
        
            
                
            
        

    















That entire tall, old house was nothing but a three-dimensional stage on which all four young single teachers who lived in it were constantly acting. Laila, for starters, who lived on the second floor, left side, the always-secretive, always sideways-looking grade 2 teacher with the long, straight, and smooth caramel-brown hair that she liked to pull down over her eyes to hide behind, she liked to act like she was sleeping so that she could believe it wasn’t her doing things, but rather that things that were being done to her. Talk about your passive voice.
“Can’t you can just come in quietly?” she said in a murmuring voice. 
“Sneaking around like that,” I said. “I don’t know, It’s not me.”
“Don’t worry,” she said, her warm, soft hand coming down over my forearm. Her thumb rubbed my skin there over and back. “I’ll only be pretending to sleep, so it’ll still be okay.” She pinched me on my arm, and didn’t seem to know it.
I had my doubts, but it was still all my fault, what started to happen in that old house, the things we did in there, things that were extremely un-teacher like. I could have halted that conversation that night down in Dakota’s apartment, for example, when everyone started sharing out their own secret fantasies. I could simply have left and gone back upstairs to my place on top of all that madness. I could have said a game was on TV, for instance.
Dakota was the happy-go-lucky blonde Kindergarten teacher. They all worked at the same school in addition to living in apartments all in the same converted old house. They knew each other very well, in other words. It was no conversation any man should be privy to. But they had gotten too comfortable with having me around ever since I’d moved into the place on top of the whole house, up those narrow, winding third-floor stairs and tucked under the risers in the roof-line.
Dakota’s apartment was the old mansion’s former living room, and she had the most space of us all, so that’s where everyone ended up most evenings. This included Tatum, shoulder-length  black hair, small fierce eyes, Tatum, the grade three teacher who lived across the hall from Dakota on the first floor, and Alana, too, she with the very short-cut thatch of brown hair who lived on the second floor across the hall from Laila and who taught grade 1.
Only now into the mix came Chloe, the new sub placed for now in the grade 4 room, all blonde hair and blue eyes, and only about as big as the older students. She was happy to clear out and take the unused cheaper and smallest apartment half tucked under the stairs on the second floor. But she wasn’t part of the conversation that night. It was hard to imagine anyone new being able to join that kind of conversation, it was so over the line. It seemed especially over the line for the kind of person Chloe seemed to be. She was too clean, too pure, too earnest for that bunch of actors.
Those five young single teachers all from the same school, and me on top of them all up under the roof, with four of them being completely out there with their sexuality, and one of them seemingly as cloistered with hers as it was possible to be. It was a recipe for disaster. It was unsafe. It was the kind of conversation I wouldn’t normally allow myself to be present for, and I was by no means in Chloe’s league for purity.
Who knew girls talked like that, even women in their mid to late 20s? But I have nothing to say in my defense. I could have refused, I could have walked away, I could even have moved out — I wasn’t a sub anymore, I had a real job. But oh no. There I was, creeping under cover of night into Laila’s apartment cloaked in the dark, shutting her door slowly, letting go of the knob only after twisting it back into place myself. How was I talked into this? Who appointed me the giver of girls’ fantasies? If this was supposed to be some kind of harem, as Tatum joked, wasn’t the man supposed to be the master of the women, and not their servant? I may not have been a sub anymore, but they sure loved bossing me around like I still was.
I could see Laila in her bed silhouetted by the silver moonlight that made her window glow just enough to see. She was a poor actor. She rolled onto her back and sighed and flopped her head over her pillow as though that’s how someone moves when they’re sleeping. She even pulled her knees up making a tent of the pure white duvet over her body. I crept in and knelt at the foot of her bed. I knew it would be warm inside. I pulled the duvet over my head and leaned into it. She parted her knees — as sleeping girls do, right? But she left a challenge for me anyway, didn’t she. Her panties were still on.
I reached up carefully around both sides of her hips and curled my fingertips down under the waist. Still sleeping, she lifted her hips and I eased her hipster low-ride panties down over her thighs, up over her knees, and down over her calves, and off her feet, which she lifted one at a time for me. Just enough light came through the duvet to guide me.
She lowered her knees and I paused long enough for her to stretch and sigh and pretend to fall back asleep. It was her fantasy, after all, wasn’t it, as she told it down in Dakota’s that night. “Like I have nothing to do with it,” she said. “Like it’s something that just happens to me.”
The funny thing about that was, her big thing in her teaching was students learning self-agency and independence. “Never just let things happen to you,” she said to her class, and she looked at me with eyes to kill.
Dakota, Alana, and Tatum all nodded with studious faces like they totally understood. “Like it’s just something that happens to you,” Tatum repeated as though to herself, as though trying the line on for size.
They talked about me right in front of me like that all the time, too, like I wasn’t there, or if they acknowledged that I was there, I was spoken to as a pet or a toy that would dutifully perform as requested. That was how the conversation came up in the first place: “Now that we have a man of the house,” Laila had said, “we can get all our fantasies for free!”
“We can get freaky-deaky!” Alana said.
It was a joke, or at least, that’s how I thought it was, at first. But Dakota mentioning secret sexual fantasies got them all going on their own personal favorites, and the idea that I could be handily used for the fulfillment of them was soon taken as a given. I was forever to be the mere sub, after all, even though I officially wasn’t anymore.
“But why not?” Laila said, when I balked at becoming the deliverer of all their dreams. She had me there, too. I couldn’t say with any honesty that the prospect of moving around that house going from one girl’s bedroom to another was not an enticing prospect. We’d already concluded that none of us wanted — for the time being, anyway — much to do with traditional relationships. It was inarguable that I was known, safe, and in-house. It made a kind of sense.
“The only reason for a relationship, really, at this point,” Dakota said, stroking my hair where I sat in front of her on the floor like she would pet a cat, her and the rest of them spread over  the couch, “is for the sex, I mean, can I be honest here?”
They all agreed it was true. I rubbed my chin trying to focus on the show I thought we were supposed to be watching. The conversation was veering in ways I was uncomfortable with. “As long as none of us get feelings for Ethen,” Dakota said, “I see no reason we can’t go sharesies with him.”
I slowly turned around to look up at her behind me. “Oh shut up,” she said and she laughed. “Like you’re going to have a problem with it.” They all laughed, too.
And now here I was pushing myself further up under Laila’s duvet, her warm naked body appearing under me, me moving all the way up until I reached the tiny tuft of light brown hair at the apex of her long, smooth legs. I barely touched her thighs and she spread them, but she was careful to stop when I let go. She was supposed to be still sleeping. I pursed my lips and blew on her there like she was a hot cup of tea. Her hips rocked slightly. I ducked my head down between my shoulders poking up and I kissed, barely, the tips of the floss of her hair. I could tell her breathing was becoming stop and go already. I guess it was a powerful fantasy for her, a man coming into her apartment middle of the night, sneaking on his tip-toes into her bedroom, lifting her duvet and slipping underneath unnoticed, supposedly, and moving closer and closer to her pussy.
It’s how she said it down in Dakota’s apartment that got my attention. Her eyes were glowing. Something about how their fantasies were no longer in the realm of wish but could actually be acted upon, there being now a useful man being kept within the privacy of their big old house that they could request their fantasies with. A man they owed nothing to, a man they didn’t even have to worry about developing feelings for, or him for them: an uncomplicated opportunity all round. She kept glancing at me while telling her fantasy to the others so much that Alana had to slap her arm and laugh at her, telling her she’s not going to get her fantasy played out right in front of them.
I kissed her pussy lips. Her hips quivered. She sucked in a breath short and sharp. Her hands stretched down her sides under the duvet where they struggled to keep out of my hair and off my head, but barely, curling and uncurling, her nails scratching into her bare thighs. I kissed her pussy lips again. Her body hardened under me and her legs parted more, as much as she could without giving away that she wasn’t, in fact, asleep.
I formed my tongue into a hardened point and dragged it slow and carefully up through the crevice of her pussy lips. Her chest heaved up and her head rolled back. Now her hands gave up the act and her fingers clenched around my hair. I licked again and her knees came up, her hips shook, and her mouth fell open. Her breathing became fast and deep.
I moved on her with slow motion intensity and her hips quivered. I licked her lips and her hands slapped the bed. I kissed her there and she threw the duvet off our bodies. I sucked on her and she gripped my head like a basketball and drove her hips up into my face.
I found her rhythm and I kept her high and rising with it. She thrashed her face side to side and sucked breath like someone being stabbed a thousand tiny stabs. When I found the right spot, the right pace, and the right pressure, her fingers stretched and fluttered, she stopped breathing, and her neck stretched back and bulged. Still I lapped at her and her body went harder under me and her thighs vibrated under my hands. But I didn’t break pace or pressure. Everything in her went harder still, and her body lifted up on the back of her head and her heels only. Her hands twisted up in the sheets and her knuckles turned white. When I licked her again, everything in her body turned inside out and the tension in her went through the roof, before she collapsed and cried out loud in one long, loud bellow.
I withdrew from her bed and she rolled sideways and pulled her knees up to her chest. I flicked the duvet and let it come down like a cloud over her body and she smiled without opening her eyes and blew a kiss to me. I slipped out of her room, out her door, and out into the hallway, shutting her door as quietly behind me as when I entered.
That was good for her, I thought, but now there was myself and my raging erection to consider. That Tatum, I thought. Short black hair, small dark eyes, the grade 3 teacher with the attitude. You look at her and you wouldn’t think she’d have a sexual fantasy like that, she looked too driven, too fierce, too professional.
But hers was the most shocking of them all. I knew I should have gone up to my apartment under the roof above. I knew I should have stopped my mind in mid-thought before I let myself go to her. But Tatum: that face, that body, that attitude. Her fantasy, the way she said it, the way her eyes flared telling it, I was not able to let myself go home.
I went down the stairs to the bottom floor in that old house and I twisted the knob in Tatum’s doorway. Her door was unlocked — they all were, by then. Her bedside light was still on, I could see it through her partly-open bedroom door. She didn’t have to ask who it was. That was part of her fantasy — that I come in any time, and no talking, either. And just do it to her. “Just take me,” she said to the others and she laughed and glanced over at me in Dakota’s that night.
I pretended to let her wonder anyway, and I stopped at her couch in her living room to take me time undressing down to nothing. I took a breath outside her bedroom door because you never really do know, do you. Not when it’s the first time you’re doing something like that, no matter how many ways she said that she would like it. But when I went inside Tatum’s bedroom, she looked at me, she put her book aside, she took her glasses off, and she bit her lip. She was ready.
She said that’s what she liked about it — her body having to be ready at all times. When she told it to everyone, she was folded forward in the couch, her chest pressed down into her knees, her arms stretched straight down to the floor, her fingers entwined backward, hiding her face, her eyes driven up to their corners in their tops, finding me on the floor in front of the couch looking back at her with fear on my face.
I knelt on her bed and yanked her sheets away from her body. She made a feeble show of grabbing at them, but not really. I straddled her chest and heaved my already heavy and stiff cock in my hand out over her face. She jutted her jaw up at me with make-believe defiance and she narrowed her eyes — that attitude of hers was always barely under the surface. But I poked the head of my cock at her lips, she pursed them, I pushed harder, and she rolled her head back into her pillow and took me in her mouth.
She moaned as though in protest. Her fingernails cut into the skin of my hips. She pulled her mouth away and tried to catch her breath, but I held her face by the chin and fucked her mouth more. It’s what she said she fantasized about. It’s how she described it happening in her mind. Being pushed like that.
I came out of her mouth but only to waddle on my knees down her body to hoist her legs up and drape her ankles over my shoulders. Again she cried out in protest, but she didn’t struggle very much, not like she could have. It was token struggle, purely symbolic. I held her by her hips and she slapped my thighs. I poked at her there and she rolled her face side to side, her short black hair whipping over her eyes. I entered her and she yelped.
Soon the sound of my thighs slapping into the underside of her thighs filled her tiny apartment. She slapped her bed every bit as hard as Laila had been slapping hers upstairs not 15 minutes earlier. I looked down at her body, small and vulnerable, and saw my cock, thick, hard, and long, glistening from her wetness, her lips coating me the way they clung to me when I came out of her, and folded and yielded to me when I plowed myself back into her.
I pulled out of her sopping pussy and she half turned under me. ”Are you gong to hurt me?” she said. What was it, I thought, with girls like her and the image of the stranger? I slapped her ass and hauled her hips up in front of me. She laid her cheek on her bed and looked up and behind her where she had propped her body up on her knees and elbows in front of me. She even made her eyes glassy.
I entered her from behind and she curled her fists into the sheets and clenched her eyes tightly shut. Her mouth hung open and her back arched down deeper to take me into her pussy. I held her by her hips — my hands nearly went all the way around her body — and I thrusted myself into her and yanked back on her body and jolted her hard enough to make her howl.
You see teachers, you think, professional, subdued, proper, and composed. Lady-like, you might think. Not these ones, not behind closed doors, not with a man they wouldn’t have to worry about from a relationship point of view or someone they had to think might find them strange or weird in what they want. No, these teachers were way out there. Maybe they all were, maybe they usually hid it better than these ones did.
This teacher, Tatum, her body slim, her hair short and wild, her voice high-pitched and heart-felt, cried into her pillow “Harder!” as though apologetically, and “Faster!” as though helpless against her own worst self. I slapped her again on the ass and she stuck it up higher at me, and sunk her back down deeper. I pounded her as hard as I could. Her pussy clenched my cock deep inside nearly hard enough to seize up on me, if it weren’t for the way her pussy was so greasy wet.
The contractions inside her were too much for me and the tension with which her pussy clamped around my cock was too tight. I knew she was climaxing from the way her body went hard and her breathing stopped, and that knowledge was too much for me, and I slammed myself into her and exploded with a kind of rage deep inside her. My cum gushed out her pussy and ran down her thighs. She screamed and her body fell forward from me and she rolled on her side and covered her pussy with her hands and wouldn’t look up at me.
“Go,” was all she said, and when I was able to move again, I rolled off her bed and struggled out to her living room and pulled my clothes back on trying to balance on one foot and then the other.
I managed to clear my head enough to pull myself around the bannister and make it up the first set of stairs. When I staggered down the hall and found the narrow stairs up to the third floor, the door at the end of the hallway — the door to the room that used to be a kind of storeroom but was actually a tiny apartment that was now occupied by the new sub, Chloe — closed. I hadn’t noticed it was open. No light was coming through under the door.
It was unclear to me and probably to all of us what Chloe knew or what she heard around that house. I got to my own apartment up top, shut my door, and flopped back onto my bed. Lord knows what that new innocent and young one would think.
They all laughed that night, and I guess I laughed too, about how much work it might be looking after all their fantasies. The fact was, when we talked about them down in Dakota’s, I wasn’t expecting them to be real, to be acted upon. Dakota wouldn’t stop pushing things though. “Why not?” she said, and they all joined her in a chorus of “Why not?” until I relented and said, “We’ll see.” But I wasn’t serious. Now that it became real, I knew my initial reticence was well-placed. It was going to be hard to satisfy all of them. And yet, in that house, with that bunch? It was clear to me that satisfying one would make it impossible to not satisfy them all. The harmony of the house and their functioning at work depended on it. And now the seal had been broken. I’d licked Laila and fucked Tatum already.
In the morning I was woken up with a tap at my door. I wasn’t even given a chance to roll over, get up, see who it was. A condition imposed on me was that, if they were to leave all their doors unlocked, I was to, as well. “But, but, but!” I said, only they all laughed at my feeble protest.
Now Alana was in my bedroom in the early morning snickering and peeling her robe off — her hair still wet from a shower she’d just come out of. She tore my blanket off me and dropped down on her knees on my bed. Before my eyes were fully open, she had pushed her mouth down the length of my cock. I grew long and hard inside her mouth.
She pulled up and off me and wrapped her hand around my now stiff erection. “Remember mine?” she said.
“You’re what?”
“My fantasy, silly,” she said, and she went back down on me, corkscrewing her face into my abdomen, whipping her tongue around my shaft.
“Oh yeah, I think so,” I said. I didn’t though.
She yelped and flew off me. “Hurry, I don’t have time,” she said and she stood up, threw the tie from her bathrobe at me and turned to give me her back. She held her wrists together behind her back, too. Then I remembered what her fantasy was.
I tied her wrists together and she yelped with delight and dropped down onto her knees in front of me. I stood up and held my cock in front of her face. She laughed and opened her mouth and played her tongue out over her chin. She couldn’t have smiled more than if it was Christmas morning. I shoved my cock into her mouth and she moaned with excessive passion.
I fucked her mouth as much as I could without going too far — her tongue was busy and her moans were almost too much. I pulled out of her mouth and she gasped, dropped her head back, and opened her mouth wide, a big huge smile anticipating the worst from me.
I stroked my cock looking down at her on her knees, naked and fresh, that grade 1 teacher so unlike a teacher. And then I shot my cum in great long arcs that landed like the mark of Zorro across her neck and chest and tits and stomach. Another shot clung to her face. She chased it with her tongue and laughed. I pushed my cock in her mouth and she moaned like someone fucked. I pulled back out and bent my knees to rub my saliva- and cum-soaked cock all over her fresh, soft and warm breasts. She laughed with delight. When I’d finally subsided and fell back on the side of my bed, she stood up and looked down at her body covered in streaks of my cum. I hadn’t tied her hands very well and she pulled them free instantly, and she drew her fingertips around the mess on her chest and laughed and took off, throwing her robe around herself as she flew away and down the stairs.
By the time my door opened again, I felt defeated, I felt wasted. I only wanted to get a coffee in my kitchen and try to get my bearings. Dakota came in and shut my door behind her and hoisted herself onto my counter. I stood there with my plate of eggs and toast between her legs eating at my counter and drinking my coffee.
“Sooo?” she said.
“So what?” I said.
“Like I couldn’t hear Laila last night!” she said. “She’s right above me, you know!”
“I thought you would have heard Tatum more, she’s right across from you.”
She gasped. “You did her too?” she said. “Bad boy!” she said and she mock-slapped my face.
“Me?” I said. “This was your idea. And now Alana too, just this morning.”
“You!” she said.
“You yourself,” I said.
“Don’t act like you don’t like it,” she said.
“It’s killing me,” I said.
“Do you remember what I said mine was?” she said.
Indeed I did. Her fantasy was in a way a meta-fantasy. She wanted me to tell her what I did to all her teacher friends, to describe it in detail, including how it felt, did they cum, did I cum, and where. Dakota was the least likely to be put off once she set her mind to something. So I had no choice. I finished my plate, put my coffee aside, and dropped my pants.
She clapped, she said, “Oh goody!” and she waddled side to side on her ass pulling her panties down to stretch between her thighs. She pulled herself to the edge of my kitchen counter and together we aimed my cock at her pussy with both of our hands, until I sank deeply into her. She was boiling hot to the touch.
And them, bouncing my thighs into the edge of the counter, I told Dakota in minute detail how I licked Laila’s pussy, stormed inside Tatum’s apartment and fucked her without asking her or talking, and in the morning, how I ejaculated all over Alana’s face and neck and chest and stomach.
“You fucked her mouth like a pig, didn’t you,” she said, her head rolling back, my cock sliding in and out of her soaking pussy.
“I did, I fucked all of them, and they loved it, too,” I said. Her trip, her delirium, was to pretend to be my girlfriend, and to discover I’ve been fucking all her closest friends. Who knows where these things come from?
I ejaculated what I had left into her pussy and she climaxed too, though I hardly noticed it, hardly felt it. She left and rushed downstairs because work was soon, but me, I was weakened and wobbly in my knees. My head was drained as much as my body. I came down the narrows stairs leaning my shoulder into the wall just to keep from falling and rolling the rest of the way.
At the bottom of the stairs on the second floor I nearly ran over Chloe standing in the middle of the floor, all 4-foot-nothing of her, too clean for this stained world and too sweet for that cursed house.
“Remember?” she said.
All four of them had been asking me with the same determination if I remembered, and fearing the worst, I just looked at her, unable even to talk.
“You said you could give me a ride to work,” she said.
“Oh yeah,” I said. I could say nothing else, and so I beckoned her to follow me with my arm curling and she skipped — she skipped! — beside me and down the stairs and out the front door and to my car. We drove to school, her nattering about her nerves, feeling inadequate in her new position, asking me tips on how to do it, and me, drained of body and mind and wondering how I was going to even survive with those four others in that house, Laila, Tatum, Alaina, and Dakota. And now Chloe too, who we would destroy if she knew what was going on.
“Maybe you can come down to my place tonight and show me things,” she said with hope in her pretty blue eyes. We had stopped and parked in the teachers’ lot but paused in the front seat of my car.
I looked at her blonde pony tail, her clear blue eyes, her innocent open lips, her white button-up Peter Pan blouse, her tartan skirt, her black Mary Jane shoes. Am I sinner for only being able to think of how it would be to pull that hair, to throw that body down under me, to lie all over on top of it, to penetrate it, to flood it with my cum?
It was the other girls’ faults. They turned me into that — a raging sexual monster. And now there was an innocent new teacher just getting her wings in that school, and already living in that house.
We met up in the staffroom mid-morning, Dakota, Laila, Alana, Tatum and me, and now Chloe too, happy to join our table of debauched infamy. The four of them were offering Chloe anything she might have needed, books, supplies, lesson plans, pointers on particular students. She absorbed all of it. She was a sponge. I kept glancing at them but they all made eyes and faces like I was the dirty one.
I drove her home. She wondered if I’d give her my number so she could text me if she needed me. I jutted my jaw and shut my eyes. But there was no way out. I heard my phone ping and looked over at her as I came down our street. She snickered to herself, and put her phone away. I saw what she sent when I got out of the car. She’d run ahead and into the big old house like she was too shy to show me her face. But it was nothing, just a winking face emoji.
I went past Dakota and Alana’s doors, up the stairs and down the hallway past Tatum and Laila’s doors, and around to the narrow stairs up to the attic, and so past Chloe’s door tucked underneath them, and I climbed up to my door and inside my apartment with its slanted ceilings and Raskolnikov risers, and I pulled out a beer, poured half of it down my throat, and fell back into my couch.
My phone pinged. I looked at it before I remembered I’d warned myself against looking at my phone if it pinged. It was Chloe.
“Are you there?” she wrote. She had to have heard me clomping up the stairs over the top of her tiny apartment minutes earlier.
“What’s up?” I wrote back, playing along with her innocence. I can do it too.
“OMG, my fridge is leaking all over my floor! What’s going on?” she said. “Are you doing that?”
I scrunched my eyes at my phone trying to work out how she could think I’d be doing that to her fridge, or why. “Coming to have a look,” I said.
She texted me three hearts. Of course she did.
I tapped on her door light enough that no one else in the house would hear. She opened her door still dressed in her white Peter Pan blouse, her green and black tartan skirt, white ankle socks, her blonde hair still in a pony tail, her eyes still deep pools of clear, clean water you could dive into and never come back out of again.
“It’s over here,” she said, like I didn’t myself put it there, when we made the former store room ready for her as an apartment. I needed to duck down, her doorway was that short. She held her door open and I brushed against her body, the hallway was that narrow. Her kitchen was the size of a small closet. When we showed it to her, she said she “adored” it. It wasn’t big enough for both of us to fit in it, but she stayed inside anyway when I came in.
I opened the fridge door. She got squeezed by it, standing behind it, but only smiled and wrapped her hands around its edges to hold it for me. I got down and looked under the crisper shelf. Her toes were visible under the door, flicking and curling. Sure enough, the bottom of her fridge was a sheet of ice.
I used a knife to lift it from the fridge floor and I stood and tipped it in one piece into her sink and I turned her hot water on to dissipate it. She stood with her body against mine watching the water dissolve the ice, her shoulder pressing into my arm, her hip touching my hip, the side of her foot pressing against the side of my foot.
“How was school today,” I said to her over my shoulder. “The little rats grind you down?”
“No,” she said with a grin and a snort. “Hardly.”
“You shouldn’t hesitate to ask for help,” I said. “From anyone.”
“I know,” she said, and she looked back down into the sink. “Can I ask you something?” she said.
Here it comes, I thought. The house, the noises at night, the other four girls, what was going on anyway, all of it. “Sure,” I said.
“Do you like teaching?” she said. “I mean really like it?”
I looked at her with narrow eyes. Was she really asking that, or was she stringing me along somehow.? The four other girls had twisted me up so badly, I couldn’t tell anymore what was normal innocent conversation, and what was sexually charged innuendo.
“Like anything,” I said, “it’s got its good parts and it’s not so good parts.”
“Can we talk?” she said.
I said I thought we were, and she shrugged and gestured with her head she meant in her living room, or what passed as her living room. So we went through the entrance to the kitchen. It was like a dollhouse for me in there. Everything was low and small, including her couch, which was a two-seat loveseat, not a couch. But we sat down on it anyway and stretched our legs out over her small and low coffee table.
“Oh my god,” she said and she wiggled her toes. “Look at my leg next to your leg.”
It’s true, mine was twice the circumference of hers, and nearly twice as long. But I was uncomfortable with any conversation that included our bodies. “How old are you anyway?” I said.
“25,” she said, and she smiled. “I know right? You’d never guess.”
“No,” I said, realizing I didn’t save myself from touchy conversation topics at all.
“How old would you say I was, if you just met me?” she said. She held her face up to mine and closed her eyes to narrow slits and smiled. She tucked her praying hands between her thighs, tugging her short skirt down between her legs with them. The scent rising up from her chest was sweet and subtle. She wiggled her head at me and her pony tail flopped back and forth over her shoulders. I looked down at her beside me, so pure, so clean, so . . . perfect, I realized.
“I can’t even legally say,” I said, and I chuckled.
“You can say,” she said. “It’s not like we’re doing anything.”
She said that last sentence low and quietly. I couldn’t tell what she knew, what she was saying, where she was taking things.
“Should probably keep it that way,” I said.
She bit her lip at me. She blushed. She ducked her face down and covered it with one hand. “I was just thinking the same thing,” she said. “Kind of incredible, isn’t it?”
My eyes drew down her body the way it sank back into the couch, the way it stretched out to reach the edge of the coffee table, the way it arched slightly up from the back of the couch.
When I got back up her face, she stuck her tongue out and snorted lightly and seemed to push her shoulders back, to jut her chest, to invite me to do all the looking I might want.
“Should probably go on up,” I said, “fridge being fixed.”
“Should probably,” she said, and her eyes dropped down to my mouth. She didn’t move, otherwise.
“So nothing else need fixing then?” I said. “Apartment all good?”
“Almost,” she said, but she said it so quietly I nearly didn’t hear her.
“What’s wrong?” I said.
“Do you think I’m a virgin?” she said.
I laughed and looked away and shook my head. “Jesus,” I said. “Straight to the point.”
She laughed out loud suddenly and threw herself up and over my lap and sat back on my knees, facing me. “Well, I’m not, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she said.
“I wasn’t thinking one way or the other,” I said.
She slowly spread her legs so that her knees came down outside my thighs, and she dropped her face down so her chin was nearly on her chest. She looked up at me through her blonde bangs over her eyes and she snorted.
“But just barely,” she said in a quite near whisper.
“Just barely what?” I said.
“A virgin,” she now whispered and she sat back on my knees and curled her lips in. She pulled her skirt up around her waist and looked at me with cooling, more narrow eyes. She began to undo my pants.
“Chloe,” I said.
“What?” she said. “I’m not doing anything. What are you doing?”
She pulled the panels of my pants aside and watched her fingers work in the waist of my shorts, curling it over, pulling them down.
“Chloe,” I said again.
“What?” she said, her voice now with a tremor in it. “I’m just sitting here, what are you doing?”
She took my cock out with her cool, smooth hand, and stroked it straight up, staring at it. Her hand couldn’t reach all the way around it.
“Chloe, what are you doing?” I said.
“Nothing!” she said, and she smiled widely, bulged her eyes out at me, and shook her head. “Oh my god!” she added.
I sank back into the couch to consider things. She rocked forward on her knees and, holding her skirt up around her waist with one hand, she jutted her hips forward and pressed the tiny flowers in the lace pattern of the front of her pale blue panties against the underside of my cock she held in her other hand. She gasped like someone touching a hot element. Her fingernails were clear and polished, her fingers long and thin. They moved like a pianist, and stretched out, she pressed the underside of my cock harder against the now-dark and thoroughly wet front of her dainty panties.
I leaned my head back and looked up into her face. She raised her face to mine at the same time. Her eyes were glassy, her mouth hung open, and her breath heaved her chest up and down. “Oh my god,” she groaned to herself, and she pushed the head of my cock under the leg hole of her panties and captured me inside. I looked down. My cock, looking huge inside her panties, stretched them out and bulged against the front. She rocked up and down on her knees and pressed her little hand against my cock the way she slid me under her panties and against her bare pussy. I felt singed, she was so hot, I felt flooded, she was so wet.
“Chloe,” I managed to say again.
“We’re not doing anything!” she said with a voice that pleaded with me. With my cock trapped inside her panties, she began to undo the buttons of her blouse.
I was confused, I was unsure, I was surprised. I should have slipped out from under her, I should have ducked out of her tiny dollhouse apartment, I should have run upstairs, or better yet, down to Dakota’s and the relative safety of my four girlfriends, or whoever would be down there at the time.
Chloe opened her top and flung her arms back to let it fall down from her shoulders and slide down her arms. She tugged it over her hands, not undoing the cuffs. Her bra was a small size, pale blue and lacy floral textured like her panties. She undid the buttons in the side of her tartan skirt and flung it aside too. “Don’t want to stain anything,” she said.
“No,” I said, and I nodded. She’d put me in a dream state, the way she took me like that, the way she set me up. With blurry eyes, I took her breasts in my palms and squeezed. She laughed and reached behind herself with chicken arms and a moment later, the tension in the tiny straps over her shoulder went slack, they fell down over her arms, and she retracted her hands out of them. Still she sat on my lap with my cock filling her stretching panties as she rode forward and back on me and up and down, now pressing the cups of her bra to her chest as though to tease me. She looked sideways at me and chuckled and she flung her bra away.
“You better not tell any of the others,” she said, and she put up a pointed finger in front of my face and frowned at me a moment before laughing lightly. She took my wrists in her hands and guided my hands to her bare breasts. “They’d be too shocked, I think,” she said, and she laughed before she bent at her waist and flung her nearly nude body against mine. With her forehead buried in the back of the couch beside me, she laughed in my ear and said, “I want to fuck you so bad right now, is that wrong?”
I took her shoulders in my hands and pushed her back from me to get a look at her. “Chloe,” I said, but that’s all I’d be saying the whole time. I had nothing else in me to say.
She struggle against my hold on her shoulders, and laughing and squealing, she started to squirm in her hips as though trying to catch the head of my cock in her pussy lips.
I pulled my cock out of her panties and tried to push her hips back up my thighs. She leapt up to her feet and quickly bent to tear her panties off and she flung herself back into my lap. “Get your clothes off, stupid,” she said.
I dropped my jaw.
She came to her feet again and tugged with all her tiny strength on my wrists to pull me up to standing. I made to do up my pants, but she was wiry and strong and quick, and she tugged them down my legs until, nearly tripping, they came off, shorts and all. I tried to pick them up and she took the opportunity to pull my shirt up and over my head. I was trapped if I didn’t squirm to get my shirt over my head, and she staggered backward, laughing too hard and barely able to stand herself, having stripped me as naked as she was.
I was surprised to be overtaken by her, and in my amazement at her strength, I stood in that tiny dollhouse living room staring at her. She ran to me, leapt at me, and clung to me with all four limbs wrapping around me.
“Chloe,” I said again, and I tried to lift her body up and off me, but she wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles in my back.
“No telling, remember!” she said again, and she reached behind her back, pushed her hand down under her ass, and found my cock.
I staggered backward and bumped my head on a part of the ceiling that came down too far for me.
She laughed and squeezed her thighs around my waist and hoisted herself up high enough that when she came down again, the head of my cock poked into the lips of her pussy.
“Am I bad?” she said with her lips brushing my ear and she laughed and forced herself down further, though I tried to hold her up with my hands around her bare ass. I felt her pussy, slick like wet velvet, close down around the length of my cock. She gasped in my ear. “Oh my god!” she said over and over.
I staggered around the room with my forehead throbbing. Her bedroom was even tinier than the living room and her bed nearly filled it completely. I stood in the doorway holding the doorframe in my hands. Her body rose and fell on my hips, and her pussy suckled up and plunged down on my cock. She was a blur of sexual ferocity. She cried in my ear and vibrated on my cock with her hips like something electrocuted. She kept gasping, “Oh my god!” in my ear like she was the one who was surprised.
I tried to ease her off my body by leaning down over her bed, but she clung to me, under me, as I climbed onto it on my hands and knees. She thrusted herself up into my hips and let her head drop back, exposing her neck to me. I came down on her under me and her body jerked, her breath caught, and her nails cut like a woman in the throes of a deep body climax.
I rolled onto my back. She rode my hips, rising and falling on me with heft. She pulled the elastic from her pony tail and mauled her hair to make it fly around her face and she crouched down low over me and invaded my mouth with her tongue, her blondness all over my face now.
She snapped in her spine and thrusted in her hips like she’d been a twerking dancer in another life. Her back arched like a ballerina’s and her breasts filled my mouth.
I shook my head and bulged my eyes out.
She laughed and leaned all the way back, showing me her stomach and chest nearly folded over backward, and she laughed more. She leapt up and came back down on me, riding me backward and drilling her hips down into my lap, pounding me through the bed. She spun around again and laid on top of me on her back, and she curled her spine and fucked me like that, groaning and moaning and crying and gasping.
“Holy shit, Chloe,” I said.
She laughed and spun around again and laid on me, her pussy slowing down but sucking me inside her deeper, tighter. “You can cum inside me, you know,” she said, and she kissed me and smiled. “If you want.”
“Yeah, no,” I said.
She laughed and pushed her blonde hair up over her head so it fell down behind my head. “Want to feel something?” she said in the private tent she made of her hair around our faces.
“Chloe,” was all I was able to say.
I felt my cock get squeezed hard. It started at the base and moved up to the head and back down to the base again. I shot my head up and pushed her body up off me. Her hands were no where near our groins. My cock remained deep inside her pussy. She wasn’t moving on me at all. I dropped my head back into her pillow.
“Cool, isn’t it?” she said, and she did it to me again, her muscles moving up and down on me, squeezing me, milking me, driving me completely mad.
“Jesus, Chloe,” I said, “you’re going to make me . . . “ I said, but I couldn’t finish.
She had done something different inside her pussy. It felt like fingers, it was strangling me so hard. She then curled her hips in and drew her pussy up the length of my cock.
I was powerless. I was destroyed. I had no control in that situation, and I exploded inside her pussy and gushed out her tight lips.
That’s what made her lose it — me losing it inside her. She cried, but this time, she was out of control as much as I was. The worst of it was, inside her pussy, the squeezing and motions ramped up indescribably.
She rolled off me finally huffing and puffing and I vacated my mind and went comatose.
When I finally opened my eyes, she was still beside me. “It’s just something I’ve always been able to do,” she said and she kissed the tip of my nose. “But no telling, okay?” she said.
“But Chloe,” I said.
She pinched my lips together. “Never!” she said.
Someone knocked on her door.
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