
        
            
                
            
        

    















We got home from the Puerto Vallarta condo tired but rested — if that makes any sense — and everybody went to their own apartments throughout that big old converted house we shared. The three teachers, Dakota, Kindergarten, Alana, grade 1, Laila, grade 2, and Tatum, grade 3, all had planning to do with a new term starting their first day back, it being January already. I slumped on my couch and flicked around the TV waiting for the game to start, not having any planning to do since I was merely a sub.
It was dark out, and cold, too. I opened my door and stood staring down the narrow stairs to the second floor hallway, bored and restless. I stepped down quietly and wandered past Laila’s door and stopped for reasons unknown to me in front of Alana’s door. I wondered what she was doing, and so I tapped lightly on it with the back of my middle finger.
She flung her door wide open to me, wafting my face with the warmth from her heater inside, which she always kept on, full-blast. She was wearing a cozy pink robe and huge fluffy rabbit slippers of the kind you’d expect of a young and devoted grade 1 teacher.
“Which you up to?” I said.
She snorted and nodded with a crooked grin and she pulled the ends of her robe sash tighter, ratcheting up the knot against her ribs. “Nothin’ much,” she said. “Care to join me?” She pushed her door open wider and stepped sideways, inviting me in with a wide sweeping gesture of her arm. I spied her work spread out over her entire kitchen table.
I grinned and I nodded and chewed the inside of my cheek. I was in drawstring pants and t-shirt and slippers myself — slumped in her doorway with my hands in my pockets.
“Sure sounds like fun, Ms. Bennett,” I said, and I eventually shambled inside her apartment and shut the door with the sole of my slipper behind my back.
She immediately stepped up to me, pressed her body against mine hard enough and suddenly enough to back me up against the back of her closed door, and she pushed both of her hands down the front of my stretchy-waist pants. I glanced over her shoulder at her far main window, curtains wide open and tied back to let in the dark night, sprinkled with the interior lights of surrounding high-up apartments.
“I can tell exactly what you came down for, you know,” she said. She squealed and chuckled and slid her body down the front of my body, her bare hands pushing down and sliding against the front of my bare thighs, taking my pants down my legs with them. She poked her fingers under the waist of my shorts, too, so that I was quickly pantsed down to my knees. “It’s been, what, eight hours since?” she said, and she tsk-tsk’d me and shook her head up at me. My exposed cock arched up at her belly.
She came down onto her knees and pulled on one tail of her sash to slip the knot free, and her plush pink robe fell open showing me her pale green satin shorts and cami top beneath.
“You just wear that kind of thing around your home when you’re all alone, do you?” I said.
She lifted my cock from it’s slumber and, with her eyes finding mine around both sides of my shaft that she held over her face upturned to me, she said, “Only when I need to be ready for you, just in case,” she said, and she licked the underside of my cock from the base to the tip of the head, and laughed to herself.
I closed my hands around the sides of her head and plunged my fingers through her lazy, curled auburn hair. I pressed my fingertips into that space under her scalp at the top of the back of her neck. I knew Alana, and I knew she liked that kind of massage, deep right in there.
She moaned her approval. She slid her cool hands around my hips to squeeze my butt cheeks in her long, agile fingers, and she pressed her lips, full and soft, but closed and pursed, against the tip of the head of my cock.
“Let me get you a pillow for your knees, at least,” I said. “And shut those damn curtains, girlfriend.”
She pushed herself up my body and slid her hands around the back of my neck to pull herself up high enough on her toes to kiss my mouth. “You make a very thoughtful and kind-hearted harem master, don’t you,” she said, and she invaded my mouth with her long, warm, and softly curling tongue. She ran her hand down my neck, over my shoulder, and down my arm to my own hand, and she entwined her fingers in my fingers and pulled me behind her to her couch. “Sit back sideways,” she said. She set a pillow for me on the arm to lean back against, and reached to shut the curtains.
When I sat back, she pulled my pants and shorts the rest of the way off me and draped her robe with them over the coffee table. She knelt on the cushions facing me between my pulled-up knees and arched deeply in her back, stretching the pale green satin fabric across her chest, and she teased me, circling her pronounced nipples with her middle fingers. “Do you like this one?” she said.
“It’s a stunning contrast with your red hair and freckles,” I said. “Green like that.”
She crouched down and pushed her mouth over the head of my cock as far as the ridge and she wrapped her hand around the shaft. “Auburn hair,” she said, and she kissed the head of my cock with her sharp green eyes eyeing me with a scold in them. She tucked her hair behind her ear and pushed her lips all the way down my shaft until I felt the tip of the head of my cock press the back of her throat.
She pumped herself slowly on me and with a corkscrewing motion over half of my shaft a few times before she came back up and sat back on her calves, stroking me with both of her hands, her fingers locked together around it. She pressed both thumbs harder into the underside. I gasped. She knew that stimulated me. A lot.
“Tell me when you’re going to cum, okay?” she said. “I don’t want you all over my new cami.”
“What about all over your hands?” I said.
“My hands are okay — maybe I should take everything off. Then you can shoot yourself all over my tits, too. Would you like that?” She stroked me slowly and softly, but her thumbs pressed into the underside of my cock harder. She knew what she was doing to me. She could tell.
“How would you like it?” I said.
She covered her face with one hand, grinned widely, and turned sharply sideways. “You’re not allowed to ask me that,” she said. “Too private!”
“Too private between us? After what we’ve been through?” I said.
“Stop it!” she moaned, and she rocked forward again and sank her mouth down the full length of my cock. Her tongue snaked around my shaft deep inside her mouth and she moaned hard and deep with me filling her mouth completely.
“Tell me,” I said with a grin, stroking her head and caressing the back of her neck as she rose and fell in my lap.
She hopped up off the couch and tugged her satin shorts down her legs and off, and she tossed her cami top up and over her head, too. “I know what you just love,” she said, ignoring my question. She got back on the couch on her knees but facing away from me. She curled her bare feet around my thighs and arched deeply in her back. With her hand reaching and her fingers grasping through and between her legs, she found my cock and she held it up to press her hips down and sink her pussy lips over the head, riding me reverse cowgirl style.
I was already wet from her saliva, but she was wetter with her own dew. She let go of my shaft and groaned as she pressed her hips down and took me inch by inch all the way inside her pussy. I caressed her hips and squeezed her butt. She twisted around to look over her shoulder and behind her through her auburn hair spread over her face. “Told you it’s your favorite,” she said. She pumped her hips up and down on mine, taking my cock deeper into her pussy, her lips folding around my shaft, and sucking on it, grasping at it, as she pulled herself back up.
“Tell me how you like me to cum,” I said.
She laughed and arched her back deeper down into the couch. She pumped my cock with her pussy and rested her face sideways on her hands lying over each other on the couch cushion. “If I do, are you going to tell?” she said.
“If you want it to be a secret, it’ll be a secret,” I said.
She exhaled and shut her eyes. I could feel her pussy muscles contract and massage me. “I know I can trust you,” she said, her eyes shutting softly. “One of the very nice things about you,” she moaned nearly to herself.
“If you don’t want to say, you don’t have to,” I said.
“It makes me almost cum just thinking about it,” she said, and she opened her bright green eyes at me behind her. “It’s so bad.”
“I think I can guess,” I said.
She squirmed and squealed and buried her face in her arms. “Don’t say it!” she said.
I spread her butt cheeks and found her clitoris with my thumb, and, not touching it, I moved my wet thumb all around it, lightly and slowly.
“That’s going to make me cum, too,” she said. “But you knew that, didn’t you.” Her breathing was instantly labored.
I snickered. But I kept rubbing her.
“Fuck, Ethen,” she said with a deep, hard exhalation of breath. “I get so close so fast with you.”
I didn’t change anything. She pumped me with her hips, she hung her head and swept her hair over her arms, and she caught her breath. In another minute, her pussy began to contact rapidly, her hips shivered, and her lungs filled with a long, noisy gasp. She flung her head back and dropped her mouth wide open. I felt her flow around my cock and she shuddered violently on me.
She slid herself off me and spun around to lie on me, wrapping her hand around my cock and kissing me as she stroked me. She pushed her hot, soft lips up to my ear and kissed me there. “On my face,” she whispered, and then she squealed, she curled up, and she laughed.
“Me stroking my cock, or you stroking it?” I said.
“Oh my god!” she squealed, and she hid her face again. But she also slid off me and off the couch, too, and onto her knees. “Can I say anything I want?” she said. She pressed her mouth down the length of my shaft.
“Of course,” I said.
She laughed and turned her face away. “But I’m too shy!” she cried out loud.
I petted her head and cupped her cheek in my palm. She licked my cock and kissed it all the way down and back up again. “Are you close?” she said softly.
“I’ve been close the whole time — say the word, and I’m off,” I said.
“Okay!” she said and she sprang up onto her feet and she skipped quickly away. “Wait right there!”
She came back a moment later with a silk scarf. “So,” she said, standing in front of me, tapping her foot, rolling her eyes, impatient with herself. She rolled the scarf into a rope. “This all started with a book I read,” she said. “And I don’t know,” she said, and she laughed. “I just can’t get past it!” She gave me an exaggerated exasperated look.
I touched the side of her bare hip and stroked her bare stomach. She ignored my touches. “So what it is, is,” she said, trying to start again. “You tie my hands behind my back,” she said. “And I’m kneeling on the floor between your legs.”
“Uh-huh,” I said.
“And you, ahem, jerk yourself off, and make yourself cum sort of like all over my face, kind of,” she said, and she covered her face with her hand and turned half away. “Standing up over me,” she added with a pained groan, facing the wall.
“We can do that,” I said.
“And then one more little thing,” she said. She looked at me through the tops of her eyes, her face cast down, a grin spreading up one corner of her mouth.
“Which is?” I said.
“You make me lick you up clean, you push it in my mouth. And you have to make me take it,” she said. “Even if it seems I don’t want to.”
I chuckled, but she quickly huffed and twisted further away. “You’re laughing at me!” she said.
I stood up and pulled my shirt off. “Not laughing at you,” I said. I pushed the top of her shoulders down harder and harder until she relented and sank to her knees in front of me.
“Wait, you have to tie my wrists,” she said, and she stood back up and turned her back to me. She handed me the scarf and held her hands together behind her back.
“Can you just imagine if all those parents on meet the teacher night found out about their kid’s new grade 2 teacher?” she said. “Not so innocent I guess.”
I wrapped the silk material around her wrists and knotted it, pulling it tight on her. She moaned. I turned her around by her shoulders and kissed her mouth. She was already breathing hard and moaning. “Are you ready?” I said.
“No!” she said, but she dragged her nude body down the front of my nude body anyway. She began to bob on my cock, moaning louder than before, licking me and kissing me. Her hands were not involved, being tied behind her back.
I looked down at her face and I nudged her cheek to tell her to pull back for now. She swallowed and bit her lip. She knew what it meant. I wrapped my hand around my cock and she moaned and grunted. I pulled out one stroke, and she dropped her mouth open and flashed her tongue out of her mouth. I pulled back and she gritted her teeth and pushed her chest up and out.
“One minute reading a book out loud with my magic new-word pointer in my hand, and the next . . . on my knees tied up and getting rudely sprayed by hot cum all over my face,” she said.
I curled my spine in, I seized the back of my thigh in my one hand, and I tensed my body up from my shoulders to my thighs. I gripped my cock in my other hand and my abdomen rippled. Alana groaned out loud and gasped. Her mouth opened and shut with expectant undulations. I clenched my eyes and teeth and pushed my hips forward. Alana moaned and cried. I stroked myself faster, and she gasped and lost her breathing rhythm. I groaned and she dropped her mouth wide open in front of my straining cock.
My first arcing shot landed diagonally over her face. She moaned with ecstasy and flung her head back further, and laughed. My next arcing shot splashed her lips. She exhaled as though filled with revelation and her head swooned side to side. I ejaculated again and again, painting her face, and she turned her head to catch me all over her cheeks and eyes and forehead and mouth. I came so much, her face was plastered.
And then she began to laugh hysterically. She licked her lips with her tongue sticking out, probing around her cheeks, and she laughed with her eyes shut, my cum over her eyelids and her hands still tied behind her back, making her unable to wipe them. I held her face in both my hands and pushed the head of my cock abruptly into her mouth. She burbled with my cock inside, and her cheeks puffed out — she was still laughing. But quickly she sucked on me, she licked at me, and she fell into a mode of moaning and eagerness that surprised me, licking me up madly.
I fell back and onto the couch. She followed me down, sucking and licking at my cock, cleaning me up like she said she so wanted to. I pulled a tissue up and pushed it into her eyes, wiping her eyelids carefully. She laughed and let me, holding her face still for me.
“I forgot it might hurt my eyes!” she said. “How do I look?” she said, turning her face up to mine.
My cum was all over her face. She knew it, too. She caught some with her finger and brought it to her mouth and licked it off, and laughed. It was a different laugh for her — deeper, more adult, even lascivious, you might say.
“You look like a filthy, dirty slut, I have to say,” I said to her.
She nearly collapsed in another climax all over again. “Do I look like a nasty whore?” she said.
“You do,” I said and I nodded at her.
She laughed in that deep and sultry way again. “Am I your little nasty whore? Your filthy little slut?” she said.
I nodded. “I think you are now,” I said. I untied her wrists.
She laughed and got up and skipped to a small closet in her hallway. She came back with a small towel she used to wipe her face. “So our little secret then?” she said.
I made the motion of someone locking their mouth and tossing away the key. She pulled her robe back on and did up the sash with a tight knot. “So the whole thing goes like this,” she said. “And it’s for whenever you want to do it,” she added, biting her lip. “In fact it’s better if I don’t know when,” she said. “So long as it’s just you and me alone and nobody else.”
“Got it,” I said.
She sat on my lap facing me with her legs spread around my hips and she hung her hands around the back of my neck. “I’m going to give you the key to my door,” she said, not looking at me. “You can come in whenever the mood hits you,” she said, still looking away, “and you grab me, tie my wrists, shove me down in front of you, and fuck my mouth, and then you stand over me and cum all over my face, just like you did tonight,” she said. She turned to me finally and nodded once and firmly. It was the teacher in her, I knew, that could speak so firmly and clearly like that.
“What if you’re wearing something nice?” I said.
“Try to get it only on my face, but if you can’t, shoot it in my mouth,” she said, and she nodded again. “Is that okay?”
I grinned. “Sounds pretty hot,” I said.
“There’s one more part,” she said.
“What’s that?”
She laughed briefly to herself. “You leave after messing me up, just as quickly as you came in,” she said. “No talking, no asking, no nothing — just find me, grab me, fuck my mouth, and shoot my face,” she said, “and leave when you’re done, even if I’m lying on the floor in a puddle. How’s that for your average grade 1 teacher?”
“Jesus, Alana, that’s a pretty detailed fantasy, now that you spell it out like that,” I said. “Not very young teacher-like.”
“There’s more,” she said, and she squealed and looked away. “But maybe that’s for later. Remember, even if I’m in bed, you come in, your tie me up, you fuck my mouth, and you shoot all over my face, and then you leave me like that, okay?” she said.
“Should I leave now?” I said. I was only joking.
“You should,” she whispered to me and she kissed my mouth. “I still have some prep to get through,” she said and she laughed. 
I chuckled, but I stopped when I realized she was serious, and I got up, I waved with awkwardness, she laughed, and I went out her door. I got back up and slumped into my couch. The game was only five minutes old. I shook my head and popped open a beer.
When the first period was over, I got curious. The house was awfully quiet. That wasn’t in itself surprising — we’d just gotten back from a trip together, work was starting up shortly, and everyone was probably tired. But I couldn’t get my mind off it. I slipped quietly down my narrow stairs again and stared at Alana’s door. And then I turned all the way around and stared at Laila’s door, which looked exactly the same, directly opposite Alana’s door. I pushed my hands in my pockets and hung my head, swung it side to side, and chuckled. I knew, though, that if I didn’t tap on her door, I’d wonder what was behind it all night. So I needed to knock, or at least that’s what I told myself.
I tapped it with my knuckle lightly enough that Alana would not hear it across the hall. Just when I thought maybe Laila had gone to bed early, her door creaked open.
“What do you want?” she said through the crack in her door. She was only pretending to be annoyed, I could tell. Her big brown eyes were wide and clear. Her dark hair hung down loose and swept over her face. She pushed her hand back up and over her head to throw her hair over her shoulders and down her back. Her grin pulled up one side of her face, crooked. Her fingertip tapped the side of the door where she held the edge. She didn’t wait long enough for me to answer — I didn’t know what I wanted, anyway — before she stepped back just far enough to pull the door open and invite me to squeeze through and in.
“I had a feeling I’d see you before bedtime,” she said, and she looked at me over her shoulder, reached out with her trailing arm to find my hand with hers, and she rolled her eyes. She smiled. “Or maybe I hoped,” she said, and she chuckled and squeezed her shoulders up to her ears.
She was wearing elegant pajamas, long pants and long top, a shimmering kind of gun-blue or grey. She pulled me gently but firmly down her hallway and into her bedroom, and she shut the door behind us. “Does anyone know you came down?” she said, before she draped her arms around the back of my neck, swung her body lightly into mine, and took my mouth with hers.
“No,” I said. I felt her body through the shimmering satin fabric of her pajamas, and noted there was no strap of bra or waist of panties beneath.
She suddenly laughed and turned away, holding her nose to keep from laughing out loud.
“What’s going on?” I said, still holding her up and keeping her from twisting completely away from me with my hands more tightly around her waist.
She shrugged and shook her head. “It’s nothing, it’s just . . . “ she trailed off.
“Just?” I said, and I tried to nuzzle her face with mine, pulling her back up to face me.
She pulled her head back and looked around the periphery of my face before she shook her head. “It’s just one of those silly fantasies,” she said.
“They’re not silly,” I said. I refused to let her go, even though she dropped her arms from my neck, hung her body back over my hold around the back of her waist, and groaned like a kid being hugged by an uncle.
“Mine is,” she said. “Especially for a grade 2 teacher.”
“Tell me,” I said.
She squealed and covered her face in her hands and turned away, still in my grip, so that she leaned away and over my hands where I held her by the stomach. “It’s embarrassing!” she said.
“It’s just me,” I said.
“That’s part of the problem!” she said, and she pried my hands from her body, lifting them finger by finger, and crawled up onto her bed and she flopped down sideways, facing me. She patted the bed to invite me up to join her. I did, and we laid with our heads facing each other sideways on her pillows.
“Part of the problem is that it is you, and you’re so easy to say things to, and you’d probably play along with it, too,” she said. She chuckled and stretched her neck out to kiss the tip of my nose. “Knowing you, you’d probably love it.”
“So then tell me,” I said. I kissed her nose right back.
“No!” she squealed. “You’ll tell the others!”
“I won’t do that,” I said.
“I know you wouldn’t,” she said. She caressed my face in her fingers. “But it’s not something wild like what we do, all of us,” she said. “It’s probably too boring for you.”
“Laila,” I said. “Just say it.”
“I’ve never said it to anyone, I’ve never even said it to myself!” she said, and she widened her eyes and shook her face at me with seriousness etched into it.
I closed my eyes and said nothing. I knew it would just be a matter of time.
She pushed me onto my back and away from her and she groaned with frustration. But then she rolled herself on top of me, straddling my lap and pressed the heels of her hands into my shoulders. Her hair hung down around our faces, making a private tent for us.
“Promise not to laugh?”
“Of course I won’t,” I said.
She pursed her lips and hung her face down at mine, as though considering if I was safe enough to tell.
“I have to whisper it,” she said.
I rolled my head sideways to give her my ear.
She came down in a crouch over my body. “I like ice cream,” she whispered in my ear.
I screwed up my face and she squealed with laughter. Then she pushed her face against mine and brought her mouth back to my ear. “I fantasize about a boyfriend who sneaks into my apartment, finds me sleeping, and sneaks into my bed, but from the bottom,” she said. “And I wake up with him already licking me.”
“Anything else?” I said.
“He makes me cum?” she said, and she rolled her lips into her teeth on the “m” sound. “He pulls the sheets up from under, finds me inside my bed, gently spreads my legs, and kisses me there, touches me with his tongue, and opens me. And then I wake up. And he’s already doing it and I’m already so close,” she said, and she swallowed hard. “And then I go back to sleep,” she said and she laughed.
“Did you have a boyfriend who did that for you?” I said.
“No!” she said and she laughed. “That’s why it’s a fantasy, silly.” She kissed my nose again.
“Do you want me to do that?” I said.
She squirmed beside me and pushed her warm body against me. “That would be incredible and amazing!” she groaned. “But there’s only one problem,” she said.
“Which is?”
She bit her cheek and looked at me with wide eyes. “You can’t exactly tell a boyfriend to go now please and let me sleep, after he does that for you,” she said.
“You could tell me that, though,” I said. “In fact, if part of the fantasy is that he does that and then just leaves again, without having to be told, then we can do that, too,” I said. “I can be your substitute boyfriend.”
She rolled away and rolled back toward me and kicked her feet in bed. “That would be too much!” she said. Then she drew a serious expression over her face. “But you would do that?” she said. She bit her lip with anticipation.
“Do you want me to, later tonight?” I said.
She covered her face with her hands and squealed into her palms and wriggled all over again in her bed. “Yes!” she said, and she hid her face in my shoulder. “But what I really want is to not know beforehand, not tell you, this night, or that night — to just be randomly surprised,” she said. “But we can practice tonight!” she said, and she laughed. “I fall asleep quickly and easily — always just after 10. So anytime after that,” she said, and she quickly reached over to her bedside table, pulled open the drawer, and found a key. She handed it to me. “You have to sneak in, okay?” she said.
“And not tell you what time?” I said.
She sank her mouth over mine, and probed me with her tongue, and she moaned deeply and long against me. “I think you understand,” she groaned. “Now get out,” she said, and she shrieked with laughter.
I closed her apartment door behind me and tested the key in the lock, locking it, too, and I went back up my narrow stairs to my apartment on top of the house. The second period had just begun, and I sank into my couch and looked around for where to put her key. I still had Alana’s key in my pocket. I found an old and small bentwood box and I labelled the keys with a sharpie, “A” for Alana’s, and “L” for Laila’s, and I dropped them in the box and fit the snug lid back down on them and returned to the game.
It remained dull and lifeless as the second came to an end. I snickered at myself for even thinking about it, but I was unable to stop myself. A minute later, I was standing outside Tatum’s door down on the first floor. I didn’t touch it, but my knuckle lingered an inch from the old grooved wood, when Tatum opened it up to me.
“Yesss?” she said in a put-on spooky butler voice.
“How did you . . . ?” I said.
“I hear every-ting!” she said still in her spooky voice, and she turned and went back to her couch leaving her door wide open for me. She plopped down on her couch folding a leg under herself and examined the ends of her short blonde hair. “You bored?” she said, lifting her eyes to me. All that was missing was a bubble of chewing gum popping on her lips.
She was in a cotton athletic bra and cotton athletic panties. “You working out?” I said.
“I was going to, but I can’t seem to get up for it,” she said. “But you could help.”
As soon as she said that, she laughed and ducked her face down.
“How?” I said.
“No,” she said. “Girls aren’t supposed to like that.”
“Like what?” I said.
“I can’t tell you!” she said and she rolled her eyes like I was dense. “You’ll think I’m weird.”
“I already think that,” I said.
She threw the pillow she was hugging to her chest at me. “Everybody is so much more practiced around this stuff, they can just say what they like,” she said.
“You can just say it, too,” I said.
“Sure, just right out, tell you how weird I am, okay,” she said. “That’s perfect, for a grade 1 teacher!”
“I think it’s okay with me, don’t you? Does it help if I promise not to tell anyone?” I said.
She got up from the couch and sat back down again. “I feel weird,” she said.
“What could be so weird?” I said.
She curled herself over the pillow and looked at me with her face nearly pressed down into the cushions of her couch. “I like sex the way boys like sex,” she said. “There I said it,” she spoke directly into the cushion.
“What does that mean? You have to spell it out,” I said.
She sighed as though troubled and she rolled her face to mine. She pulled her knees up under her so that she was crouching on her elbows and knees. “It’s something I only found out from recent happenings,” she said.
“You mean with me? With us?” I said, and I indicated with my spinning finger all around the house.
She nodded.
I squinted at her wondering what it was, what specific incident, made her realize something about herself, something that would lead her to say she likes it the way boys like it, whatever that meant.
“Do you mean, with girls?” I said
She screamed and threw the pillow at me. “No! And anyway, that’s not weird! What’s the matter with you!?”
“You have to tell me now or I’m going to imagine all sorts of things,” I said.
She sighed and sank down heavier into the couch. “Slam bam thank you ma’am,” she said.
“Huh?”
“Slam bam thank you ma’am,” she repeated herself. “I don’t like a lot of cuddling — before, or after,” she said. “Never did. So when you did it to me — when you fucked me like that — you were so busy with someone else, you just left me there, and I thought, I like that!” she said, and her eyes took on a distant stare. “I liked just being taken like that, no asking, no big getting ready, no stupid foreplay, just shoot the gun, get it on, and get it done,” she said.
“Like a competition,” I said. She was easily the most athletic of all the girls in the house.
“Well, yeah,” she said. “Get in the starter’s blocks, run the race, and get on with life,” she said. “Like guys do it.”
“I guess that’s true,” I said. “We can sometimes just get to it, and get it done, and get back to the game,” I said.
“See? And nobody calls you weird for it!” she said. “Maybe I like that too, though,” she said. “I have a couple of gay male friends, and they laugh about it, saying it’s perfect, they’re both like that.”
“You want a boyfriend who just takes you and leaves you?” I said.
“It doesn’t have to be all rough and stuff, it doesn’t  have to be mean or cruel. I just don’t have patience for all the lead up and then after, all the taking care of each other and communication,” she said, and she stuck a finger in her mouth and imitated someone gagging.
“Like now?” I said. “If I looked at you and thought, yeah, I want to fuck you right now, just the way you are, down like that on your couch, you’d like that? And then I just left you like that, because the third period is coming on upstairs?”
She grinned. “I would like that,” she said. “Yes. And you don’t even have to text me after to check in to see if I’m okay,” she said. “As if.”
I chuckled. She put her face down into the cushions again and arched her back down and raised her hips up higher. “Don’t know what you’re waiting for,” she said.
I took another two beats before I realized she was being completely serious. I pushed up and stepped over to the couch and I ran my hand down her back and over her ass. She reached between her legs and yanked the waist of her tight cotton grey athletic panties half way down her thighs. “Come on,” she said.
I looked at her body before me. Everyone, her no less than Laila, Alana, and Dakota, were so different from that first day I ate with them in the staffroom at their school. I knelt on the couch behind her, I pulled my own drawstring pants down to my thighs, and I held my cock in my hand. She squatted her hips down and opened her legs wider. She pushed her hand through her legs and used a peace-sign with her fingers to spread the lips of her pussy open for me. I poked the head of my cock between her foaming wet lips and she pushed her hips back and sank her pussy down around the head of my cock.
I leaned forward, I took hold of her hips, and I pushed my cock the rest of the way into her. She gasped and gripped the top of the arm of the couch in front of her and pushed her face down into the cushion harder. “That’s it,” she squeezed out of her lungs.
I pulled all the way out and re-entered her, deeper and harder this time. “Fuck ya!” she groaned. It wasn’t like her to use that sort of language, a grade 3 teacher like her. Her voice was high-pitched and breathy. I pulled back and buried myself into her again and she raised her face to the side of the arm of the couch and dropped her mouth wide open. Her short blonde hair rippled with each jolting thrust I threw into her.
I could tell with the way she was breathing and holding her body that she was completely focused on her own orgasm. It made me lose any concern I had other than for my own orgasm, too. I think that’s what she meant, when she said she likes it the way boys like it. I closed my eyes and focused my mind and pumped myself into that girl’s tight, smooth, and wet pussy, and she did the same thing, closing her eyes and focusing her mind.
We made each other quickly reach the same point of no return, heightened by how we were both so completely self-absorbed. Her pussy gripped the shaft of my cock so hard, if she wasn’t so wet, it might have trapped me inside her. The pressure was more than I could bear, and besides, her pussy started contracting from front to back, milking my cock like tiny hands inside her. I grimaced and grunted and struggling to delay my explosion, but that only made things worse — she started to climax from me being so close.
She cried out loud and I erupted into her. She pumped her hips back into mine harder than I pumped myself into her, which was surprising, given how small her body was. I guess she wasn’t kidding when she said she liked it like that.
She collapsed down on the couch under me and I remained on my knees behind her, huffing and puffing, my cock hanging down covered in her juice and my cum.
“Bye!” she said, and she made little waves with her fingers at me and she smiled up from the cushion of the couch.
I staggered on my knees a moment in confusion and then remembered — leaving right away was what she said she liked. I got onto my feet and pulled my pants up. At her door I turned and waved. She was already shooing me out from the couch — but she did blow me a kiss before resting her face on a pillow she hugged under her, her body splayed there, having been fucked so thoroughly.
I staggered a bit, it was so rushed, but I made my way up the narrow stairs, back inside my door, and onto my couch, just as the third period got under way. No sooner had I settled in, I heard a noise at my front door. I went to investigate and found a small envelope on my floor. I opened it to find a key inside. And a note.
“If you want to, you can just come and take me like that any ol’ time,” Tatum wrote. “Now that you know my terrible secret!”
I chuckled. I also put a “T” on the key with my sharpie and dropped it into my bentwood box with the two others.
The game wasn’t over, but really, it was: 4-1 for the other guys with five minutes left, and the best goalie on the planet in their net. My phone buzzed at that moment. It was Dakota.
“Come down a sec, have to show you something,” she wrote.
Why not? I thought. I left the game on and went down to the first floor again to find Dakota’s door already partly open. I went inside and shut it behind me. “Daks!” I called out loud.
“Bedroom!” I heard her call back to me, and I heard her laugh to herself too.
I poked my head around her half-open bedroom door. She squealed and rolled away. “Get in,” she said to the other wall.
I did as she asked and she pushed herself back against me, making me spoon her. We rocked together a moment silently, before she spoke again. I could tell she was completely naked in bed. Her body was warm.
“Did you enjoy that?” she said. “With Tatum?” she clarified.
I kept quiet, unsure how to respond.
“I could hear,” she said. “I can keep secrets too — I just want to know if you liked it.” She half rolled over, took my chin in her hand, and kissed me. She looked from one of my eyes to the other.
“I liked it, yeah,” I said.
“That’s good,” she said. “It sounded like Tatum did for sure.”
I wasn’t sure where she was going with it. She could tell, too, from my silence.
“So I bet you’re wondering what my secret fantasy is,” she said. “Now that you know everybody else’s.”
“Did you listen to them all?” I said.
“You already know — everybody already knows — the heat ducts in this old house, you can hear everybody else’s business clear as day.” She snorted and rolled over to me. “We already know it — all of us. We don’t have secrets between us, and we never can, so long as we live in this house.”
“So you heard them all get me to swear never to tell anyone else what they told me?” I said.
She laughed. “That’s a running joke between us,” she said. “I was stifling my laughter hearing Alana say it, and then Laila said it too, and then Tatum had to say it as well,” she said. “Pretty funny.”
“Are they all hearing us talk too, right now?” I said.
“Probably not — I imagine everyone’s asleep. But you should know, we really have no secrets between us. We’re a coven!” she said, and she laughed.
“So what’s your fantasy?” I said.
“This,” she said.
“Cuddling?”
She laughed and shook her head. “No!” she said. “It’s you coming to me after doing whatever it is you do to my friends, and crawling into my bed and telling me what you did, how it felt, and how good it was,” she said. She rolled over against me and kissed my chin. “And I mean, all the gory details!”
“Seriously?” I said.
She gasped and pressed her head back. Her chest came up and the sheets fell from her body. Her knees were up and spread. Her hands were cupped around her bare pussy. She was fingering herself.
“Seriously,” she groaned. “Coming to my bed after having sex with another girl,” she said, barely able to talk. “Cumming on them, or in them, and then coming to me,” she said, barely able to talk. We kissed and her body strained on the bed beside me. “Did you cum on little Alana’s face tonight?” she said.
“I did,” I said, “all over it.”
She grunted and stretched in her neck to clamp her teeth around my shoulder. “All over her mouth?” she said in a whimpering cry.
“All over it, drips of it all over her eyes and cheeks, too,” I said.
She dropped her mouth wide open. “And did Laila cum when you licked her?”
“She came super-hard — and this time, she wasn’t even sleeping,” I said.
“Oh fuck, Ethen,” she cried. Her body twitched and stretched. “How did you fuck Tatum?”
“Doggy-style, behind her on the couch,” I said. “Her panties stretching between her thighs.”
“Oh god that’s so good,” she said. “Did you like pounding her cute little body like that?”
“She’s very tight all over, very athletic,” I said.
“You love fucking her, don’t you,” she said.
“And leaving her,” I said.
She sank her mouth around my mouth and slurped at me with her tongue. “You can do to me whatever you do to them, too, you know, after you do it to them,” she said. “As long as you tell me how it felt.”
“It felt incredible to fuck Tatum without asking, without waiting, no warm up, no foreplay — just taking her,” I said.
Dakota groaned and rolled over and back. “Jesus, that’s hot.”
“And licking Laila’s sweet pussy, it made me so hard, especially when she came all over my face,” I said.
Dakota thrashed in her bed beside me.
“And shooting my load all over Alana’s face. She licked it up, too,” I said.
“Oh fuck!” Dakota cried out loud, and she popped up, pushed me down onto my back, and she straddled my hips. She crammed my cock into her pussy and drove her hips down into mine.
In seconds, she had me on the cusp. She was wild, she was untethered. Her hair swept over my face and her fingers cut into my skin. I felt her pussy gush over my cock. “Did you like doing that to my friends?” she said, barely able to hold back.
“To fuck and lick and suck and shoot myself all over all your elementary teacher staffroom colleagues?” I said.
She couldn’t talk anymore, but only groaned.
“It felt incredible, I loved it,” I said.
“Does it make you cum?” she grunted in my ear. “Fucking up the entire primary wing of the school like that?” she groaned.
She was climaxing before I answered. She rammed my hips so hard with her hips, her bed hit the wall. I erupted into her from below, and filled her pussy until it gushed out of her and spread around both our abdomens and legs.
When I rolled over and off her, we both started laughing and couldn’t stop.
“Go on, get out of here,” she said. “I’ll clean up.” She stopped me at her front door. “I think there’s only one thing in common between us all, that way,” she said.
“What is that?” I said, still out of breath.
“None of us want a guy to hang around after we’re done,” she said, and she chuckled and kissed my nose. “And all of us are so grateful to share a man who doesn’t mind being shoved out our doors so unceremoniously,” she said.
I didn’t have time to think about what she said. She had opened her door and was shoving me out already. I shook my head and looked up. Tatum was in her door, half open, but only to wave at me, to smile, and to shut her door. I went up the stairs still delirious from cumming in Dakota and wavering and running against the wall all the way up, barely holding myself upright. At the top, I found Laila at her slightly open door. She laughed lightly, she blew me a kiss, and she waved at me goodnight, and shut her door. I spun around hearing another voice chuckle. It was Alana. Just like Tatum and Laila, she waved at me, she said “goodnight, lover-man,” and she shut her door.
I got upstairs, finally, and fell into my couch thoroughly exhausted. I felt something in my pocket. It was, I was not surprised, another key. I wrote a “D” on it and dropped it into my bentwood box. I looked down into it and shook it, rattling all four keys together, and I snorted.
In the staffroom at school the next mid-morning, I got my coffee and snack and joined the four girls at our usual round table at the back. I never wore jewelry much, but in Mexico one day, in a market we went through, they made me buy a gold chain. I made sure to wear a shirt that morning that I could unbutton enough to make the chain obvious. I undid another button, too, one too many for school, but just before coming into the staffroom.
“You get that on holidays?” Dakota said, and she indicated my chain with her own finger around her own neck, as I knew she would. She was the one who noticed everything. But it was a secret to the rest of the staff that me and the entire primary wing took a trip together for winter break. She was the one who helped me pick it out, of course.
“I did!” I said, and I unclasped it from behind my neck and laid it out on the table as though to show it off. Strung on the chain were the four keys they’d given me, marked D, A, L, and T.
All four girls instantly turned away, covering their mouths and squelching their giggles. I caught them all by surprise, and I loved it.
“You are so bad!” Dakota said in a quiet voice.
“Look, it says Dalt,” Tatum said.
“My middle name is Dalton,” I said. “In fact I grew up being called Dalt by my friends. How strange.”
Laila, Alana, and Dakota all made eyes at each other and they all grinned too. I put the chain back on around my neck.
“Better keep that hidden,” Dakota said. “Or Dalton might get mad.”
They all chuckled again. Tatum turned to me and scooped her hair around her ear. “Dalton keeps a lot of secrets I hear,” she said straight-faced.
The others squelched the giggles again.
“He seems to only come out at nights, though, have any of you noticed that?” Alana said.
“That Dalt,” Tatum said. “He’s got some strange habits.”
Everybody looked down and twisted their lips and tried not to burst out laughing.
“I like him, though,” Laila said.
“You just never know when he’s going to show up, though,” Alana said.
We all got up and pushed our chairs in to go back to our classrooms. Even as we passed by the other table of teachers, Tatum spoke out loud. “That’s what’s exciting about Dalt,” she said. “Never knowing when, right?”
Alana and Laila both had to look away to avoid bursting out laughing. Dakota looked at her sideways with her eyes flaring wide and shocked.
I played it straight, walking behind them all out the staffroom door and down the hallway to the primary end of the school, straight faced and relaxed, hands in my pockets, the four girls’ apartment keys dangling against my chest under my shirt all the way.
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