
        
            
                
            
        

    















One of the pick-me-ups that gets teachers through the doldrums of late January mid-way through the school year is the state-wide professional development day.
“Look at this one,” Laila said when she came into the staffroom for mid-morning break. She dropped a  conference pamphlet down on the round table between us, Tatum, Alana, Dakota, and me.
I scooped it up. “Overnight?” I said.
“District pays for it,” Dakota said, and she made a sneaky cheating expression at me.
“If they approve of it,” Tatum said, holding a cautionary finger up. 
“Reading conference,” I said. “You’re all elementary teachers. Pretty sure reading is up there for them.”
“All day Friday and half of Saturday,” Laila said. “We could all book it and go together.” She widened her eyes and pulled a half grin up her face at Dakota.
“We’d stand a better chance of getting it covered if we all stayed in the same hotel room,” Dakota said.
Everybody thought about that a moment, silently. But pretty soon all their eyes rolled around and landed on mine.
“Be hard to book a room for 5, though,” Tatum said.
“So maybe I just book the conference and skip the hotel,” I said, and I put the pamphlet down.
Dakota scooped the pamphlet up and gazed around its different panels. She shrugged. “You could justify going too, for sure,” she said with a nod. “Subs need reading teaching skills too. Just not sure you’d get covered for your own hotel room.”
“Don’t need a hotel room,” I said. “If anyone asks, I’ll just say I have a friend to stay with up there.”
“But where will you really stay?” Tatum said, her eyes and mouth full of sweet and unaware innocence.
It took a beat or two for the other three teachers to clue in to what I was getting at as well. But then they all simultaneously curled up in the corners of their mouths, dropped their faces down to the table, and smirked.
“Oh my god,” Tatum finally said, getting the drift. “That does sound like fun, though,” she murmured.
“There’ll be hundreds of teachers crawling all over the place,” Dakota said. “I’ve been on this one up there before — the conference books out the whole hotel, all 12 floors, and puts out the rooms to teachers booked into the conference,” she said. “The entire hotel is nothing but teachers for the whole weekend. The whole village is nothing but teachers.”
The “village” was a ski resort two hours out of town.
“Can we get away with it though?” Alana said.
Dakota grinned at her over her shoulder. “I’ve never been one much for rules,” she said. They all laughed too much, and with an edge of nervousness, too. The idea of breaking rules was in general a titillating idea for teachers. It was exciting for them to imagine it. It didn’t much matter, even, what kind of rules they were thinking about breaking, or whose. Just the idea of breaking rules, however tiny and inconsequential, was enough to put blush on teachers’ faces.
“I mean,” Laila said, “he looks like a teacher, nobody is going to stop him and ask him what he’s doing in there.”
They all turned to me and looked me up and down from the other side of the table. “Does he though?” Dakota said, and she shrugged, she smirked, and she chuckled.
“Might have to dress him up,” Laila said thoughtfully, gazing objectively at me up and down just as plainly as Dakota did.
Alana glanced over her shoulder at the other table filled with the older, more veteran teachers, and, satisfied they were ensconced in their own conversations, she brushed her fingers over my forehead, sweeping my hair to the side. “Give him a haircut, too, maybe,” she said. “You look like a substitute teacher, honestly,” she said to me. “Not a real teacher.”
I rolled my eyes.
But the others all nodded in unison. “We can put you in a casual suit jacket, maybe,” Laila said.
“A button-up shirt, too,” Alana said.
“And pants, not jeans,” Tatum said.
“Wait just a minute,” I said, and they all turned their wide eyes at me like I had spoken without permission or somehow out of turn. “I’m not some stalking horse you can just dress up like that,” I said.
They all stared unmoved. “Yes you are,” Dakota finally said matter-of-factly. “You’re just a sub here, remember that.” She squinted her eyes at me cold and hard.
Laila almost nearly kept a straight face. Alana erupted in a chuckle, but staunched it.
“So, what, now I have to do whatever you four say to do?” I said. I bulged my eyes out and stared off sideways.
Tatum glanced over at the other table to check on it, and finding it still safely preoccupied, leaned over our table closer to me. “You not only have to do whatever we say to do,” she widened her eyes at me, “but also when and where we say too!” She reached over the table and curled her fist around my forearm and dug her fingernails into my flesh, hard enough to hurt.
Alana bit her lip and looked over at the other table just like Tatum had done, before sitting up to lean over the table too, creating a huddle of girls leaning closer into me. “In fact,” she said in a hushed voice, “since you’re being allowed to stay in our room, and probably eating with our per diems, too,” she said, and she smirked,  “that’s going to be the rule for the whole Pro-D weekend. You do whatever we say for you to do, and when and where we say it, without talking back!”
Laila leaned forward to join the huddle. “If you know what’s good for you,” she said, and she narrowed her eyes at me. “You don’t care about primary reading programs anyway, we all know the one reason you want to go to the conference,” she said. “And it’s not about teaching.” She sat back, folded her arms over her chest, flicked her hair out of her face, and rolled her head sideways with great indignation, however false.
“It is about learning, though,” Tatum said, and she narrowed her eyes at mine. “You’re going to be teacher’s pet for the whole weekend,” she said. She snorted, unable to keep her face straight completely.
“Oooh,” Dakota said, clasping her hands over her face. “That sounds like too much fun.”
“Well I’m not going,” I said.
All four young, bright and enthusiastic teachers turned to me as one, and all four scowled, frowned, and creased their brows at me. “Yes you are!” they all said at the same time. Teachers can do that — turn on a dime, from being the softest, most sympathetic and empathetic creatures on Earth, to the hardest drill sergeant commandants in any barracks. They all laughed at their simultaneity, too, and they all got up at the same time and chattered on their way out the door and back to their classrooms. Their “Yes you are!” order to me was so harsh, so quick, and so firm, the other table of older teachers all spun around and stared, first at the backside of my four girls getting up and leaving, and then at me, confused and wondering what was going on at our table.
I shrugged at them like I didn’t have any idea, either, and I got out of there.
That Friday came soon enough. I was commandeered to do the driving. “Of course!” said Dakota, and she shook her head at me in supposed exasperation at how dim I could sometimes be. “Teachers’ pet!” she added and she giggled.
“Everybody go to the bathroom?” I said when they all piled in. We rented an SUV — it was the cheapest way up, and the district covered that as well, since there were five of us going in it.
They all laughed. Dakota was up front beside me, and Alana, Tatum, and Laila were in the backseat together, in that order, right to left.
“First stop, drive-thru at stah-bawks,” Laila said from the back seat, imitating one of the older teachers whose Boston accent came out at the funniest times, and we all knew, too, instantly, who she was making fun of.
“Did you see them when we all yelled at Ethen in unison in the staffroom?” Tatum said. She covered her face in both her cupped palms. “I thought they were going to pee their pants!”
“They would if they knew what was really going on,” Laila said. “The way Ethen treats us — attacking us in the middle of the night, just walking into our apartments like that,” she said.
They all snickered, the joke being, they had all given me their apartment keys for exactly that purpose.
“Tables will be turned this weekend,” Dakota said sideways through the corners of her eyes. She grinned a wicked grin at me.
“Yeah, you big meany,” Tatum said. She reached over the back of my seat and slapped me lightly on the back of my head — and I exaggerated it and made it look like she hit me hard. “Just bursting in, all slam-bam-thank-you-ma’am, and leaving again!” she said.
I found her in the rear view mirror and squinted at her.
She snorted and turned away, hiding her grin.
“At least you know that he’s coming in,” Laila said. “He sneaks into my bed when I’m sleeping,” she said, and she pretended to be shocked and horrified. “And I can’t even say what he does to me even while I’m still sleeping!”
All four of them this time smirked and their shoulders began to lift up and their bodies started to jiggle.
“That’s nothing,” Alana said. “He ties me up!” she said with a pleading voice.
“You poor, poor thing!” Tatum said to her, taking her hand in both of her hands as though comforting her, and she patted it. “Then what does he do?”
Alana pretended to be too embarrassed to say.
“You can tell me,” Tatum said in her best trustworthy teacher voice. “This is a safe place.”
The other girls snorted loudly and Dakota even burst out laughing. “No it’s not!” she cried out loud.
“Dakota,” Tatum said, keeping herself in character, “I’m going to have to ask you to be respectful. Is laughing like that expected behavior?”
“Oh my god!” Laila screamed and she howled. “None of anything this weekend is expected behavior! This is so insane!”
“Tell us what he does to you,” Tatum said, patting Alana’s hands again. “Ignore the others.”
Alana narrowed her eyes and bit her tongue.
I rolled my eyes and looked sideways out my window and I shook my head.
“He pulls on his thing,” Alana finally said.
“Until when?” Tatum said, maintaining her sympathetic voice all the way.
“He makes me kneel in front of him,” Alana said.
“What does he do to you?” Tatum said.
“He ties my hands behind my back,” Alana said.
“And then?”
“Then he pulls on himself.”
“In front of you?”
“In front of my face.”
“You can see it?”
“It’s all I can see,” Alana said.
Laila snorted out loud.
Dakota clapped and squealed. “You sick, sick fuck, Ethen!” she said, and she slapped my forearm where it stretched out to the steering wheel.
I pursed my lips.
“Then what happens?” Tatum said, pushing her little play to the inevitable end.
“He shoots his stuff all over my face,” Alana said.
I guffawed out my side window. Dakota screamed and covered her face and looked out her own side window. Laila whooped like her team just scored. Only Tatum and Alana remained in character.
“On your mouth?” Tatum said. “Here?” she said, and she leaned over and kissed Alana on her mouth lightly.
“And here,” Alana said, and she closed her eyes and pointed at her eyelids.
Tatum kissed her eyelids. The other girls became quiet.
“And here,” Alana said, and she pointed at her chest where it was exposed between the opened and spread collars of her top. Tatum leaned down and kissed her chest.
“Does he shoot his stuff all over your face and body?” Tatum said.
Alana just nodded, full of innocence and wonder. “He makes me cum, too,” she said.
That was it — Tatum plugged her nose to try to stop, but it was no good. She burst out laughing and rolled back into her seat and pulled her knees up to her chest. She was in hysterics.
“Way to go,” Laila said to Tatum. She tugged at the crotch of her jeans. “Now I need him to lick me again.”
“Not until he throws one of his big ol’ mean fucks into my tight little pussy!” Tatum said, sitting back up. “He’s part of my fitness regimen now,” she announced proudly with a wide smile.
Alana remained quiet — until Tatum noticed what she was doing. “Alana’s jerking off!” Tatum cried out loud.
“I am not!” Alana said, yanking her hand out of her pants. “Anyways, girls don’t have a thing to jerk off, dummy!” she said.
Dakota turned around from the front seat. “Now girls, settle down!” she said. “We’ll all be in our hotel room soon enough. You will just have to learn to wait.”
“Easy for you to say,” Tatum said to Dakota. “I saw who came out of Ethen’s door this morning.”
“I was only checking in on him,” Dakota said, shaking her head at Tatum behind her and over her shoulder.
“Taking his temperature up your bum?” Tatum said.
“Tatum!” Dakota scolded her. But Everybody started jiggling again, me included, and pretty soon it became hard to keep the SUV on the road, we were all shrieking and laughing so hard.
“Have you really done anal, Daks?” Laila said from the back seat.
“No!” Dakota said. “Have you?”
Laila laughed. “I’ve barely done straight up stuff!” she said. “Until bad boy Ethen showed up, that is,” she said. “What about you Alana?” she said.
“Why didn’t you ask me?” Tatum said.
They all laughed out loud at that. “Tatum,” Dakota said, turning around to find her in the back seat. “If you said right now that you’ve done anal, I would never trust you with the truth ever again.”
“What’s so hard to believe about that? I might have,” she said.
Even I laughed.
“I’m curious about it,” Alana said.
“Why am I not surprised?” Tatum said, turning to her. “Getting tied up and cummed all over your face and tits, and that’s probably just your foreplay, too!” Tatum said, and she tsk-tsk’ed her.
“Has anyone done anal?” Alana said.
They eventually all turned toward me.
“Well?” Dakota said. She had turned sideways to lean against her door and she pulled up her foot and kicked my thigh with it. She smirked and pulled her hair from her face.
“I’m not part of this conversation,” I finally said.
They all guffawed and sat forward and taunted me. I was forced to answer.
“Just once,” I said.
“I knew it!” Tatum shrieked.
“Did you at least ask the girl?” Laila said.
I rolled my eyes and chuckled. “No, Laila, I just rammed it into her from behind by surprise,” I said, and I shook my head.
“Wouldn’t be surprised, to tell you the truth, the way you sneak up on people when they’re sleeping,” she said.
I dropped my chin to my chest and half stood up in the front seat to find her in the back corner of the seat through the rearview mirror. “That was your fantasy!” I called out at her.
“And I begged you to not tell anyone, to keep it a secret,” she said with her eyes half-lidded back at me.
“He tells everybody about how he fucks my body so rudely and just leaves me, too,” she said, and she patted Laila’s arm with fake sympathy.
“I asked him not to tell anyone about cumming all over my face,” Alana said. “But guess what?” she said, and she kneed the back of my driver’s seat.
Dakota began laughing and she half turned to me. “This weekend is going to be nuts,” she said.
“You’re telling me,” I said.
Tatum shot forward between the two seats and brought her face up close to mine. “If we wanted to try anal this weekend, would you do it for us?” she said.
“Tatum!” Alana said from the back seat. “We don’t half to ask him anything — this weekend, he’s our teacher’s pet, he has to do anything we say.”
“Yay!” Laila cried out from the back seat. She wound down the window and stuck her face out. “We’re all getting anal this weekend!” she cried out to the passing trees and fences.
“What if we don’t want anal?” Dakota said.
“Tough luck!” Laila shouted from behind her. “It’s all for one and one for all!”
“Would you do it if we told you to?” Dakota said more quietly, more seriously, to me.
“Why suddenly does everyone want to do anal?” I said.
“Would you though?” she said, ignoring my question.
“And then next day, all four of you are out walking around to your conference sessions like you can’t sit down and you can’t straighten your legs,” I said.
That was it. They all started laughing uncontrollably again. “That would look pretty funny!” Tatum said.
“Does it really do that to you?” Alana said from the back.
“You have to use a lot of lubrication,” I said.
“Can people really tell like that?” Tatum said. “Like if they saw us all walking down a hallway, would they know we all had anal last night?” she said.
“Depends,” I said, and I shrugged.
“Depends on what?” Tatum said.
“On how hard I fuck you up the ass,” I said.
“Jesus!” Dakota said, and she slapped my arm again. “You won’t be fucking any of us up the ass with an attitude like that, and that’s final!” she said.
Several moments passed in silence. Laila broke it. “I’m  still kind of curious, though,” she said.
They all turned to her and shouted at her and pushed her and slapped her. She defended herself but laughed too hard to do anything more than flail back blindly.
I dropped them off at the front doors to the hotel like I was their professional driver, and I swung around the back and looked for where to park. They checked in and texted me the room number. I walked in the lobby casually and at ease, found the elevators, and went up to the 12th floor. I found 1201 right across the hall from the elevator, and knocked on the door. I could hear them inside shrieking and laughing. I knocked again, louder, and heard all their voices drop silent.
“Who is it?” I heard Tatum’s voice sing from the other side of the door.
“Who do you think?” I said. “Open up!”
Tatum laughed and opened the door. “Had to be sure!” she said in defense.
“We discussed this very plan like two minutes ago!” I said, and I came in and shut the door.
Dakota whizzed past me in her bra and panties, and flew into the bathroom where Laila was already, putting on make-up, also in bra and panties only. “Hurry up!” Dakota said to me. “We have to go down for the keynote speech over lunch,” she said.
“He doesn’t have to go,” Tatum said. “You’re not even a real teacher,” she said to me, and she reached with her hand to scrunch her fist in my crotch, and she laughed.
“He’s going,” Dakota shouted from the bathroom. “He needs to eat — he’s going to need his energy this weekend,” she said.
I threw my duffle bag on one of the beds and sank down on the end of it and stretched out my neck and circled my head around on it, getting the sore driving kinks out of it.
Tatum was also in her bra and panties.
“Those look great,” I said.
She looked down at herself. She was wearing muted gun-blue matching bra and panties, cotton, tight. “Thank you, Ethen!” she said. “Let me do that,” she said, and she jumped up on the bed, walked on it, and came down behind me to wrap her bare legs around my hips from behind, and she closed her hands over the muscles of my neck.
Laila, Dakota, and Alana were also stripped down to their underwear, Laila in white thong panties and white balconette bra, Alana in black hipster panties and lacy bra, and Dakota in red cull cup satin bra, and matching lo-rise panties.
“Red, white, and blue . . .  and black,” I said.
“What’s that?” Dakota said, leaning out of the bathroom.
“Your underwear, red, white, blue, and black,” I said, gesturing with my chin around the four of their bodies rushing around the room.
“Hm!” Dakota said. “Almost like we planned it that way for you, isn’t it,” she said, and she flared her smiling eyes at me and pulled back inside the bathroom with a grin.
“Tatum!” Dakota shouted from the bathroom.
“Ma’am!” Tatum answered her from behind me where she continued rubbing my neck deep, hard, and good.
“Time to get the bag out,” Dakota said.
“Oh yeah!” Tatum squealed, and she pushed up and away from me. She pulled up to the bed a backpack. I nodded at it. I noted when I was packing the back of the SUV that there were six bags, and only five of us, but I didn’t question it at the time.
Tatum squealed and zipped open the bag. Dakota came out of the bathroom followed by Laila. Alana came skipping over from the mirror over the dresser where she was putting on make-up for lunch.
“Open, open!” Alana cried out.
“What is it?” I said.
“Wait until you see!” Tatum said.
Dakota curled her hand around my jaw and kissed my cheek. “Wouldn’t you love to know,” she said.
Laila pushed her nearly naked body against my back and wrapped her hands around my waist. “You’re going to look so good,” she said. She kissed my neck.
Alana stepped up in front of me and held my mouth to kiss me deeply and hard. “And remember, you can’t say no to anything,” she said.
Tatum spread out on the bed an assortment of new men’s clothing. I realized what they had done right away. They secretly bought things to dress me in for the special weekend up at the resort village.
“So yes, you are our stalking horse!” Dakota said, and she laughed.
“Teacher’s pet!” Tatum said in a teasing voice, and she squealed and laughed.
They quickly decided what I was going to wear to the lunch. If I spoke, they pinched my lips together. I was given no say, no choice, no self-determination at all.
“Just take it,” Dakota said. “If you know what’s good for you.”
“Teacher’s pet,” I moaned. “More like teachers’ toy,” I said.
“I don’t think you should be complaining,” Dakota said. “You’re going to be constantly fucking four of the hottest young single teachers up at this whole conference, non-stop day and night, I hope you realize that,” she said, and she laughed and tickled the underside of my chin with her fingernail.
“And all of us up the wazoo, too,” Tatum said, and she squealed.
“Oh!” Dakota suddenly said. “Guys, guys!” she said to Alana, Laila, and Tatum, and she beckoned them to stand shoulder to shoulder with her. “Time to show him!”
“Show me what?” I said.
They didn’t answer, but they all got in a line and squealed and twisted on their waists together. I gazed at their four almost naked bodies, lined up in red, white, blue, and black underwear, facing me.
“Ready?” Dakota said.
“For what?” I said.
All four girls hooked their thumbs in the waists of their panties and they all squatted at their waist and knees. “Go!” Tatum shouted, and they all pushed their panties half-way down their thighs. They all stood up like that, squealing and laughing and covering their mouths with their hands and twisting their bodies at me side to side, their panties stretched between their legs. All four of their pussies were cleanly shaved, not a single pubic floss of hair between them. They laughed at my reaction and pushed their hips up and out at me, taunting me with their bare bodies.
“Just for you!” Alana said, and they all laughed more and pulled their panties up. They dressed me and themselves and together we hurried down the hallway to the elevator and rushed to the large room where lunch was already coming out.
It started with Laila. “Can you help me with something?” she said at our lunch table after eating. She didn’t wait for me to answer before she curled her hand around my wrist and pulled me up and out of my chair. We were at a table at the back of the room and didn’t need to weave through tables of teachers to slip out one of the back doors and into the broad hallway that lined the side of the banquet room.
“What’s up?” I said.
“You’ll see,” she said.
She took me all the way back to the bank of elevators. Because everyone staying at the hotel was in the banquet room, the elevators were fast. I began to ask her again what was up, but she held her finger to her lips to shush me. They might have been newish teachers, but they had that authoritative way about them already. I nodded and kept my mouth shut.
She pulled me into the room and pushed me harshly to one of the beds until, backward, my calves hit the edge and I flopped down onto it on my back. She laughed and hiked her black skirt up around her waist and knelt on the edge of the bed with her knees spread around my legs where they hung over the edge. “Oops!” she said, and she got off, stood up, and bent at her waist. She pulled her panties down from inside her skirt, and came back over me on her knees.
She inhaled sharply through her nose. “Lick me, teachers’ pet!” she said in the tone of an officious order. She walked on her knees over my body and knelt high and straight over my face. She reached behind me and pulled a pillow or two under the back of my head to push my face up into her groin.
Her pussy, like they all showed me that morning, was smooth and cleaned of all hair. Her pussy lips were more pronounced and they hung from her, frosted and pink. I pushed my tongue out and up, and touched her lips.
“Oh god, yeah!” she groaned and she curled her fingers into my hair and tugged on my scalp.
I looked up her body over me and saw her drop her head back and shut her eyes. I slid my hands up the backs of her thighs and closed my fingers around her bare ass and pulled her hips harder down to my face. I kissed and licked her lips. She spread herself on her knees wider over me. I felt her thigh muscles tighten. I pushed my mouth half-open over her entire pussy and French kissed her. She emitted tiny chirps to the ceiling, her breath shortening and catching.
I used my thumbs to gently part her lips open, and her body clenched up all over and trembled. I licked around the inside of her pussy and found her coated in wetness. She was flooding. I sucked her clitoris between my lips and danced the tip of my tongue over and around it, and I felt her body shake violently over me, and her breath stop and start.
I flicked my tongue on her rosy red nub and she cried out loud to the ceiling. I thought about it — the hotel was apparently full of teachers from all over the state. But they were supposedly all down in the banquet room. I flicked my tongue again, mercilessly, over her clit, and she curled in her spine, she cried out loud, and she shook violently over my face. I felt the heat of her flow as it ran over my chin and down my neck.
She rolled off me and onto her back and she pulled her knees up to her chest and rocked herself back down to sanity. I rolled over on top of her and yanked my pants down to my thighs. I pushed her knees down and opened her legs.
But she laughed and squealed and rolled on her side and clawed and pulled herself out from under me.
“Oh no you don’t!” she cried out loud, and she darted away from the bed, snatched up her panties, pulled them back on, slipped on her peep-toe platform pumps, and dashed to the door. “Alana gets that, now hurry up!” she said, and she laughed.
I finally rolled off the bed and checked myself in the mirror and dabbed my lips and face with a tissue, before joining her at the door and following her back down the hallway to the elevator.
“Good boy,” she said.
I looked over at her and frowned with confusion on my face. But she blithely ignored me and we were soon sitting down again at out table in the back of the banquet room.
Only a few moments passed before Alana dabbed her lips with a napkin, made eye contact with me, and nudged her head sideways, gesturing silently for me to follow her. Teachers at nearby tables glanced over at us. Some were already wondering what was going on.
Alana said nothing as she walked like a teacher down the hallway toward the elevators, all purpose and poise. Other teachers got on the same elevator and we rode up silently, not even making eye contact. But no sooner had we gone inside our hotel room door, than Alana spun toward me, pushed her lithe, toned body up against mine, pressed me to the wall, and kissed me deep and long.
Quickly she stripped out of her purple pencil skirt and black crop-cut cashmere sweater. She turned her back to me and flipped up her hair for me to help her with the clasps at the back of her bra. Completely naked inside a minute, she riffled through her bag and came up with a silk scarf.
“I think you know what to do with this,” she said, and she turned her back to mine and held her wrists together behind her back.
I tied them up.
She turned around slowly and ruefully, and she came down onto her knees in the middle of the hotel room floor. “There’s another smaller strip of silk in my bag,” she said. “Get it and do my eyes,” she said, and she closed them.
I searched around her bag and found the black strip of silk easily. I came back to her and tied it over her eyes. She opened her pretty pink flossed mouth and licked her lips and moaned at me on her knees in front of me. “Give me,” she said.
I dropped my pants down to my ankles and pulled my shorts down to my knees. I pushed my fingers through her hair and gripped it, pulling it. My cock stirred quickly and grew big and hard in a moment. I touched her mouth with the tip of the head of my cock and she curled in her spine and dropped her head back, her mouth gaping up at my cock like she was starved for it. I drove it into her mouth and she greedily snaked her tongue around it inside. I shook in my legs and pumped my hips at her face. She moaned, muffled, with my cock touching the back of her throat.
When I pulled back from her, she whined in protest and leaned forward to keep me in her busy mouth.
“Gonna cum,” I said, warning her.
She instantly pulled off me and hung her mouth wide open with her face turned up to me, and she wagged her tongue out her mouth and grunted. “All over me,” she said.
I gripped my cock in my hand and looked down at her, writhing on her knees and pushing her bare chest and face up at me. I didn’t last long. I clenched my eyes and gritted my teeth and felt the surge collapse down into my groin. She emitted a high-pitched cry and I was unable to hold back any longer. I sprayed her face with five or six pumps of cum and got her neck and breasts, too. When I opened my eyes and looked down at her, I found my cum hanging in wriggling strands from her cheeks and jaw and chin and breasts.
She pushed herself up from the floor, peeled her blindfold off, pulled her hands free, and skipped to the bathroom. I pulled my pants up and sat, sagging, on the bed, recovering. She came out cleaned up and just as quickly as she had undressed, she got dressed again. She pulled me by the wrist and kissed my neck with her face and mouth still steaming and hot. “That was incredible,” she said, and she pulled me out the door and down the hall and back to the elevator.
Even more table-neighbors looked around at us when we came back in. Alana, to her credit, looked unblemished, even though I painted her face in cum only moments before. She made eyes at Laila and they both smirked in the corners of their mouths. Grade 1 and 2 teachers, the two of them, and in a room full of mostly female teachers. Even I was feeling scandalized.
I didn’t have long to think about it, though, before Tatum began making eyes at me across the table. When I finally gave in and looked directly at her, she shot them sideways toward the other wall of the banquet room, where the hallway to the bathroom was. I tried to look away.
But Dakota leaned over beside me. “You will do what you’re told,” she said sternly.
Tatum got up from our table and weaved through all the other tables straight to the bathrooms. At the last moment, she glanced over her shoulder at me across the crowded room, and disappeared through a door.
I looked around. There was no way to get there without drawing the attention of nearly the whole banquet room. Dakota flared her eyes at me and rolled them over in a gesture toward the bathrooms. I flared my eyes back at her, and though she smirked and nearly laughed, she also kicked my foot under the table and gestured with her tilting head for me to get going.
I rolled my eyes and pushed my chair back from the table. This time, table neighbors sighed with annoyance at us. I ignored them and made my way as discreetly as one can in such a situation to the bathrooms on the other side.
The bathrooms shared a unisex wash-up room, surrounded by private, frosted-glass stalls. It was clean and elegant. Every door was partly open but for one, down at the end. It opened an inch when I approached it. I nudged it more with my foot and stood staring inside.
Tatum was bent over at her waist, her hands splayed on the wall over the toilet, her arms straight out, her ass turned up to me. She had pulled her long skirt up and over her waist and wavered her ass at me, drawing it around in a circle, teasing me, taunting me. She looked over her shoulder at me behind her with big, nearly sad, almond-shaped eyes, and she bit her lower lip at me. I looked down between the cheeks of her ass. Her bald, clean pussy was already frothy with her juice. She looked like she was about to cry, her eyes were so glassy with lust.
I was just recovered from Alana enough to find myself rock hard all over again. I stepped inside, shut and locked the door, and pulled my pants and shorts down to my knees.
Tatum groaned and grunted. I hadn’t even touched her yet, and she sounded like she was already on the edge. Her fingers curled into fists against the wall and she arched deeply in her back and rolled her face up to the ceiling. I stepped up behind her and took her hips in my hands and pulled on her. She cried out loud and whimpered.
Someone else came into the bathroom and she covered her mouth with one of her hands. I pulled the fabric of her panties aside and guided my hard cock up against her pussy lips. She was so wet, I slipped easily inside, even though she was tight and contracting already. She simpered out loud through her hand cupped over her face with her eyes clamped shut, but the speakers in the ceiling piped in the speech from the podium in the room, so people taking a pee didn’t miss anything. It covered, barely, the sounds Tatum made when I held her hips and rammed my cock all the way up her pussy until my thighs bumped her ass cheeks.
I thought for sure the slapping sounds we made would be heard, but it was too late to stop. Tatum rammed her hips back at me harder than I rammed her with mine. She braced herself into the wall in front of her and hung her head down between her straight arms. I pulled on her hair and she cried out loud. I felt her pussy grip me like hands inside her, and milk me further inside. She reached down and between her legs and squeezed her finger and thumb around the base of my cock, preventing me from cumming inside her.
The sensation made me pound myself into her harder than ever. She stamped her foot into the floor and breathed noisily and unevenly. We heard the hand dryer, and then the door open and close. She let go of my cock and I instantly spurted hard and deep into her. She groaned out loud and shook all over. I could feel the tension in her body peak and then drain from her. I pulled out of her and my cum ran from her wasted pussy and down the inside of her thighs.
I unlocked the stall door and went out to get her towels to clean her legs with. I was startled to find a person in the mirror, pushing their hair up and checking their teeth for food bits. They looked over at me with disgust, and turned and left. A toilet flushed and another of the stall doors opened. We thought we heard the one person leave earlier. Instead, it was another coming in. Tatum came out before I could warn her to stay in, and together we stoically washed our hands. She went back inside her stall with the towels I had pulled out for her, and I left the bathroom.
I saw the first person at their table whispering to two other teachers with all of their eyes on me as I hung my head and hurried with purpose back to our table. One of them smirked. The other covered her mouth with her hand and looked sharply away. I sat down and deliberately made no eye contact with Alana, Laila, or Dakota. But in the corner of my eye, I saw Tatum come out and make her way back to our table, her head hung the same way mine was the whole way back.
She sat down and pursed her tight lips at the others and half shut her eyes with an expression of someone who knows they fucked up. Laila and Alana both started jiggling with unquenchable chuckling. Dakota sat up straight and frowned, squinting her eye at the speaker at the podium, trying her hardest not to be distracted by the rest of us. But several tables around us were quietly chattering now, whispering, glancing, and snickering.
There was no time to get back up to the room to debrief and reset before the afternoon break-out sessions started. Dakota seized my wrist in her hand. “You’re with me,” she said, and she yanked me nearly out of my shoes down a hallway to a smaller room. We sat at one of the four tables in there with about 30 other teachers as a workshop leader took us through the key points of a new reading program.  Dakota wrote on a sheet of paper, folded it, and surreptitiously slid it over the table in front of me. Three other people shared our table, but they were spun around and facing the workshop leader and Dakota and I were behind their backs. It was classic bad student behavior. But like they always say, teachers make the worst students.
“Did you slam-bam Tatum in the bathrooms???” Dakota had written me.
I nearly lost it instantly, and had to fold it over and look away. When I recovered my form, I opened it again, and wrote my reply, folding the paper and just as surreptitiously slipping it back over the table to her, my eyes on the workshop leader.
“Made her cry I fucked her little body so hard,” I wrote. Dakota read it and nearly lost it just like I did moments earlier. She blinked and folded the paper and took a big, resettling breath. A few moments later, she casually wrote a note back to me and pushed the paper in front of me while she spun her bodyaround  as though glancing at the noise outside our room’s door.
I opened the note when it was safe and the workshop leader was not looking in our direction. “Did you make our little Tatum climax all over your big hard and mean cock?” she wrote. She cleared her throat beside me. She knew what I was reading.
“I wrecked her pussy,” I wrote, and I pushed the paper back to her.
This time, she burst out laughing for one chirp, and then tried to cover the fact by clearing her throat and attempting to make it sound like she coughed. She wrote after a few minutes. I opened it up when I was ready to handle whatever she had put down.
“Just like how you wrecked Alana’s cute and pretty face earlier?” she wrote.
I moved my tongue over the front of my teeth and focused my eyes on the workshop leader trying to squelch a laugh that twisted and contorted inside my gut, trying to get up and out.
“How did you know about that?” I wrote her back.
“She told me, silly,” she wrote. “And Laila too. You’re an absolute pig.”
This time I chuckled and I had to turn away and cover my face. I crossed my arms over my chest and coughed and cleared my throat.
“Does someone need water back there?” the workshop leader said, pausing her talk. Everyone twisted around to face Dakota and I.
“We’re fine,” Dakota said, and she waved everyone off. When they finally turned back around to face the front, she leaned over our table and spread her hand over her eyes and looked sideways from underneath it to me and she rolled her eyes.
She also snuck her hand over my hand where it rested on my thigh under the table, and she pulled it, slowly and secretly, over her own bare thigh where it emerged from under her skirt. Staring straight ahead to the leader, she put on the most curious and interested expression she could find, and she nodded like she was really getting it, really loving whatever it was the workshop leader was saying.
Meanwhile, under the table, she had pulled my hand up under her skirt, pulled my middle finger up through the leg-hole of her panties, and over the lips of her bare, bald pussy.
I kept a straight face, too, staring straight ahead between the two heads of our table partners two feet in front of us. Dakota’s pussy was hot enough to the touch, it felt like I was going to get burned. She was flowing, she was so wet. She shifted slightly in her seat and cleared her throat and pulled my wrist just enough for my middle finger to move up and over her clitoris. It was hard to the touch. She shuddered when I rubbed it, and she pushed my hand away and sat up straighter in her chair.
The second half of the workshop session was comprised of us in partners trying the new system on each other as though we were teacher and student. Dakota tried to close her legs and squeeze her knees, but I moved my finger back under her panties, and into the crease of her pussy lips. Her breath caught and her mouth dropped open and closed. We read together, our fingers following words, me pretending to be the student, she the teacher, even while I rubbed her nub lightly enough to tantalize her and keep her on edge.
Mid-sentence, she stopped reading and shut her eyes. I looked around the room.  Everyone was busy with their own experimentation. I began to move my finger on her pussy again and she squeezed her thighs tightly together.
“Good work!” she managed to say to me when I began to sound out the words again, as though I stopped because I was stuck. Her voice was shaky and her body was tense. I sank my finger into her soaking pussy and she dug her nails into the skin of my wrist and clamped her eyes shut. She leaned over to whisper in my ear. “Fuck, Ethen!” she said. “You’re going to make me cum.”
I didn’t stop rubbing her. The room, I realized, was full of 29 youngish female primary teachers, a female workshop leader, and me. Dakota gasped out loud and tried to cover it again, clearing her throat and chuckling with her face down to the table. But other teachers in the room glanced around behind themselves at us.
A moment later, I felt Dakota’s body seize up with a gripping spasm. I stopped moving my finger on her but it was too late. She shivered beside me and sank down into her seat. I glanced over at her and found her face, eyes lightly closed, face turned up, mouth pressed closed in a Mona Lisa smile, about as sensual and sexual and pleasure-filled face as anyone could have. A moment later, she pushed my hand out from between her legs, she pushed her skirt back down over her thighs under the table, and she sat up and leaned forward on her elbows to find another book. It was my turn to be teacher, and her turn to be student.
The workshop leader, unbeknownst to us, was standing behind us. “How did that go, did that feel good? Did that feel alright?” she said.
To my astonishment, Dakota didn’t skip a beat, but twisted around and not only responded to her, but made a point about me, how I got stuck but used the resource to work my own way out, and praised the reading system for it.
The workshop leader walked around another table and said, “Good, good, I’m glad that worked for you,” she said, and she drew her attention to two other partners.
We split up the rest of the afternoon, but we all texted and agreed to meet at a neighboring burger joint for dinner. In a circular booth near the back, we all laughed hysterically at how we almost got caught. Breaking the rules is especially intriguing to teachers. Almost getting caught at anything is exciting to them beyond measure. I sat back and watched them share stories. As exciting as the sex was, it seemed as though the sneaking around for it was at least as much, if not more, of the excitement.
“Are you ready for tonight?” Laila said to me suddenly, breaking me out of my private reflection.
Tatum leaned back in the bench seat. “It’s like we’re all virgins again,” she said. Everyone bulged their eyes at her and glanced around, fearful she was overheard. She shot up and leaned over the table. “But it is, isn’t it? Anal virgins, at least,” she said, and she covered her mouth with her hand and squealed.
Alana slapped her and gasped and scanned around the restaurant. “We’re already in trouble, do you mind?” she said.
“We have to go to the big social tonight first,” Dakota said. “The dance.”
“Oh yeah!” Tatum said, and she turned toward me. “Wait until you see what we brought to wear!” she said.
“To inspire you,” Alana said, and she smiled widely at me.
“The poor guy,” Laila said.
“Aw, are you feeling used?” Alana said, and she pushed her face up close to mine.
So did Dakota. “Poor baby, being taken advantage of by four young single teachers like us!” she said. She pushed her cheek against Alana’s cheek and they both flashed her tongues around their lips and smiled coyly at me.
“Can you even survive?” Laila said, and she joined them, pushing her face together with the others, puckering her lips out and touching her top lip with the tip of her tongue. She groaned, too.
Tatum joined the other three. She moaned the most, and half-lidded her eyes at me, too.
Arrayed in front of me were all four faces, all pushed together, all breathing hard, mouths open, tongues dragging around their lips, their eyes all half-lidded, and my mind filled with the mix of their scents. They were all pretending to be pre-orgasmic right in front of my face in the back of the busy restaurant. I looked up and over the tops of their heads. In the order line were the three teachers from the table beside us in the banquet room from lunch, the table where they were whispering and snickering about is, and watching all our comings and goings together.
Our number was called. Dakota jumped up and out from behind the table and skittered over the floor to get the tray with our food. The whole time, the three other teachers didn’t break eye contact with me in our booth, nor I with them. I thought about the dance coming up later. And about what was going to come up after that.




Epilogue

The girls made me go down first and alone to the hotel ballroom where the teachers’ conference dance was. I found a round table for us and got them all their drinks. Those young single teachers — Laila, Dakota, Alana, and Tatum —  sure took a long time getting ready, and I texted up to them, but they ignored me. Just when I got tired of waiting and was about to get up and go get them, the entrance darkened with the four of them coming in together.
I wasn’t the only one who turned and stared. They looked like a wedding party. They looked like a cluster of bridesmaids, each different, but complimentary to each other. They crossed the dark room with various levels of shyness at how they all dressed alike. They crowded around the table I saved and ducked their faces down.
“It was Tatum’s idea,” Alana murmured.
“We all wanted to do it,” Laila said.
“Do you like it?” Dakota said, lifting her made-up face to me. They all lifted their faces to me. They were all exquisitely beautiful. It was almost too much. They looked like four brides.
“You did this for me?” I said.
Dakota grabbed my wrist, shook her head, and dragged me out onto the middle of the dance floor. We were alone out there — nobody else was dancing. But that didn’t last long. Before the song was half over, the dance floor became a crush of teachers, and mostly female, too.
Only when we were in the middle of the crowd did Dakota draw in closer to me, and she started rubbing her body against mine. At first it was incidental contact, as though she was bumping into me by accident. But soon she was pressing her body against mine all over. Their dresses were tight, Dakota’s especially. She didn’t seem to notice or mind that she was dragging her breasts over my arms and chest and back.
She brought me back to the table but I wasn’t able to sit down. Alana hopped up and pulled me out to the middle of the dance floor. A moment later, Laila and Tatum came up together, and then Dakota joined them. I spun around and ended up facing Tatum. She turned and brushed herself against me — and then she slipped around behind me and it became Laila who was brushing herself up against the front of my body. I twisted around again but only got halfway before I found Alana thrusting her hips at my side.
The floor grew more crowded as more teachers came in the room and more got up to dance. It remained mostly females in the entire room and no one was really paired up in the traditional dance-partner way, but instead they bopped together in groups of various sizes, everyone laughing, throwing their heads back and making moves on each other. There was a carefree mood in the room. There was a sense for everyone of being away from home. Teachers are usually in a fishbowl. Take them out of it, and they sometimes go overboard with their rarely-found freedom.
I turned slowly around inside my group and all four of Tatum, Alana, Laila, and Dakota pressed their bodies, all clad in tight matching dresses, against me, either with the fronts of their hips, their sides, or their back ends. We became a writhing, contorting, singular mass, but we didn’t stand out in the middle of the floor — it had become a crush of bodies, everybody pressed together and moving against one another, and laughing and rolling their heads back. It was like everyone agreed nothing counted, and nothing would be reported out. I half expected someone to close the doors.
I didn’t know who it was, but someone pushed their hand down the front of my pants and I felt their cool, smooth fingers grip tightly around my cock. There was no way to look down, the crush of my four bodies around me was too tight. The lights were too low, too, and the music was nearly too heavy on the bass end. We hardly had to dance, the room itself was throbbing so hard around us.
A second hand pushed down the front of my pants and they both grappled with and stroked my cock. I closed my eyes — I had to — and didn’t even have to dance to find my body jostled back and forth between the four other bodies packed tightly against me. Hips and asses and groins pushed against me from all sides, and breasts and backs and shoulders and hair whipped around me and pressed into me.
I reached with my fingers and slipped up under one skirt and tickled the front of someone’s panties. I extended my other hand and felt my way up another of the girl’s thighs, inside, and her panties. I pulled on both bodies and brought them ass-first against both of my hips, and I slipped my fingers down the fronts of both of their panties. The two other girls pressed their asses into my groin and into my ass, so that all four of them pushed back against the four sides of my body, all of them facing out.
I fingered both of the pussies at my sides, slippery and wet and hot and smooth. The girl in front of me pulled her hand up and down the length of my cock inside my pants. The girl behind me reached around behind her back and massaged and caressed my balls inside my pants. We all bopped and swayed as one like that, and all four of them arched in their backs and swung their heads around and whipped their hair up.
We moved as one back to our table but we didn’t last long before we staggered and giggled our way out of the dance and onto the elevator. Tatum necked with me and Alana fingered her pussy from behind. Beside me, Laila and Dakota made out. I was crammed into the corner, pressed there by the four tight bodies.
We kissed as we staggered more side to side than forward all the way down the hallway, one mouth and then another in a confusion of moans and thrusts and grips and caresses. We fell into the room and continued to hang onto each other. Someone put music on the speaker we brought. Someone else fixed the lights. We danced together slowly and pressed hard against each other.
“I’m too chicken,” Tatum said. We all knew what she was talking about. We had dared each other to try anal the night before, all of us, but now that the moment arrived, after the dance, the pressure was on us.
“I don’t want to anymore,” Laila said. We all agreed it wasn’t the time. What everyone truly wanted was lazy and languid cuddling on the bed.  So we all got into our bed clothes — t-shirts and shorts and panties — and we sat up against the headboard in one bed, altogether, and put on a show.
Tatum stretched and rolled half sideways to push her ass up against my thigh under the sheets. Alana was on my other side and Dakota was on the far edge. Laila was on the other edge to my left. Together, under the sheets, Tatum and I pulled my shorts down and off and I rolled on my side to cup her body in mine. We weren’t hiding it but we weren’t advertising it either. As Alana, Dakota, and Laila watched the show and chatted easily and lightly, Tatum reached over her hip behind her and gripped her hand around my cock. She urged it between her legs and I entered her.
She was burning hot and slippery wet. I came into her easily and deeply. Alana rolled over onto her side and cupped her body around my back and buried her face in my neck, kissing me and nipping at my skin. Laila turned to face Tatum and they began to kiss. Tatum gasped and stretched in her body as I entered her more deeply.
I pulled out of her sopping and grappling pussy and rolled onto my other side. Alana and Dakota were already making out, lying sideways facing each other over the pillows, and I entered Alana from behind. She was more wet and hotter than Tatum, even.
Laila and Tatum rolled over each other and I pushed their groins into each other. I rolled over on top of Laila and entered her from behind. She gasped and moaned and made love to Tatum’s mouth with her mouth as I penetrated her as deeply as I could. When I rolled off her and onto my back, Dakota sat up on me, pushed her hair back from her forehead, and reached behind her back to pull on my cock and to lower her pussy down over it.
It was the opposite of wild. The music was slow, deep, and rhythmic. The lights were dim. I wasn’t the only one with my eyes closed and my mind floating. Panties and shorts and t-shirts seemed to evaporate. In that state of tiredness and mindlessness, the boundaries between bodies blurred and it was impossible to tell where one’s limbs ended and another’s began. It was slow and quiet and mesmerizing, and one pussy after another sank down over my cock, and I kissed one mouth after another and sucked on one breast after another, too.
No one said anything. There were occasional gasps and tiny cries as one or another of the girls reached a climax of one kind or another. We got up alone or together and wondered around the suite to get water or food. We ended up in a five-sided make-out session in the kitchenette and we pulled on robes and went outside to get cool, refreshing air on our bodies and we leaned over the railing and looked down.
There was a steaming and vacant hot-tub down there, so of course we had to explore it. The girls went down in bras and panties and I went down in my shorts. We were able to turn the lights out. Nobody else was coming outside. We got in the water and Tatum knelt over my lap and pulled her panties aside to take me in her pussy. We found a sauna and inside, Alana, her body sweating and limber, rode me where I laid on a towel on my back. There was a steam room as well — and inside, with the glass fogged and dripping, Laila sat on me facing outward and bounced slowly and deeply on me.
We pulled our robes on and, more than tired, we struggled onto the elevator. I turned Dakota toward the wall and pulled her robe up and around her hips and I entered her from behind. She stuck her body out to press her ass back against my groin. Back in the hotel room, Dakota took me to one bed and Laila and Tatum got in the other. Alana laid down on the couch. “My turn,” Dakota said, and she sat on me and tucked my cock into her pussy and rode on me slowly and deeply until I couldn’t stop myself anymore and I erupted hard and fully into her.
I woke up in the middle of the night and struggled to the bathroom. I came back and found Alana on the couch on her back and I pulled the sheet up and crawled over her and entered her. She wrapped her legs around my back and arched her own back to push her chest up into my chest. I slowly and deeply penetrated her until I came again, long and deeply, inside her.
I got off her and she rolled over and went back to sleep. I crawled back into bed and slept a couple more hours. But I was awakened by Tatum who had crawled into my bed and laid her body on top of mine. She moved only a little and captured the head of my cock inside the lips of her pussy, and she kissed me and sank down on me. She came like that on me and fell asleep with me still inside her. I slipped out from under her went across to her bed. I found Laila there, sleeping on her stomach. I laid on her back and entered her from behind and she arched her back and stuck her hips up to take me in deeper. I came in her and fell instantly asleep on her back until she squirmed out from under me.
We all slept in and were late for the breakfast session, another common one in the big main room. There was no way to hide our lateness as we filed in along the back of the room and hid our faces as we sat around the last empty table. Half the room glanced over their shoulders at us with disdain on their shaking faces, the other half looked with amused alarm, their jaws hanging, their eyebrows raised. A murmur spread through the room. There was no hiding the way we looked: all of us appeared freshly fucked all night. That’s because we all were.
Our principal was at the conference and she gestured with her head to me as we filtered out to the coffee and snacks for the first break. I feared the worst.
“Do you like it at our school?” she said.
“I do,” I said, and I pursed my lips and gritted my teeth, bracing myself to learn I was never going to be invited back.
“The teacher you’re filling in for,” she said. “She’s got to move back home — her parents,” the principal said. “You’re in line to be offered the contract. Full time permanent,” she said. “Yours to refuse.”
“You’re giving me her job?” I said. The job was the school’s special needs teacher. It had no classroom itself, but floated throughout the school working with kids at every level.
“I am,” the principle said with a smile.
It took me two seconds to accept it.
I texted the four girls the great news. They were all in different smaller sessions. We met up for lunch at a nearby place to celebrate.
“No longer a sub!” Dakota said.
“We can’t pick on you anymore,” Laila said.
“Can’t tease and taunt you,” Alana said.
“But you’re going to be at our school everyday now,” Tatum said, and she grinned crookedly.
We drove home and went to our separate apartments in the big shared house. Monday morning, we gathered around our usual table in the back of the staffroom at school.
“Feels so different,” Alana said.
A new person came in, looking lost and uncertain, clutching a banana and a yogurt cup. “Is this seat free?” she said when she came to our table.
“Of course,” Tatum said. “Who are you in for?”
“Not sure of the name,” the girl said. “Grade 4 though? For a couple of weeks?”
“I’m Tatum,” Tatum said. “Grade 3. I know all your kids, if you have any questions about them.”
“I’m Chloe,” she said. “This is my first day as a teacher!”
I looked up from my snack. All of Laila, Alana, Dakota, and Tatum looked up at me.
“No, Luke!” Dakota said sternly to me, but with a grin peeling up the corners of her mouth.
“What?” I said with a wide shrug.
“You know what,” Alana said, and she squinted at me. But she also grinned in the corners of her mouth.
“Just one boy,” Chloe said.
“First name starts with a T?” Tatum said.
“Yes!” Chloe said.
“Uh-huh!” all of Alana, Laila, Dakota, and Tatum said, and they all laughed too. Everybody in the school knew that kid.
“That’s the one you’ll want to ask about that one,” Tatum said, and she gestured with her head toward me. “He’s one of his, special needs,” she said.
Chloe turned to me. Her eyes were bright blue and her hair was light blonde. She was striking, especially when she was turned to you square on. “Maybe you can come to my room after 3 to talk to me about him,” she said.
“Oh, I think he’d be happy to,” Dakota said, and the rest of them got up and made their way back to the classrooms chuckling under their breath.
“You all seem so friendly here,” Chloe said.
“We all live in the same apartment building,” I said. “An old converted house, actually.”
“That sounds like a lot of fun,” she said as we got up and sauntered down the hallway together. “I’m stuck with roommates I can’t stand.”
'That so,” I said. I didn’t tell her about the unused and tiny apartment nobody lived in — currently — in our shared house. Not yet, anyway. I knew enough to run the idea by the rest of the girls first.
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