direct view. It was a struggle not to bite my lip at the impressive shape. Instead, I feigned a curious expression and let my question stand in the quiet of our little nook.

      “I would,” Sean finally admitted. Instead of grinning in victory, I shrank back and held my hand to my neck as if clutching pearls. Sean held out a hand to stop my overreaction. “Only if we can promise each other that we will remain friends, Lia.”

      This time I did bite my lip and then bowed my head to keep from laughing at his display of unplaced chivalry. I wouldn’t allow sex to mess up our friendship. If I had my way, sex would enhance and grow our relationship. Sean was a man, not a boy like Paul. I wanted his maturity, sense of honor, and, most of all, his physical possession of me. If I had to consent to a freeuse arrangement to open the door—so be it.

      “I don’t want to lose you as a friend,” I said, tipping my chin up to look at him. “I do think it’s my lack of sex that’s affecting my grades. I’m trying too hard and….”

      “And?” Sean gobbled up the bait like a bass finding a giant, fat dragonfly.

      “I masturbate too much.” I dipped my head down again to hide my eyes.

      I heard a sigh and sensed Sean flopping back into his chair; then I looked back up at him, and my cheeks felt hot and rosy. I hoped they looked like embarrassment more than arousal. I went in for the kill.

      “It’s just not the same, fucking my fingers. I have a dildo too, and an expensive vibrator. It’s not like I haven’t orgasmed in the weeks we’ve been back, but I miss the feel of a meaty cock in my pussy. Sean—I miss it!”

      I looked at him with a pained look, a little afraid I’d oversold it. But Sean slumped back in his chair and ran his fingers through his short, cropped hair.

      “Jesus, Lia.”

      “What, Sean? I’m a sexually liberated, sex-positive woman. I’m on birth control and very heterosexual. I like cock.” I allowed my eyes to drop down to his package and got an unobstructed view of the thick outline of his phallus. “I’d probably even like yours.”

      “You need a safe word,” Sean murmured. “In case you need to stop or get freaked out.”

      I looked around, ensured our alcove was empty and slid to my knees. I reached for his ankle and lifted his leg. By the look in his eye as he moved his leg and I slipped between his thighs, he’d finally gotten hit by the clue bat.

      “I don’t need a safe word with you, Sean,” I said, reaching for his belt, unbuckling it, then unsnapping his jeans. “I know you’ll look out for me.”

      “What are you saying, Lia?” His eyes were tight, pupils dilated, and dark.

      “I’m saying yes, Sean. I’m consenting. I will be your freeuse study buddy. Anything you want, any filthy fantasy—anything.”

      My hand rested on his cock, and I felt it pulse through his jeans. He swallowed, then nodded. “Your safe word is Quartermaster. Grab your things.”

      I squeezed his cock and gave him a genuine smile as I rocked back on my heels, stood up, and grabbed my backpack. Sean buttoned his jeans, stood, and buckled his belt. He grabbed my hand and squeezed, tossing his coffee in a nearby trash can.

      “My place is ten minutes away.”

      “I don’t want to wait that long.”

      “Fuck, Lia. Come on.”

      He grabbed my hand and pulled me down the winding passage between carrels and desks, couches, and tables. He was looking back and forth, then suddenly turned sharply and walked into a nook, pushed open a door labeled “Maintenance,” and pushed me inside.

      My pussy clenched as I entered the dark room with Sean right behind me, the door shut, and I heard the lock click.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            SEAN

          

        

      

    

    
      The maintenance room was pitch black as I turned the lock with a loud click. I bumped into Lia’s back because she’d stopped when the lights went out. I dropped my hands to her hips and pulled her back against me. She let out a moan at the same time I did as my stiff cock pushed into the upper curve of her ass.

      “Get on your knees, Lia.” My voice was a hoarse whisper in the dark. I reached back and grabbed my phone, flicking on the screen, then pressing the button for the flashlight. The bright ray illuminated Lia as she turned towards me, already on her knees. She blinked, looking into the light. I moved it and searched the small room we’d slid into. There was a shelf holding rolls of toilet paper, and I placed the phone light on the shelf and looked back down at Lia.

      Her fingers were already pulling at my belt. Sensing my attention, she froze and looked up at me. The light from the phone was diffused but was enough to see the sparkle in her eyes. She pulled her hands back and held them up like I was a bank robber.

      “Sorry,” Lia grinned, “you’re in charge. I’m just an eager freeuse slut. Tell me what you want.”

      I smirked back and finished unbuckling my belt, then pulled the buckle and slid the long strap of black leather out of my belt loops in one long pull. Her eyes dropped to my cock, and I could tell her eyes widened at seeing my bulging outline up close.

      “Go ahead.” My growl was fierce as I doubled my belt in my hands. “Pull it out. It’s time you tasted my cock, Lia.”

      She grinned and unbuttoned my jeans quickly, then pulled down the zipper. She grabbed the waist of my jeans and pushed inside to pull my boxers down with them. My groan when the tip of my cock caught on my underwear and bent my stiff length had her glancing sheepishly up at me.

      “Oops,” she managed before her eyes focused on my cock. Her lips opened as she licked them. “You’re a big boy, Bear.” Her fingers surrounded my shaft and gave it a stroke, pulling to the tip, then rolling my foreskin down and exposing my flared head.

      I leaned forward and wrapped my belt around her neck, pulling the loose end through the open buckle. Lia shuddered as she kept stroking my cock slowly. Her thumb brushed over my tip, spreading my pre-cum over the mushroom of my crown, and she licked my slit. She moaned at the taste, and I tightened my grip on the leather around the neck of my best friend as she plunged forward and took my cock deep into her mouth.

      “Fuck, Lia…”

      I tightened the belt with a tug that angled her body towards me. Her breasts pressed against my thighs, and I cursed myself for not pulling her sweatshirt off first.  My hips pushed forward, and my cock slid into her mouth. I looked down as her eyes looked up. Our eyes locked in the sparse illumination as I rocked my hips, pressing deeper into her mouth.

      She coughed, and I eased back. She nodded, her eyes slanted in a challenge. I dropped my other hand to the back of her head and pulled on the belt filling her mouth with my manhood. She nodded and swallowed as my shaft flexed into her throat. I had to close my eyes at the feeling, then force myself to open them so I could watch her lips wrapping around the root of my cock.

      “You’re a good cocksucker, Lia,” I growled and held myself deep in her throat. “You like to be stuffed with my cock.”

      She nodded, then I relaxed my hold on the belt, and she rocked her head back. A big wad of drool spilled from her lips as my cock emerged and fell in a thick glob onto her sweatshirt. She smirked and pulled at the belt. I let go as she pulled back and crossed her arms to grip her sweatshirt on opposite sides and pull it up over her head.

      “I love messy blowjobs, Bear.” Lia’s flirty smile made the light seem dimmer as her eyes stayed locked on mine. She reached behind her and unclipped her bra, pulling it free of her ample breasts and tossing it onto the lump of her discarded sweatshirt. “I want your cum all over my tits, my drool spilling on my skin.”

      She grabbed my leather belt, handed it back to me with one hand, and gripped my shaft with the other. I tightened the lead of her improvised leash as her mouth sank back down and engulfed me. My other hand rode onto her head, twisting into her dark curls and tightening to tug at the tuft of hair. She purred at the bite of pain, and my crown swelled at our chemistry.

      
        
        
        Fuck, why hadn’t I made a play for Lia when we first met?

      

      

      

      She was sexy as fuck, and I couldn’t look away from her eyes. She wasn’t lying about liking messy blow jobs. The small janitor closest filled with the sounds of her wet sucking as she moved her mouth down my shaft. She forced her mouth down deeper, coughed, and pulled back, spilling more of her drool into the deep valley of her cleavage. Her hand kept stroking my cock, and her other hand dropped to pull at my balls.

      Fuck, I was close, and she knew it. She grinned again, pulled me into her mouth for another round of deep, wet sucking, then pulled back and stroked firmly. She pointed my cock at her tits and stroked my shaft.

      “Nut all over my tits, Bear,” Lia pleaded. “I want to feel your hot cum on my skin. I want to wear your spunk on my flesh.”

      I was past the point of no return and felt my balls tighten in her grip. I tugged the belt tight, and my thighs shook as my cock swelled in her grasp. With a grunt, I felt my spunk shoot out of my tip and spray onto her tits. Lia’s eyes widened as she nodded, pulling rope after rope of my cum from my balls.

      “Fuck… yes… god, you had a lot stored up, didn’t you?” Her voice was soft and low, with amazement at the copious cum I had unloaded on her chest.

      I shuddered as her fingers tightened around my shaft, pulling and milking the last of my cum. Her lips were sealed around the head as she licked and sucked the remnants. She pulled back as I let go of my belt, letting it fall still wrapped around her neck. Lia smiled and licked her lips, then reached down and pulled my boxers and pants back up my hips. She tucked my cock back inside, zipped up my jeans, and buttoned them before pulling my belt from her neck.

      “Let’s go back to your place,” she said, fitting my belt back through my loops as I stood still, dazed.

      “I thought you couldn’t wait?” I asked, taking over the buckling of my belt.

      “I wanted your cock, Sean.” Lia shrugged, grabbed her bra, and handed it to me. “Put that in my bag, please,” she said as she reached for her top.

      I nodded and folded the bra as Lia pulled the sweatshirt over her head.

      “Wait, don’t you want to…” She didn’t let me finish.

      “Nope, I want your spunk on my skin. Weren’t you listening?” She grinned and pulled the sweatshirt down over her bare breasts, glazed with my cum. “Let’s get a move on. You should be recovered by the time we get to your place.”

      I handed over her backpack after I stuffed her bra back inside. I pulled my shoulder bag over my shoulder and grabbed my phone. She stepped past me, unlocked the door, and cracked it open. Once she was sure the coast was clear, she reached back, grabbed my hand, and pulled me back into the tight spaces of the coffee shop.

      
        
        
        What just happened?
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      That was incredible. I held Sean’s hand, leading him—slightly dazed—through the maze of chairs and tables, then out into the campus mall. It was a bit brisk as we walked down the sidewalk. I could feel Sean’s cum drying between my breasts that swayed under the roomy sweatshirt. I may have been attracting looks because my tit bounce without a bra. Sean picked up the pace and entwined his fingers between mine, and my heart thudded in my chest.

      “Do you even know where I live?” Sean asked, his low voice tinged with amusement.

      “Nope.” I grinned and stopped, looking the opposite way. “It’s back that way, isn’t it?”

      Sean chuckled and nodded. “Why don’t you let me lead, Lia?”

      He let go of my hand, turned, then slid his hand along the small of my back and pulled me against his side. I leaned against him and hitched my backpack over my far shoulder. I ran my fingers along his belt, then curled two fingers inside to keep a grip. It felt comfortable to walk so closely beside Sean. His pace slowed to accommodate my shorter strides, but our gait matched. He looked down at me.

      “You’re okay with a little public display of affection?” he asked gallantly.

      “I’m your freeuse slut,” I whispered. “You get to do whatever you want to me. Even torture me with lovey-dovey intimate gestures like this.” I smiled and fluttered my eyelashes.

      Sean chuckled, shook his head, and just walked silently alongside me. I enjoyed the protective way his fingers gripped my hip, easing me in small direction changes and avoiding clusters of other students in the semi-crowded mall. I liked that he was confident and wasn’t chatty. I was surprised I wasn’t chatting him up because when I was nervous, my mouth turned on to fill the empty spaces. Maybe because we were already close friends, I didn’t need to babble as we left the campus and headed down a tree-lined street onto a row of residential houses.

      “You live in this neighborhood?” I asked. “These are some big houses.”

      “Yeah, I share a house with six other guys from my unit, so the rent isn’t bad. We share a few living spaces, and each has a room. Shared bathrooms on each floor.”

      I looked at him quizzically, and he continued.

      “There’s a finished basement.” He chuckled at my expression. “I live on the top floor with another officer candidate.”

      “I remember you were telling me about that,” I nodded and smiled. I didn’t want him to go into it. I knew enough that he was still getting paid as an enlisted man while his benefits paid for his college. He was living comfortably as a student.

      Sean guided me up a walk, and we naturally split apart as he swung his bag off his shoulder and held it like a briefcase. He pushed his hand into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and tapped to engage a remote lock application. The door latch whirred as it unlocked, then he opened it for me. I smiled and stepped past him into a living room with two couches, and a large, flat-screen television, and a large black man working a game controller.

      “Hi,” I said as Sean stepped up behind me, and his hand was back around my waist and resting on my hip.

      “Ezra, meet Amelia,” Sean said, and my full name sounded weird coming from his lips.

      “Call me Lia, please.” I looked up at Sean and wrinkled my nose, patting his chest. “This big lug never calls me Amelia. “

      Ezra nodded and kept working the controls. “Hold up, I gotta pause.”

      “Don’t worry,” Sean said, “we’re headed up to my room. We’ll talk to you later.”

      Ezra nodded and held up the controller in two hands to wave as he focused on his game, then said something else I didn’t understand, followed by some rather frantic button pressing.

      “He’s talking to his gamer friends,” Sean whispered as he led me down a hall and then up a narrow set of stairs. “To the top, take a right at the landing. I’m going to grab some water and some snacks.”

      “Okay,” I said and continued up the stairs.

      The stairs twisted around and ended on a small landing with short halls in either direction. I turned right and opened the closed door, getting my first peek at Sean’s fortress of solitude. I blinked in surprise as I expected a bare-bones bedroom with dorm furniture. Instead, Sean had invested in a nice king-sized bed, which made sense, given his size. A large desk was stacked with books, a leather armchair to the side, a side table with another stack of books, and a reading lamp. The walls were painted a muted shade of blue, coordinated with his bed linens and the dark wood of the furniture. It almost seemed to have a woman’s touch to the design.

      Even though it was my first time in Sean’s bedroom, I felt instantly at home. I placed my backpack on the floor, leaning against the desk. I walked around the room, looking at the pictures Sean had displayed along one wall. Pictures of him and other sailors posing around gray walls, which was probably his ship. Other nautical prints and decorations hung tastefully on the wall. It was a study of his personality that I’d slowly fallen for while our friendship grew last semester.

      I took a slow breath, kicked off my shoes, and hitched my fingers into the waist of my jeans. I pushed them down and stepped out of them, folding them neatly and placing them on my shoes along the far wall away from his bed. I kept on my sweatshirt but felt goosebumps climb up my thighs as I sat on the edge of the bed. I wanted Sean to make the moves. I needed to know he wanted me as badly as I did him. I leaned back on my hands and watched his door.

      I shivered in anticipation when the door swung open, and Sean stepped inside. He kicked the door behind him and carried two bottles of water, bags of chips, a bag of mini chocolate candies, and a shiny red apple to the desk. He set them down and then turned towards me. He smirked, dropped his hand to pull the shirt hem from his jeans, and started unbuttoning.

      “I’m glad you made yourself at home,” he said. His eyes dropped to my bare legs, and they slowly panned up until he got to my sweatshirt. “You won’t need that.”

      I raised my brows, sat up, and crossed my arms across my chest to grip my sweatshirt. “Yes, sir. You are the boss.” I pulled my sweatshirt off and tossed it toward my folded jeans. “Anything else I need to take off?”

      Sean used his toes to kick off one shoe and then the other. “Nope, I can handle the rest. On your knees, and face the headboard, head down.”

      Oh, fuck. This was happening, and I felt my clit swell at his low, commanding voice. I scrambled, twisting around, moving to the center of the bed. I rested my head on my forearms and waved my ass in Sean’s direction. I hoped he noticed that my panties were ruined. My need for him dripped from my core and glazed my thighs. I spread my knees wider and tried to breathe slowly, waiting for the next move.

      “Perfect,” Sean said.

      I heard the sound of his leather belt slipping through the loops in his jeans, then the jingle of his belt buckle as the belt landed on the foot of his bed. The sound of his zipper pulling down seemed to tingle up my spine. I was throbbing in anticipation. My goosebumps were getting goosebumps.

      “Anything for you…” I managed to say, my breath quickening.

      “I’m going to test that, Lia.” His growl sent another shiver through my core. “Tell me your safe word.”

      “Q-q-quatermaster,” I stammered as I felt the bed dip down under his weight.

      “Good girl.”
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      I took a moment to run my eyes over Lia’s lifted ass. Her light blue panties were snug against her tanned skin, and the dark patch at their center betrayed her arousal. I dropped my boxers, slowly pulled my hand along my stiff shaft, and then let go. As much as I wanted to sink my shaft inside her pussy for the first time, I wanted to test her some first.

      I wasn’t always the gentle giant I seemed to be when we were studying. I had some darker needs and hadn’t had the chance to satisfy those needs in the self-imposed chastity I’d kept since I first met Lia. It wasn’t that I didn’t have opportunities, this campus was swimming with nubile young females that I would enjoy having in my bed. It was just that I wasn’t interested in any of them.

      Lia accepting my offer of freeuse surprised me and also excited me. I didn’t want to scare her off, and the blowjob in the closet promised that she was at least somewhat into me. I saw the glimmer of my drying cum on her chest before she twisted onto her knees. She was a little freak, and I was ready to find out how compatible we were.

      I kneed up onto the bed and then crawled behind her. My hands ran over her panties, feeling her body heat through the thin cotton. I gripped and squeezed her cheeks, and my cock throbbed when I heard her moan.

      “Anything?” I asked, then smacked her ass with the flat of my hand. Her grunt in response made something in my core tighten. I rubbed where my hand had struck and felt her press back into my touch.

      “Yes, Bear. Fuck, please don’t tease me.”

      “You’ve been teasing me since we met, Lia,” I explained. “I should punish you for that.”

      “Fuck.” Her voice trembled, and I saw her head move up and down. “You’re right, I’ve been a bad girl. You need to teach me not to fuck around with idiots. Like Paul.”

      I smacked her ass again, and she yipped. I hadn’t smacked her hard, my hand barely stung. She pushed her ass back again. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them over the curve of her ass. As I pulled them down, Lia shifted her knees so I could pull them off. We were now both naked on my bed. I took a beat, then reached for my belt, doubling it and gripping the buckle end. I ran the edge of the leather across her ass.

      “I think ten smacks of your fine ass should help you remember to be less foolish,” I said. “I want you to count each stroke, then thank me.”

      “Y-yes S-sir!” Lia stammered, wriggling her hips.

      I shifted to her right side and held the doubled-over belt in my left hand. I was right-handed, so the left was a little less accurate. I dropped my right hand to Lia’s brown hair, combing through it before tightening my fingers into a fist. I pulled tight, then slammed the belt into her ass. She screamed out at the impact but then quickly stopped.

      “O-one, Sir. Thank you.”

      “Good girl.”

      She pushed her ass back at my praise. Without waiting, I pulled the strap back and whipped it across her ass. Another stifled scream, and she counted the next number with gratitude. She pushed back again, and I smacked again with a growl. Part of me wanted to stop and shove my cock so far inside her pussy that she’d gag. That part warred with the side of me that wanted to break her. I walked in the middle of the thin line. Smacking her ass with steady beats, punctuated with short cries—she counted every smack and thanked me each time.

      “Are you trying to be a good girl for me?” I teased after five smacks. I pulled at her hair and turned her head in my direction. Her eyes were bright with tears, but her eyes locked on mine, and she nodded.

      “I want to be so good for you, Bear,” Lia whispered.

      My teeth dented my lower lip, and I dropped the belt. My hand cupped her bare sex, feeling the smooth velvet of her bare lips. Her arousal coated my fingers as I pressed my fingertip along her slit and over her stiff clit. She shuddered and closed her eyes. Her hips rocked and ground her cunt into my fingers.

      “You get off on getting spanked?” I asked, even though the evidence soaking my fingers made the question superfluous. Her cheeks blushed, and she nodded, opening her eyes to stare into my eyes.

      “Spanked by you, Bear,” she said louder than before. “I know you will guide me, protect me. I trust you.”

      At a loss for words, I looked down and grabbed the belt, “Five more, Lia.”

      Her body stiffened slightly as she braced herself for the next round. I moved around behind her, grabbing the belt in my right hand. I also lost the deep trusting look in her eyes as I moved behind her. Her ass had bright-red stripes blooming from my first five smacks. My left hand ran over the lines, feeling the heat from the abrasions.

      I set my jaw and concentrated. The first slash from my right hand and the belt’s edge slashed across her flesh. Lia wailed out at the deeper pain from the angled blow. She had to breathe out in a series of pants, then counted with her face still turned away.

      “Six, thank you, Sir.”

      “More?” I didn’t need to ask, but I wanted to allow her to use her safe word. This was her one chance.

      “No, Sir… uh… yes, Sir. More, please.”

      With another sharp blow, I looked back to watch darker stripes rise on her ass. As soon as she counted off, I smacked again and again.

      “T-ten, Sir! Thank you, Sir!”

      She was panting, her back was slick with sweat, and her ass was an angry shade of red.

      I draped the belt over her back and moved between her spread legs. My hands ran over the welts on her ass, gently pulling her cheeks apart. Her pussy glistened with arousal, her lips were pulsing, and she was right on the edge. I gave my cock a stroke from root to tip, then leaned and pressed my crown into her. She moaned, and I felt her hips press back into my hands.

      “Uh uh,” I growled. “This is my time.”

      I thrust into her as my hands gripped her red ass. She shuddered, and I felt her pussy clamp tight around my shaft. My fingers dug into her ass, pulling her back to meet my strokes. I fucked her hard and deep. Finally, I was inside the girl that had haunted my dreams for months. She was better than any dream. The room around me faded as I watched her body flex and shift from my hard, pounding strokes.

      “Fuck! BEAR!! YES!!!” She screamed, and I felt the heat of her spending coat my shaft and run down my balls.

      “Not. Done. With. You. Lia!” My growl was primal, feral.

      I punched my hips. Her body thrashed under my relentless assault. I fucked her hard, possessively. If this was going to be temporary, I wanted her to remember this moment. I tried to squeeze every ounce of need and lust from her. She grunted, and her pussy clenched around my shaft again. I slammed in deep as I passed my peak and shot my cum deep inside her. My hips flexed and jerked as I emptied my balls into my study buddy.

      I leaned forward and pressed a kiss between her shoulders, biting my lip before I said anything that betrayed the depth of my feelings for Lia. I was too far gone already. She didn’t know what it meant to date a military man, she didn’t know what it would be like when I was on deployment, how consuming life was in the fleet. That was all for later. For now, it was just us.

      I slid out, leaving her empty, and she shuddered with a soft whine. I rolled to the side, lying on my side and facing her. Her eyes were bright, mascara darkened her cheeks. Her irises were warm and brown. She leaned towards me, and I met her more than halfway. Our first kiss was deep, slow, and passionate. I wrapped her in my arms, pulling her into my chest and body. She slung her leg over mine. I held her tightly against me, not wanting to let go.

      
        
        
        She was going to end me.
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      The beat of Sean’s heart resonated in my mind as he held my head to his chest. My mind swam from the mixture of pain and pleasure that he’d guided me through. His comfort at the storm’s end made me want to melt into his skin and become a part of him.

      Sean liked to joke that I’d only dated Paul for his big dick. The truth was, Paul had a decent dick, and he bragged about that like it was extra. The only thing massive about Paul was his ego. Sean’s cock, on the other hand, was huge. The feel of him stretching my tight pussy with his first stroke, the pain mixing with the pleasure. His firm grip on my ass burned as he gripped the tender flesh still hot from his spanking.

      I thought it would be a fun thing, a few smacks to get my blood moving, until he scolded me about my relationship with Paul and then used his belt to spank me. The pain brought me up short. I was being disciplined like a schoolgirl. My mind was a mess, full of remorse. I knew I was using Paul to make Sean jealous, but it didn’t work. Sean had character, and the smacks of his belt against my flesh only made me feel shame of my behavior.

      “I’m sorry, Bear.” My whisper was faint to my ears as I spoke into his chest.

      “What?” Sean said, his voice low and quiet.

      I pushed up and leaned over him. I pressed my lips against his, hungry for another kiss. Gently teasing his lips with mine, I kissed him. When our lips parted, I searched his eyes.

      “I’m sorry, Sean.” I wanted him to know how I felt. “I’m sorry I didn’t break it off with Paul earlier. I knew he wasn’t the right guy for me. I acted like a brat, waving him around like some prize. I was wrong to do that.”

      Sean blinked and looked up at me, his palm pressed against my cheek. He leaned and pressed his lips to mine, a feather-soft kiss that burned into my senses.

      “Forgiven, Lia,” he said soberly. “Let’s let the past drop, okay?”

      I nodded and dropped my head back against his chest. My arm and leg swept over him, clinging to my Bear. My eyes closed, my nerves settled down, and my emotions steadied. I just wanted to rest against Sean for the rest of the day. Listen to his heart and feel his hand run lazily along my spine.

      The back of my mind buzzed with a distraction that grew even as I tried to relax. Then I sat up and looked around.

      “Where’s my phone?”

      “It was in your backpack when we left the library.” Sean curled up to sit, swung off the bed, and grabbed my backpack from where I’d left it leaning against his desk. He plopped on the bed in front of me. I grabbed for it while also looking at his softening cock. I blinked and shook my head.

      “That’s going to be a distraction.” I laughed and playfully held my hand to cover up his crotch.

      Sean chuckled and pulled his shorts up, covering up his package while I opened the pocket of my backpack and felt around for my phone. Feeling the familiar shape, I pulled it out and swiped at the screen.

      “Fuck,” I said. “When is your class?”

      I was already scrambling off the bed, finding my panties, pulling them up, and then pulling up my jeans.

      “Not until noon,” Sean said, stretching while yawning.

      “It’s 11:30, and my class is on the other side of campus.” I looked around and cupped my bare breasts. “Where’s my bra?”

      Sean chuckled and leaned over me. “You’re a bit scatterbrained after a few orgasms, Lia.”

      He pulled my bra out of my backpack, exactly where I’d told him to put it after I blew him in the maintenance room when he came on my tits. I took the bra back from him with a cute smirk.

      “Your cum’s all dry and scratchy now,” I reported as I pulled the bra on and reached behind me to latch it closed.

      “Too bad we don’t have time for a shower,” Sean teased, pulling on his jeans and Henley shirt and then sitting down on the edge of the bed.

      “Raincheck?” I asked as I pulled my sweatshirt over my head.

      “Of course,” Sean said. “When is your last class?”

      “I’ll text you my schedule,” I said, then grinned. “You’ll need to know where I am at any time, right?”

      “I mean, I’d like that,” Sean said, and I wondered if he got scatterbrained from orgasms. “Why do I need to know your schedule?”

      I found my shoes and sat next to Sean to pull them onto my feet. “I’m your freeuse slut,” I explained and realized I meant it. The idea of him finding me at random times to use me for sex raced through my mind, and my nipples hardened at the thought. “I’ll set you up on Find Me. That way, you’ll always know where to find me.”

      “Right,” Sean grinned, standing up, pulling his flannel on, and buttoning it up. “You sure you are up for that?”

      “I keep my word, Bear.” My smile was bright. I walked to the door of his room.

      As I walked, my ass still twinged in pain and reminded me of his belt. The ache in my pussy echoed the feeling of his cock driving into me. He exited right behind me and then led me down the stairs. We waved at this roommate, who was still playing his game, and I wondered if he’d heard us fucking.

      “Nice to meet you, Lia,” his friend called, looking away from the TV to smile at me. “I feel like we’re best friends now.”

      I blushed and leaned into Sean’s side. “Nice to meet you too,” I grinned. “I’m sure I’ll be seeing you again.”

      “I’m going to have to upgrade to noise-canceling headphones.” He laughed as Sean escorted me out the door.

      “Oh my god,” I gasped. “Was I that loud?”

      “Only when you were screaming my name.” Sean grabbed my hand, and we headed back to campus.

      My smile felt wide, and my cheeks rosy. Our pace back to campus was brisk, and I enjoyed the feel of Sean’s grip on my hand as we walked across the crowded mall. I knew to him I was just his freeuse toy, but the way he held my hand made it seem more real than just a fuck buddy. I knew I shouldn’t get used to it, but I couldn’t help but hope that we could be something more because it was already starting to feel that way.

      We parted on the other side of the mall, and I hurried to my class. The professor was known to lock the doors to keep the tardy students out. It was some bullshit power trip, but I breathed a sigh of relief when I breezed past him as he walked up the steps to secure the locks. I found my seat, opened my backpack, pulled out my books and phone, and opened the chapter we were studying. I took the last few moments to bring up the Find Me app and add Sean as a friend.

      I wondered where he’d find me next.
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      I walked to my class after Lia turned and hurried to her class. My building wasn’t far, and the professor was pretty chill. Lia had told me her professor still treated students like they were in high school, taking roll call before each lecture. My professor wasn’t that great of a lecturer. Still, he treated us like adults, presented clear information in the class, and had a detailed syllabus with expected reading assignments to finish before each class. It was a lot of reading, but my lack of social life left me plenty of time for it.

      Until now.

      I sat near the door, the last row in the room. Being in the Navy made me aware of where the closest exits were in any building. One of the constant dangers on a ship was a fire, so we’d been drilled to always have an escape route. I was burning up differently after the unexpected morning with Lia. My mind drifted a bit, remembering the chemistry of our first kiss and the taste of our first tryst. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to escape the heat I felt with Lia.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out to check the notifications—two from Lia. The first was an invite to Find Me with her link. I tapped that, and the screen changed, showing a blue dot indicating where she was, just a few buildings away. That thought had my cock hardening as I recalled the reason she given me for granting me permission to her Find Me status.

      I shook my head and flipped back to the notifications; the second was an email. Lia sent me her class schedule so I’d know her routine. The Find Me app was bi-directional, and I understood that she could find me just as quickly as I could determine her location. I replied to her email and dropped a link to my online calendar and class schedule. We’d already shared much of this, talking casually about our classes when we met to study. This seemed a lot more formal, a lot more intimate.

      Knowing more about each other’s schedules and free time had my cock chiming in. After a long bout of abstinence, the horny bastard told me he was in for more action. The sooner, the better. I wasn’t against the plan at all. I’d have to keep my reading up as much as possible. The promise of a social life outside study sessions made me reevaluate my free time.

      I wanted to ensure I made time for Lia. Our agreement was for sex as often as I desired, but I wanted more than just sex. I’d always fancied Lia, but her relationship with Paul had pushed any of those thoughts to the back of my mind. After our surprising morning, those thoughts came roaring back, and I had to think if it was wise to pursue something more than a fuck buddy. Increasingly the scales were tipping into a relationship, which was troubling with my status with the Navy.

      I had to finish my degree in a short amount of time. Although I was technically a freshman, my plan included a full load of classes over the summer term. That set me on a path to graduate a year earlier than Lia and then I’d get orders to report to another ship for another sea tour. If we got serious, then we’d either have to break up, or she’d have to leave school and follow me. Neither of those options sounded palatable.

      That brought me back to our tryst in my room. She’d told me she was on birth control, and I knew she hadn’t slept with anyone other than Paul. Their relationship ended before the winter break, so I assumed we were both clean. Suppose she missed a pill, though. She could get pregnant. I added a mark in my mental checklist to pick up a box of condoms, just to be certain. I wasn’t going to ruin her life with some reckless sex.

      The professor was droning on about something, and I tuned back in to his lecture. I had my notes open from my reading, so it wasn’t hard to find my place in the notes and follow along as he spoke. I’d fashioned a pretty good study routine, and the lecture served as more of a compliment to my reading and careful notes over the assignments. Last term, I’d gotten the highest marks, so I knew my method worked for the classes I took. The military required that I take some science and math classes, but I was already well-prepared for those topics. Navigation theory and celestial navigation were math-heavy, and I always asked deeper questions, so the required classes weren’t hard.

      I started to daydream about the morning again. The look in Lia’s eyes in the shadows of the maintenance room. Her cries when I took my belt to her ass. Her apology over Paul. I hadn’t realized that she’d connected my spanking with her doing something wrong—she hadn’t. I was the one that was jealous and didn’t do anything about it. I realized that I wouldn’t make the same mistake again. I was going to do what it took to make Lia mine. I was still worried about the future, but the nature of college relationships was rarely forever. I’d be happy with two and a half years for now.

      I flicked my phone back on, laid it on my open notes, and flipped to the Find Me app. I found Lia’s blip and tapped a button; the app computed walking distance. I flipped back to her schedule and checked out the rest of her day. Her last class finished an hour after mine. I had another class immediately after this one, on the opposite end of campus. I’d have to wait an hour after my last class and for Lia to finish her’s starting after mine. I didn’t want to go back to my house without her.

      I checked her schedule and went back and forth on my phone between her schedule and the map. Placing markers for her schedule in blue while I marked my schedule in green. By the time the professor wrapped up his lecture, I’d plotted her location and mine for the semester. I felt a little like a stalker to have all her information at my fingertips. I reasoned with myself that she’d consented to our freeuse arrangement. In a way, she wanted me to hunt her.

      I headed out the doors when the class ended and turned toward her building. I’d have to hurry after a short greeting, but I couldn’t put off seeing her. I increased my pace, my long legs and increased tempo getting me to the steps of her building before she exited. She spotted me and smiled, hurrying down the steps and wrapping herself around me.

      “I didn’t think you’d make it,” Lia said, leaning up to kiss me.

      “Make what?” I asked after enjoying the kiss, her arms around me, her body pressed close—it was like we were a couple.

      “Your next class is so far away,” she smiled. “Are you skipping? I have the next period free.”

      “I know you do.” I grinned. We’d both taken class times to stalk each other’s schedule. “I can’t skip, sorry. I did want to see you, even for just a minute.”

      I kissed her again, and her body melted against me. I squeezed her tightly as I broke the kiss and looked down at her. She smiled up at me and rubbed my back.

      “I’m glad you did. Do you want company on your walk?” Lia offered, grabbing my hand and heading toward my next class.

      “Um, sure… What are you going to do?”

      “Well, I had a good workout, so I’m a little hungry. There is a Thai place just off campus near your next class. I thought I’d get some food, then maybe see you again before I get to my next class.”

      I couldn’t help but smile. It felt a bit like a crush in high school. The fact that we both wanted to find spare moments seemed to calm my anxiety. She seemed to want me as badly as I wanted her. The niggling noise in the back of my mind—reminding me of my eventual departure back to the fleet—grew fainter as we held hands and walked briskly toward the other side of campus.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            8

          

          
            LIA

          

        

      

    

    
      I was on cloud nine after I kissed Sean goodbye, and he headed to class. I headed to the Thai restaurant. The walk with Sean had distracted me from my grumbling tummy. I hadn’t had anything but my cup of coffee when I met Sean this morning. So much had changed since then. Were we a couple or fuck buddies? I agreed to be his freeuse slut, but why did it feel like more than that?

      I sat next to the window at the front of the restaurant, looking across the street to the building where Sean had class. I laughed at myself and focused on the menu, although I knew what I wanted. I thought I knew what I wanted with Sean too. I’d dived in way too quickly with Paul. I knew that. I’d romanticized our relationship, assuming he wanted the same things I did. It was soon apparent that Paul wanted a steady piece of ass without the strings that came with a serious relationship. I was silly enough to think that I could change him. I got increasingly frustrated and jealous as Paul flirted with other girls.

      Was I doing that again, leaping into something deeper without Sean’s knowledge? All he said he wanted was an opportunity for sex. I’d re-evaluated my motives with Paul while Sean smacked me with his belt. The blows stung, and I felt the impacts deeper in my core, but what brought tears to my eyes was the way I’d let myself be played by Paul.

      I ordered a noodle dish and some boba tea, then pulled out my backpack and phone. I looked at my schedule and tried to distract myself by preparing for my next class. Classes had become easier this term, and I was prepared for the lectures. I was studying much more than I had last semester, and it felt like I had more free time. Free time without getting fucked led to a lot of masturbation. I didn’t lie to Sean about that. Realizing I wasn’t focusing, I closed my book and put it back into my backpack. My food arrived, and I focused on eating the hot noodles.

      My mind recalled my conversation with Sean in the coffee shop. I knew I had manipulated Sean, and maybe it wasn’t fair. It was his idea to offer the freeuse arrangement, and I’d reacted immediately, ready to submit to his desire. I wasn’t blind about my acceptance. I’d watched Sean all last semester and ever since I got back. He wasn’t watching other girls. He didn’t seem to have a social life. He was stable and steady, focused on his school work. Would Sean have noticed me if I hadn’t leaped into whatever Paul and I had?

      I finished my meal with these thoughts still streaming through my consciousness. I scratched between my breasts through my sweatshirt and grinned when I realized it was Sean’s dried cum that was itching. I left money on the table for my tab and tip, grabbed my phone, and slung my backpack over my shoulder. I exited the restaurant a few minutes before the end of the class period and hurried across the street to where Sean had class.

      I saw him coming down the steps as I approached. I waved when he turned in my direction, and my core clenched when he returned my smile and headed toward me. My class was on the way back to his house. I wondered if he’d wait for my class to finish. He spread his arms wide as he got close, gathered me in his arms, and lifted me.

      “Whoa, Bear,” I giggled, thrilled to be in his arms. “I have class next period. Do you want to walk with me?”

      Sean lowered me back to my toes and whispered, “Technically, I don’t need to wait for your class to be over. If I want to fuck you, I can do it anytime, anywhere. Right?”

      Fuck, there went my panties. I nodded, already half dizzy with lust at his suggestion. I looked up at him and nodded.

      “It’s your call, Bear,” I said. “I’m caught up, and I’ve read through the materials for this lecture. You want me to skip, say the word.”

      Sean’s eyes looked into mine, and I could feel his hunger. My eyes widened as he grabbed my hand, turned, and led me back up the stairs into the building he’d just left.

      “Yeah, you’re skipping.” His voice was deep and steady.

      I bit my lip, feeling my pussy clench and my clit swell. He pulled open the door and waved me ahead of him as he held it open. I walked in and then turned around, walking backward.

      “I don’t know this building,” I explained. “Where do you want me to go?”

      He pushed me against the wall to the side or the entrance, then kissed me. I reached and combed my fingers into his hair, opening my mouth and accepting his deepening kiss. His fingers curled through my hair, then pulled from my lips.

      “At the end of this hall,” he pointed to a side hall just past the main entrance, “there is a single unisex bathroom. Go in there, lock the door, and wait for my knock.”

      “Your knock?” I asked, not sure he had a knock.

      “Shave and a haircut, two bits.” Sean tapped behind my ear to the pattern of his words.

      “Got it.” I squeezed his hand, then slipped past him, walking away and not looking back.

      It was a short walk down the hall, with little traffic from other students in the side hall. I pulled the handle, relieved it opened into a darkened bathroom. I stepped inside and closed the door, pressing the button for the lock. My backpack slid off my shoulders. I turned, then dropped it beside the sink. I pulled my sweatshirt off and then unsnapped my bra. Laying them over my backpack, I looked in the mirror. My nipples were stiff and pink, and little flakes from Sean’s dried cum decorated the valley between them. I turned on the faucet and grabbed a paper towel from the dispenser. I washed off the dried mess and then used the towel to dry my skin.

      *knock-knock-knock-knock-knock… knock-knock*

      I grinned at my reflection, pushed my jeans and panties to my ankles, kicked off my sneakers, and stepped free. Then unlocked the door and flicked off the light. I twisted the door handle and pulled it open. I shivered when I saw Sean’s looming body. I was obscured in shadows, but it excited me that the few passing students behind him might notice I was nude.

      Sean crowded against me. “Jesus, Lia.”

      He closed the door and locked it behind him. His shoulder bag hit the floor next, followed by the sound of him unfastening his belt. I blinked when he flicked the light back on and stepped further back as Sean stepped closer to me. He gripped my waist, pulled me against him, lifted me, turned, and slid my bare ass onto the narrow counter alongside the sink.

      “What if it wasn’t me?” Sean asked. He pushed his jeans down and gripped his cock.

      “Then someone else would’ve gotten an eyeful of this.” I grinned and looked down at my bare breasts. I slid back and scooted my ass to the edge of the sink. “I knew it was you with your special knock.”

      My gaze continued down as I spread my thighs open. Sean’s cock bobbed as he leaned towards me, his hand dropping to my ass and pulling me just a little bit close.

      “Grab my cock,” he growled, “and put me inside you. No teasing.”

      My hands reached for his cock as I flicked my eyes up to look at him. I felt wet and slick, so I pulled Sean’s cock closer and pressed it into my opening. He thrust slowly, and I moaned as he stretched my cave walls and pushed inside. His hand covered my mouth.

      “Shhhh,” Sean said. “Fuck! Do you want us to get caught?” he hissed.

      I nodded, then shook my head and bit my lip. Sean punched his cock into me hard, stroke after stroke. His need was palpable as he took me quickly, and a tornado of lust spun up in my core. I wanted to kiss him and lifted my hands behind his neck. He shook his head with a grin.

      “You’re my toy, Lia.” His growl and stare made my pussy clench around him. “This is for my pleasure, not yours.”

      I whimpered and nodded, even while flexing my hips to gain some friction on my clit. Sean hammered deep and hard, and I knew he wouldn’t last long enough for me to hit my peak. I knew that begging wasn’t going to help. This was freeuse. My needs weren’t critical. I was just a toy. I felt tears spring unbidden, welling in my eyes.  I tossed my head back, losing the dark look in Sean’s eyes.

      “Fuck, Lia.”

      Sean growled and slammed into me. I felt his heat spiral inside me as he jetted his cum into my pussy for the second time today. I closed my eyes and squeezed myself around him, hoping it prolonged his pleasure. If I were going to be just a fuck toy, I’d be the best fuck toy I could be.
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      Fuck!

      I knew I screwed up the moment she tossed her head back. It wasn’t from passion or an imminent orgasm. I’d focused on her eyes and saw them well with tears. She closed them, and a tear ran down her cheek as she broke eye contact and looked to the ceiling. I was already past the point of stopping and shuddered into my peak. I pulsed into her, emptying my balls into her again.

      I pulled her to my chest as my hips reflexively jerked. I thought she’d get off on the freeuse objectification of being used for my pleasure. I missed something, and I growled internally at myself. I was going too fast but couldn’t slam on the brakes. I needed to find perspective, but I wanted more of Lia.

      That’s why when she said she would skip class, my mind immediately went to the closest place where we could have some privacy. I didn’t want to wait. I had spent my whole last class thinking of how I’d surprise her later. I would play the freeuse card, and we’d enjoy something kinky together. I didn’t expect to see her outside my building, waiting for me. I thought she’d get to her class early.

      When I saw her, my need to touch her, kiss her, fuck her—everything escalated without limit. I played the freeuse card, and she left the decision to me. Why didn’t I hit the brakes and delay until after class? I was thinking with my dick, and something happened. I’d triggered something.

      Lia’s hand pressed against my chest, pushing at me. I stepped back, and my softening cock slid from her pussy. She slipped down between me and the counter and sank to her knees. Her hand gripped my cock as she looked up at me and then sucked my cock into her mouth. She licked and sucked hungrily, running her lips and tongue along the sides. Her light mascara had run slightly, but her eyes were back to sparkling with mischief.

      “A good freeuse slut cleans up after herself.” Her voice was low and sultry.

      The contrast between what had happened at the end of my fucking her and now was stark, and I felt off balance. I let her continue to clean my cock, but it didn’t rise to the occasion. She started stroking me with her hand, then slid her fingers off. She stood up, her bare breasts pressed against my abdomen as she laid her head on my chest. Her arms wrapped around me, and I put my arms around her.

      We stood there in silence. I lost track of how long, but we sprang apart when the door handle jingled.

      “Occupied,” I said. “Give me a minute. You might need a clothespin.”

      Lia held her hand over her mouth as she giggled silently.

      “Really?!? Forget it! I’ll hit another place. Turn on the fan, man.” The voice was male and had a hint of desperation to it.

      We stood silently as we heard his footsteps fade. Lia looked up at me and blushed.

      “I’m sorry I was loud.” Her hushed whisper made me smile.

      “You weren’t too loud,” I said as I leaned, grabbed her panties and jeans from the floor, and handed them to her. “I don’t think anyone heard us.”

      “It would be a little hot if they did,” Lia teased, stepping into her panties. “What’s your roommate’s name again?”

      I started redressing and tilted my head. “Ezra?”

      “Yeah, I’m sure he heard us at your house.” Lia grinned, buttoned her jeans, then leaned to grab her bra. ”You might need to gag me.”

      “Fuck that!” I said, leaning to grab her sweatshirt as she arranged her tits into her bra, “That’s my home. I’ve had to listen to him more times than I can count. I’m fine with you screaming all you want. Payback’s a bitch.”

      Lia’s grin was full of her usual sass as she pulled her sweatshirt over her head. I pulled her hair out of the collar in the back as she faced the mirror and checked her face. She looked at me, gestured to the mascara blotches on her cheeks, and then grabbed a paper towel. “Let me fix this, and I’ll be right behind you.”

      “Sure,” I nodded. “I’ll wait for you outside.”

      I pulled the door open and stepped outside, closing it behind me. Then I heard the lock click. I walked towards the end of the hall, where it joined the main entrance, and leaned against a wall. I’d overreacted at the end. Lia seemed like her usual self. I enjoyed our long hug, and her smile was back in her eyes. Everything I’d felt this afternoon was foreign to me, and I was sure Lia was going through similar confusion. We met as study buddies only a few hours ago, and in minutes our relationship changed drastically.

      Lia came out of the bathroom wearing her backpack, hurried toward me, and then hurled herself into my arms. She squeezed me tight, then grabbed my hand in both of hers.

      “Do you want to come to my dorm and study?” Lia asked with a wink. “My roomie has late classes.”

      “I’d rather take you back home,” I said. “If you want to stop and get a change of clothes, we could do that.”

      “Why would I need a change of clothes?” Lia asked with a smirk. “I didn’t completely mess up this outfit.”

      “For tomorrow,” I said, “I want you in my bed tonight. You’re my freeuse study buddy, but I also want to spend time with you. Would that be okay?”

      “Nothing I’d rather do,” Lia said and leaned up to kiss me lightly, stopping on the steps of the building. “Tell me if I get to be a bother, okay?”

      “You’d never be a bother.” I chuckled. “You need to tell me if I am a jerk, okay?”

      “Deal.”

      We walked a bit then she squeezed my hand. “Just you and me, right? Freeuse means you can’t fuck around.”

      “Lia,” I said and pulled her to a stop, grabbing her other hand, “I don’t fuck around. I’m not that jerk you used to date. I’m focused on you.”

      She looked at me and tilted her head. Then, she nodded like she wanted to change the topic.

      “Okay, study buddy.” Lia grabbed my hand and, together, we headed toward her dorm room.

      I didn’t know what would happen between us, but I was ready to find out.
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      Walking into my dorm holding Sean’s hand drew some looks, primarily because of his height. After we passed through the doors, Sean released my hand, wrapped his arm around my shoulder, and pulled me against his side. I giggled at his possessive gesture, and he leaned and pressed a kiss on top of my head. I knew I was blushing by the heat in my cheeks as we walked past a cluster of people I knew.

      My dorm was co-ed, but rooms were single-gender. My roommate always slept at her boyfriend’s off-campus apartment, so sometimes I felt like a solo occupant, and I knew we’d be alone once we made it to my room. I could feel Sean looking around the common area. I looked up and saw his stony gaze that made the hair at the nape of my neck stand on end. I guided him toward the elevator. Thankfully, the door was open, and we walked in together. I hit the button for my floor, and the doors started to close.

      “What’s with you?” I asked, laying my hand on his chest.

      “What?” His eyes darkened and caged me against the side of the car, “I was cool.”

      “Cool?” I laughed, “I’m pretty sure you challenged every male within view, Bear.”

      “You’re mine.” Sean grinned and kissed me.

      I kissed him back while thinking that this wasn’t real. It wasn’t a relationship. It was just the details of our freeuse agreement. Monogamy was part of the deal. Sean was staking his claim. That’s all this was. His kiss was soft and deepened as I opened my mouth and accepted his tongue. His kiss told me something different, and my head spun with mixed emotions. The elevator dinged and came to a halt. The doors slid open, but Sean took his time parting from the kiss. He blinked as he looked at me as if he were making a choice. Then his kind grin returned to his lips.

      “Which number is yours?” He asked, sliding his arm back around my shoulders as he guided me out of the elevator.

      I pointed to my room, four doors down, and he steered me to my door. I unlocked it, pushed it open, then laughed as Sean crowded behind me into my room. I didn’t expect any visitors, but I was glad I tidied up after doing my laundry last night. My bed was slept in, but my clothes were at least stacked in my laundry bins, and my desk wasn’t a complete mess. I dropped my backpack on my bed, spun around, lifted my arms, and waved them at my side of the room.

      “This is my room,” I grinned, “My roomie is off with her boyfriend, so I have a lot of time to myself.”

      Sean put his hands on his hips, scanned my belongings, and then looked at me.

      “Two nights,” he said.

      “Two nights?”

      “Yeah,” Sean nodded, “It’s Wednesday. You can sleep over tonight and tomorrow. Then we’ll come back and swap out some clothes on Friday.”

      “Oh?” My eyes narrowed, “You’re being presumptive, Bear.”

      I wasn’t sure why I was pushing back. Every part of me wanted to sleep in his bed. I wanted him to ask me, not tell me. I loved when he took control of our few trysts, and submitting to him sexually was a thrill I didn’t expect to experience. It was addictive, and I found myself craving more. However, I was also a liberated woman, and this alpha male possessiveness he was exhibiting was disturbing.

      Sean stepped back and leaned against the wall, a soft smile on his lips. He crossed his arms over his broad chest and relaxed. He looked me up and down, and I felt a thrill because when he looked at me like that, I felt like he was the hunter and I was his next meal. Then his features relaxed, and he shrugged, his boyish smile returned.

      “You’re right, Lia,” he said, “I apologize. I’d like for you to stay over the next couple of nights. If you’d like.”

      “I’d love that. Thank you, Bear.” I beamed at him. “Will you help me? I’ll need to pack my books and clothes. Do you want me to bring anything sexy for bed?

      “I don’t think you’ll be wearing anything for bed,” Sean said with a wink, “But surprise me if you’d like. Do you want me to pack your books?”

      “Are you in a hurry?” I asked, “You don’t have anywhere to be, do you?”

      He pushed back off the wall and smirked at me, “Pack your clothes. I’ll get your books. I want to get you into my room before I continue exercising my freeuse privileges.”

      “Yes, sir.” I fake-saluted him with a grin, then turned and started packing my clothes into a duffle bag.

      I didn’t have much to go off but Sean’s terse two nights command. I thought about my classes and packed enough clothes for two days, my exercise things in case Sean wanted to go to the gym, and some things to wear for bed. I decided not to bring sexy things and would save those for the weekend.

      I turned to check on Sean and saw that he had my backpack open in my chair and going through my stack of books on my small desk. I zipped the duffle, hefted it up, and placed it on the floor. It wasn’t cumbersome, with just two days of clothes. I went and looked in my backpack.

      “What did you pack?” I asked, looking at my empty desk, “I won’t be able to carry all my books and notebooks. I need my laptop and all my charging stuff.”

      “I’ll carry it,” Sean said with a shrug, “It’s all in there, see.”

      He had sorted things and neatly stacked everything in the main compartment. He had gone through the pockets and consolidated everything neatly. I rubbed my chin, wondering if I was missing anything, and looked over my usually messy desk to find it mostly empty.

      “Do you have your keys, purse, and phone?” Sean asked, zipping my backpack closed and pulling over one shoulder while pulling his shoulder bag over the other.

      “Yep,” I said, hefted my bag over my shoulder, then pushed my keys and phone into my pocket. “My wallet and ID are in the backpack. You kept that in there?”

      “Yep,” Sean smiled and then leaned and kissed me. “Let’s get out of here.”

      I grinned, opened the door, and waved Sean before me. He walked past me and down the hallway, slowing until I caught up. The elevator was still on our floor, so the doors opened, and we walked in. I leaned back against the wall, and Sean grinned and loomed over me in a way that made my core clench. With his arms full of our things, he only leaned down and kissed me. I lifted my hand and pulled him close. My fingers caressed his neck, and I opened my mouth to accept his probing tongue. I was ready to return to my room when I heard the door slide open. Sean kept kissing me, possessing my mouth with his lips and tongue.

      “Jesus,” a familiar voice growled. “You mind? I want to use the elevator.”

      Sean pulled from the kiss, straightened, and turned to look at the complainer. I inhaled a breath and grabbed Sean’s elbow.

      “Oh, sorry, Paul,” I said to my ex-boyfriend outside the door. “We were just leaving, weren’t we? Sean.”

      Sean turned and gave a stiff nod at Paul, then one of his arms pulled me against his side, and he led me out of the elevator. Paul had to step back to make room for the two of us, and he grunted deeply.

      “Your new guy has quite the manners, Amy,” Paul said.

      Sean stopped and let go of me and turned slowly. We were a few steps away, and I couldn’t see Sean’s eyes or face. I could feel Sean’s intimidating stare reflect off of Paul. I reached for Sean’s elbow, and he allowed me to pull him lightly.

      “Her name is Lia,” Sean growled. “It’s not Amy. Idiot.”

      “Let it go, please,” I said, with a sigh and a shrug at Paul.

      Paul turned and disappeared between the closing elevator doors. Sean turned and took my hand, then looked around, leveling his gaze around to glare at the other people in the lobby. Then he looked at me and grinned, and I sighed and smiled back.

      “You could try to be a little more pleasant. It doesn’t hurt to be nice.” I did enjoy Sean putting Paul in his place. But it was uncomfortable to be right there while they played at being alpha caveman bullshit.

      “Sorry,” Sean chuckled, “I always wanted to get in his face for him not knowing your name. I’ll ignore him from now on.”

      “That’d be great,” I grinned and touched his elbow as he pushed the door open and led me outside.  “I’d rather you pay attention to me.”
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      Paul was just an entitled asshole. I enjoyed putting him in his place over being rude and not knowing Lia’s name. I wanted him to remember I was physically larger and appeared meaner. The truth was I was not particularly eager to brawl. I could hold my own in a scuffle, but I preferred to avoid an actual confrontation whenever possible.

      I liked to lift weights and enjoyed having a sturdy frame. I played some football in high school but wasn’t great at it. I learned how to build strength in the weight room and the art of intimidation playing defensive linemen. When I joined the Navy, my natural size gave me an advantage through boot camp. While stationed on my first ship, I spent much of my spare time in the weight room, learning to master various bodybuilding techniques. I also learned how to intimidate with a look standing guard watches on my ship. The little conflict with Paul didn’t rattle me at all.

      After we left the dorm, I quickly forgot about Paul and focused on Lia. She walked alongside me, and our gaits fell into a rhythm. Throughout the day, when we walked, we kept close together, and I enjoyed how well we synced. We didn’t talk much on the way home, the day was fading, and the street lights started to turn on. I lived in an older neighborhood with tall trees and dark shadows. The circles of light from the older, dimmer street lights only added to the eerie sidewalks.

      “Kinda creepy at night,” Lia said, squeezing my arm.

      “Yeah, you get used to it,” I said. “It’s pretty safe. All the neighbors are older couples, and the houses are far enough apart that we have plenty of privacy.”

      “So, no wild parties on Friday nights?” Lia teased with a giggle.

      “Nope,” I said. “We’re all on accelerated degree programs, so we are fairly quiet and focused on studying. It’s as quiet as a church most of the time.”

      I winked at her remembering our afternoon session in my room. It was an impromptu bit of play in taking advantage of my free use privileges she’d agreed to. I spanked her, teasing her with how she’d flaunted Paul, her boyfriend at the time, in front of me to make me jealous. I could tell she was getting into it by how wet she’d been. When I fucked her from behind in my room, she was so loud that my housemate Ezra commented about the noise we left for our afternoon classes.

      “Well, I’ll try not to disturb the peace,” Lia winked. “You’ll have to be gentle with me.”

      “I could just gag you too.” I leaned growled into her ear, and she squeezed me.

      Her response to my off-hand comment had me thinking of adding more kinky things to our play. Suddenly I couldn’t wait to get home, and I increased my strides, and Lia hurried to match them. I opened to door for her, and she hurried inside and waved at Ezra, who was still playing his game. She continued past and up the stairs to my room. I stopped to talk with Ezra as I slung off Lia’s backpack.

      “An all-nighter?” Ezra teased, pushing one of his earphones off his ear. “You’re moving a little fast, don’t you think?”

      “Relax, Dad,” I replied with a shit-eating grin. “Don’t be jealous just because your only action is virtual nowadays.”

      “Whatever,” Ezra laughed. “I just don’t bring home strays.”

      I felt my face heat up at his remark, and I started to open my mouth to retort when Ezra held up his hand. He dropped his controller and then tossed his headset onto the sofa. He rose and approached me, looking sheepish.

      “I’m sorry, man,” he said, “That was out of line. I meant it as a joke, but I can tell this girl means something to you.”

      “It’s new,” I said. “We’re figuring things out.”

      “I’ve got you,” Ezra said and hugged me, “I’ll tone it down. She seems like a cool chick.”

      “Thanks,” I said. Then patted his back once firmly. “I’m sorry about the virtual crack, man.”

      “Hey, it’s cool,” he laughed. “It’s too true, but since it is starting to get louder around here, maybe I need to do something more than study and play video games.”

      “Yeah, you do.” I laughed, and we smiled before I turned and went up the stairs to my room.

      I opened the door and found Lia sitting in my chair behind my desk, feet up and ankles crossed, and not a stitch of clothing on. I dropped the bags by the door and nodded at her.

      “Did you want to study?”

      “I could be persuaded to go to bed early.”

      “We haven’t had dinner yet.” I unbuttoned my shirt as I walked toward her.

      “We can order pizza for later,” Lia said. She lowered her eyes to track my fingers as I unbuttoned my shirt and pulled the tail from the waist of my jeans.

      “What do you like on your pizza?” I tossed my button down and pulled my white t-shirt over my head.

      “Tattoos….” Lia’s eyes widened as she focused on my ink. “I’ve never had a chance to appreciate them before.”

      I smirked and enjoyed watching her eyes roam over my bare torso. I had a full sleeve on my right arm and working on a second sleeve down my left. I hadn’t decided how to do my chest, but I had a few smaller tats across my chest. A compass rose over my heart was the first tattoo I’d ever gotten, and after that, I’d grown fond of how ink looked on my skin. I kicked off my shoes and then pushed down my jeans and shorts. Lia’s eyes shifted down from my chest to my cock as it levitated from between my thighs.

      “I don’t think tattoos taste very good on a pizza.” I paced toward her.

      “Suddenly not hungry for pizza at all,” Lia said, licking her lips.

      She pulled her feet from the top of the desk to the floor and swiveled my chair to face me. I stood still as her hands reached for me. One hand gripped the base of my cock, the other the back of my thigh as she pulled herself and the chair closer. She looked up at me as she lowered her mouth to kiss my crown, licking along the slit and moaning as she collected a pearl of precum from the end.

      I combed my fingers through her long brown hair as she sucked on the tip, pushing her mouth lower while maintaining eye contact. Desire throbbed in my core, and my cock pulsed as she moved her mouth up and down. I twisted her hair into a ponytail, letting her worship my cock while I enjoyed the heat in her eyes. Thoughts of anything other than her mouth on my cock slipped from my brain.

      “Your mouth feels so good,” I growled in a whisper. Her tongue wagged along the bottom of my cock as she pulled back.

      “Your cock tastes so good,” she said. “It still tastes a bit like me.”

      Her flirty smile made my balls throb. She shifted and licked along my shaft, up one side and down the other. Her hand gripped and stroked, spreading her slick drool along my stiffness. Her other hand cupped my heavy balls and tightened, tugging lightly.

      “I want to taste this,” she said, then sucked my head back into her mouth.

      My hips flexed instinctively as her hand moved from the base to her lips. Stroking my cock and increasing my need. Thoughts of taking my time with her, edging her for hours, fled as my core tightened, jolts of electricity bursting along the base of my cock. I wasn’t going to last long the way things were going.

      “Just an appetizer, baby,” I managed before I lost my mind. Her eyes widened like when she dazzled me with her smile. Her fingers stroked up and down, milking my shaft and pushing me to the edge.

      My fingers tightened in her hair, and her eyes closed when I tugged. Instinctively I gripped her head, and my hips jerked. I felt my cock throb and pulse as my cream jetted through my shaft and spurted into her hungrily sucking mouth. Her eyes rolled back as she milked every last drop of cum from my balls. My knees weakened, and I had to turn to lean against the edge of the desk to recover as she twisted in the chair and continued to stroke me sucking out the remnants of my release.

      When I recovered my breath, I leaned and picked her up in my arms. I twisted around and sat in my chair, cradling her bare body. I kissed her deeply, loving how she pushed her tongue into my mouth. We savored each other until the kiss parted naturally, and we gazed into each other’s eyes.

      “Seriously,” I said, “We do need to eat.”

      “Pepperoni and olives, please.”
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      “I don’t know how you can eat that,” I said, scrunching my nose.

      I watched with a slightly disgusted look as Sean pulled an anchovy from a plastic container and laid it across a perfect slice of pepperoni and olive pizza.

      “I like things salty.” Sean grinned before taking a massive bite of the adulterated slice of heaven.

      “That’s what the olives are for!” I laughed and enjoyed my plain slice.

      He grinned at me as he consumed another mouthful of pizza and salty fish. I shook my head and rolled my eyes. I was back across his lap, but he had on his boxers and a t-shirt, while I had pulled on another one of his t-shirts from his drawer after he dressed to grab the box of pizza and a six-pack of beer we’d ordered. While I enjoyed teasing him about his odd choices in pizza toppings, eating in his lap had become my new favorite way to eat.

      “You have to brush your teeth when you’re done with that grossness,” I said as I reached for a cold beer bottle for a swig. “I’m not kissing anything that tastes like fish.”

      His raised eyebrow and glance at my lap made me giggle even before he retorted, “I enjoy the taste.”

      He didn’t elaborate, which only made me giggle louder. I brushed his cheek with my lips and hugged him, nuzzling against his neck as he chewed his final bite. He wiped his hands on a napkin and drained the remaining beer from his bottle. He rose to hold me in his strong arms, then dumped me at the foot of his bed.

      “I don’t mind brushing my teeth,” He winked and walked into his bathroom.

      I heard him turn on the water and then the familiar sound of an electric toothbrush. I rolled to my side to try and peek through the door to watch him, but the angles were wrong. I was naked except for the t-shirt, and thinking of him was already ramping up my arousal. I rolled onto my back, and my nipples hardened. I lifted my hands to cup and pull at the tips. A soft moan of arousal slipped from my lips as my fingers tightened through the cotton of Sean’s shirt. I shifted, pulling my knees up and keeping my feet on the bedspread.

      I didn’t hear the water turn off or realize I had company until I felt Sean’s hand grip one ankle and the sensation of scratchy rope trail over my skin. I opened my eyes to look at him. His eyes were dark as he looked at me and wrapped the rope around my ankle, knotting it and leaving a strand draped across the bed.

      “Take off the shirt,” Sean said in his low deep don’t-argue-with-me voice.

      I rose and pulled my shirt up, keeping the hem against my belly and catching under my boobs. I smiled at him as I raised the shirt, slowly pulling over my stiff nipples until the tension pulled free and my breasts bounced softly from the shirt. I welcomed his gruff growl of approval. I didn’t notice him binding the other rope cuff around my free ankle while giving him a show.

      “Do you trust me, Lia?” Sean asked, slipping around the edge to the foot of the bed.

      “Of course,” I said with a nod. “Besides, I’m yours to use freely. You want to tie me up. That’s completely okay with me.”

      He nodded and then crouched, pulling my ankle down and securing the rope to the foot of one side of the bed. “What’s your safe word,” he asked, shifting to pull the other cord and shifting that ankle to the opposite end, stretching my leg in the process.

      “Quartermaster,” I recited, “I don’t think I need a safe word with you, Sean.”

      “It’s safest if you do.” He rose and kneed up onto the bed between my spread legs.

      He gripped my hips, shifted my body to the center of the bed, then crawled over me. He straddled my waist, his knees pressed against my sides, holding one more length of rope. He smiled down at me and nodded his head.

      “Lift your wrists together, facing each other.”

      I bit my lip and did as I was told. He leaned and wrapped the rope around both of my wrists several times. Then he pulled the loose ends between my forearms, then back around the wraps binding my wrists, pulling it taut and tying a knot. He let go of the loose ends and then used his fingers to run around the snug rope snug against my flesh.

      “Too tight?” Sean asked, looking at me with care in his eyes.

      “No, it’s fine.” I shrugged. “I’ve never been tied up, but I trust you.”

      “If you feel numbness or pain, use your safe word. Understand?”

      Sean’s voice was steady and even, not low and demanding, and I understood that he was being careful with me. That made me feel more comfortable as he pulled the rope back up and pulled it above my head towards the headboard. I could feel the heat and stiffness of his erection against my upper chest and in the valley between my breasts. My nipples were stiff, and I felt the slick warmth of my pussy. Sean worked the line, pulling my arms higher and stretching them as he knotted the rope to part of the headboard. He tugged at the line and made my hands vibrate but didn’t give or loosen.

      “I mean it, Lia,” Sean said, sliding to look into my eyes, his large hand on my cheek, “Anything doesn’t feel right. Use your safe word.”

      “I will, but everything is fine right now….” I bit my lip slightly. “Except my pussy is aching a little bit. Can you take a look at it? Maybe it’s sprained?”

      Sean grinned and winked, “I was on my way down there, but first….” He leaned and kissed me.

      I kissed him back, whimpering. My body was on fire, and he kissed me patiently and slowly. It felt like he was trying to memorize the parts of my mouth with his slow exploration. I squirmed under him, but the restraints on my wrists and ankles limited my movements. He rose and pulled his shirt off, exposing the dark lines and intricate designs of his tats painted over his sculpted musculature. He was so fucking hot, my eyes scanned over his torso, and I licked my lips. I missed his lips against mine, but I enjoyed taking in every inch of his bare body.

      He kept his boxers on, his cock tenting and the crown peeking through the fly. He lifted one leg at a time between my spread thighs and slid lower down the bed. Sean ran his hands down my sides, avoiding my soft breasts and hard nipples. I arched my back to show him I wanted his hands on my tits. He smiled, lowered his mouth, and kissed my belly button. His large hands ran down my hips and then slid over my thighs. He pushed them under my ass, lifting me, and the ropes tightened slightly.

      “Time for my dessert,” Sean growled quietly, his eyes dropping to look at my bare pussy.

      “Please!” I whined, anxious for his touch, the feel of his soft lips, and the rough scruff of his five o’clock shadow.

      Sean slowed when he heard my pleas. His mouth traced a line back and for unhurriedly. It was the first time we had nowhere to go. So he was taking his time, and his reverent kisses and nibbles felt like he was worshipping my bound body. I wriggled my hips, trying to find some friction, but Sean kept away from my needy sex and kissed down one thigh to the knee, then shifted between my spread legs to kiss around my other knee and slowly back up that thigh. His hands slid under my thighs and pressed into the joint behind my knees.

      He patiently kept lightly kissing my skin as his finger pushed into the back of my joints. I groaned, feeling tingles slide up my legs and into my core. He kept moving slowly, almost in a circle getting closer to the need growing in my pussy, and it seemed everywhere he touched stimulated my core and fed into my aching clit.

      “Don’t tease me! Please, baby. Fuck… I need your mouth, your tongue. Fuck, your cock.”

      He was driving me crazy, and my mind flashed to the impatient way Paul approached sex with me. It was fast, frantic, and all about Paul. Sean was so patient and unselfish that I felt like a spoiled child begging for a treat. Sean kissed my thigh and along the hip joint, then blew his hot breath over my aching labia. His fingers pushed up my inner thighs, then ran along the outside of my lips, slowly pulling them open.

      “You have such a pretty pussy,” Sean said softly, almost reverently. He truly was worshipping my body while being completely in control. He had a quiet dominance that made me melt even more as he teased his lips over my bare lips, blowing over the hard bud of my aching clit.

      “Fuck, baby. Please.” I begged. It felt like the moment he’d touch my sex; I’d explode.

      He pressed his cheek and jaw against my thigh. The roughness of his scruff was counter to the gentle presses of his lips to my skin. He drew closer to my pussy, and I held my breath in anticipation. Only to release it with a ragged moan when he shifted over and repeated his soft caresses along my other hip. I was getting dizzy. I wanted to watch, but my head fell back with every touch. I arched my back and then lifted my hips. I couldn’t stay still.

      Sean rose to his knees and looked down at me. I sensed his pause and blinked my eyes. My mouth opened, moaning in gasps and groans. Even though he’d not touched my breasts or pussy, I was on fire.

      “Please, Sean. This isn’t fair. I want to feel you inside me. This is torture.”

      He smirked confidently, pushed his boxers to his knees, slid both legs free of his underwear, and knelt naked between my spread legs. My chin dipped as I focused on his magnificent cock. Watching his head flare, the glistening of precum streaming from the tip. I licked my lips as I recalled his taste, then lifted my eyes to his.

      He must have been waiting for my attention because he moved again when our eyes met. He slid his knees forward, pressing them under my thighs. The ropes at my ankles tightened slightly as he shifted back and forth. I could feel the heat of his thighs and cock as he pulled closer. He still had barely brushed any sensitive part of my body. He lifted a hand and licked his palm, then dropped that hand and spread his spit over his crown. Then slowly stroked while I watched, mesmerized by the motion.

      “Lia,” Sean growled softly, “I want your eyes on mine. I want to watch you as my cock slides inside you. Give me your eyes.”

      I blinked and shook my head, clearing the web of my lust-filled thoughts, then nodded and lifted until our eyes met.

      “Good girl,” Sean praised, and I couldn’t look away.

      He stared at me and moved with purpose. It was like he’d memorized my body, every curve, because he never broke eye contact. His broad, blunt cock head pressed against my clit, and I gasped. My hips instinctively bucked at the touch. Sean wet his lips as he pushed his cock between my lips. I moaned at the feel of my lips spreading apart, opening to accept him. Through all of this, we stared into each other’s eyes, daring one of us to blink first.

      When his head pressed against my opening, I whined deep in my throat. He sensed the connection and then slowly pushed inside me, achingly slow. He took slow strokes, and his eyes blinked as he felt my pussy envelop him. I moaned at the feeling of his cock stretching my opening, and my eyes drifted closed at the exquisite intimacy. Sean stopped, and my eyes snapped back open.

      He thrust the rest of the way into me at that moment. I screamed at the delicious feeling of being stretched. Sean leaned forward, gripped one of my breasts, his large hand squeezing my fullness, and tugged at my hard tip. His hips were rolling, driving in and out at a steady pace. He pinched my nipple hard, and I screamed again at the pain, then dissolved into a moan as he fucked me. Our eyes stayed locked as the pressure built. I’d been on edge when he entered me, but the pain of the nipple pinch and twist had pulled me back.

      His free hand dropped. His grip on my breast pressed me down as he thrust into me. He brushed his thumb across my clit, and my eyes closed. He pulled his thumb away, and I forced my eyes to open and stare into his dark eyes.

      “Do you want to come for me, Lia?”

      “God, yes, please.”

      “Come.”

      He pressed the thick pad of his thumb into my clit while I heard his command. My body obeyed instantly, and my pussy clenched around his cock as he snapped his hips and drove into my gushing flood. He growled, his thumb continuing its cycle, as his cock pulled back and thrust into a spot inside me that pushed me through waves of orgasms as he fucked me relentlessly. My eyes closed as I held my breath, trying to prolong the bliss exploding in my nerves.

      Sean didn’t stop, and I sensed a shift. Before my peak, it was all about my pleasure. Now it was Sean seeking pleasure by using my body for his needs. His thrust grew primal and feral. His breathing shortened into grunts and moans. I felt his cock throb just before he slammed inside me. I felt the roar of his scream while the heat of his release flowed inside me. He jerked, pulsing more heat with each stroke. Then a final thrust as his hips bucked. His arms slipped under my shoulders as he pressed his heavy broad chest into my breasts and slowly stilled.

      Breathless, our mouths met, and we kissed deeply. Our breaths mingled as our bodies slowly came down from the peak. Sean held me, his eyes blinking down at me. Gentle kisses on my lips, and I pushed back to kiss him repeatedly.

      I needed him to stay right where he was, on top of me, shielding me. Forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            SEAN

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up feeling Lia’s warmth against my chest. My eyes slowly blinked, I was used to sleeping alone, but the way it felt to hold someone close as consciousness built was fantastic. Without moving, I closed my eyes again and recalled the night before.

      I loved tying Lia up and slowly driving her crazy with need. After I’d enjoyed fucking her while prolonging her orgasm and resting on her, sharing kisses until our breathing stabilized, I rose and untied her wrists.

      “Don’t leave,” She said, wrapping her arms around my neck. “Just a few more minutes. I love the way you feel. I feel safe.”

      We kissed again, softly, tenderly. I’d been inside her three times, and my cock still wanted more, but I knew we both needed rest before classes the next day—today. I kissed her, slid back, pulled my boxers over my swelling shaft, and began untying Lia’s ankles one at a time. I lowered and kissed the marks the ropes left behind. She had strained so hard in my bondage, but the marks would soon fade, no deep abrasions, and the skin was soft.

      She sat in the bed, and I pulled the covers back and slid beside her, pulling her across my lap with my shoulders against the headboard. I grabbed the bottle of lotion by my bed, spread some over my palms, and applied the cool soothing balm to her ankles and wrists. I kept looking at her as I tended and cared for her. She shook her head slowly.

      “You’re amazing, Sean,” Lia said quietly, “I feel safe under you, and you always take care of me.”

      “You are my responsibility,” I said, her brow creased in confusion. I realized that wasn’t what I meant and chuckled. “This is what you’re supposed to do after playing like we did. Tending to you and comforting you—it’s the best part.”

      “Better than nutting inside me?” she winked, laughed, and pulled my me down for a kiss. “I’m just not used to this.”

      She yawned and stretched. I put away the lotion and pulled her down into the sheets. Covering us with the warmth of the comforter, I spooned behind her. She was naked, and my hand cupped one of her breasts. She rested her head on my other arm, stretched out along the pillows. Then I felt her drop into slumber and completely relax. Only after she was quiet did I allow myself to sleep.

      This felt too good. It felt too right, and my body responded to her warmth, my cock stiffening against her naked bottom. I felt her stir, pause, then grind her hips back into me. My hand found her breast and squeezed, enticing a moan from her lips.

      “Mmm, a girl could get used to waking up to that.” She gave another push of her ass into my cock.

      I shifted back, and Lia rolled onto her back. I kissed her, moving my body over her and feeling her breasts’ heat against my chest. Her fingers traced the lines of my ink in the dim morning light as I rose slightly and pushed my boxers down. Her eyes sparkled as she smiled, and her hand ran down my chest to my groin and lightly gripped my cock, tugging softly.

      “Is this for me?” She asked, meeting my eyes.

      “I think you have it backward,” I replied. “You’re for me, anytime and anywhere, remember.”

      “So now?” She asked and spread her legs apart, pulling my cock to her crease, “Do you mind if I help you?”

      I shook my head and flexed inside, silencing her moan with a deep kiss. I started a slow, steady rhythm as my tongue echoed my thrusts, moving between her lips and being welcomed by her tongue. Her fingers raked along my back and then rubbed circles behind my head. I felt her thighs wrap around mine and her heels pressed into my ass. I parted the kiss, and our eyes locked, echoing the eye contact I got lost in the night before. Alarms sounded in my head as our bodies pressed and parted so naturally. We pushed each other toward our peaks while staring into each other’s souls.

      It was supposed to be a fun game, but I wasn’t playing with Lia. I had feelings for her. I’d kept deep feelings at arm’s length while being her friend. I didn’t want that distance anymore, and the look in her eye told me she was feeling the same thing. When her mouth opened, and her head pushed back into my pillows, she kept staring as I felt her pussy tighten in ripples.

      “Lia, fuck baby!” I managed to say as my hips jerked, and I released inside her.

      We kept flexing, drawing out our peaks, moaning and gasping for breath as my body stiffened. When I was able to relax, we resumed our deep kiss. Her tongue pressed against mine as I rested myself on her chest. Her breath slowed and mingled with mine. I pulled my lips away, along her jaw, and down her neck. I inhaled as I relaxed into the perfection of her embrace.

      I was in deep trouble. I couldn’t fall in love. My life belonged to the Navy, including extra years of service to pay off my degree. Falling in love wasn’t the best for her. I’d have to leave her behind or rip her away from school. I pressed my forehead against her shoulder and expressed a deep sigh before pushing up off of her.

      “C’mon,” I said more brusquely than I intended. “When’s your first class?”

      I was off the bed with my back turned when I heard her sigh. “Not until ten,” Lia said quietly, “same as you. We don’t need to rush.”

      I’d forgotten we’d shared each other’s schedules. I was impressed that she knew mine so well. I scrubbed my fingers along the back of my head. I recalled the feel of her fingernails pressed in the same spot.

      “We should get coffee and breakfast.” I said, shrugging, “We should shower too. Do you want to go first?”

      She slid off the bed and smiled at me. I watched her breasts bounce as she stepped, wrapped her arms around me, and pressed a kiss over the compass rose tattoo over my heart.

      “How about we save time and shower together,” she said, looking up at me. “Then we can do all of those things, okay?”

      “That sounds perfect,” I smiled in agreement. It wasn’t a lie. It was exactly what I wanted. However, the back of my mind continued to ping that it wasn’t possible. I couldn’t get closer.

      Fuck, I wanted to, though.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          
            LIA

          

        

      

    

    
      I strolled down the steps into the lecture auditorium. I was sore in places I hadn’t felt sore in a long time, and the past twenty-four hours had been like a dream. After agreeing to be Sean’s to use freely, we’d fucked four times—five if I counted the shower quickie, and I still wasn’t counting the two times I’d orally pleasured him. So sinking into my seat, the third row up from the bottom a few minutes early, my brain was floating in some blissful hormones, and I knew I had a daffy smile plastered to my face.

      After a quick, indulgent shower, Sean and I got dressed. We walked hand in hand to our morning coffee meeting place, and things started feeling normal again. Only it had changed and morphed into a closeness I’d craved with him since we’d met. We found a new nook with a loveseat. We cuddled together, reading and studying for a day of classes, enjoying our usual cups of coffee, and adding close physical touches.

      We reviewed our class schedule, and I was already looking forward to enjoying lunch with him after this class. Wow—we’d been apart for ten minutes, and I was already missing him. I drew a little heart at the top of my notebook for this class. I shook my head and laughed. I felt like I was still in high school, with a crush on a boy that wouldn’t even talk to me. Sean, he did much more than talk.

      “Excuse me.”

      A gruff but familiar voice barked out of nowhere. I pulled my knees back and sat up in my chair.

      “Sorry,” I said, then recognized my ex-boyfriend looming over me as he stepped past me. “Paul, I didn’t realize we had this class together.”

      I did, but I’d been avoiding him since we broke up. I knew he was bad news when I was with him, but I played a silly game trying to get Sean’s attention. My relationship with Paul was all about sex. My feelings had never grown deep with him. He played games and flirted with other girls. I bit my lip and frowned, giving him a half smile. Now that I was with someone else, Paul started to notice me.

      “You’ve been chummy with that Neanderthal you’ve been hanging out with.” Paul sneered as he sat down, leaving an empty seat between us.

      “His name is Sean,” I said, then focused on my notes, ignoring him.

      “Whatever,” Paul grumbled, “You’re practically glued to each other. It’s a bit disgusting, really.”

      “I thought you were too busy with Tiffany, or was it, Brittany… No, Shelby… Was that the girl you were kissing when I returned from break?” I knew I should keep my mouth shut and ignore him. I shouldn’t have taken the bait to get into an argument.

      “We broke it off,” Paul said.

      I held up a hand, “Never mind, I don’t care. Talk, flirt, and fuck whomever you’d like. We’re done.”

      I gathered my books and stood. I climbed up to the top row and sat in the back. I didn’t like this location. I enjoyed listening to lectures and associating the wisdom the professor added to the reading materials he’d assigned. This far away felt weird, and I cursed at myself for making a scene as the professor was starting class.

      I flipped my book back open, grabbed my pen, and reopened my notes. I watched aghast as Paul stood up, traced my steps to the row I sat in, and then coughed.

      “Excuse me.”

      I stayed seated and slumped down, blocking his path.

      “Sit somewhere else, Paul.”

      “It’s a free world, Amy.”

      He lifted his legs and climbed over mine as he turned and sat in the seat right beside me. I felt my face redden in anger as he called me Amy. I never went by Amy, and that he never called me Lia was one of a bushel of red flags I’d ignored while trying to make Sean jealous. I shook my head, bit my lip to avoid making a noise, packed my things, walked up to the top, across the back of the auditorium, and down into an empty seat at the end of a row. Another girl was seated beside the vacant seat, and I smiled as I settled beside her.

      I quietly laid out my book and notebook and looked down at the professor. He had stopped talking and was looking up, and I watched as his head panned across the back of the auditorium. I didn’t have to look back to know what was happening. I tried to make myself look small when I felt Paul’s presence settle into the empty seat across the aisle.

      “Mr. Phillips!” The professor sounded pissed, he never stopped his lecture, and I cringed in my seat. “Are you quite comfortable in that seat?”

      I closed my eyes so that no one could see my eye roll. I’d been around Paul enough to predict his retort.

      “Yes, professor. This chair is very comfortable.”

      “I suggest you stay seated then.” The professor’s voice was bitter and held a note of warning, “If you move again, I’ll have to ask you to leave. May I continue my lecture?”

      “Please do, sir; I’m ready to hear your wisdom. Thank you for ensuring I was comfortable.”

      God, Paul was an asshole. I felt the girls stare past me at Paul’s antics. I wanted to disappear, but with the professor on alert, I could do nothing else but stay planted in my seat and try to focus on the lecture. The professor coughed, shuffled his papers, then continued in his normal teaching voice.

      I listened and focused on my paper, scrawling words that didn’t make sense as I tried to get back into the flow of listening and learning. Then a wad of paper was tossed in my lap. I whipped my head and glared at Paul, picking up the paper ball and then throwing it back at Paul. I missed and hit the head of the guy sitting behind him. My eyes widened, and I shook my head, whispering, “Sorry.” The auditorium was deathly silent.

      “Miss Anderson, please leave the class. I will not accept any more disruptive actions this period.”

      “I’m sorry, professor,” I said meekly.

      I gathered my things and rose. I turned and walked up the stairs and toward the exit.

      “Mr. Phillips.” The professor’s deep baritone echoed in the small auditorium, “You are not excused. Please stay seated.”

      I heard Paul’s acknowledgment as I pushed open the door. Tears of humiliation streamed down my cheeks. I pulled out my phone as I walked out of the building into the cool air and texted Sean.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lia: I need you. Something happened.

      

      

      

      

      

      It was only a second before the spinning dots appeared, and I sighed at his response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sean: On my way. Are you safe?

      

      

      

      

      

      I bit my lip, wiping away my tears with my other hand and tapping my response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lia: Yes, I’ll be on a bench outside Harris Hall.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sean: Two minutes.
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      I tapped out my reply as I pushed open the door to my classroom. I didn’t even ask permission to leave. I just packed my things and left. I’d email the professor an apology later. The fact that Lia needed me trumped any other concern. I rushed out the doors of my building and ran towards her building. I knew where she was because I’d pulled up the FindMe app during class. We’d only been apart for about a half hour, and now she needed me? My senses were tingling and on alert.

      I saw her sitting on a bench on the sidewalk along the campus building. I shouted. She turned, saw me, and bolted to her feet, then hurried in my direction. I looked around, wondering what had happened when she launched herself at me. I caught her and wrapped her up in my arms. Her legs were around my waist as I squeezed her tight, then slowly lowered her back to her feet.

      “What happened?” I asked, running my hands down her arms. “Are you hurt?”

      “Paul happened,” Lia said with spite. “I’m fine. He didn’t touch me. He was being a jerk.”

      “Tell me everything,” I said, guiding her back to the bench. I sat beside her, pulling her to my side.

      “I forgot he was in this class with me. I’m going to have to ask to change classes. I liked this professor, and now he thinks I’m a disruption.”

      “Slow down,” I said and rubbed her back. She was talking excitedly, and I needed all the facts. “Take a deep breath and hold it. Then slowly let it out.”

      I walked her through a relaxation breathing routine that I used when things got tense. It helped to focus my mind. She looked at me as she breathed, and I saw her eyes steady. I knew she’d relaxed when she finally smiled at me and my exaggerated breathing face.

      “Start at the beginning.”

      She told me about the class, and I grew increasingly tense. Paul was fucked up; a well-adjusted college-aged person didn’t pull that crap. That the professor let him get away with his bullshit while tossing Lia out of class also fired up my protective instincts. The more Lia told me about what happened, the angrier I got.

      “I’m coming to class with you tomorrow. This is bullshit,” I growled, frustrated with Paul’s antics.

      “What? No!” Lia said, eyes wide. “You can’t. The professor is a roll call type. He doesn’t allow audits. I’ll be fine. I do need to send the professor an email and apologize.”

      “For what?”

      “I beaned a guy in the head with a wad of paper,” Lia told me with wide eyes.

      “That Paul threw at you, to begin with.” I was getting riled back up.

      “I should have controlled my impulses. I’m a grown woman,” Lia said with determination.

      “You’re barely out of high school, same as Paul,” I said, calmer, then exhaled. “You’re right. An apology is warranted. For your actions. That’s the right thing to do for you.”

      “I’ll be fine. I’m not going to let Paul get to me.” Lia hugged me and kissed my neck. “Thank you for coming when I needed you. It means a lot to be heard.”

      “Always, Lia,” I said, smiling softly.

      I ran my hands up and down her back and dropped to her ass, squeezing and pulling her closer to me. I wrapped her up tightly and kissed her softly. Her tongue slid across my lips, and I pressed mine against hers. We both deepened the kiss wanting more than just a tiny kiss.

      “Don’t you two ever stop?” Paul’s sneered tone raised my hackles, and I shot up to my feet, releasing Lia.

      “You!” I growled. “You stay away from Lia.”

      “Who?” Paul’s look of feigned confusion would look a lot better with a smashed nose, but I restrained myself.

      “Don’t.” I raised a hand, “Don’t act like you don’t know her name. That’s an insult to her. So stop the act. You lost. Lia’s with me now. Walk away.”

      Paul leaned into me with his fists at his waist and fire in his eyes. “Bitches don’t leave me. I leave them.”

      My eyes widened as my hands tightened into fists. I opened my mouth to say something, then felt a small hand on my chest.  I looked down and saw Lia’s eyes looking at me, her head shaking. She leaned against me, her mouth was at my ear, and hissed a whisper.

      “Don’t, Sean,” she said, “He’s not worth it. If you get into a fight, you’ll lose your scholarship. You lose that, and you go back to the fleet.”

      I was staring bullets into Paul, whose face turned into a cocky grin. “You’re not brave enough to fight me?” He hopped back and forth like a crazy fucking kangaroo, and I realized he was baiting me.

      “I’m brave enough to walk away,” I said as I grabbed Lia’s hand at my chest, holding it gently.

      We turned and left, ignoring Paul. He shouted something, but I was already tuning him out. Lia held my hand; her other hand crossed and rubbed my forearm. I looked and her and smiled. I focused on her caring eyes, which helped my heart slow and my breath steady.

      “Lunch?” I asked, “How about that taco bowl shop off campus.”

      “Sounds perfect,” Lia said, “I hear a real cool Navy guy will be there. I can stare at him while I try to eat my lunch.”

      I smiled and squeezed her hand, and we shifted to walk toward the line of small restaurants that lined one side of campus. The further I walked holding Lia’s hand, the calmer I felt, and Paul’s idiotic face soon was just a memory. What an asshole.

      We walked silently until we got to the street and the busy crosswalk. Then Lia let go of my hand and rose on her toes to kiss my cheek.

      “I’m proud of you, Sean.” Her soft smile had my heart beating a different way. “You did the right thing. Paul knows not to mess with you, but he is also devious. He’d lose a fight to get you kicked out of school. Remember that, okay?”

      I nodded, then took her hand when the sign changed to indicate walk. I looked both ways to check traffic, then stepped off the curb leading Lia beside me. It had been a long time since I had a girlfriend, and finding my bearings would take some time. Lia was worth it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            7

          

          
            LIA

          

        

      

    

    
      The rest of the day went without incident. Sean was waiting outside the door to my last class and greeted me with a shy smile. I felt my eyes squint as I grinned at him and rose on my toes to kiss him quickly. When I parted the kiss, Sean slung his arm over my shoulder, and we headed out of the building.

      “Cut class early?” I asked. I knew Sean’s class was a few buildings away, and to make it time for my class to end, he had to have left a couple of minutes early.

      “Yeah, I have that class wired,” Sean shrugged. “I wanted to be here when you got out. I don’t trust the asshole not to make your life miserable.”

      I reached and rubbed my hand over Sean’s chest and patted his heart. “That’s sweet, but I can take care of myself.” I dropped my arm as we continued walking back to Sean’s place. “I won’t change my schedule because Paul is jealous and creepy.”

      “I don’t trust him,” Sean said, rubbing the back of his neck with his free hand. “Something about him makes my hackles stand on end.”

      “I like that you’re protective, Bear.” I grinned at him. “I don’t want you to get behind in classes or get in trouble sparring with him. I’m tired of talking about him. I shouldn’t have let him get to me in class. Let’s focus on us instead.”

      We walked silently for a block, and Sean squeezed my hand, “You’re right. I’m worried over nothing. You want to grab something to eat on the way back to my house.”

      “Thai?” I asked, still in step with him.

      “Noodles sound good,” Sean agreed.

      We stopped by the Thai place to order takeout and then waited a few minutes for them to box up our dinner. The rest of the walk to his house went by quickly, and the sun was setting when we walked into the living room. Ezra was in his usual spot on the sofa, focused on a first-person shooter game. We waved and walked into Sean’s kitchen to grab bowls, utensils, and beer. Then we hiked up the stairs to Sean’s room and settled in for the night. Sean put our food on his desk, then pulled his reading chair beside one side. He sat behind the desk, and we ate noodles across from each other.

      I’d had a weird day after all of Paul’s crap. I enjoyed our walks together but missed the anticipation of waiting for Sean to exercise his privileges. I granted him to use his freeuse benefits anytime he wanted. Still, since the long teasing sex last night, indulgent morning sex, and some quick groping in the shower this morning, Sean hadn’t initiated anything. I twirled some noodles around on my fork while eyeing the man across the table.

      “Is everything okay?” I asked finally while Sean was tucked into his noodles, eating ravenously.

      He stopped and looked up at me before breaking into a grin. “Sorry, I sometimes zone out during a meal. It’s a bad shipboard habit. I’m used to needing to eat quickly and get back on watch.” He wiped his mouth with a napkin, “I’m not very civilized.”

      “I’m not talking about that,” I smiled. “You’re wasting your freeuse time. You haven’t manhandled me all damn day.” I winked at him and slurped a forkful of noodles into my mouth.

      “Uhm,” Sean said as his eyes focused on my lips. “I’ll do better.”

      I watched him as his eyes darkened. I could tell he was getting back into the game and was coming up with a scheme. I had to press my thighs together to relieve some pressure suddenly building. The heat in the room rose rapidly as he looked at me.

      “Strip.”

      His command surprised me while thrilling me. I stood up, stripped down my bra and panties, and looked at him.

      “All the way, Lia,” Sean growled.

      I nodded and felt a rush of heat pass through my nerves. My face felt hot, and my pussy was getting slick as I pushed my thong over my ass and bent to step out of it. Then I rose and reached behind me, unclasping my bra, pulling the cups from my breasts, and dropping the bra with the pile of clothes. I posed naked for Sean and shifted slightly to give him a show.

      “Finish eating.”

      He pointed to the chair while he continued to eat his noodles at a more leisurely pace. His eyes burned into mine and swept down to my breasts. My nipples puckered and stiffened under his gaze as I sat back in the chair and picked up my fork. I ate a small mouthful but wasn’t hungry anymore. I mean—I was hungry, but not for food.

      “I like this,” Sean said with a grin, “In my room, you should always be naked.”

      “You’re the boss,” I smiled, then pushed my noodles aside.

      Sean emitted a low growl, then pushed his noodles aside and tapped the desk’s surface. “Time for dessert. I want you right here.”

      I nodded, then rose to stand, walking around the desk. I bent over and grabbed his noodle container and mine. “Just going to clean up first.”

      “Later.” His growl made me tremble before gripping and pulling me towards him. His mouth enveloped one of my nipples, sucking hard as he maneuvered my body between his chair and the desk.

      “You need to listen and obey,” Sean said, and grabbed my hips, sitting me on the table, “I’m in charge.”

      “Yes, sir!” I moaned as he lifted my ass onto his desk and pushed my thighs apart.

      His mouth covered my leaking sex, and his tongue cleaved from the bottom to the top, swirling around my clit. My hands came down to grip his short hair, combing through the strands as my back arched and my hips pressed into his eager mouth.

      “Nope, no hands.”

      Sean growled and stood, leaving my pussy bare and tingling. He stood and unfastened his belt and pulled it through the loops in a quick rip. He gripped my hands in both of his and pulled me up into a sitting position, my legs still spread wide. His control of me was thrilling, being manhandled and moved with ease. I trusted my body and soul to him, and his eagerness to touch me made me pant with need. He pushed my hands behind me, then wrapped the leather of his belt around my wrists and knotted it tightly. Then he pushed me back against the desk, sat back in his chair, grabbed my thighs, and began licking and sucking my pussy like a starved man.

      I pulled my knees up and out, giving him access to my slick folds and stiff, needy clit. He fit two fingers inside me as his tongue battered my clit. The pressure built inside my core, and my clit throbbed in response to his hunger. His growled moans as he lapped, kissed, sucked, and gnawed on my most tender parts had my hips grinding into his mouth. I felt the thick pads of his fingers circling inside me, probing with perfect pressure.

      “Fuck, Bear,” I groaned. “I need to come, please!”

      The whine in my voice felt distant as I sank into the building lust. I felt Sean’s hand push under my ass, and then I was levitated into the air and held securely in Sean’s arms. Two steps later, I was dropped onto the soft covers of the bed. Sean loomed over me, quickly stripping. When he pushed his jeans and boxers down, I watched his cock bounce stiffly like a rod.

      “You think I’d let you come without being buried inside your tight cunt?”

      His coarse language was a turn-on. The determination in his eyes made me melt. The transition from desk to bed had backed me away from the edge of orgasm, but his look alone had me trembling.

      “Yes. I mean…” I shook my head, confused by the question, and only wanted to be filled by Sean’s throbbing cock. “Fuck me, Bear. I’m yours… Please, don’t tease me.”

      He was on the bed instantly, his thick muscular thighs pressed under my spread legs. I nodded, wanting to reach out and pull him into me, but my wrists were still trapped behind my back. He dropped his hand to his cock, pressing the fat crown between my needy lips, and traced it slowly up and down. I wormed my hips, arching and bridging my body, trying to fit him inside. His hand pressed his cock into my entrance, and with a firm hip punch, he impaled himself.

      “YES!” I cried out as his cock stretched my pussy walls.

      I curled my heels around his thighs, using that as leverage to grind my needy clit into the base of his thick rod. Sean leaned over me, gripping one of my breasts, his fingers pulling to the hard nipple and pinching hard. I moaned as he continued to pummel my insides with his thick cock. My need spiraled in my core, pressure building and echoed in my pleas, begging him to fuck me harder.

      “Now, please? I need to come, and I want you to feel it… Please!”

      “Come for me, Lia!”

      His grunted command had stars exploding in my mind as my body shook and shivered. I shattered into pieces as he continued to rut into me mercilessly. My cunt clamped down hard, and the delicious stretch of his cock ramming in and out forced another wave to rip through me.

      With a hard stab of his hips, his cock came alive in the rippling grip of my cunt. I felt his heat spread inside me as he jerked and growled. His cock throbbed, pulsing as he released his hot cum inside me. Then he stopped and hovered over me. Our eyes locked, and his gaze softened as he lowered against me, kissing me.

      “My arms…” I whined against his lips, “I need to touch you, baby.”

      He stretched his arms around me, then undid the constraining leather freeing my arms. I pulled them around him and hugged him tightly. My heart was racing as his firm chest compressed my breasts. Our mouths sealed together, sharing gasped breaths until we slowed. He relaxed against me, and I reveled at his heavy body pressing me down.

      “Stay right there,” I whispered, tracing my fingernails lightly down his back.

      “I’m not going anywhere, Lia,” Sean said.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I woke up the following day to an empty bed and a note. Sean’s neat printing declared he’d gone to the gym and he’d catch up with me after my first class. We didn’t plan after we’d gone to bed early and stayed up late.

      My body was deliciously sore, but I knew I should hit the gym too. I’d lost track of my workout routine with everything between me and Sean. I checked my watch and made up my mind. I slid naked from the bed and changed into my workout gear. It would be a quick workout, but hitting the treadmill for a few sprints would feel good. I headed down the stairs with my backpack, weaving my hair into a loose braid and secured by a scrunchy.

      Ezra wasn’t in the kitchen when I refilled my water bottle. I wondered where his room was and if Sean had any other roommates. I blushed at the thoughts, remembering my screams of ecstasy from last night. That would be an interesting introduction. I laughed as I opened the front door and jogged down the sidewalk slowly.

      I just wanted to warm up my muscles in the chilly morning air. My breath made clouds as my body fell into a normal pace. I was focused on getting to the gym and hoped to see Sean. I didn’t sense the presence of the van creeping behind me until I turned to check the streets before crossing toward campus. The dark shadow of the driver scrambling out the door surprised me to silence.

      “Why was he wearing a ski mask?” I thought before he pressed a rag against my surprised mouth. I inhaled in shock, and my thoughts blurred.
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        * * *

      

      I came too with my arms stretched above my head. I was groggy and confused. My wrists were bound. When I tried to lift my knees, I realized my ankles were bound and secured to the floor. The room was nothing but dark shadows. I shook my head to rid myself of cobwebs. I remembered pieces of last night and thought of Sean.

      If this was one of his freeuse games, he went about it the wrong way. I started getting angry. We needed to negotiate this better. Sometimes our communication was so in sync, but there were still times when Sean walled off his thoughts.

      I heard a shuffling that echoed in the dark room. I wasn’t alone.

      “Bear,” I began, then decided to use my safe word and stop this quickly. “This isn’t funny. Quartermaster.”

      “What the fuck does Quartermaster mean?” I recognized Paul’s voice before the lights flicked on and revealed my ex-boyfriend’s cold stare. “Silly fucking bitch. You don’t break up with Paul Taylor. Not until I’m through with you.”

      A cold chill filled my spine as Paul’s lips curled into a cruel smirk.
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      To the girl that I met when she was late to a movie, had to buy her own Taco Bell dinner, and then talked with me for hours. Our story is still being written, thank you for sticking with me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “People protect what they love.”

        JACQUES YVES COUSTEAU
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      Earlier the morning of Lia’s abduction

      I couldn’t sleep despite having Lia wrapped comfortably in my embrace. It felt too good to have her in my bed, arms, and heart. I was rewriting my story with her in the leading lady role. I couldn’t turn off my mind long enough to sleep. I kept going through the rest of our time in college, how she could adapt to being my long-distance girlfriend, and what it would be like to have her waiting for me on the pier when my ship returned to port. I was a goner for Lia, and it scared me how much I wanted these dreams I was caught up in.

      Near dawn, I disentangled myself from Lia slowly so she wouldn’t wake up. I quietly dressed in workout gear and wrote a note telling her where I’d gone. I packed a change of clothes in a small duffle, then grabbed my shoulder bag. I didn’t think I’d have time to return home and shower after a workout, so I’d go to class afterward. I’d catch up with Lia after her class.

      With my headphones in, I concentrated on my workout. I lifted heavy, and it was leg day, so my thighs were already burning when I started on the treadmill to cool down with some aerobic jogging. Every song in my playlist reminded me of Lia, and I spent half the workout daydreaming of the girl I’d left in my bed.

      I wondered if she was mad that I had left her alone. We didn’t talk much after dinner, caught up in more sex and intimacy. We’d only left the bed to get more water and put away our dinner dishes. Our books stayed in our bags. I focused on finding new ways to make her moan and squeal while she showed her appreciation by preparing me for another round. I’d never had as much sex as this, but I kept rising to the occasion. I needed to remind Lia that our agreement was supposed to help her grades, and I was starting to worry about falling behind on the constant amount of reading I wasn’t doing.

      I finished my shower and dressed for class. We needed to talk and set some boundaries. Being with Lia was a dream, but we needed to show some self-control. My morning coffee from the coffee shop warmed my hand as I headed to my early class. Lia’s class wasn’t until the following period, so I’d catch up on reading, wait for her outside her classroom, and grab lunch.

      I headed to class, pulled my phone out of my pocket, and paused when I was about to tap the screen. I was about to check her location, and I stopped and pushed my phone into my pocket. I was slightly obsessive about using the FindMe app and knowing where Lia was. I could at least wait until I was in class. I sipped my coffee as I walked across campus and entered the building for my first class.

      I pulled out my books and notebook and reviewed my notes while the classroom filled up with other students. Satisfied I was prepared for class, I checked the time—just enough time to text Lia about meeting for lunch after her next class. I opened the phone and tapped the messaging app before shaking my head and turning the phone back off. I had plenty of time to get to her class and wait for her outside her class. She’d enjoy the surprise.

      I pushed my phone back into my pocket, turned my attention to the professor, and listened to the lecture. I struggled a bit through the class, fidgeting while I fought the addiction I’d developed to check on Lia and see where she was. I thought I was being silly and kept pushing it to the back of my mind. I felt like a teenager obsessed with their first crush. I was practically writing hearts in the margins of my notes. I grunted and refocused on the lecture.

      Once the class was over, I packed my stuff in my shoulder bag, grabbed some more coffee, and read a few chapters for another class at the coffee shop before walking to Lia’s classroom. The extra caffeine didn’t help my unease. I tried to focus on reading, but it was too easy to allow my thoughts to drift into thoughts to daydreams of Lia. By now, she’d be in her class, reviewing notes. She’d told me last night that Paul wasn’t in her classes today, so a repeat of his douchey behavior of yesterday was probably low. I forced myself to finish my coffee slowly, put away my books, then walk to Lia’s classroom.

      Even forcing myself to keep things slow, I arrived a few minutes before class let out. I found a spot on the wall opposite the door and waited. My arms were crossed over my chest while I watched the door. Then I shifted and pulled a book out of my study bag. Staring at the wall felt like I was a crazy stalker, and I opened up the book and continued to read. I pushed away thoughts of checking her location on my phone. I knew this was her class.

      The door opened, and my eyes shot to look at the first batch of students. None of them were Lia. I watched the exit as more left and slid the book back into my bag, and watched the exit as more left. The students continued to leave the room, but Lia wasn’t among them. Maybe she needed to talk to the professor. I waited while a sense of dread grew in my stomach. When no one else exited, I crossed the hall. My feet felt heavy as I took a few steps, pulled the door open, and looked inside. The classroom was empty except for the professor, who turned and looked at me.

      “Sorry, professor, I’m looking for Amelia Larkin?” I tried to smile and appear friendly, but my heart was racing.

      “Amelia wasn’t in class this morning,” the professor said. “Quite unlike her. Are you a friend?”

      “Boyfriend,” I admitted, digging for my phone.

      “I have her copy of the day’s notes—if you’d like them.” The professor held out a curled bundle of stapled papers.

      “Uh, thanks.” I grabbed them and then used them to salute quickly and turn to exit.

      I stuffed the papers in my bag and pulled my phone out, tapping the FindMe app.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lia: location not found

      

      

      

      

      

      My heart was in my throat, and I froze outside the classroom door. The list at the bottom of the screen held four names: Lia at the top, Ezra, Scott, and Leonard, my two other roommates. They were listed within a mile of my location. I zoomed out to see their pips scattered around campus. I blinked as the screen updated.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lia: location updating…

      

      

      

      

      

      The dots scrolled at the bottom of the screen, then finally stopped.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lia: 15 miles away.

      

      

      

      

      

      I was stunned and confused. I scrolled out the screen until I could see her pip. The dot was fixed down the highway that led out of town. I didn’t know of any reasons Lia would need to be in that location.

      I flipped to the messaging app and tapped on Lia’s name.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sean: Where are you?

      

      

      

      

      

      The message status changed to “sent” and then stayed that way.

      I flipped to a group chat for our house and tapped out a message:

      
        
          
            
              
        “911 - meet at the house in 5.”

      

      

      

      

      

      Sent… Read… Read… Read…

      The little circle of dots lit up, and then a message came in from Ezra.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ezra: What up?”

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sean: Lia… something is wrong. She isn’t where she should be.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        You’re a stalker, bro. LOL

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ez… Something is wrong.

      

      

      

      

      

      My phone rang, and Ezra’s face lit up my screen. I pushed open the door to the building as I answered the video call.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lia doesn’t have a car and is over 15 miles away. I need to trace her.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m on my way, but this is weird for you, man.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Call it intuition. This doesn’t feel right.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I got your back. I’ll be there in three.

      

      

      

      

      

      I returned to the group chat, and Scott and Leonard had both checked in and were on their way. I broke into a jog, then a run.
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      With my eyes closed, I tried to process Paul’s words. “What the fuck does ‘Quartermaster’ mean?” I hung my head and went still, feigning that I’d fallen unconscious, but my thoughts were muddy and slow. Paul didn’t know my safe word was Quartermaster or that this wasn’t my first time being bound with ropes. All things considered, I’d rather be hanging in Sean’s ropes.

      I was disoriented but not scared. Paul’s bark was worse than his bite—usually. This was different, though. He’d drugged me and abducted me. The last thing I remembered was a masked man pushing a cloth over my mouth when I went to the gym to see Sean before his class. My head hurt from whatever Paul had used to knock me out. How long had I been unconscious? What time was it? This room was dark. Was I knocked out all day long?

      “I can tell you’re faking it, Amy.” Paul’s voice was closer. “You’re freaking out and breathing weirdly. Are you scared?”

      I shook my head and lifted my eyes to stare at him. I tried to focus, but his features were a bit blurry. Had I hurt my head, or was it still the effects of the knockout drugs he used? I blinked rapidly, then coughed.

      “What time is it?”

      My voice shook from the adrenaline dumping into my veins. The ropes binding my wrists were too tight, but I still had some feeling. Did that mean I hadn’t been tied up too long if my fingers weren’t numb?

      “It’s almost noon. You’ve missed your first two classes. Oh well.” Paul’s sneering voice and unaffected shrug made me want to vomit.

      “You’re not going to get away with this.” My voice was steadier and more confident as I made sense of the time and my surroundings. The dullness of my thoughts cleared, and I started to walk back through the timeline in my mind. If it was almost noon, it had been over four hours. I was supposed to be in class, and Sean and I usually met for lunch.

      “No one knows where you are,” Paul said, reaching up and squeezing my breast through my sweatshirt and tight sports bra. “I can do whatever I want to you.”

      The snapping open of his pocketknife made a chill run up my spine.

      “Are you going to kill me because I broke up with you? Are you that pitiful?” The back of my throat stung with bile, but I kept my eyes steady. I wouldn’t go down without a fight, but with my wrists and ankles bound, there was little I could fight with besides words.

      “I’m going to fuck you,” Paul said as he pushed the knife’s point under the collar of my sweatshirt. I froze and didn’t move. I knew Paul kept his knife razor-sharp. He was always sharpening it when I was studying in his room. He liked to take it out sometimes to flash it around, like having a four-inch blade made him more of a man. His hand was jittery as he held the edge near my skin. I closed my eyes so he couldn’t see my eyes as he sliced through my sweatshirt and tore it off my body.

      “We’ve fucked before,” I said once he’d removed the knife. “Was I that good of a lay that you’re going to resort to rape to get more of my pussy?”

      His eyes narrowed at my taunting tone, his jaw tight as he looked at me and ground his teeth. I didn’t care. I knew that Paul was a coward in the deepest parts of his soul. This was a sick game, and he wouldn’t suddenly shiv me with the knife. He slipped out of sight behind me, and I felt my bra loosen when his blade cut through the lycra. My heavy breasts dropped, and after two more swipes of his knife, he pulled the remnants of my bra off my body, leaving me nude to my waist.

      “Be careful with the knife, Paul,” I said contemptuously. “You could cut yourself. Since you tied me up, I couldn’t save you if you started to bleed out.”

      “You’re such a cunt.” Paul’s voice suddenly filled with venom. “If one of us is going to bleed out, it will be you.” My side exploded in pain as I felt the blade punch into my side. I screamed out while Paul pulled the knife out of the wound on my side.

      “What the fuck!” I was livid and started bucking in my bindings. “You stabbed me? What the hell! Why?”

      “You were being a bitch, Amy,” Paul said and walked back around, licking my blood off the side of the knife. “I’d stay still if I were you. You don’t want to bleed out.” His mocking tone was infuriating, but even without the sick show of licking my blood off his blade, I realized he’d punctured my side, primarily muscle. There weren’t any internal organs where he’d cut me. It hurt, but it wouldn’t kill me. I winced at the pain but didn’t panic.

      “You’re such an asshole. My name is Lia,” I sputtered but stopped bucking and hung from my wrists. I weighed my options and tried to remain calm.

      Sean would know that I wasn’t in my class by now. But how far away was he? How would he find me? I felt Paul grab the waist of my running tights, then heard the sound of the material ripping as he made a show of slicing from the waist down to the hem of my right tight. Suddenly I was conscious of what I was hiding in the side pocket of my left leg—the firm shape of my phone pressed against my outer thigh. Sean would know where I was if he checked his phone.

      The opposite leg was bare as the tight compression material hung loosely. Paul stood up and leveled his gaze at me. His eyes looked weird, with wide-open irises.

      “What are you on?” I asked.

      “I needed to be alert, Amy.”

      “Lia.” I wouldn’t let him call me by the name I hated. In my mind, I thought of the list of recreational drugs Paul used and decided he was probably on Molly.

      “I’ll call you what I want,” he said, grabbing the crotch of my tights. He pulled, sliced his knife point down my thigh, and shredded the rest of my running tights. They fell away when he let go and then thumped against the concrete floor when my phone hit the ground.

      Paul’s gaze snapped up at my eyes when he recognized the sound. He dropped to his knees and scrambled for the remnants of my tights. He grabbed the bundle of material just as my ringtone for Sean started playing loudly.

      “SEAN!” I screamed. “SEAN! ANYONE! HELP! I’M HERE!”
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      I hopped in Ezra’s black Dodge Charger when we met at the house. Ezra had been waiting and immediately put it in gear, floored it, and left some rubber behind as his engine roared in the quiet of our neighborhood. I looked out the back window and watched Scott and Leonard scramble into Leonard’s new SUV and tear out behind us. I had my FindMe app up and tapped to get directions to Lia’s location. We’d get to her quickly if she still had her phone on. If she didn’t have her phone with her—I didn’t want to think about that.

      I directed Ezra onto a country road and then down the path. We were close, so Ezra slowed as we inched down the empty road so as not to draw attention. My gut was tight as we passed a stand of trees, the older house beyond coming into view. The day was overcast, and the paint on the side of the house was weathered. It didn’t look like anyone was living there, but Lia’s pip was dead center in the middle of the outline of the building.

      “Back up,” I told Ezra. “Don’t want to be seen.”

      “Who do you think this is?” Ezra asked, turning and putting his arm around the back of my seat, and looking out the back window as he inched to the far side of the line of trees.

      “My gut says it’s her ex,” I growled. “A frat boy punk named Paul. He is just the far side of creepy, and he didn’t like that Lia dumped him and that she looked happy with me.”

      “Abducting someone, though?” Ezra shook his head. “That’s fucking crazy. You think he’d risk his future to get back at a girl who dumped him?”

      “He’s not all there. We need to be careful.”

      I got out of the car and waved my hands over my head, then gave a hand signal to slow down when Scott’s SUV came into view. They slowed, and their trail of dust settled back into the abandoned road.

      Scott and Leonard parked behind Ezra, and I gave them the details I knew.

      “Would he hurt her?” Leonard asked. “I have my kit in the car.”

      “You’d better get it, just in case. I don’t think Paul would injure her, but I didn’t think he’d abduct her either.”

      Leonard was a Navy Corpsman assigned to the Marines and was trained in battlefield first response. That thought comforted me as much as it disturbed me. While Leonard went to retrieve his bag, Scott peered around the edge of the trees.

      “How certain are you that it’s this dick?” Scott asked.

      Scott was a Yeoman assigned to a Naval intelligence outfit. He hoped to get his degree, return to the service, and do fieldwork. He admitted that intel wasn’t cloak and dagger but more a paperwork drill and connecting the dots. I appreciated that he wanted to look at all the angles.

      “We live in a quiet neighborhood. The average age is probably mid-sixties. We’re not near Frat Row. This wasn’t random. This was targeted. Paul is the only person I know with a score to settle with .” I’d run through all the scenarios on the trip here, and my gut response had only grown stronger. I cracked my knuckles wanting to storm in, but my training had me cautious. We needed a plan.

      “How long have you known this girl?” Scott asked as he stepped back into our close circle.

      “We’ve been friends since the school year started. She told me all about her and Paul last semester. The guy is a grade-A asshole.”

      “Why did she stay with him?” Leonard asked, leaning back into the huddle.

      “To make me jealous, I think.” I scrubbed the back of my head. I was getting frustrated. “Look, times ticking. Her phone is in the middle of that building. I think that means she is in the middle of the building. Let’s quit fucking around and get in there.”

      “Hold up,” Ezra said. “Gimme a second.”

      He held his hand and peered around the trees to keep me from moving. Ezra played first-person shooter games and was part of a shipboard boarding party as Gunner’s mate. He knew his way around firearms, but none of us had weapons. I trusted his knowledge of tactics, but I was still impatient.

      “Okay, let’s split up, one on each side of the building,” Ezra said. “We probably need to go in quick and keep the element of surprise. This looks like a two-story building with a basement. We don’t know which floor she’s on, right?”

      “Just that she’s in the middle,” I admitted. “She could be on any floor.”

      “Hm… Do you know if her phone is on silent?” Ezra asked.

      I shrugged, frustrated. “I don’t know. Fuck, what does it matter?”

      “We could use it as a distraction,” Ezra said. Then he paused. “I’ll take the back door. Sean, you take the front door, big guy. Kick it open, don’t try to do anything else. We need to get in fast. Scott, you and Leonard take sides. If there is a door, get through it. If not, wait and listen, then run to the nearest entrance.”

      “Wait, what if her phone is on silent? We don’t want to barge in and give away our position,” Leonard pointed out. “Should we enter silently and search?”

      “Good point.”Ezra rubbed his chin, looking deep in thought. I was about to pull my hair out.

      “Look, we’re burning daylight. We need to get inside. I say Shock and Awe. Enough of the battle conferences, okay? Let’s roll. Leeeeeroy Jenkins,” I hissed with a grin.

      “You know that didn’t turn out too well,” Ezra grinned. “But I agree, let’s go with it. Hit it hard and fast. Give us five minutes to get into position, then call the phone. If you hear a ringtone, head toward the noise.”

      My buddies all nodded as we broke the huddle. We all move silently, encircling the house, not making any noise until the time came. I flipped up my phone, waiting until I determined they were in position, and five minutes passed. Setting my jaw, I jabbed the call button on Lia’s contact screen.
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      The house exploded with a sound when I started screaming. Paul yanked the phone out of my ruined tights and then, like an idiot, tried to shut off the phone and raised the volume louder. I heard muffled voices and heavy steps from the ceiling above me. I just kept screaming.

      Paul tossed my phone once he silenced it, then rose, brandishing his knife. I screamed at him until it felt like my lungs would burst. A shadow loomed in the hallway, and then Sean’s furious face came into focus. Paul, sensing Sean’s presence, turned and advanced toward him.

      “He’s got a knife!” I screamed as Sean swiveled to avoid Paul’s lunge with his knife hand.

      Paul’s momentum carried him past Sean’s body, and he spun, slashing with the knife. Sean jumped back and lifted his arms above his head to avoid the blade’s path. Sean kept his eyes on the danger but tilted his head toward me.

      “Lia, are you okay?”

      “Her name is Amy!” Paul’s petulant voice growled with taunting menace. Another shadow loomed behind Paul, but he spun and backed away as a tall, blonde man advanced into the room’s bright light. “Stay back!” Paul warned, flipping his knife between his hands and standing guardedly.

      “Hey, chum,” the blonde said. “You’re outnumbered. Drop the knife.”

      “How about you go fuck yourself,” Paul said and swiped at the tall man, who jumped back and twisted, leaving Paul unbalanced. Sean stepped around Paul to get on the opposite side. Paul twisted and started shifting his hand back and forth at the two men. Two more shadows approached from behind Paul, advancing with caution.

      “Paul,” Sean growled. “Drop it. Don’t make me hurt you.” His low gravelly voice sounded menacing, and Paul focused on him just as the dark hand of one of the shadows grabbed his knife-wielding wrist.

      Ezra came into view as he yanked Paul’s hand behind his back, and the knife clattered to the floor. Paul winced as Ezra pushed his torso forward and wrenched his arm high. Then Ezra kicked at Paul’s ankle, knocking him off balance and pushing him to the hard cement floor.

      Ezra landed on top of Paul, thighs straddling his hips. His hand kept the grip on his wrist, and Paul grunted at the pain from the strain. Sean kicked the knife away, followed its path, pulled it off the floor, and stepped closer to me.

      “Fuck!” Paul grunted. “You’re going to break my arm.” He flailed his free arm to smack Ezra, but Ezra was ready, snaring his other wrist and pulling both arms behind Paul’s back.

      “I see blood,” Ezra grunted. “What’s a little dislocated shoulder injury compared to a knife wound? You fucking shit heel.”

      The fourth man whipped his head at me and looked down at my bare side. He tossed two thick, white zip-ties at the blonde man and stepped toward me. Sean looked at me, his arms above my head. “Stay still. I’ll cut you down.”

      I stopped watching and looked at Sean, tears blurring my vision. I felt the other man’s hands on my side and winced in pain. Sean sliced through the ropes, and my hands fell, tingling at the wrists. He held me up and looked at his friend.

      “Superficial, may need stitches. Lay her down,” the man said, whipping off his jacket and laying it on the ground. Sean lowered me to lie on my uninjured side while the man dug through a duffle bag. “I’m Leonard, Lia. You’re going to be fine. Just let me clean the wound and see if it needs stitches.”

      I nodded, not knowing what to say. My feet fell apart as Sean sliced through the ropes binding my ankles. He moved beside me and pulled my head onto his knees as he knelt. His fingers combed through my hair, and I felt his hands shake slightly. His eyes were dark and intense.

      “Calling 9-1-1,” the tall blonde guy said. “All secure?”

      “Fuck if I know, Scott,” Sean growled. “If the asshole is secure, you and Ezra sweep the house.”

      I heard the blonde guy, Scott, talk into the phone, giving an address, his voice calm and steady. I watched as Ezra used more zip ties and bind Paul’s ankles together, then pushed into his back to press into a squat and then stand. He tapped Scott on the shoulder and nodded back into the shadows, and they left together, walking slowly into the dark.

      Sean gently laid my head down, then rose to stand. He looked at the knife, then at Paul, and gripped the knife tightly.

      “Don’t,” I said with a gasp. “Sean, I’m fine. Don’t.”

      He stilled, slowly looked at me, folded the knife shut, and dropped it on the ground with a clatter. Then he unbuckled his belt and pulled it from his jeans in one long pull.

      “Hogtie,” he said in my direction. “I don’t want this fucker to move until the cops arrive.”

      He stepped over Paul, who was mostly immobile, and pulled his belt through the zip tie binding his ankle, then pulled roughly, yanking Paul’s ankles back towards his ass. Sean paused and threaded the other end of his belt through the zip ties at Paul’s wrists, then tightened the belt, pulling ankles and wrists close together and arching Paul’s back.

      “Fuck, I’m not going anywhere.” Paul had turned his head to look in my direction.

      “No, you’re not,” Sean said, viciously kicking Paul in the side, then stepping on his head. “Look away, or the next kick will land in your pretty face. You don’t get to look at her ever again.”

      Sean let up, and Paul turned with a groan and faced away from me. Sean paused, looked down at him, flexed his fingers into fists, then relaxed as he stared at Paul’s bound form.

      “Fucking pitiful waste of sperm,” Sean growled, then turned back towards me and kneeled at my head.

      “Are you okay?” Sean asked, combing through my hair.

      “I’m fine now that you’re here,” I said, tears rolling down my cheek.

      Paul made a gagging sound, and Sean rolled his eyes and shook his head. He pulled off his t-shirt, slid it over my head, and pulled it down my body. It was long enough to cover my hips and down part of my non-injured thighs.

      “She’s good, just needed a couple of stitches,” Leonard said as he unfolded a small foil blanket and wrapped it around my body. “I’ll talk with the paramedics when they get here. Tell them the nature of her wound. She’ll probably be transported to the nearest hospital for a full workup but should be released.”

      “Thank you,” I said, fatigue washing over me.

      “Rest, Lia,” Sean said. “I’ve got you. I’ll be with you through this.

      I closed my eyes as I heard distant sirens and relaxed against Sean’s lap. I heard Leonard and Sean discuss whether to move me outside. They agreed that it was best to leave me until the paramedics decided to move me. The whole house was a crime scene, and they both grumbled about how the rest of the day would be slow as we dealt with the police. I stayed silent and hoped Sean couldn’t see the tears dripping from my eyes. Why had this happened? What did it say about me that I could misjudge someone as much as I did, Paul? I hoped I wasn’t misjudging Sean.
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      I wanted to break every bone in Paul’s face, then start with the rest of his body. Angry with myself and feeling guilty about ignoring Lia for the first part of my day, I was tense and irritable. If I had just checked the FindMe app earlier, I would have seen she wasn’t where she should’ve been. I could have intervened sooner, and she wouldn’t have had to suffer and be scared.

      It was all because I was scared to commit to her. Fuck.

      The sirens came closer and then seemed to come to a stop. I heard voices, and then Ezra appeared, pointed to Paul on the ground, and said something to the pair of officers that followed him inside. The small room was slowly filling with more people. Two paramedics filed in behind the security officers and headed in our direction. Lia stirred awake as Leonard briefed them on her condition. I was asked to move, and I hesitated before slowly lowering Lia’s head to the ground and standing up.

      I watched, still angry, as they gave her a full workup, using all their portable devices to check her vitals. They examined Leonard’s stitches in her side and checked her wrists and ankles. They covered her in a wool blanket and then looked at Leonard and me.

      “We need to transport her to the hospital and see what the doctor says,” the male paramedic told Leonard. “She should be released shortly, but we don’t know for sure without a full workup.”

      The female leaned close to Lia and asked questions. Lia was shaking her head back and forth, and tears were slipping down her face. I growled and wanted to comfort her.

      “He didn’t rape her,” I growled. The female paramedic looked up at me with a soft expression. “We took him down before that happened.”

      “We still need to run the kit,” she explained, checking for injuries.

      “We’re together,” I said, then shook my head and stopped talking. I realized I’d tied her up just the night before. I’d left my marks all over her body from my grip and other things we’d done. “What are they going to look at?”

      “This is protocol, sir.” She shrugged like it was no big deal.

      A police officer strode toward me and flipped a new page in his notepad. “You’re the boyfriend?”

      His tone was meant to be kind, but it pissed me off. I didn’t want to be questioned about any of this. But I knew it was best to cooperate, so I shrugged. “I’m the boyfriend. Sean Shepard.”

      He questioned me on the length of our relationship, how long we’d been friends and many other things that had nothing to do with Paul’s abduction of Lia.

      “Look, why are you asking me these questions?” I pointed at Paul, who’d been helped to his feet, his hands now in handcuffs behind his back and while he was escorted out of the room. “That asshole abducted her, strung her up, stripped her, and stabbed her with his knife. My friends and I came to the rescue.”

      “Why didn’t you call the police to handle it?” he asked, pushing his cap back on his head.

      “What?” I was flabbergasted and frustrated. “I didn’t know anything but the location of her phone until we entered the house.”

      “Do you own this house?”

      “What?”

      “Are you the owner of this house that you confessed you entered?”

      “IS HE?!” I roared.

      Ezra hustled over and pushed me away from the officer and against a wall. He looked up at me. The officer regarded me with a curious expression, then wrote in his notepad and shook his head. The cop Ezra was talking to leaned and spoke to the one that was questioning me, and I watched their lips move but couldn’t hear what they said.

      “Calm down, Sean,” Ezra said. “We need to keep it calm. The cops don’t know what happened, we need to let them look at the evidence.”

      “He thinks I was a part of this. He wants to know why we broke into the house.” I was livid and worried.

      I looked over, and the paramedics had Lia on a gurney. Two officers were helping to take her upstairs and out to the ambulance. I looked at Ezra, and he shook his head.

      “You can’t go with her, Sean.”

      “The hell I can’t!” I was getting angry again, and I closed my eyes. My arms stretched behind me and gripped the back of my head. I let out a long, slow breath, then nodded, accepting Ezra was right. “Who do I need to talk to?”

      “Just tell the story as you remember it happening,” Ezra said. “We have four stories against Paul’s. He will lie and try to wiggle free, but we must stay calm and cool. Okay, buddy?”

      The police officer who had questioned me walked over to us and held up his hands like he was surrendering. “Look, we need to question you guys. We need to get your stories. Will you cooperate, or must I put you in the back of the car to take you to the station?”

      “We’ll cooperate, officer,” Ezra said. “Emotions got to my friend, but we’ll gladly tell you our story. We will follow you to the station to give our statements.”

      “Can I tell her goodbye?” I asked, suddenly panicked at seeing her go.

      The officer looked at me steadily, then nodded his head. “Yeah, go on, son. We’ll be right behind you. We need to let the team gather evidence, and then we need to get your stories and fingerprints. Okay?”

      “Yes, sir.” I turned and hurried up the stairs and outside, getting to the ambulance just as they started to close the doors. “Wait, just a second,” I yelled and paused when I saw Lia sit up and say something. The paramedic stepped down and held the door open, and I stepped inside and slid alongside Lia’s gurney.

      “I’m fine, Sean,” she said, lifting her hand to cup my jaw. “They’re just going to do some tests.”

      “They need me at the station for questioning,” I said while taking her hand. “I don’t know how long, but we need to give them all the evidence we can to get any charges against Paul to stick.”

      “Oh,” Lia said, then frowned. “You can’t ride with me?”

      I shook my head. “I’ll be there as soon as I can. Do you have anyone to call?”

      She shook her head. “It’s just me, Sean. My parents are on a cruise, I don’t want to bother them. I’ll be fine. I’m just really tired.”

      Her eyes were downcast and didn’t lift to look up at me until I tucked my finger under her chin. When she looked at me, her eyes filled with tears. “I’m sorry, Sean. I…”

      “Shh, Lia. You don’t have anything to be sorry about. I’ll be there as soon as I can. They’ll take good care of you. I’ll call someone, okay? Her name is Shay. She’s a member of our unit and owes me a favor. Can she come to sit with you?”

      Lia nodded, and I pulled out my phone and handed it to her. “I’ll have Shay call you. Just keep a hold of this. Paul busted yours.”

      I backed out, the paramedics closed the door, and I held my hand on the window looking in at Lia until the van drove away. Ezra stood beside me, then we walked to his car together. Ezra followed the two police cars back into town. It would be a long fucking day, and I needed to keep it together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            6

          

          
            LIA

          

        

      

    

    
      I awoke with a start, my eyes open wide in the darkness. I was paralyzed. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I was on the edge of a panic attack when I felt Sean’s arm tighten, his breath on my neck, and a growl in his voice.

      “Just a dream…”

      His voice was gruff, and on the edge of sleep, but his warm arm and the sheets’ softness helped me relax. His breathing soon steadied, and I knew he’d slid back into his dreams. We’d both had issues with our dreams, but mine were more persistent and troubling.

      It had been a week since he and his friends rescued me. I was physically fine, and the police had found three more women to come forward and testify against Paul. I wasn’t his first abduction. He had terrified at least two more, then continued to intimidate them into silence. I was pressing charges, and, with Paul in holding pending a hearing, two more females had come forward to testify. Paul was in a lot of trouble.

      But I still woke up to the feeling of Paul’s knife piercing my flesh. His eyes gleamed in menace, feeling like I was bound and trapped. I’d screamed when my dream startled me awake the first few nights until Sean calmed me down gently. I’d stopped screaming, but the fear between dreaming and waking in the twilight remained. I hated it.

      I stared at the ceiling, my fingers lightly tracing Sean’s arm, knowing the details of his tattoos in my mind as I found comfort in his arms. That was part of the problem. Sean wanted to comfort me. He’d put me in a figurative cage and hadn’t continued our free-use arrangement. He was protective of me. With every new nightmare, he’d withdrawn more into his shell. We still fucked, but it was soft and loving. I wanted his wild abandon when he couldn’t resist taking me into a dark closet or pulling me into a restroom on campus.

      We’d gotten closer emotionally, but his protective side had grown, and he treated me with kid gloves. I adored the tenderness, yet hated the loss of heat in his eyes. He guarded his touches. His marks had faded from my hips and neck. I was still his, more so than ever. I loved him more each day and knew he felt the same. But we never admitted it aloud, which was part of the problem.

      But dammit, I missed him hunting me. I missed the primal, feral way his eyes devoured my flesh when he stripped me naked. Now his eyes glowed with arousal, and I still excited him based on the state of his erection. But his eyes would blink closed when he looked at my wrists or the side where I’d been stabbed. The heat in his eyes cooled, and his touches softened. I knew why—he blamed himself for not checking on me, for letting my abduction go unnoticed for several hours.

      There was one person to blame, and thankfully, that person was behind bars.

      I needed Sean to know I wasn’t made of glass and that I needed him to take possession of me again. When Sean and his friends had burst in and saved me, Paul had barely touched me. Since then, Sean had barely touched me. It was starting to piss me off. He was sweet and protective; we’d talked and learned more about each other. We knew each other well as friends, and it seemed we would inexorably slide back into friends with occasional benefits.

      I wasn’t bothered by my dreams. I’d seen a school counselor, and she said I was making good progress. Everything with me was normal. Even the knife wound was healing well without complications. The only complication was how to reignite the fire Sean and I had found after I’d agreed to be his freeuse study buddy. I knew we’d moved past that, but I needed to have and feel the passion we’d developed. I slid from under Sean’s arm and out of the bed.

      I stood at the side of the bed, dressed in my sleep shorts and a tank top, looking down at Sean in the dimness of the night. Light from a streetlight streamed in from the window and illuminated his bare chest, decorated with the tattoos I’d traced endlessly with my fingertips. I pushed my shorts down, stepped out of them, then pulled off my tank top to look at him naked.

      The male body was beautiful, and Sean’s bodybuilding efforts only enhanced his natural charms. He wore black shorts to bed, and my gaze lowered to his bulge. I bit my lip, thinking about him hard and ready, how he still got hard just looking at me, and I felt my arousal pool in my vagina and start to leak from my lips. We still had the chemistry that drove each other crazy, but Sean had started building walls. I wanted to tear them down.

      I knew it had only been a week. Friday night, I’d stayed in the hospital for observation. Paul was tightlipped about everything. His lawyer was present almost immediately. Sean had seen him stride into the police building, demanding they let his client go. I’d already told the police I was pressing charges, so the lawyer got red in the face when they told him Paul was being charged and there would be a hearing. On Monday, with four additional witnesses to the abduction and two more pending cases with victims willing to testify, Paul was held in custody, and the judge refused bail pending more evidence from the new cases.

      My first nightmare was Monday night, in Sean’s bed. They’d lessened since then, but Sean’s reaction was to protect me, to do anything in his power to keep from triggering anything. At first, I was thankful, but as the danger I felt waned and more evidence emerged from the ongoing investigation, I knew Paul would be behind bars for a long time. I needed my Bear back, and I wanted him back now.

      I walked around the bed and pulled open a drawer underneath the mattress. I pulled out lengths of rope, letting the stiff edges of the natural fibers slide over my fingers—a buzz swirled in my core from the memory of Sean’s careful bondage. I wasn’t afraid of his ropes, grip, or anything Sean else wanted me to experience. I needed to tell him I trusted him with everything and wanted to feel his grip again.

      I tossed the two skeins of rope onto his side with a thud. He startled and then turned towards me, his eyes wide, softening as he recognized my nude body.

      “Someone is going to be tied up,” I said with a smile, my nipple hardening at the thought. “I’ll bind you if you can’t bring yourself to wrap me in your ropes. But I’d rather be bound by you and for your pleasure than go another day without knowing I’m yours.”
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      The heavy feeling of rope dropping on my body woke me with a start. And seeing Lia naked and hearing her voice took a moment to register where I was and what she’d said. I picked up the two skeins of rope and rolled to sit on the bed facing her.

      “Are you sure?” I asked, instantly knowing that wasn’t what Lia wanted to hear.

      “Yes, I’m fucking sure.” Lia leaned and pushed my shoulders firmly enough that I lost balance and rolled onto my back.

      She proceeded to climb onto the bed and straddle my thighs. Her hands pushed my wrists above my head before I could protest. She pulled at the rope in my fingers, but I tightened my grip. She narrowed her eyes at me, then leaned and kissed me hard, her teeth biting into my lower lip before she swept her tongue between my lips with a purr.

      “Babe.” I tried to talk, but she glared at me.

      “Quartermaster,” she growled, and I blinked. Did she safeword me? “I’ve had enough of soft and protective Sean. I want my Bear. I’m not afraid of you or your passion.”

      I tilted my head to look at her, but my cock was coming to life under her hips. She wasn’t easy on me, grinding the heat of her naked pussy against my growing erection in my shorts. I lifted my hips to grind back as my hands dropped and grabbed her wrists. I spread my thighs, wrapped my feet behind her thighs, and rolled over, gaining the upper hand.

      I stared into her eyes and let my brain drift to that morning with her hanging by her wrists. As often as she woke up tense and crying out, I’d tossed and turned at the memory of her hanging naked, helpless, and bleeding. I closed my eyes, keeping my grip, my cock rigidly grinding into her bare sex through my shorts. She was correct; I’d been too tentative. The only way to rid myself of the nightmare was to embrace it.

      My eyes snapped open, and I rose, pressing her wrists into the mattress. I collected them in one of my hands, grabbed the end of the rope in the other, and shook it out until I could make a bight. I didn’t want to talk about it. We could talk it all out afterward. I wanted to give her all of me, especially what she craved. I could see by the sparkle in her eyes and the slight bite of her lip as she moved her hips into mine that I had nothing to worry about.

      I lashed her wrists together in a quick double-column tie, slid my body down, and hungrily sucked one of her hard nipples. We’d made love a few times since that day, but this was different. I felt hungry and feral, and she came to life under my attention.

      “Fuck, yes! Bear! Suck hard!” She arched her back.

      I battered the hard nipple with my tongue, then pulled my mouth off. I slid back off the bed and grabbed the other skein of rope and one of her legs and tied a rope shackle around her ankle, then pulled the end to the headboard, letting it dangle as I fell to the floor and pulled the long length of rope under the bed to the footboard. I stood up, holding the bitter end, with Lia lying across the middle of the bed. I grabbed her free ankle with a growl as she tried to move it away from my grip. I paused momentarily before gripping the rope, and she growled at me.

      “Don’t stop, Bear. I want you to bind me. I don’t want to be able to move. Please take me. I’m yours.”

      I glared at her while part of me was thrilled at her vocal submission to my dominance. We’d not talked about what happened, and we needed to. For now, I needed to show her I wasn’t backing away from what we’d built together. I pulled her ankle, spread her thighs wide, bound her ankle into a quick shackle, and let go. I dropped my shorts, my cock bouncing as I stepped out of them, then walked and grabbed the length of rope at her wrists. I pulled the lead down the side of the bed and under the edge, finding a bar to pull the cord through and tightening the length until her arms were stretched over the edge of the bed.

      I stood up and looked down at Lia. She tilted her head back to look at me, arching her neck to look at my straining cock and lick her lips. I growled as I crawled up and straddled her bound arms, gripping my cock with one hand and tilting her chin back as I guided my head between her open lips. The feeling of her moaning around my glans made my core tremble; the sensation of her tongue sweeping over the crown and sucking on my tip had me throbbing. I shifted to rock my hips and push my cock deeper into her mouth.

      She was at my mercy, and it was what I wanted and missed. This was stolen from us without our consent, and I would take her back. I’d make her mine all over again, and I wouldn’t shrink back from anything with Lia ever again. I drove my cock into her, pushing past her throat as she gagged at the intrusion. My hands gripped her breasts, fingers digging into the base as she arched. I pulled my hips back, and she gasped a breath of air. I heard her shuddering breath, and, for a moment, I’d thought I‘d pressed too far. That thought fled as her lips sucked my head back into her mouth, arms lifted in my ropes, and I felt her move her fingers under me to cup and knead my balls, tugging lightly to show me she wanted this just as much as I did.

      “You’re fucking mine, Lia,” I growled as I spread my knees, lowering a bit to fit into her hungry mouth. “All of you, you’re mine. I’m not letting you go.”

      I wasn’t sure if she could hear my words as I stroked my cock in and out of her throat. My hands kneaded her breasts, pulling my fingers and thumbs to her nipples and pinching until she whined around my cock. Her body tensed and wriggled, her hips lifting into the air, wanting some friction on her sex. I reached over her, smacking one hand flat into her pussy. She moaned around my cock again, and pressed her hips as my fingers spread her open, then hooked inside her opening. She was hot, slick, tight, and the way she pressed up against my fingers betrayed her need.

      I slid my hips back, pulling my cock free from her lips, and she whined under me. My fingers curled and circled inside her, the firm heel of my hand pressing into her clit, trapping her between my fingers and the heel of my hand.

      “Fuck, yes! Bear, I’m yours. I’ve always been yours. Fuck, you feel so good. I need you, baby. I want you to fuck me, claim me, make me yours.”

      I pulled back and slid off the bed to stand, leaving Lia bare and spread. Her mouth was swollen, her eyes dark with lust. Her back arched, and her hips moved even as she was bound tightly to my bed—she was in constant motion. We locked eyes as I walked around the bed, then crawled between her spread thighs, rising to my knees and stroking my cock. Her spit had soaked my shaft, and I squeezed the circumference and pulled to the tip. Inching closer to her, I pressed my swollen crown into her opening and thrust firmly, burying myself inside her.

      Her eyes widened, and she screamed as I filled her. I ground into her, filling her. I reached past her head and grabbed her bound wrists. The echo of her hanging by them flared in my memory as I held her. Our eyes locked, and she nodded silently to acknowledge she was okay, that we were connected. I slammed into her, holding her bound wrists in my hands. I flexed my hips, grinding into her, then reversed my hips and slid back, only to drive into her again. Filling her, then shifting my knees forward, staying inside her, rubbing the base of my cock into her clit, my thick, hard cock flexing inside.

      I stared into her eyes as I held her down. We got lost in each other as I ground and thrust into her. Our breathing matched moan for moan, gasp for gasp. I’d never felt more connected to her. I gripped her wrists tight, and her fingers curled down to softly caress my fingers as I held her bound hands firmly. I relentlessly pushed us to our peak as the room filled with our moans. I closed my eyes, then flashed them open, feeling my peak rushing up my spine. I roared as I came, filling her up, then growled as I possessed her lips.

      “I love you, Lia,” I murmured into her lips. “I fucking love you.”
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      “Don’t say that.” The words slipped from my lips before I knew it. Sean locked eyes with me and lifted one brow as he blinked. I blinked, too—my thoughts were a mess after my orgasm. Feeling Sean’s heat fill my core, echoed by words I longed to hear, had me feeling confused and overwhelmed. “Untie me.”

      Sean shifted back, sliding out of me, and I whimpered at the loss of connection. He worked my ankles free one at a time, then walked around to untie my wrists. I sat up and rubbed my wrists. I wasn’t injured, but still coming down from the high. Sean slipped behind me and then turned to lean against the headboard.

      “Come here,” Sean said. “Let me look at your wrists.”

      I shook my head and turned away, shifting to my feet and looking for my tank top. Pulling it over my breasts, I turned and looked at Sean. His face was drawn, and he looked at me curiously. He was such a patient man with me. We needed to talk, not confess love while he finished inside me… It was premature. We’d not talked about our feelings, so it was out of left field for him.

      “Don’t say it unless you mean it, Sean,” I said. “Don’t say it while you are coming inside me.”

      “I mean it. I—” Sean started before I cut him off.

      “Then … give me a bit of time. I’m still shaking.”

      “Are you okay?”

      Sean slid back off the bed, and I took a step back. I just wanted distance to think, but Sean’s defeated look had me stepping back toward him. I pressed my hand to his cheek, leaning my breasts against his chest. The warmth of his skin heated my tank top. I looked at him as he stared down at me.

      “I’m fine, Bear.” I smiled and pressed up to kiss his lips. “You just rocked my world again like you always do. We need to talk, and I think I’ll need pancakes.”

      It was still dark outside; the sun wasn’t up this early in the morning. Sean looked out into the darkness and then back at me and nodded.

      “Let’s get breakfast and talk then.” Sean grinned, the boyish grin he used just for me.

      I noticed that his smiles for other people were different and reserved. It was one of many things that had drawn me to Sean since I started plotting and scheming. I looked down, and tears filled my eyes. I turned and walked to the closet.

      I dressed like I would for class, even though it was hours before I needed to be there. I needed a bit of armor because I might lose the man I loved when I told him everything I’d done. I wanted us to take the next step and be able to say the words back to him. He deserved the entire truth first.

      Bundled up in warm coats, we left Sean’s house, and he took my hand as we walked down the shadowed walk. I wasn’t afraid, but the echo of the van stopping and Paul rushing at me did pass through my mind. I shivered and rubbed my free hand over my arm. Sean tightened his grip and emitted a low growl. It was like he could sense my discomfort.

      “I’m fine.” The soft confession with the wisp of vapor in the cold bought me a side glance from Sean.

      “You are, and you will be.” Sean nodded as we turned towards downtown and a 24-hour diner a few blocks from Sean’s house. “I should have been there that morning. I should have walked you to class.”

      “You can’t always be there, Sean,” I said. “What about when you’re on your ship? I have to be able to take care of myself.”

      Another wordless nod from Sean and a squeeze of his hand. We did need to talk. I knew he was committed to the Navy after he graduated. I knew he had to leave for months at a time. I knew he was protective, but I was tougher than I looked. I squeezed his hand back and increased my pace.

      The restaurant was nearly empty. A homeless man was tucked into a booth by the door while an older waitress filled his cup. She nodded as we came inside and waved to the empty dining room. “Sit anywhere you want. I’ll be right there. Coffee?”

      “Two,” Sean nodded.

      “Fixings at the tables, find one you like. I’m Sharon.” She tapped the man on the shoulder and then turned towards the counter.

      Sean waved towards a booth, and I slid into one side. Sitting on the end, I waved him to the seat across from me. I wanted to look him in the eye and not be distracted by his warm body beside me. Sean shrugged, peeled off his jacket, pushed it into the seat next to him, and sat across from me. I pulled off my coat and did the same, then reached across the table with an open hand.

      Sean cupped his hands underneath mine and smiled a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. I smiled back and squeezed his hands.

      “I need to tell you something, Sean,” I started as a knot grew in my gut. I bit my lip as Sean looked at me, his eyes intense and guarded. “I was unfair to you—to us, last semester. I stayed with Paul too long and used him to make you jealous. I wanted you since the day I met you and played games with your emotions by carrying on with Paul.”

      Sean shook his head and shrugged. “I kinda figured. It didn’t make sense why you were with him. But young girls make bad decisions all the time. I was focused on my studies, to be honest. I didn’t come to college to mess around with girls.”

      “I’m doing fine in all my classes,” I continued, swallowing as I confessed the lie. “I made a stupid mistake on a test, which cratered that exam. I’m already caught up and acing all my classes. It’s not from the orgasms—”

      “Your coffee, kids,” Sharon’s voice interrupted my sentence, and my cheeks bloomed with heat as she slid us a coffee carafe and two mugs. “Give you a moment to look over the menu?” She nodded toward the menus still in the holder by the napkins.

      “That’d be great,” Sean said, reaching for the menu and handing one to me.

      “Sure thing, just holler when you’re ready.” Sharon wandered back to the front and conversed with the homeless man as he nursed his coffee.

      “I had an inkling you weren’t telling me the whole truth about that exam,” Sean said. “I think it’s time for me to confess some things.”

      His smile was back, and his warm hands squeezed mine. I nodded, “I’d like that, Sean. Let’s get everything on the table.”

      “Order first,” Sean said and picked up his menu.
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      I knew what to order but wanted time to organize my thoughts. Lia wasn’t the only one who had played games in our short relationship. I needed to set things right. I understood her reaction to my confession of love because, to her, it came out of nowhere. We’d never talked about our feelings or the future. I knew what I wanted but was conflicted about what I needed to tell her.

      I waved at Sharon, and she came and took our orders: a whole stack of buttermilk pancakes for Lia and steak and eggs for me. I also had a short stack as a side, but I wasn’t sure I’d be able to eat with the way my gut felt. After Sharon left, I took a sip of my coffee and looked at Lia as I put down my cup, reached across the table, and took her hand.

      “I knew we had chemistry from the moment we met, Lia,” I said, squeezing her hand. “I wanted to stay distant because I knew I’d return to the fleet after school. You were a new freshman with your entire life ahead of you. I didn’t want to fall for you and change the course of your life.”

      Lia opened her mouth to speak, and I held up my hand. She squinted a glare but bit her lip and nodded for me to go on.

      “When you’d told me that story about not having enough sex and how it affected your grades, I …” I paused and shook my head. This sounded ridiculous in my head.

      “You…” Lia said and grinned her million-watt smile.

      “I thought freeuse was a way to have sex with you, have you in all the ways I wanted without any strings.” I shrugged and bit my lip. “I shouldn’t have played with your feelings, and I should’ve known that you’d already gotten under my skin. I’m sorry.”

      “I’m not sorry,” Lia said. “I hoped that by having sex, you’d finally admit that you had feelings for me. I knew you were stubborn and I wanted you in all the ways a woman wants a man. I wanted more from you, and it was unfair of me not to tell you I had feelings for you. I’m sorry.”

      I shook my head and grinned, then looked at our hands across the table. I pulled on her hands, “I’m not sorry,” I said and chewed on the corner of my lip. “You had to get me out of my shell, and it worked. I…” I frowned. “If I’d allowed myself to be in this relationship, I’d have been honest about my feelings for you. I wouldn’t have let that asshole touch you ever again.”

      I was not only angry with Paul, but myself, and I was on a roll. “I didn’t look at my phone on purpose that morning. I avoided looking for you, trying to get the distance back between us. It felt wrong at the time. I should have been watching, and it’s my fault.”

      “Bullshit, Bear.” Lia’s voice was low, and I blinked. “The only one at fault for what happened is Paul. Don’t do that to yourself or us.”

      “But—” I started, but she didn’t let me finish.

      “I want you, all of you. I love you, Sean,” Lia said. “I would follow you to the end of the earth to be with you. You wouldn’t be ruining my life, baby—we’d be creating our life. I promise to be honest with you. Can you be honest with me?”

      I squeezed her hands and tugged. “Come sit beside me?” I asked her softly. “I will try to be honest, but I still struggle with trying to protect you from me. I’m worried about many things with you because when I think of you, I think of forever.”

      She slid out of her side of the booth and then slipped in beside me. My arm lifted around her shoulders and pulled her to my chest. I pressed a kiss into her hair. “I love you, Lia. I don’t want to think about anything less than forever with you.”

      Her face turned, and our mouths met in a kiss. Our lips pressed against each other as Lia wrapped her arm around my neck. She pulled from the kiss, smiled at me, and kissed my cheek lightly.

      “I have to be honest, forever doesn’t seem like enough time with you, Sean. I’ll take what I can get, though. I love you.”

      Dishes clattered onto the table as Sharon slid our plates in front of us. “Glad you kids figured it out. I could tell when you walked in, you, two were something special.” She handed over the plate of syrup and butter, along with some hot sauce for my eggs. “Just don’t fuck in my bathroom, okay, lovebirds? Enjoy your breakfast.”

      I grinned sheepishly with a wink at Sharon as Lia, and I tucked into our early breakfast. We had a thousand things to talk about and discuss. But I knew that we’d do it together and meet the challenges head-on. Lia had always been my study buddy, and she’d be so much more.

      Lia chewed a mouthful of pancake that she’d slathered with butter and maple syrup and winked at me. “I hadn’t thought about fucking you in the bathroom,” she teased, dropping a hand to my cock and stroking it. “Now, I can’t get it out of my mind.”

      I growled at her and hurried through the rest of my breakfast. She giggled as she pushed the last bite of pancake into her mouth and slid out of the booth. “You still have freeuse privileges, Bear. Are you going to waste them?”

      Lia headed toward the restrooms with a scorching look over her shoulder. I stood up, pulled out my wallet, paid double for our breakfast, and followed Lia inside the ladies’ room. I unbuckled my belt, pushed open the door, and pulled the leather through the loops. Lia’s giggled shriek echoed in the room, and I lost track of time as I enjoyed my freeuse study buddy and the love of my life.

      
        
        
        Fin

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEED MORE OF SEAN AND LIA?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: Extra Credit]
          
        

      

      Fast forward a few months to take a peek into Sean and Lia’s continuing shenanigans. The two young lovers moved in together, and share the top floor with Ezra. Their freeuse games continue to fulfill their fantasies, but is it starting to get to Ezra and the rest of the house. Read this bonus chapter to find out more, and don’t forget to sign up for Hank’s newsletters when you do.

      read.hankdolworth.com/extracredit
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