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Chapter 1

I hadn’t made a lot of personal connections in my travels as a sub. Everyday I’d go from school to school, teach the kids what the regular teacher left for me to teach them, and go home again. In and out. That’s the way I’d always done it.
I prefered the solitude of it. The elementary schools I usually ended up at were loaded with young, single, out-going and hot teachers. And I was just never any good around that kind of thing. I ended up reverting to my old high-school self, staring off sideways, turning my shoulders toward the lockers as I slinked through the hallways, or saying weird and stupid things and apologizing with mumbles while staring down at my twisting shoes. I was nothing like any of the characters in the books I read. Nothing at all like them.
And then I was sent to Greenwood Elementary. I found the staffroom before any of the other regular teachers came in for their morning coffee break. I had never been to the school before — it was small, with only seven classrooms. I sat at one of the two big round tables, the one furthest back in the corner, and I fingered my snack bits in my plastic container and minded my own business, which I was very good at.
A teacher came in and I immediately dropped my face down into the top of my container and I curled my shoulders over. She was exactly the type that made high school so painful, lo those 10 years ago. Blonde hair that hung down straight and smooth with a sheen like a plate of golden glass. She was tall and fit, and she had a smile so wide, you felt dipped in warm honey just to look at her. She was happy — they were always so happy.
“Who you in for?” she said, turning her back to me as she pushed a pod into the coffee machine with fingers tipped with pink-gloss painted nails. She twisted on her waist and dropped her chin over her shoulder at me and she squinted and frowned when I didn’t answer right away. They think everyone’s so happy, too.
She forced me to talk the way she knew how to do that with her quiet kids. They were all like that, those elementary teachers — they drew you out.
“Mrs. Woods?” I said, and I squinted back at her and shrugged. It’s the weird thing about being a substitute — you never meet the teacher you’re in for. But all the other teachers make you out to be some copy of them, a clone, even, like you would know them more than anyone else there would.
“Oh god,” the teacher groaned and she rolled her eyes. “Right?” she said. She thought nothing of pulling out a chair at the table and plopping herself down directly opposite me.
Despite my body language making it clear I was playing the role of the quiet loner that day, like every day, the teacher insisted on having it her way.
She crossed one long leg over the other, took up her mug in both long-fingered hands, and slouched back in her chair, wriggling in it and getting comfortable. “Grade sevens,” she said with a groan, and she pulled a sideways grin and smirked. “I could never handle that classroom. Good for you.”
I had to ask it. She left it hanging out there, circling her pink lips, small and round, blowing a stream of breath over the snapping curls of steam rising up off her coffee. “What do you teach?” I finally said, giving in.
“Kindergarten!” she said instantly, pride stretching across her face with that smile again, the kind of smile that pinned me to cork like a spread moth. Her blue eyes were electric. Her skin was alabaster. The word “arresting” came to mind.
I shivered once, clenched down throughout my body, and looked away. She smelled of rain and grass and sunshine. She looked like a bright day. She sounded like a singer.
“I’m Dakota,” she said, and she snorted lightly.
She hung her mouth half-open and turned half away, waiting for me to reciprocate. Again.
“Ethen,” I finally said. She left me no choice.
She spun around and away. Two more teachers came in deep in a conversation about some kid they were trying to figure out.
“Ethen’s in for Rose,” Dakota called to them.
“Oh, you poor, poor man!” one of them said, and they all laughed privately. She sat at the same table Dakota and me were at and sipped a mug of tea. “I’m Alana, grade one,” she said, and she hung her hand out over the table to shake my hand. I had to do it, she kept wagging it at me, and so I did.
“And that’s Laila,” Dakota said, gesturing with her chin to the back of the other teacher who went over to hunch herself around the coffee machine. “Grade 2,” she added. Laila waved behind her back without turning to look. “Where’s Tatum?” Dakota said to her.
“Coming,” Laila said without turning.
Just then a few other teachers came in and the principal, too, who I recognized from when I first showed up in the morning. They all sat around the other table, while one more joined us to make five around the back table.
“Tatum,” Dakota said, and she gestured with her hand out toward the latest one. “She does grade 3.”
I lifted my face from the table and sat up straighter. I narrowed my eyes at Dakota first. “Dakota, kindergarten,” I said with a nod. I turned left. “Alana, grade one,” I said with a nod. Between her and Dakota, I squinted a moment. “Laila, grade two,” I said, and I turned to my right. “And Tatum, grade three,” I nodded once more, firmly.
Dakota clapped. “Very, very good!”she said. She half turned without looking all the way to the other table. “Hey, Grace, can we keep this one?”
Grace turned out to be the name of the principal. “You want to come back tomorrow?” she said to me without raising her eyes from her own coffee mug.
“I can do that, I guess,” I said. I frowned at the tabletop.
“You’re booked in,” she said. “Don’t make yourself available in the system.”
I nodded. “Alright,” I said.
Dakota turned back to me and slouched down even further in her chair with a self-satisfied grin. “See? Easy-peasy,” she said. Her smile was slaying me anew over and over.
“Are you new?” Alana said, blowing over the top of her mug she held gingerly between the fingertips of both hands.
“New to this district,” I said with a nod. “First day actually,” I said with a smirk, and I looked down. I don’t know why that fact should have embarrassed me. I was always embarrassed about personal and specific information, even if it was irrelevant.
“Oh my god!” Tatum said, and she slapped my leg like it was nothing. “Your first day as a teacher?”
“No, no,” I said. “I’ve been subbing for a few years,” I said, and I nodded to reassure her I was not that new.
“Can’t get a contract?” Laila said, and she pursed her lips sympathetically at me. “It’s hard, I know.”
“No, no,” I said, correcting her next. “I only ever want to sub.”
“Why?” Alana said, bluntly and without hesitation, as though it was perfectly fine to inquire into the deepest recesses of the motivations of complete strangers. I never did that — I always left people alone with their reasons. It was best.
“I just . . . ” I shrugged and hesitated. “. . . I do a lot of other things.”
“Like what?” Alana said. She was relentless. She was persistent.
I looked around the table. All four young female teachers looked back at me with the same wide-open, clear, innocent, and probing eyes. They weren’t giving me any space at all to hide in. There was a reason, I remembered, that I always liked subbing in high school more than elementary schools. Regular teachers in high schools never want to get to know you. They would much rather not interact at all, which I found better.
“Just this and that,” I said, and I wavered my hand over the table. “Just stuff,” I said and I shrugged.
“Stuff?” Dakota said.
I glanced up through the tops of my eyes at her. She was looking back at me with a sideways grin and a twinkle in her eye, too. I began to see where her mind was going. The other girls, too, were becoming more intrigued and curious the more I obfuscated. I heaved up in my chest and sighed. They weren’t letting me squiggle free. They were utterly destroying my anonymous facade.
“It’s usually just a bit of coding,” I said, and I shrugged. “And it pulls me out of town sometimesm, for lengthy periods.” 
“What kind of coding pulls you out of town?” Alana said. They all leaned forward now, all of them needing to know, all eyes locked on mine. The more I squirmed, the deeper the hook sank in my cheek.
I shrugged trying to dismiss the interest. I knew they would make it out to be more than it really was. People always did. But I was trapped. “I design lighting for shows,” I said. “I code them.”
“What kind of shows?” Alana said, not even waiting a second.
I glared at her. She was penetrating me and not letting me get away, and the way she grinned at me, she knew it, too.
“Concerts,” I said in a low murmur, and I shrugged.
“Oh my god!” she said, and she mentioned one of the biggest female artists of the time. “Like her shows?”
I nodded and squinted. “That one, yeah,” I said. “I did that one.”
“When you say lighting, do you mean like . . . ?” she trailed off.
I nodded at her silently. She wasn’t going to leave it alone. “The . . . “ I said, and I hung my hands from my wrists and twisted them up and down, fingers spread out. “ . . . the whole thing,” I said.
“That is so wild!” Alana said.
“I went to her concert!” Dakota said. “You did the light show there?” Her eyes widened and her chin dropped. “It was awesome!”
I shrugged. “Yeah, well,” I said. “I don’t do the lights per se,” I said, and I frowned. “I just create the program that does the lights.”  I realized that that probably sounded like the same thing to them, and I guess it technically was. “And I figure out where they go, I guess,” I murmured down into my cup. “The lights.”
“So you know her?” Laila said.
“I’ve known her a few years, yeah,” I said not looking up.
“What are you doing here then?” Alana said, and she snorted and shook her head.
“Parents,” I said, and I grimaced. “I needed to be closer.”
“I mean, why are you teaching? You hang out with the rich and famous!” she said.
I shrugged. “It’s not that busy,” I said, trying one potential answer out. “Not that big a deal,” I said by way of a second answer. “We don’t hang out-hang out,” I tried.
“You work with the biggest artist in the world, and you’re not that busy?” Alana said, full of skepticism.
“I don’t take that many jobs,” I said, trying to explain without giving too much away.
“Why not?” she said in her disarmingly direct way.
“It’s just light,” I said. “The moment you see it, it’s gone,” I said. “It’s not even real,” I murmured. “Your mind creates it all. It’s just electromagnetic waves flying around,” I said. “It’s just energy. It’s invisible, actually. It’s nothing.” The truth was, it nearly killed me, each job. I puked every night.
“So what’s wrong with your parents?” Alana said.
Tatum gasped at her and Dakota slapped her arm. “You don’t just ask that!” she said.
“It’s okay,” I said, and I shrugged. I was glad for the change of topic. They had already pulled out of me more than anyone normally could, and it was only half way through a 15-minute coffee break. I had told all of them, perfect strangers, already more than I ever told my own parents about what I do. “Just a lot of medical appointments,” I said. “I had to be closer to home.” They never asked, my parents. They never had that much interest.
“So do you live with them?” Alana said.
Tatum gasped again and dropped her mouth more widely open at her. “Alana!” she said to her in a hushed and shocked voice.
“Just asking!” she said.
“It’s okay,” I said with a grin. “I do, but it’s a bit cramped.” I chuckled. “To be honest.”
“No doubt,” she said.
“There’s a vacant apartment on the top of our house,” Dakota blurted out. She immediately looked down and away from the other teachers. “Well, there is,” she said with a shrug.
Tatum tapped me on my arm. “We all ended up living in the same building, isn’t that funny? This big, old, super-tall house, all cut up into separate apartments. It’s funny,” she said. She turned to Dakota. “Weren’t you the first one in there?”
“I was first,” Laila said. “By a day. I didn’t even know Dakota when she moved in — and then we saw each other at the same school!” she said and she laughed.
Dakota raised her face to her and smiled. “That day was so funny.”
“And before you know it, all of us are living in the same place — five apartments, and four teachers, all from the same school, can you imagine?” she said, and she laughed.
“And the empty one — who lived there?” I said.
“Just somebody else,” Dakota said with a shrug. She wouldn’t lift her eyes to mine.
“An old lady who died up there!” Alana said.
“Oh my god!” Tatum cried out loud at her.
“Well she did!” Alana shouted back to her in a whisper.
“He’s never going to want to take it now!” Tatum said.
“Were you thinking of taking it?” Dakota said. “The owner did a really good job of re-doing it and re-painting it and everything,” she said with a shrug and a grimace.
“Depends on what she died of, I guess,” I said. “Wouldn’t be neighbor-cide, would it?”
All four of them burst out laughing and covered their mouths and snorted. It was, till then, the most popular moment in my life.
“Come over this evening,” Dakota said. “I’ll show it to you,” she nodded. “I’d rather we pick who goes up there rather than just some rando the owner finds.”
“He’s already a teacher, he’ll fit right in,” Laila said.
“But could you handle the four of us all piled up under you?” Alana said.
Tatum flared her eyes at her and blushed and looked down. She kicked her under the table.
“All in the same house, I mean?” Alana said, and she glared back at Tatum.
“I don’t usually have too much to do with neighbors,” I said, by which I meant I never knew my neighbors anywhere I lived, nor did I have much to do with anyone, anywhere, at anytime.
“Don’t be silly,” Dakota said. “Come over this evening, I’ll show it to you, you’ll love it, it’s totally quirky, just like you,” she said, and she laughed.
“I’m fine at home,” I said.
“Oh my god,” Alana said. “I don’t even know you and I can tell you’re dying there,” she said. “You will come over and look at it at least, and that’s final,” she said.
“Just see how it feels at least,” Tatum said, as though confiding in me, taking my side. “You might find you like it,” she said. “Four young, cute and hot single girls all under your roof,” she said, and she grinned sideways at me and pulled her hair in front of her eyes.
“Don’t fall for Tatum’s charms,” Dakota said, “she’s the one that killed the lady.”
Tatum burst out laughing. “I did not!” she silently screamed.
“You were the last one to see her alive!” Dakota said.
Tatum snorted and buried her face in my arm, pulling the fabric of my shirt over her eyes. “She died having tea with me,” she groaned to me through a grin, and she squirmed in her seat. “I didn’t poison her though!” she growled at Dakota, but everyone snickered.
“Just saying,” Dakota got up, pretending to ignore Tatum. “Watch this one.” She reached for and took my phone out of my hand without asking and she typed her number into it and sent herself a message with it. “I’ll text you the address. 7:30. I’ll tell the owner,” she said, and she handed my phone back to me. A moment later a message came to it from her phone: an address and a heart emoji.
“If Dakota likes you,” Alana said as we all went out of the staff room together, “the place is yours. The owner trusts everything she says.”
I had to do it, as uncomfortable as it made me. I sat in my front seat half a block away and leaned over my steering wheel, and I sighed. The house looked like something out of a picture in a children’s book — it was impossibly tall and narrow. It was all red brick and white trim, and it even appeared to lean over a bit toward the top, like a cartoon. It didn’t help that it sat on top of a small rise and seemed to be all by itself.
I went up the front steps onto the old-fashioned porch and I inhaled deeply and shot my chin out sideways. There was no escape. I pressed the doorbell and looked through the oval window in the carved front door, covered in white linen.
Dakota flew out of a door on the left and flung the front door open and invited me in. She lived in the apartment on the left inside the wide front hallway, and Tatum lived on the right side. At the top of a wide, old-fashioned set of curving stairs, it was Laila on the left and Alana on the right, directly above the two girls below.
Further around the wide carpeted stairs and past the hallway banisters and through a small opening beside a tall, narrow window — through which I could already see we were high up — was a narrow, darker set of steep and creaking stairs. At the top was a narrow door, and through the door, we emerged into a much smaller, more hovel-like apartment tucked under the risers set in the roof of the old, tall house.
All the ceilings were sloped one way or the other. The floor had disorienting tilts to it. There were tiny doors close to the bottom of the walls through which deep, dark spaces stretched away. It had a tiny balcony off the kitchen that hung to the back of the top of the house like a wind-blown rope bridge across a crevice in the mountains. The kitchen was tiny. The bedroom was tucked inside a dormer. The whole place was angles and dips and corners and arches. But as Dakota promised, it was immaculately clean and freshly painted. It didn’t feel like someone died up there.
“I do love it,” I said. I had to say it — anything else would have been dishonest. It suited me to a T, but how Dakota knew it would, mystified me. She told me the rent. It was half what I was prepared to hear. “That’s too cheap,” I said.
“Owner has no mortgage,” she shrugged. “Cares more about everything going smoothly than making money. You can fix little things, right?” she said.
I nodded. I could. Fixing little things was what I would describe as my hobby. I liked finding them and bringing them home — abandoned broken things on the sides of the roads. Sometimes I just drove around looking for them.
“I’ll tell the owner,” she said.
“Just like that?” I said.
“Just like that,” she said, and she went up on her toes, leaned closer to me with her fingers gently pressing into my shoulders, and she touched her lips to my cheek. She snickered and turned and went back down. “What have you got?” she said.
“A duffle bag,” I said.
She snorted. “I mean furniture.”
I shrugged. “Camping gear.”
“Perfect,” she said. “There’s a storage room in the basement — we can go down and grab whatever you need on Saturday.”
I went back to my parents and told them I found a place. I told them it was nearby. They were as fed up with me as I was with them, so there were no hard feelings. I threw my duffle bag in the back of my old white pick-up truck and put my computer and stuff in the front and drove back over to The Bates, the name the girls had given their house, on account of the way it looked from the outside, complete with the (former) old lady living in the top of it, just like in Psycho.
I used my camping gear for the first few nights — a foam pad and sleeping bag on the floor, a lawn chair with cup holder in the kitchen, a cooler for a table. I had a can and a can opener in my hands when I heard a tap at my door. I opened it to find Dakota standing at the top of my narrow, dark stairs.
“Oh my god, don’t be ridiculous,” she said, and she took the can and opener out of my hands, put them down on the counter, and took my wrist in her hand. She lead me down the narrow steep stairs, around to the wide, more grandiose stairs, and down to the ground floor and through her door into her apartment. “I have too much dinner, anyway,” she said. “Hope you don’t mind Indian.”
We sat on her couch in her big, front living room, and held our plates in our laps and ate her take-out curry chicken and rice. Alana came in without knocking or speaking and put a bag of chips down on the coffee table and plopped down onto the couch, shoving me over between herself and Dakota with her knees and settling in immediately to whatever show we already had on.
I stared at the screen uncomfortable with the silence, but not that uncomfortable, surprisingly.
Before long, Tatum came in, also without knocking, and she sank into a chair at the side of the couch. Laila was not far behind her. She sat down on the floor and leaned back against the front of the couch between Alana’s legs that she shoved apart. I slowly turned to look over at Dakota. She didn’t look back at me, but she knew what I was wondering.
“I have the biggest living room,” she said.
“And the biggest screen,” Tatum said, also without looking.
Alana turned her face to my side. “And we all like it big,” she said, deadpan.
“Oh my god!” Tatum squealed at her and she reached out to slap her leg. “Ignore her,” she said to me.
With everyone absorbed in the show, I looked through the corners of my eyes hard to my left, scanned around the room and hard to my right, slowly and secretly, taking in my new and strange environment, and I went back to the screen in front of us. I had no idea what show was. I didn’t watch shows. I wouldn’t have known even if I had, though. I was relaxing — or very nearly looking like it — in a dark, quiet room with four young, hot, and cute single girls, as Tatum had described them, not incorrectly. I felt like the guy in the park when butterflies or hummingbirds land on his head and he’s filled with joy but mustn’t move a muscle for fear of frightening them off. I felt like the guy on the verge of waking up from the best dream he’s ever had, desperate to not stir, lest it all evaporate like steam rising from a cup, along with the feeling of it.
I swallowed and stared at the screen and my mouth slowly dropped open. I was pretty sure I had never felt anything like what I was feeling just then, ever before. Dakota startled me, touching the side of her bent finger to the underside of my chin, and she pushed it up to close my mouth, and she snickered privately.
I looked slowly sideways and over my shoulder at her. She and I held each other’s gaze for three full beats, before she blinked and went back to the screen, a private, sideways smirk on her face. I had never held the gaze of a girl with my eyes that long before. She turned sideways to lean against the arm of the couch and she pushed her leg down and squished her foot under my thigh. She wriggled it in deeper under me. I dropped my hand surreptitiously down to her ankle and I massaged her there, secretly. My heart pounded like I was running a sprint. It was unlike me, doing that. Everything was unlike me that whole day.
Alana stirred and re-settled, seemingly unable to get comfortable. Finally, she slinked all the way down until only her head was propped up against the back of the couch. Her knees were slung over Laila’s shoulders and her heels dangled in her lap. Laila wrapped her arms around Alana’s calves like they were the restraints on a fair ride, and she leaned her head back so far her hair spread over the couch cushion between Alana’s legs.
Alana started to stroke and comb Laila’s hair, making it fan out smooth and shiny between her legs. Then she poked her tongue out between her teeth, looked sideways at me with a grin, and took my wrist in her hand. She moved my hand to make me stroke my fingers through Laila’s hair the way she had been stroking it, and she raised her shoulders and snickered silently, tricking Laila like that. She let me go and pushed her fingers under my thigh and she curled them and scratched at the underside of my jeans with the tips of her nails.
I took my hand out of Laila’s spread hair and she twisted around and glanced at me over her shoulder. It was dark enough in the room nobody could really see what anyone else was doing. But Laila wasn’t fooled for a second. She knew it was me who had been stroking her hair. I went back to it and she leaned her head further back and moaned loud enough anyone could have heard it. Her hand fell onto my foot and she massaged it, pressing her fingertips into the tiny bones spreading out to each toe.
I squinted my eyes and frowned at the show. My mind reeled. Dakota on my left was secretly wriggling her toes under my left thigh and closing her eyes while I massaged her ankle and calf. Alana on my right was twisting her fingers into my right thigh and scratching me there and pushing her body against mine. I was pulling on and wrapping my hands in Laila’s hair where she sat below me while she massaged my foot and moaned quietly.
Just then, Tatum got up and made her way to Dakota’s kitchen, passing by the back of the couch behind us. She dragged her fingernail over the back of my neck. I spun around. She leaned down over my shoulder and put her mouth close to my ear. “You seem to have fallen into a house full of lonely, desperate girls,” she whispered, and she laughed and strode away, glancing over her shoulder at me with a grin as she receded.
“Speak for yourself, bee-atch,” Dakota said without opening her eyes. She must have heard her.
“Only one lonely desperate girl here,” Alana called out to Tatum. She must have heard her too. Tatum squealed in the kitchen and laughed.
“I don’t mind admitting I’m lonely and desperate,” said Laila, stretching her head further back over the cushion and not even pretending to watch the show. “I haven’t had sex in like six weeks.”
“What Laila calls sex and what anyone else calls sex is not the same,” Dakota said to me as though I had asked for an explanation. 
“Giving a blow job is not getting laid,” Laila said to Dakota without turning. She reached up and over her head to find my wrist, and she urged me to continue stroking and pulling her hair.
“You said ‘having sex,’ not ‘getting laid’,” Tatum said, coming back from the kitchen with a glass of water. She leaned over my other shoulder and snickered close to my ear. “Laila gives blowjobs on first dates,” she said, and she shrieked and skipped off high on her toes and dashed back to her chair.
Laila twisted around and rested her chin on my knee. “Not always,” she said, and she shook her head and pursed her lips. “At least I don’t fuck on every first date,” she said, pushing her eyes to their corners toward Tatum.
“The walls and floors are thin in this house,” Dakota said, giving me more explanation. “And Tatum is a screamer.”
“Oh my god!” Tatum shouted from her chair and she whipped a pillow at Dakota. “Don’t tell him that!”
“He’s going to find out soon enough,” Alana said. “You can hear everything in the whole house up there in the psycho room.”
“Do you mind that we call your apartment the psych room?” Dakota said, and she snorted. “That old lady who Alana poisoned was deaf, so . . . “ she said.
“I did not poison her!” Alana shrieked. “Ethen’s going to think something is wrong with us if you keep saying that!”
Laila twisted around onto her calves and rested her arms, folded, across my thighs. She put her face down on her arm and looked up at me from nearly my lap through her fallen strands of hair. “Do you think something is wrong with us?” she said.
She closed her eyes and snorted and smiled to herself. Her hand slipped over the top of my groin. “He already thinks something is wrong with us,” she said to no one in particular.
“Oh my god, Laila, you look like you’re going to suck him off, can you please just?” Alana said. She tugged at Liala’s hair but Laila struggled against her. Alana lifted her face to mine. “None of us have had sex in weeks, if you must know,” she said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head at me. “I happen to handle it better than most.”
Tatum erupted in laugher and pulled her legs up in her chair. “Alana, you’re the worst!” she cried out loud. “I might be the noisiest,” she said to me. “But at least I don’t fall in love with every poke in any orifice!” she said loud enough for Alana.
“Ew?” Laila cried out loud. “Must you describe your twisted kinks?” she said. She looked at me a moment, before pursing her lips in a restrained grin and she looked down right into my crotch from mere inches away. She turned toward Dakota and then over her other shoulder at Alana and Tatum, and she snuck her hand over my groin again, and squeezed me.
“Okay ladies,” Dakota said with feigned impatience, and she rolled her eyes and grinned at me. “School night, everybody out, go away, get out,” she said. “Shows over, let’s go, let’s go.” She pushed up from the couch and yanked on Laila’s outstretched arm. She had plucked her hand from where it curled and   caressed me, in my crotch. She wasn’t seemingly in the least surprised to find it there, doing that. Not like I was, at least.
Laila moaned in complaint before she struggled up and turned to fall down over me, catching herself with her hands landing on the back of the couch to either side of my head. “Come to my door when everyone’s asleep,” she said quietly enough to pretend to be secret, but loud enough for everyone to hear her joke.
“No baby!” Tatum said, tearing Laila back by the shoulders and falling over me the same way. “Come with me, I can be so good to you,” she cooed at me and she laughed.
Alana got up on her knees and shoved both Tatum and Laila aside. She straddled me, kneeling up high over me and arching her back to push her chest out at my face. “Only I can do it the way you like it,” she said, and she shrieked.
Dakota tore her away from me. “Out! Go! Now!” she said, and she snapped her fingers and pointed at her door.
All three of Tatum, Laila, and Alana stepped backward, blowing me kisses, wagging their tongues out of their mouths and pushing their chests up at me. Tatum wrapped her hand around her own groin. “Baby, you know it’s me!” she said.
“My door won’t be locked,” Laila cooed. She held her hand to her face like a phone and mouthed words at me.
Alana looked down my body to my crotch and she imitated both her hands wrapping around a wide tube, and she groaned sexually and poked her tongue in her cheek. “I’m a virgin, baby,” she said.
Tatum and Laila both squealed and hit her and laughed. “Oh my god, you are so not!” Tatum shrieked, and they all turned around and went out Dakota’s door.
“I can be whatever I want to be,” Alana said, and she pushed Tatum out in front of her.
I followed but Dakota silently closed her hand over my shoulder before I got to her door. She closed it after the other three went away, across the hall or up the stairs. I turned around and she pushed my shoulders against the back of her door, closing it with my body. I opened my mouth on the cusp of asking what was going on, but my breath and voice were stuffed back down my throat by Dakota’s lips, and then her tongue. She penetrated my mouth. She invaded me.
“You’re not going to fall in love or get all clingy and shit, are you?” she said in a low groan. Her hands pulled at the waist of my jeans before her fingers began to work at my belt and button — and my fly.
“Not exactly the type,” I said.
“That’s what I hoped,” she said in a near whisper, and she kissed me hard and deep again, lifting her shoulders and pressing her body fully against mine. She hooked thumbs in the waist of my jeans and pushed them down. She caught the waist of my shorts, too, and I dropped my chin to my chest. My pants and shorts crumpled around my ankles.
She laughed, spun around, and took my hand in hers, leading me behind her. I stepped out of my pants and shorts, dragging them half across the floor as they turned inside out clinging to my heels.
In the doorjamb of her bedroom, she pulled my t-shirt up and forced my arms up over my head as she tugged it up and off me, and she laughed. “No telling anyone else, okay?” she said, and she kissed me again. “I’m not usually like this.”
She pushed me backward, naked, until my calves hit the edge of her bed, and I fell backward onto it. She laughed more and stood between my knees where they folded over the edge of her bed and she crossed her arms over her body and squirmed as she tugged her own sleeveless t-shirt up over her head, and she tossed it aside. She pushed her drawstring grey sweatpants down over her ass and squatted in her waist and knees to push them down her legs and off.
“Do you like?” she said, and she twirled one way and the other on her raised toes, her hands on her hips, jutting her chest out and her hips, too. She was wearing a light pink highly textured lace bra, full cup, and thong-cut high-hip panties.
“Pretty nice,” I said and I fell back onto my elbows under me, half propped up on her bed.
She snorted and snickered and caught her hair with her forearm and swept it up and over her back and around her one shoulder, before she walked up onto the bed between my legs high on her knees.
“Push back,” she said, and I quickly crab walked over her bed and came down on her pillows propped up against her headboard.
She came down on her elbows and knees and wrapped her hand around my cock.
I dropped my chin down and peeled my eyes open. It had never happened to me before, not like that, not so free and easygoing and light-hearted. Never so fun. And never with a girl like that. A kind of fear invaded my mind — that it wasn’t real, that I was in fact insane, that I was hallucinating it and I was still in the staffroom, waiting for teachers to walk in. I feared that I was swooning and moaning with my eyes closed all by myself in there.
But those feelings were swept away like a breeze hitting a curl of smoke. My mind exploded with the bare and raw sensations of pure warmth, pure wetness, and pure pressure all around. I blinked my eyes and strained with one eye closed struggling to focus. I couldn’t believe it. I nearly levitated up and off the bed. My body rattled with eruptions of the shakes. I strained in every muscle and forced myself to watch, sure that it was a dream. Dakota had sunk her mouth down around my shaft. Her tongue swirled around my cock inside her mouth. I saw her cheeks bulge with my cock. She moaned and I felt the vibration in my core. I flopped back and sank my head so deeply into her pillows, I was facing her headboard upside down.
She sucked so hard her cheeks caved in. She stroked me with her lips and hand and moaned and groaned and lifted her body and plunged herself back down on me. I saw her hand flick at the waist of her panties and push down inside, and I saw her knuckles bulge and press against the front of her panties from the inside.
She was masturbating herself while she sucked me off. It was too much for me. I tried to say something, but my breath was gone. I slapped the sides of the bed with my open palms, my arms straight out, but she wouldn’t stop. I twisted side to side in my waist and hips, but she snickered and held me down harder. I pushed with my heels and my head and my body lifted up and off her bed. She only squealed, muffled by my cock in her mouth, her tongue busy, frantic-like.
I tore at the sheets and stopped breathing. My neck muscles bulged out and my toes curled down so hard, they were nearly snapping off. I pulled her sheets and wrapped my hands up in them. My knuckles were white. My eyes were clenched shut so hard, I saw red. I grimaced and clamped my teeth and ground them together. Dakota raised herself higher over my groin and her shoulders poked up past her ears. Her head bobbed straight up and down over my lap. She pumped herself on me relentlessly. She pulled on me with her mouth. She seemed determined to suck me completely out of myself.
I felt spasms rip through my body. She squirmed on me and emitted high-pitched moans from deep inside her body. I began to vibrate like an electric current was passing through me. She only drove my cock deeper into her mouth and closed her lips more tightly around my shaft.
Every muscle in my body, starting in my abs and spreading out through my limbs to the tips of my toes and fingers, seized up with rock-hard tension. I wavered on the edge, struggling to stay conscious, fighting myself to a standstill, unable to see or hear or smell anything. All was touch, and it was all in my cock.
She held me a moment, still and in her mouth, her tongue pressed to the underside of my cock, her fingers tightly squeezing the base. And then she pulled up my cock, came off the head, and pulled both her hands, fingers entwined around my cock, up my entire shaft. She flicked her tongue at the underside of the head of my cock, and my eyes filled with kaleidoscopic color and my ears rang with the strings of a hundred orchestras. She closed her mouth over the head of my cock and I erupted into her with every once of my insides blowing out.
She turned me inside out. She swallowed me and sucked me and laughed and took me all over her face. The release of tension in me was like a knot of a thousands steel springs suddenly snapping free. I had never ejaculated so many times for so long. I sank down as flat as a sheet of paper and wavered in and out of consciousness.
The rest lodged in my mind like a story I heard from somewhere else, or a movie I saw from years ago. I was helped, drunk and dazed, back into my clothes, and I was steered and pushed, stumbling and wavering, out the bedroom, through the living room, and out the apartment door. I heard a snickering voice behind me. I fell up the wide stairs the way you do in an upside down world. I saw a door, cracked open, close, and eyes, beading, hiding behind it. I slid up the wall of the narrow stairs, through the door into my new place with no flat surfaces above, below, or down any wall. I staggered around my bed unsure how to aim my collapsing body down onto it. I slept with my arm crammed under my face, my legs twisted, and I remained fully dressed and not even in my sleeping bag.
I barely made it to Greenwood in time next morning. The principal checked her clock on her phone when she saw me rush in the front door, but she said nothing, which made it worse. When I got to the staffroom later for coffee break, I was the last one in. Tatum saw me and pulled a chair up to the table in the back where she, Laila, Alana, and — of course — Dakota were already sitting. Tatum pulled her chair aside with her legs, hopping on it, and fit the fifth chair in between her and Alana.
I sat down. Laila turned her spoon of yogurt upside down in her mouth and slowly retracted the it from her tight, pressing lips, sliding the white stuff off with her mouth. “You get lost?” she said with a grin.
“I just had some art to put away in the room,” I said.
“I meant last night,” she said. They all snickered.
I glanced over the table at Dakota. She glared back at me privately and grinned. “Told you that you’d like it there,” she said. “Think you might stay?’
Tatum rubbed the top of her foot up and down my shin secretly under the table. “You should,” she said. “We like you.”
“I guess I could give it a try,” I said, and I smirked and looked down into my snack box. All four girls snickered each in their own way — all knowingly, all secretly. I was unable to wipe the smirk off my face.
I still wasn’t sure the whole thing wasn’t an hallucination. I felt like I fell into someone else’s life. I was suddenly playing a role I had never been cast in before. 




Chapter 2 

“Why are you always here first?” Tatum said. “Not a good look, you know,” she said, pulling a chair back from the big round table, the furthest in the back of the staffroom.
“Not looking for a contract,” I said, and I shrugged and smirked.
“Don’t blame you, with an attitude like that,” she said. She flared her eyes at no one.
Alana, Laila, and Dakota came in.
“You’re always here first,” Laila said.
“That’s exactly what I told him!” Tatum cried out loud, but through a grin, and she scooped her stick of celery through her puddle of humus. “If you want to keep working here with the A Team, you better shape up,” she said, and she grinned into her plastic container. She peeked through the corners of her eyes and through her strands of hair at me and snorted.
They all sat down around the table. Alana, however, pushed her arms straight out over the top of the table and leaned all the way over to bury her face between her arms. She groaned loud enough to make sure someone asked her what was wrong.
Which Dakota did.
“Ugh,” Alana said, rolling her face sideways. “I have to go to the big family dinner on Saturday,” she said. “I hate it!” she cried into the surface of the table.
“Poor you, a big feast of good, home-cooked food — and probably leftovers for the whole week, too,” Tatum said, and she tsk’d-tsk’d and shook her head. “First world problems,” she mouthed without saying it out loud to me.
“The food’s not the issue,” Alana groaned. “They constantly bug me about still being single. It’s non-stop. They give me advice. They try to think up sons of friends for me. It drives me crazy.”
“They mean the best for you, dear,” Dakota said, and waited a beat before she burst out laughing and kicked Alana under the table. “That does suck, though,” she said, and she nodded.
“It’s when my aunts and mom start suggesting boys they could send me on dates with — it’s freakin gross,” Alana said. “I don’t think they understand what boys are like these days on dates.”
“I wonder what would stop them doing that?” Tatum said, and she grinned with mischief behind her eyes.
“Telling them you’re into girls?” Laila said, and she tittered and wriggled in her seat, satisfied with the wit of her joke. “I mean, just look at where you live.”
“They’d just get even more into it,” Alana said. “It wouldn’t phase them a bit. It would just double the possibilities for them to set me up.”
“What if you already had a boyfriend?” Dakota said.
Tatum dropped her mouth wide open and widened her eyes at Dakota. “That’s what I was going to say!”
Alana propped her head half sideways on her hand resting on her elbow and nodded with lidded eyes at the table between her and Dakota. “That would certainly change the conversation at least,” she said. “Except I don’t have one — in case you didn’t notice — and I don’t want one, as discussed ad nauseam, and I’m not going to find one anyway by dinner time Saturday, unless you expect me to bring over some Tinder psycho.”
“I know exactly where you can find one,” Dakota said, and she leaned back in her chair, closed herself around her coffee-time snack bowl, and smiled to herself with satisfaction. Tatum did the same thing. The both of them grinned like cats that swallowed sister canaries.
Alana squinted her eyes at both of them and shook her head.
Dakota looked up through the tops of her eyes at her and tilted her head and shot her eyes glancingly over to me and back again.
I gave her back the deadest of dead-eye looks that I could.
Alana, though, swivelled her face slowly around on her propped-up hand and squinted hard at me. A small grin slowly spread across her face.
“Ethen!” Tatam said, and she squealed and dropped her mouth open and flared her eyes wide at Alana. “He’s right there.”
“And why not?” Dakota said. “He’s a perfectly respectable young man,” she said, and she snorted. “And he’s available, we certainly know that. I know for a fact he would do it for you.”
“And what makes you think I would do that for her?” I said.
“You wouldn’t help out a poor helpless and desperate girl?” Alana said, and she closed her hand around my forearm. “It’s just a big huge family dinner,” she said, and she burst out laughing. “No pressure.”
“Would you do it, though?” Laila said, and she swung her one leg over her other knee with growing excitement. She grinned at me with sideways, flaring eyes.
I sighed hard and rolled my eyes and dropped my chin down. But I also scanned around the table hoping to share my disbelief with one of them, any of them. All I got back was four sets of eyes, all wide, all grinning, and all excited.
“It’s a ridiculous plan,” I said, and I chopped my hand sideways down on the table. I was trying to cut discussion off before it got out of the gate.
“It’s a perfect plan,” Dakota said, still smiling with that self-satisfaction of hers.
“It would mean so much to me,” Alana said. She still had her hand around my forearm, and she squeezed me. “It would actually be fun for a change. Shut all those birds on a wire up!”
“You don’t really have to do anything,” Laila said quietly to me with pursed lips. It was far too private for banter around the table. She even blushed a little and turned her face down to hide it. She didn’t mean to be heard.
“Do it! Just be her fake boyfriend!” Tatum said. “Oh my god, it would be so funny!”
“By my fake boyfriend!” Alana said. “I would love that! Boyfriend for a day!”
“Just for a night,” Laila said, and she flashed her eyes at me. “Not all night!” she suddenly said, correcting herself and bursting out with a laugh.
“And then tell us everything,” Dakota said. She grinned an evil grin and privately stuck the very tip of her tongue out between her pursed lips at me.
“What are they like?” I said to Alana. “These people of yours.” I knew when I was defeated by the combined forces of the enemy. There was no point to fighting the inevitable.
“Oh my god, they’re going to love you!” she said, and she draped her body over my shoulder and kissed my cheek. “They’re going to throw themselves at you,” she said.
“So just like at home,” Dakota said.
“Speak for yourself!” Tatum said to Dakota, and they met telling eyes. Dakota squinted hers at Tatum with a silent warning. Tatum chirped with a tiny grin and rocked in her chair. So much was being communicated without words all around me that it made my head spin trying to figure it out.
Subbing in as Alana’s boyfriend turned out to be the least of the lies we told that evening. It started before we even got in the front door of her parent’s home. “I’ve heard so much about you!” her mom said, first thing.
I turned sideways to Alana with a dead face.
She raised her eyebrows, pushed herself up on her toes, and kissed my cheek. “I told her where we met!” she said, and she seized my hand in hers and dragged me behind her and past her mom into the house. She gave me no clue at all.
We held on to each other for balance to kick our shoes off. “Which was?” I said privately to her.
She wavered on her toes, clamped her hand around my shoulder, and laughed. “Which was what?” she said.
“Where we met!” I growled quietly through a tight grimace.
“Oh!” she said. “The bowling alley!” She kissed my nose and skipped down the hallway, yanking me behind her. “Of course!”
The bowling alley, I thought. I shook my head. “Of course,” I said. How would that be what she went with? How would that stop further questions? She didn’t know the first thing about being invisible. I hadn’t been in a bowling alley in a decade.
“This must be the young man himself!” another woman about her mom’s age said with a big toothy grin. She was pulling a massive bowl out of the fridge in the kitchen. “How are your studies coming then?” she said.
I turned to Alana with the dead look, not for the first time since coming into the house.
“Anthropology,” she murmured under her breath, and she kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear. “It turns me on so much!”
“I don’t know a thing about it!” I groaned back at her through my clenched teeth.
“Which period?” her aunt said.
“Early neolithic,” I said with one firm nod. Alana snorted and turned away and covered it up with a cough. “Neolithic” was the only word I had ever heard of associated with anything anthropological, and “early” was something I knew people tacked on to things to sound smarter, that and “mid” and “late,” as in “early mid century,” when looking at ordinary furniture.
“Oh!” her aunt squealed. “That’s my favorite too! You know, village life, it was worse in so many ways than roaming tribal life — and yet,” she said, lifting her arms like she was spreading a sheet, “we all became villagers, didn’t we!”
“We did, we all settled,” I said. “No more wondering around.” I smiled at her aunt, and I glared at Alana.
Alana looked at me with her eyes wide and she formed a surprised look on her face like I’d accidentally said something profound. She slipped her arm through my arm and took me away from her aunt and into the big dining room. “That’s just like you!” she said. “You’ve been settled at Greenwood after wondering around like a hunter-gatherer to all the other schools,” she said. “You even have a warm, loving home now, don’t you!” she said, and she lifted herself on her toes and kissed me this time directly on the mouth. She tittered, too, and she fed me an olive from the bowl of olives on the sideboard.
Her father came in. “They tell me you’re studying anthropology, the early neolithic!” he said.
I turned to Alana with my eyes popping out and my chin hanging down.
“Word travels fast,” she said with a titter, and she turned to the food on the sideboard and left me to deal with her father alone.
“What do you hope to do with that?” he said.
Alana spun around and took my arm in her hand again. She pushed a dipped stick of celery in my mouth. “He’s going to be a teacher, just like me!” she said. “Aren’t you!” she said and she turned her face to me and smiled a gotcha-smile at me.
“And why not, it’s a good choice!” her father said, and he nodded. He approved.
“Dad’s a civil engineer,” Alana said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Mom’s an instructor at the college,” she said. “Robotics!”
I took her arm in my hand and guided her loosely but with determination out of the dining room and down the hallway. I stopped us in the shadows. She glanced over her shoulder and pushed me behind her, further down the hallway and into the bathroom at the end. She came in, too, and shut the door behind her.
“Why are you making so much shit up!?” I said.
“Calm down,” she said with a grin and she looked closely at my mouth before lifting herself up to kiss me lightly on the lips. “It’s fun, isn’t it? Being someone you’re not.” She tittered. “Pretending . . . “
“I can’t keep all the lies straight!” I said.
“That’s what got to me about you,” she said, and she pushed her cool fingers around the back of my neck and pulled on me. She covered my mouth with her mouth and invaded my lips with her tongue. “You’re such a good bullshitter.”
“Alana!” I shouted with a whisper. I took her waist in my hands and pushed her back from me.
But she resisted my pressure and stepped up to press her body closer against me. “Come on,” she said. “They expect us to.”
“Expect us to what?” I said.
She closed her cupped hand around my crotch and she pinched the tip of her tongue between her grinning teeth. “I think you know,” she said with a low growl.
I pushed her hands away, but she dug in. I pushed her waist, but she leaned closer. I tried to step back, but she came with me until I was pressed into the edge of the counter behind me. She popped open the button in my jeans and peeled my pants down and open.
I struggled to pull them up and closed. We fought with our fingers and hands entwining. She nipped my bottom lip hard enough to make me flinch and in my shock, she snorted, and she slid her body down the front of my body.
“What are you doing!?” I said, whispering harshly.
“I’m having fun with my boyfriend,” she said and she laughed. She tucked her hands inside the waist of my pants and even inside my shorts, and in one quick move, she shoved them down so they stretched between my knees.
I half bent to try to pull them back up, but she slid further down my body and onto her knees and she pressed her body into my bare thighs, pressing my pants further down to my shins.
My cock, half-hard, pushed up into her neck. She leaned back on her waist and lifted my cock in her cool fingers and dabbed the underside of the head with the tip of her pointed tongue, and she tittered.
She looked up at me with my cock in her hand and she drew the tip of the head all around the skin of her face and she grinned widely up at me and tittered. “You have to be quiet,” she said, and she closed her lips around the head of my cock. She caressed it with her tongue inside her mouth. She slowly, steadily, pushed her lips down the length of my shaft, filling her mouth with my quickly and fully erect cock.
I gasped deeply and clenched my eyes and grabbed hold of the edge of the counter behind me. I peeked out one clenched eye and looked down to see Alana come up and nearly off my cock, glistening from her saliva, before moaning deep and gutturally, and plunging her mouth all the way down on it again, further this time, disappearing me inside her throat.
There was no stopping her. I took her head in my hands, but she only groaned and forced herself harder and deeper down on me. I tried to twist left and right but she closed her teeth on my cock and warned me with a light bite to stay still. I pulled her hair, but that only made her more noisy with gasps and moans.
We could both hear her parents and aunts and uncles and cousins chattering loudly in the kitchen and dining room. In horror I looked down at the top of Alana’s head. It bobbed with studied relentlessness forward and back over the length of my shaft. She seemed determined, she seemed driven. Her tongue swirled around the underside of my cock inside her mouth maddeningly. It was so hot, so wet, so smooth in her mouth. I clenched my whitened knuckles around the edge of the counter and curled my toes. She wasn’t giving me a chance.
I tapped her shoulder with frantic alarm. She dug in on me deeper and harder. “Alana!” I said, trying to warn her. But she ignored me. We heard her mother call her and ask someone in the hallway if they’d seen her.
“In here mom!” I heard Alana’s voice below my waist. I opened one eye. She laughed and closed her mouth down over my cock again and took me so deep in her throat, she heaved and gagged and laughed some more.
“Get the potatoes when you’re done in there!” her mom said, and she dragged her knuckles on the back of the door less than two feet away from us.
Alana pulled back from my groin and stroked my cock into her neck and face while she leaned her head back and looked up at me, grinning widely and putting her finger to her lips as though I was the one who needed reminding to be quiet. She sank her mouth back down the length of my cock. Her hair whipped in time in smooth, undulating waves.
The sensation of complete warmth and total wetness gripped me and I shivered from head to toe. She slipped her hand around my hips and pulled my body forward, gripping me by my butt cheeks. “Cum in my mouth!” she said up to me and I opened my eyes and looked down in horror. She laughed and licked my cock and kissed it from the base to the tip and down to the base again. “Hurry!” she said, and she pushed her lips all the way down my shaft and pumped me with hand and mouth with a renewed insistence.
To know her as a grade one teacher, to see her dressed like a teacher, talking like a teacher, and yet to look down on her on her knees pumping her mouth and hand on my cock, making tiny high-pitched moans and squirming in her body like it was her being brought to the edge, filled me with a shivering contrast. I tried to hold back. I tried to push her head aside. I clenched down in every muscle. But she was making me lose my grip on myself.
She moaned too loud and I shook and went straight as a board. She sucked so hard her cheeks fell in and I stopped breathing. She slid her tongue side to side and forward and back over the underside of my cock that she held in her mouth, and I vibrated like a string. When she pushed her mouth all the way down my shaft, I lost it and erupted like a geyser in her mouth.
I peeked in time to see my cum gush from the corners of her lips. She kept sucking me, licking me, and stroking me, all the way through spurt after spurt, until I nearly fell over and my cock, spent, slipped out of her mouth. I stumbled sideways on my feet and my vision grew dark. I bumped into the door with my shoulder.
She laughed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and popped up to check her face in the mirror. She grabbed a hand towel and tittered some more as she wiped up my cock, though there wasn’t much to clean, she had licked me so thoroughly, and she dabbed the corners of her mouth and dropped it into the hamper. She helped me pull up my pants and do up my button. I was still staggered, still wavering on the cusp of wakeful consciousness, when she flung open the door and dragged me by my wrist in her hand back up the hallway and into the kitchen.
There were parents and aunts and uncles and cousins in there. They were chattering and fixing food. Nobody noticed Alana and I coming back in together, nor the look of stunned incomprehension on my face. She handed me the handle of the potato masher. “Work for your supper,” she said. “That’s the only rule around here.”
Her mother patted her cheek and kissed her on the lips. “That’s my girl,” she said. My jaw hung open. Her lips were a moment earlier sucking my cum out of my cock. Alana pressed my chin up with her finger to close my gaping mouth, and laughed to herself.
Her uncle cornered me in the living room. “She’s a big hearted girl, but she’s innocent,” he said, and he poked my chest with his large, stubby finger. “Do not take advantage of that.”
I hesitated but kept my mouth shut and nodded instead. “Innocent” would not be the first word that comes to mind when thinking about Alana.
Her father cornered me on the deck outside, after luring me out there on the pretence of showing me something “good.” “What are your intentions?” he said. I gulped. He was being serious, he wasn’t pretending to play some movie role.
I pretended to be the uncertain guy, the cautious, careful, non-rushing type.
We climbed into the back of her dad’s car for a nostalgia-soaked ride to the retro diner-type ice cream parlour. With her mom yammering away up front with her dad, Alana kept pushing her hand up my lap and over my groin. I tried to push her hand away, but she clamped it on me, safe in the obscuring shadows of the backseat. She had already showed herself willing to hurt me if I kept pushing her off me. When I gave in, she looked out her side window, chatted with her parents, and pushed her hand further under the waist of my pants and under my shorts, too, and she caressed and massaged my cock and balls directly. I looked away and out my own window.
What began as a joke quickly became serious, at least to some around the table in the fake old-fashioned ice cream parlour. Alana did nothing to restrain everyone. By the time we got out of there, our whole life together had been mapped out for us. I was so overwhelmed by it all, I almost forgot, at times, that we weren’t actually boyfriend and girlfriend. It was a whole other life that filled my head, and it sounded pretty good, too.
But we had been lying from the moment we came into her house until the moment we left.
“Pretending!” Alana said.
“Lying,” I said.
We were on our way back home in my old white pick-up truck.
“Stop here, pull in here!” she suddenly yelped.
“No,” I said flatly.
“It was my favourite spot in the whole world!” she said.
“Favorite spot for what?” I said. I wish I hadn’t said it. I knew as soon as I did what it was going to be.
“You should know certain things about me, if you’re going to be my boyfriend,” she said.
“I am not going to be your boyfriend!” I said. But I slowed down and turned into the narrow, unpaved roadway anyway. It ducked and swerved through low hanging trees, and took us deeper into the dark shadows away from the road.
She undid her seatbelt and slid over the bench-seat to push herself up against me. “Not even just to pretend, not even just once in a while?” she said.
I looked down over my shoulder at her and she looked back up at me, putting on her saddest, most puppy-like eyes that she could, and she blinked, often and deliberately. She even frowned.
“Fuck sakes,” I said.
She laughed. “Follow the path to the right,” she said. “It goes up a bit — but slow down, the edge is all around us here.”
I slowed down sharply. “Edge of what?” I said.
“The edge of the cliff, natch,” she said.
We came out into a moonlit clearing and crept up closer to where it dropped off into a thick forest all around below us. Fog clung to trees like cotton. A river wound like a snake across the valley floor. Moon light glinted in silver flashes off the water.
“Pretty nice,” I said. I didn’t want to admit it, but there was no denying it. It was like looking into a master’s painting.
“I want to thank you for coming with me — you rescued me,” she said. She reached for my hand where it hung over the steering wheel and she held it and rubbed the back of it with her thumb.
“It was kind of fun, actually,” I said. I had to admit it.
“See? I knew it — I knew you’d make it fun!” she said. She twisted around and threw her arms around my neck. She pulled me down over her and planted her mouth over my mouth.
“Your family is crazy, though,” I said.
“Right?” she said. “Can you imagine if you really were my boyfriend?” We kissed longer. “It wouldn’t have been so bad, though, don’t you think?”
“What, you and me?” I said.
“You and me,” she said, and she shrugged. “Just part-time though. I never had a boyfriend like you. Even a pretend one.”
“Sure,” I said.
“I’m serious,” she said. “Someone I can joke around with, someone who’s not all serious all the time?” She pushed her hand over my groin. “Someone who’s always ready,” she said, and she dropped her chin down, opened her mouth wide, and laughed with her head thrown back.
“You can only be that way with me because you know we’re not in a relationship,” I said.
“True, but why is that?” she said. She pushed herself up to bring her mouth close to my ear. “Want to know what it makes me feel like doing?” she said.
“No I do not,” I said.
She twisted quickly around and drew her knee over my lap to sit back on my knees, and she ducked her head down to keep it from hitting the ceiling. She reached down by my side with deep thought on her face and I was confused, until I suddenly lurched backward in my seat. She laughed and came down over me and kissed me more seriously.
“I loved teasing you like that in the bathroom at home,” she said.
“I think that was more than a tease,” I said.
She laughed and shrugged and pulled her sweater up and over her head, and tossed it into her seat. She pushed her hair up the back of her head and fluffed it out. She was wearing a black satin bra that glinted in the dim silver light of the moon. “Do we have to stop pretending to be boyfriend and girlfriend so soon?” she said. She reached down between her thighs that spread around my lap, and she undid my jeans and pulled down my fly.
She was wearing a skirt. She wriggled side to side on my lap and pulled her skirt up around her waist and spread it around my lap under her. She snorted down at me and pulled my cock up and out of my shorts with her hand under her skirt. She looked around one side of the truck and then the other. “It’s so private up here,” she said. “Nobody ever comes up here.”
“Alana,” I said, but she leaned over my reclining body and sank her mouth over my mouth.
“Don’t tell anyone at home, okay?” she said, and she arched her back, she inhaled sharply, and she curled her spinal column in. I felt immense heat and soaking wetness instantly enshroud the head of my cock.
“Did you even wear panties?” I said with a groan.
She laughed and sank her head down into my neck. “Of course I did,” she said. “But I took them off at the diner,” she cooed, and she bit my ear.
“Alana,” I said again, but she uncurled her spine, she thrusted her hips forward, and she closed her pussy lips around the head of my cock. She pushed her upside-down hands together into the ceiling of my truck and she arched more deeply in her back, so far, her breasts, through her bra, pushed into my face. Her pussy was forced completely down the length of my cock and she gasped deeply and hard and rolled her head back and shut her eyes. Our groins mashed together as she rotated her hips.
I gasped, too. I reached around her waist to stop her, but I was overwhelmed by her and ended up squeezing and caressing her ass. She began to slide herself forward and back over my lap, taking my cock, slick and glistening from her dew, harder and deeper into the depths of her steaming and leaking pussy.
She grunted and moaned and twisted and turned on me. She lifted her black bra to her neck and she mashed her bared breasts into my face and mouth. “Baby!” she groaned down at me. She writhed like an eel and snapped like a dancer.
I tried to hold her hips in my hands. She slid on my lap forward and back with a grimace of determination on her face. I looked down between our bodies and saw my cock, at once gleaming in the shafts of moonlight that it caught, wet from her, and the next moment, gone completely inside her tight, wet and grasping pussy lips.
She slid her hand down the front of her exposed abdomen and used her middle finger to spread and rub herself all around her clit. It was exposed and hard and gleaming. I touched all around it too, and she took her own hand away, entwined her fingers behind my neck, and began to thrust herself on me so hard the truck rocked back and forth. I pressed the parking brake peddle down. We were close to the edge.
She held onto the back of the seat behind me and rammed my hips with her hips. Her pussy stroked my cock like greased hands. I wanted to tell her to watch out, I wanted to warn her what was going to happen if she didn’t stop. But what was going to happen to me began already to happen to her. It was too late.
I strained in every muscle of my body and I thrusted my head back into the seat. I held her by the waist and gazed with beading eyes at her jiggling bare breasts that danced in front of my face. Alana pressed her hands into the ceiling of my truck for leverage and she ground her hips down on my hips fast, hard, and deep. Her eyes were closed. She made irregular, short, sharp and inhaled gasps. Her eyes were clenched shut and her mouth was pulled in a pained grimace across her face. She stopped breathing and her jaw fell widely open. Her head fell back to face the ceiling. Her body twisted and squirmed. The tension in her grew as tight as the thinnest strings of a violin. She clenched her teeth.
Her release was explosive. Her back curved the other way and her hair fell all over my face. She exhaled gallons of breath and groaned so deep and loud, I’m sure the animals around us took flight. The sensation on my cock of her pussy, fluttering through spasms, left me no chance. I erupted up into her so hard I lifted her body up into the ceiling of the truck. She laughed as I bounced her on me, my whole body snapping up and down like a man caught on a high-voltage cable. I felt my cum rush out of her pussy and spread all over my lap, my abdomen, and my legs.
She fell off of me and sprawled like a being without bones all over the rest of the bench-seat beside me and I sank down through the seat myself, down into a state of unconsciousness that sent me floating among the stars above.
She started laughing, and I couldn’t help laughing myself. “Oh my god, I so needed that!” she said. “You have no idea.”
“I tried to stop,” I said.
She shook her head side to side. “I wasn’t going to let you.”
She swore me again to secrecy. We snuck in the front door of the house. Dakota’s door was slightly open. “In here!” we both heard her voice. Alana peered through and a moment later, flung the door wide open. She looked over her shoulder at me, still crouching over like we had to be quiet. “They’re all in here,” she said. I looked over her shoulder. Laila and Tatum were on the couch with Dakota, all of them staring at us with the same goofy smiles.
“Spill!” Tatum shouted, and she hugged a pillow to her body.
Alana told the whole tale — including how hard it was to keep track of all the lies. I shook my head and snorted. It was me who had to keep track of the lies, while she did nothing but spin more and more elaborate ones.
“Why did you say we met at bowling?” I said, and I gestured with exasperation and shook my head.
Everyone squealed with laughter.
“It was the first thing that came to my mind!” Alana said.
“I don’t even bowl!” I said.
“You do now,” Tatum said, and she kicked her foot out at my foot and laughed.
“I’d love that,” Laila said, and she lingered on my eyes with her eyes before pulling them away to look at the others.
“A pretend boyfriend?” Dakota said.
“Exactly!” she said. “A date, but with someone you already know and like, so you don’t have to go through all that getting to know crap,” she said.
“But then not a real boyfriend,” Tatum said. “So you don’t have to do all that girlfriend - boyfriend stuff, either.”
“That’s what I mean,” Laila said. She brought her half-lidded and glazed-over eyes back to mine. She was so far gone, I had to look away. “Like when you’re a sub at our school,” she said. “Just play the role for a day, pretend, and then . . . “
“. . . and then go away,” Dakota said, and she erupted in loud, truncated laughter. “I don’t mean it like that,” she said, shaking her head at me. “But none of us have the patience for dating, or the time and energy for boyfriends,” she said. “And you’re just . . . “ she paused. “ . . . here,” she finally said and she shrugged.
“We just want to get laid,” Tatum said, and she burst out laughing and covered her mouth with her cupped hand. “Well it’s true!” she shouted around at the others. But nobody was denying what she said.
“That’s not what we did!” Alana shouted. “Oh my god!”
“Alana!” Dakota called over to her. “Girl, who do you think you’re talking to? Do you think we can’t recognize a freshly laid woman when we see one?”
Alana screeched into a pillow she held entirely over her face. She finally pulled it down far enough to see over the top of it. “When did you know?” she said.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. “So much for swearing it all to secrecy,” I said.
“The moment you stuck your fat head through the door,” Dakota said. “It’s written all over you.”
Alana instinctively poked the tip of her tongue into the corner of her lips and wiped her fingers over her chin.
“Oh my god!” Tatum said. “She didn’t mean his cum is all over you!” she said, whispering the word “cum.” “But thanks for telling us that you did that too!”
Alana looked over her shoulder at me. “Sorry,” she said.
“Hey,” I said, “it wasn’t my secret to keep.”
“When did you suck him off?” Laila said, kicking her leg with her foot.
“Probably before they even got to her house,” Dakota said and she laughed.
“No!” Alana protested, and she threw her pillow at her. “But in the bathroom before dinner, maybe!” She laughed.
“Oh my god! In your house!” Tatum exaggerated her gasp. “That’s even worse!”
“Everybody was just down the hallway in the kitchen, too. My mom even knocked on the door.”
Everyone laughed with disbelief and bent over their waists.
“Did you swallow him?” Dakota said.
“Of course,” Alana said, and she looked over at me. “Did I do good?” she said to me. “Was I good girl?”
I rolled my eyes and shook my head and snorted. She hit me in the stomach with a pillow. “Let’s just say I got him a towel but there was nothing to clean up,” she said.
Everybody rolled in their seats howling with laughter all over again.
“And then?” Dakota said, refocusing everyone on the real question at hand.
“And then what?” Alana said, shrugging and widening her innocent-seeming eyes.
“Tell!” Tatum said. “And it better not be in the house too!”
“In his truck, actually,” Alana said looking sideways over at Tatum.
“Oh my god, like in the front seat?” she said.
“There’s only one seat in his truck,” Dakota said.
“Did you ride him?” Tatum said. “On the driver’s side?”
“Uh huh,” Alana said with a grin.
“Steering wheel in your back?” Tatum said.
“I pushed his seat all the way back,” she said.
I looked away, far to the left over my shoulder.
Alana seized my hand in her hand. “It was . . . “ she paused. “Pretty good.”
“Pretty good?” I said.
She blushed and looked down and bit her lip.
“Oh my god, it was fantastic, wasn’t it? You had an orgasm fucking him didn’t you!” Tatum said.
Alana was sheepish about admitting it, but she looked up through strands of hair fallen over her face and, still biting her lip, she nodded at Tatum.
“I so want that,” Laila said.
“I didn’t mean to do it,” Alana said.
“Yeah right!” Dakota said, and she flung the pillow back at her.
“There’s this spot on the road back, it’s just a place I used to like,” she said. “I just wanted to show him,” she said.
“And one thing lead to another, I suppose,” Tatum said.
Alana looked at her hard. “It wasn’t always a good place for me,” she said to her. She looked over at me. “But you helped me re-write over it, I think,” she said.
“That sounds beautiful,” Laila said.
Alana turned to her. “It was. It was like having a whole new boyfriend.”
“You didn’t even give the guy a chance, did you,” Dakota said.
“You should talk,” Tatum said to Dakota. She kicked her and looked at her sideways through the corners of her eyes, grinning.
“Shut up, you,” Dakota said to her and they grinned at each other.
“In the front of his truck?” Laila said half-privately to Alana. “Weren’t you afraid of getting caught?”
“Nobody comes up there,” Alana said.
“Can totally tell from your face that you just got it, and good, too,” Laila said. “Must be nice.”
Alana glanced at me. “It’s very nice,” she said.
“That’s exactly what I want,” Laila said. “It’s not a one-night stand,” she said. “But it’s also not a big, full-blown affair.”
“Just in for the day,” Tatum said. “I give you,” she said, extending her arms out in a presentation gesture, “The Sub.”
I turned away but the four of them clapped and cheered. It was time to go up. Alana caught me at the door. She didn’t seem to care anymore that everyone was watching. The secrecy had fallen away — everybody knew what we did, and what Dakota and I had done, too, the other time.
She lifted herself on her toes and threw her arms around my neck. “Really,” she said in a murmur. “Thank you.” She kissed me deeply and hard on the lips. Dakota and Tatum whooped and hollered. But Laila only stared at me with the tilted, slightly grinning face of someone just getting a piece of art. Until she realized that I was looking back at her, and then she snorted, she dropped her face, and she turned away and blushed.
When she went into her door on the second floor, she looked back over her shoulder as I passed on my way further up the rickety narrow stairs to the top of the house, and she waved at me with a tiny fluttering of her fingers. “Good night, Ethen,” she said in a low, quiet voice.
I waved back and nodded and smiled.
She snorted again, and she looked down and shut her door.
I went up my stairs, shut my door, and flopped down on my bed. I folded my arms under my head and stared up at my peaked ceiling. My phone buzzed. I looked at it. It was a text from Dakota. “You did a good thing today,” she wrote. “She’s like a new woman.”
“TY,” wrote back. “Goodnight Daks,” I said. What else could I say? She texted me back a heart emoji, and I snorted. A moment later my phone buzzed again. It was Tatum.
“Soooooo sexy!” she had written. “I’m sure you’ll sleep well tonight, too!”
“Goodnight, Tats,” I said, using a name I heard Dakota call her. She texted me a heart emoji, too, and I snorted about that.
My phone buzzed yet again. It was Alana. “Thank you for the lovely date,” she wrote. “Even if you didn’t keep it so secret!”
“You spilled first!” I wrote. “I had a good time too, though,” I wrote. “Night A,” I wrote.
She also texted me a heart emoji and I frowned with puzzlement at the coincidence.
Several moments passed before my phone buzzed one more time. This time, it was Laila. “Can’t stop thinking about you,” she had written.
As I stared at that with squinting eyes and with worry clouding my mind, another text came.
“Sorry, sent too soon! Meant to say, thinking about you and Alana in the front of your truck. So dangerous!!!” she wrote.
“Phew,” I said.
“Right?” she wrote me back.
“Goodnight, La-la,” I wrote. It’s what I heard them call her.
It took a few moments, but she also sent me back a heart emoji. Of course she did, I thought.
I rolled onto my side where I could see a slash of silver moonlight cut through my kitchen window and light up my floor, and I wondered about what I had fallen into. 




Chapter 3







We were all hanging out in Dakota’s, me, Tats, and A, one night. All except Laila, who was out on a date, and though we promised not to talk about her, the tension was high. Except for me, of course, everyone was in panties and over-the-hand long-sleeve crop tops — Dakota’s idea. Baby blue, pastel pink, and mint green. 
They got into that kind of thing, those four young teachers — theme nights to dress up for when they were staying in together to watch shows or play board games. I was let off the hook for this one and was allowed to show up in boxer briefs and t-shirt. With me completing the five-some, taking over the old woman’s apartment at the top of the creaking stairs tucked under the risers, the hallways and staircases in the old house became a lot more “open” and free. There was a lot more traffic and visiting, and doors were increasingly left open, and our “private spheres” were merging and growing to include all of us together inside the one. The distinction of me, a male, and them, four females, was dissolving in many, but certainly not in all, ways.
We were sprawled on Dakota’s couch passing the last of the bowl of popcorn back and forth between us with the blankets thrown all over our legs, which were hidden and entangled all over the couch and coffee table. We were all silent in the dark, spell-bound by the suspense of the show, when we heard La-la’s key poke and miss and finally hit its mark and slide clinking into the front door lock.
Tatum startled and yelped and twisted around and pulled the blanket off my chest and over her face. I patted her head and pretended to soothe her. “There-there little one,” I said. “It’s only La-la,” I said, and I went “sh-sh.”
But Alana and Daks yelped too. The front door creaked open at the same time as the murderer in the show crept through the back patio door of the dark house. The timing was perfect.
“You guys still up?” Laila said, pushing her head through Dakota’s door.
Daks pushed herself away from me and against the arm of the couch and patted the cushion beside her. She kicked her heels into my thighs under the blanket to shove me over.
“Use your words!” I said to her and I rolled my eyes and shifted over tighter against Tats.
Dakota snorted and shook her head. “Get over here, La-la,” she said. “Debrief, girl!” She grabbed the remote and paused the show.
We already knew the date wasn’t much fun — La-la had been surreptitiously updating Daks with texts most of the night, and Daks was updateding us. It was no surprise to anyone that she came in alone. The guy was not getting the invite inside.
Of all the four girls, Laila had the most sophisticated style. She came in through Dak’s door in high black platform ankle boots, dark, subtly-patterned stockings, and a short schoolgirl skirt. She parted strands of her hair off her down-cast face and looked up at me specifically as she slowly — a bit too slowly for doing it in front of everyone — dragged the wide, heavy zipper of her short-waist black motorcycle jacket down along it’s diagonal slash across the white of her halter top gleaming beneath.
With everyone’s eyes on her, she spread her feet wider on the floor and pointed her toes directly at us arrayed along the couch, all of us mesmerized by her spontaneous teasing act. She even dropped her jaw open and parted her lis widely. She slid her eyes up my body.
With me entering the mix of what used to be four young, single female teachers, their ability to become much more sexually expressive was uncorked. Laila, for example, wouldn’t have been able to tease like that in front of only other female friends — it would have been weird and uncomfortable for all of them. But she was staring at me, she was facing me most directly, and she was specifically teasing me — or so she could tell herself, and all the others could think it, too, never mind that she was doing it in front of them for their appreciative eyes all the same.
Or so my theory went.
“Holy crap, La-la!” Tatum shouted. “Why don’t you just gobble the man down your throat right now and get it over with!”
Tatum laughed and Alana snorted and reached over and slapped her arm. “Let her keep going, shut-up!” she said in a faked private murmur. “Very sexy!” she called out to La-la through her hands cupped over her mouth, and she shrieked and kicked her feet up. “Whoo!” she shouted and she clapped.
Laila broke down in a sudden fit of shyness and reverted back to herself again, and she dropped her heavy leather jacket down off the back of her trailing arms, kicked off her boots and sent them flying, and skipped high on her sheer black stockinged toes over to the couch where Dakota was patting it and beckoning her.
“We’re all in our panties!” Alana shouted to her, and she whipped one of the blankets aside to show her.
La-la squealed and spun around to land deeply into the couch between me and Dakota, and she brought her knees up to her chest, unbuttoned her schoolgirl skirt, and peeled it quickly down over her butt and off her legs. She laughed and pulled the blanket up over herself up to her chin, but not without glancing at me through her flying strands of hair.
“Look away!” she said over her shoulder to me beside her in a quiet voice, and I rolled my eyes and turned toward Alana on my other side.
Alana clasped her hands to my cheeks and squeezed me to keep me from looking back at Laila. “Not for boys,” she said, and she tittered and bit the tip of her tongue through her grin. It was part of a running joke, the way I was excluded from things “only for girls.”
When I was released and allowed to lean back into the couch, I could see La-la’s bare shoulders and the straps of her white bra above the blanket. She had taken her top off, evidently,  but she pulled the blanket most of the way back up over her chest to hide that fact. Casually, she rested her hand on my bare thigh under the blanket beside her.
“That,” she said with punctuated emphasis, “was the worst! Date! Ever!” Her hand secretly squeezed my thigh and her nails secretly scratched my skin. Her hand slid up higher, too. I wasn’t sure if she even knew what she was doing to me, or where, exactly.
“On a score of one to ten?” Tatum said.
The girls had a date scoring system — “10” meant the boy not only gets invited in, but that clothes were coming off first thing inside their apartment door. “7” meant they were probably getting invited in, but nothing would likely happen. “5” meant they were iffy at the door. “1” meant the date was bailed on before it came to the end.
“Two,” Laila said.
Daks and A groaned, but Tats shrieked. “What’s 2 even mean? I don’t even know what that means!”
“2,” Dakota said, her eyes beading directly onto Laila’s eyes, “means he didn’t get out of the car dropping her off.” She leaned over Laila’s lap and made knowing eyes over my lap, too, to Tatum on the far side.
“That’s bad,” I said.
Laila turned to me. Our faces were too close for the situation, everyone being around us. She was still stunning in her date makeup — dark-lined eyes, cobalt shadowing, natural flossed lips. She dropped her gaze to my mouth and flared her eyes back up at mine. Her fingers curled under the blanked and her fingernails scratched deeper into the skin on the inside of my thigh. I had to look away. I couldn’t believe she was doing that in front of everyone, even if it was hidden.
“It’s very bad,” she said, deep and breathy as though privately to me only.
Alana slid her fingers under my chin and turned my face all the way around to face her on my other side. “If the girl doesn’t even want you to take her to her door,” she said, “she’s never going to want you to take her to her bed.” She gave it two beats before she erupted in laughter at her own sultry act.
“What was so bad about him?” Daks said. “He looked hot.”
Laila shrugged. “Looked hot. Just . . . “ she paused and gazed into the blank middle distance across the dark room. “You know how with Ethen?” she said, “it’s just natural? You’re just yourself? You can just laugh?” she said.
She turned to me. “Not that you’re just one of us,” she said. “But I never feel like I have to try to read you, if you know what I mean. Things just flow, like here,” she said, squinting her eyes and nodded slightly.
I nodded thoughtfully back at her, but I really had no idea what she meant.
“Like the way we can invite him over to our long sleeve crop top and underwear party and nobody thinks twice about it?” Tatum said. She snickered and glanced at me. “You’re okay with it, aren’t you?” she said and she laughed.
“Of course he’s okay with it,” Alana said with a faux sneer. “He’s more than okay with it,” she said. She whipped the blanket up and off all four girl’s laps, exposing their bare legs to me. “Four hot single young teachers all in a row, and just for him!” she said. “He thinks he’s died and gone to heaven.”
“It’s not just for him,” Tatum said half privately to Alana. “But it’s true, isn’t it, we never did this kind of thing quite so much before he showed up,” she said half to me, and she fought against a grin spreading across her lips.
“Did you kiss the boy in his car?” Dakota said.
“He was so blah, it never even crossed my mind to,” Laila said, and she shrugged. “It’s like I forgot it was a date half way through the date!” she said, and she laughed.
“Do you kiss them differently depending on if you want him to come inside or not?” Tatum said.
“Well, duh!” Alana said, and she slapped Tatum’s bare thigh where it remained uncovered by the blanket. “Of course its a different kiss if you’re saying buh-bye compared to if you’re saying hello,” she said and she snorted.
“Kiss Ethen buh-bye, let me see,” Tatum said.
“Make Laila do it!” Dakota said. “She’s the one who’s been on a horrible date all night!”
Laila and I turned toward each other. She bit her lip and squeezed my thigh. Her hand had slipped further around my leg so far that her fingers were tucked under my leg. The side of her hand was perilously close to the bulge in my shorts. I could feel the heat of it. It wasn’t covered by the blanket anymore, either. It didn’t seem to matter. Things like that — touches, squeezes, lingering body parts — seemed to happen more and more, and to matter less and less, as time went by.
“Would you mind?” she said in a private murmur.
“Of course he doesn’t mind, have you seen yourself in a mirror?” Alana said. “Hot chick in the city or what?!”
“Show me,” Tatum said.
“Do it, do it!” Dakota said.
Laila snorted and half closed her eyes. She tilted her face back and projected her head forward, toward me. I looked down at her face the way she was offering it up to me. Her lips parted with expectation. I jutted my jaw and rolled my eyes all around her perfect face.
“And this is you saying buh-bye?” I said in a low murmur.
Laila instantly snorted and lifted her shoulders high up and bit the tip of her tongue. “I forgot,” she said. She quickly darted her face up to mine and caught me on the side of my mouth. “That’s the ‘go away’ kiss, and we’re done,” she said, and then quickly, she parted her lips and closed her eyes again, resuming the effect she was casting upon me. This time, she pressed her lips over mine, she slipped her tongue privately into my mouth, and she emitted a yearning and high-pitched, almost inaudible moan from the back of her throat. It lasted a lot longer than the first kiss. The cool fingers of her hand came up and cupped around my jaw. Her fingertips poked at and played with my ear.
When she finally came off of me, I puffed out through my cheeks and widened my eyes at the floor. Tatum whooped and hollered and clapped. Alana sank back and said, “Wow, Laila, seriously! Get a room!” Dakota smiled at her and snorted and looked at her lips and her eyes and her lips again as though amazed. Without anyone knowing, when Laila had turned toward Dakota, she had moved her palm over my cock and through my shorts, she squeezed me.
“That’s my ‘take me to my door’ kiss,” she said.
“If that’s your ‘take me to my door kiss,’ what’s your come inside with me kiss?” Alana said.
It was supposed to be a joke, but Laila spun back toward me. Our faces were closer than ever. I was filled with the scent of cinnamon and honey. “Can I show you?” she said to me in a that low murmur, like permission was required. Her hand flitted with the waist of my shorts until her fingers scurried underneath the waistband, and they spread, cooly, over the bare skin of my cock. If anyone wanted to glance down, they would have seen that she was touching me, squeezing me, with her hand on my bare cock.
“I’m not sure I can handle it,” I said.
“Stand up! Stand up!” Dakota suddenly shouted. “Do it at my door, like he just brought you home from a date!”
Tatum whooped again. “Do it! For real!” she shouted.
“We’re already half stripped,” I said in protest.
“Doesn’t matter!” Alana shouted. She pushed and pulled and shoved me up with her soles pressed into my ass. Dakota dragged Laila up by the wrists. All of them pushed and pulled Laila and I up to the inside of Dakota’s door.
“Now kiss him like you want him to come inside with you,” Dakota said.
“That’s the way out,” Laila said. She looked up at me nervously through stands of her hair over her face.
“Pretend!” Alana shouted, and she laughed.
Laila and I turned to face each other. We took our hands in each others, making two swinging bridges of our arms. “We might have lost our clothes and shoes somewhere,” I said, “but it was a pretty good date, wasn’t it?” I said deadpan.
Laila snorted and held her nose and turned sideways and down, struggling to squelch her laugher. Everybody else laughed, too.
“Would you like to come in?” she said.
“No!” Alana shouted. “You have to show him, not tell him!” she said.
“With a kiss,” Tatum said. She curled her fist in her other palm and pushed her entwined fingers up under her chin and tilted her head at us. Her eyes twinkled and dilated.
I took Laila’s shoulders, smooth, round, and shiny, in my hands. She put her hands on my waist. They were cool and soft. I struggled to keep my eyes from dropping down the front of her near naked body. Her bra was striking — grey French art nouveau style. Her panties matched. They might have all been relatively new teachers at the beginning of their careers, but they spent lavishly, it seemed, on clothes, especially, I couldn’t help noticing, underclothes. They had fun with underclothes. Half their dress-up nights were about underclothes.
“Are you ready?” she said.
“You’re not going to ask a boy if he’s ready for the kiss of his lifetime!” Alana shouted, and she laughed.
“Let them get ready!” Tatum said to her, and she flicked the back of her hand into Alana’s stomach. Alana caught her by the wrist and held onto her. I noticed their fingers curling up into each other’s palms, secretly.
“Okay,” Daks said and she nodded at us both with lidded eyes.
“I had a great date,” I said.
“Me too!” Laila said, and she beamed up at me with her widest smile and she blinked her eyes deliberately.
She slid her hand up my body, over my shoulder, and around the back of my neck. Her nails lightly scratched me there. She pulled on my neck as I gathered her body in closer to mine, my hands pulling her waist until our hips touched. Her eyes fluttered shut and her lips spread open with a grin curling up the corners of her mouth.
We touched lips, touched again, and then we sank our mouths down onto each other’s. Our tongues wrestled and our breath mixed. She adjusted herself on her toes and leaned her whole body more into mine. I wrapped my arms around behind her back and she wrapped her arms around my neck. We pulled each other more tightly together, kissing deeply, tongues probing, tiny moans groaning.
It lasted a lot longer than a kiss at the door normally would no matter what the message was being conveyed.
“Uh, guys?” Dakota said, and she tapped Laila on the shoulder.
Laila snorted and dropped down from her toes and looked away.
I stepped back and visibly staggered on my heels.
“Well I guess that was the invitation inside,” Alana said, and she made a show of fanning her face and flaring her eyes.
“Holy, you guys!” Tatum said. “Get a room!”
“I think that’s the idea,” Daks said.
“So take him inside and up to your place then,” Alana said. “Don’t leave him just standing there.”
Laila snorted and rolled her eyes. She caught my hand in hers and half turned. “Would you like to come in for a bit?” she said.
“Yes, he would,” Tatum said, and she snickered. She didn’t give me a chance to answer.
Laila led me by the hand up the stairs to her door which was directly above Dakota’s door on the second floor. She brought me inside. Alana, then Tatum, and then Dakota, too, all came inside, too.
“What?” Alana said and she shrugged when both Laila and I looked at them filing in behind us. They all took seats inside. Tatum shut the door.
“Want to sit here?” Laila said to me, willing to pretend we were alone in her place. I chewed the inside of my cheek a moment before deciding I had no choice but to play along. Laila snorted and sat down on her folded leg with me as I sat down on her couch.
“Nice place,” I said, gazing around as if for the first time.
She spread my fingers with her fingers where they lay face up in her lap, and she looked hard sideways and staunched and urge to laugh. But she turned back to me, back under control, and said, “Thanks.” She sorted two pillows absentmindedly. She was stalling for time. She squealed and buried her face in her hands and kicked her feet rapidly and struggled to regain control. She was overly excited, I could tell.
“It’s hard with all of you staring!” she said.
“I’m not clear on what exactly we’re supposed to be doing,” I said. “I thought you just wanted to see the kiss to invite me in,” I said.
“Shut up and keep going,” Tatum said in a low murmur. “I want to see what happens next.”
“This is Laila having the date she wanted to have,” Alana said. “And you’re the substitute date.”
“Oh great,” I said.
“Play along,” Dakota said, “if you know what’s good for you.” She snorted and stuck her tongue out at me.
“If it was a very good date — a 10 out of 10,” Alana said, “what happens when he comes inside?”
Laila looked at Alana and pursed her lips at her. “You know what happens!” she said.
“No I don’t know,” Alana said, and she flung herself back in her chair and smirked. “Show me, don’t tell me,” she said, and she sank down as though settling in for the long run.
“Show us, show us!” Tatum chanted, and she squealed. She also sank down as though settling in for it.
“You’re going to have to do something now,” Dakota said to Laila, and she shrugged and grinned.
“I don’t want to say what I want to do,” Laila said.
“You don’t say it, you just do it!” Alana squealed. “Oh my god, has this girl never had a good and proper date?”
“Leave her be!” Tatum said. “Just do what comes naturally,” she said to Laila, and she nodded at her for reassurance. “Pretend we’re not here.”
Laila turned back to me and looked across the couch at me with narrowed eyes like an actor getting into a role. “Just pretending, okay?” she said quietly to me.
“I’m just the sub,” I said, and I nodded. “I’m not really your date.”
“Thank god,” she said and she snorted and rolled her eyes. She patted the couch cushion between us. “Come closer,” she said in a voice barely audible.
I shifted over closer to her. Tatum cupped her palms over her mouth and squealed with excitement. Alana tapped her thigh and went “sh-sh!” but she didn’t take her eyes off Laila and me. Dakota pressed her hands together in prayer formation and bit the tips of her thumbs. All eyes were on us. Even the couch was lit up more brightly than all of their chairs which lingered in shadows opposite us. It felt like we were on a stage, like we were performing in a show.
“Kiss me?” Laila said.
I snorted a bit and we moved even closer together. We kissed, and Tatum audibly swooned, but covered her mouth and said “sorry!” in a tiny voice. Alana kicked her. Dakota grinned.
Laila penetrated my mouth with her tongue. I took her waist in my hands and she tickled the back of my neck with her fingernails and tittered. And then she pushed my shoulders so hard, I lost my balance and fell back onto the cushions, my head propping up on the arm of her couch. She laughed and followed me down, ending up laying on my body stretched out under her. We resumed kissing and her legs slowly spread, her knees fell around my thighs, and our groins gradually mashed together.
She curled her spine and thrusted her hips forward and down into my hips. I was growing hard under my shorts. The bulge of my boxers pushed against the triangle of the front of her excessively fancy grey panties. She tittered between kisses and began to rotate her hips around mine, dragging her panties, pressing, over my shorts, tenting under her.
“Oh my god,” Tatum groaned. Alana kicked her again. Dakota jumped up and turned out the remaining lights that lit them up so that they were in near-total darkness. The couch remained lit only by two bright leds. We couldn’t even see them anymore.
Laila shivered on me but not from being cold. One strap of her bra fell down around her bicep and she snorted and let the other one fall down, too. I drew my fingertips up over her back, and stopped at the clasp in the middle. She buried her mouth on mine, she moaned in a high pitche, and she writhed in her body all over me. I didn’t need the words to know she was encouraging me to unclasp her bar. And so I did.
She sat up on me, her knees pressed down around my hips, and she arched her back, she shook her arms, and she let the cups of her fancy bra fall from the front of her chest. The shoulder straps fell down to her hands and she dragged the bra away from her body and dangled it over her coffee table a moment before letting it drop. She closed her elbows around her bare breasts but only a moment, before she fell back down over me, mashing her bare chest into mine.
She shot back up a moment later and tugged at my t-shirt and squealed and laughed. Caught up in the moment, I heard Tatum squeal and laugh, too, as though in sympathy. I even heard Alana slap some part of Tatum’s body. “It’s so fucking hot,” I heard Tatum groan to Alana somewhere in the darkness.
I sat up and lifted my arms and ducked my head and let Laila pull my t-shirt up and over my head, and she tossed it onto the coffee table beside her discarded bra. She fell back down over me and pushed her bare chest into my bare chest. I slid my hands down her writhing back and poked my fingers under the sheer fabric of her stockings. She sat up again and rolled off me. She pulled her knees up to her chest and lifted her feet. “Careful taking them off?” she said. “Very expensive,” she whispered.
I got onto my knees on the floor in front of her on the couch and eased her stockings down over her ass and down her legs, pulling them inside out as I went. She pointed at the coffee table from fingers clasped under her chin, but remained curled up on her back deep in the couch. I laid her expensive stockings down on the table behind me and retuned to the waist of her panties with my fingers hooking around them.
She snorted and put her tongue out between her teeth. She wasn’t denying me. I curled my fingers inside the waist of her panties and pulled them over her butt and up her legs. She laughed and stuck them straight up to the ceiling to help me. When I took them off and laid them on her bra on the table behind me, she kicked her legs and crossed her ankles, but remained curled up on her back in the depths of the couch, her head propped against the back cushions.
“You too,” she said in a near whisper.
I rocked on one knee and then the other and pulled my shorts down and off my legs, remaining in a kneeling posture on the floor directly in front of Laila curled on her back on the couch.
“Oh my god,” I heard Tatum groan somewhere behind me. “Shh,” I heard Alana shush her. I heard Dakota titter at the two of them.
I placed my hands on the top of Laila’s knees.
“No!” she squealed and she covered her face with her cupped hands. But when I pulled them sideways, gently, she relented easily, though she squealed into her hands and widened her eyes looking down at her own naked body.
I held her by the ankles and slipped my hands up to her calves and gently eased her legs over my shoulders. Her heels slid down the back of my shoulder blades. She shivered and squealed. I heard Tatum squeal in sympathy behind me. I slipped my hands under her ass and pulled her body further down the couch until her groin hung over the front edge of the couch cushions, and with my hands wrapped around her thighs, I pulled her more widely open.
She shivered and she emitted a high-pitched and whimpering cry. I leaned down over her prone body before me and I kissed the lower part of her abdomen, under her belly button. She grunted. I poked the tip of my tongue at the inside of one thigh, and then the other. She gasped. I kissed and touched with my tongue the skin at the edge of her Brazilian trim. She inhaled shakily and her hips involuntarily chased my mouth.
“Fuck!” I heard Tatum exhale behind me. Alana tittered, but with tension. Dakota was silent.
When I kissed Laila’s thigh further up towards her knee, twisting sideways, she lifted her hips off the couch and thrusted them at me. She cried in simpers. When I kissed her other thigh the same way, moving further away from the apex of her body, she bounced on the couch and cried more angrily, more impatiently. I dragged the tip of my tongue softly all around her tuft, and her breath grew short and rapid. I brushed my lips over the top of her floss back and forth as though accidentally, on my way to kissing the crease between her abdomen and her legs, and she emitted high, short, and repeated moans.
Her entire body was riven with waves of twitches. I could feel over my shoulders and around my neck the tension rise and fall and rise higher again in the muscles of her legs. When I lifted my mouth from her groin, she strained to push her hips up at my face. When I kissed one thigh, she twisted in her waist to push her groin toward my mouth. When I kissed the other side, she squirmed and complained and her core muscles went hard.
I spread her pussy lips open with my fingers and I blew a light, cooling breath on her. She arched hard in her back and pushed the back of her head down between the back cushions of her couch. I touched the tip of my tongue to the inside of her exposed pussy lips. Her body vibrated like she’d been hooked up electrically. Her face disappeared between the back cushions. Her hands grasped at the fabric of the couch under her, and her knuckles turned white.
She wasn’t just wet in and on and all around her pussy. She was soaking. I had to pull my face away and look, it was so wet all over her. Her body vibrated under me and her thighs tensed so tight, she was threatening to choke my neck. She locked her ankles behind my back and scrunched her fingers in the hair on the top of my head. I pressed the wide flat of the top of my tongue against the whole of her pussy, and she strained so hard back, I thought she was going to snap herself in two.
I poked the hard tip of my tongue all around the lips of her pussy and her hips chased me and lifted and fell hard, and rotated rapidly. Her whole naked body tensed and released with ripples of tension. When I circled her hard, tiny clitoris, she stopped breathing and dropped her chin wide open and clenched her eyes shut. She leaked down over her perineum and onto the couch cushion. When I lapped my tongue up over the top of her clit lightly and slowly, she gasped deeply and strained throughout her body.
I found a movement with the tip of my tongue that made her shake and moan out loud the most, and I stayed on it. Her moans rose higher in pitch over and over, collapsing with long, deep groans in spaces less and less separated. Every muscle in her body tensed up hard. Her breathing became very rapid and short, and it stopped and started with increasing frequency. I kept licking her exactly the same, even as her body began to buck and her hips shoved hard up into my face. I held her down and would not relent, would not change, would not stop.
Her head flew back and her neck muscles bulged. She cried out loud, but muffled by the couch cushions falling over her face and body from behind. My face was flooded with fresh, hot glisten and her hips jerked spasmodically. She cried so loud you’d have thought someone was pushed off a cliff. Her body bucked like she was experiencing a volcano inside herself. Her body flattened out and sank away from me and she rolled onto her side, eyes closed, a deep grin on her face.
I pulled myself up onto the couch and sank down in it. I had forgotten about Tatum, Alana, and Dakota still out there in the darkness watching us. Laila laughed languidly and she rolled onto her back and watched as she poked her toe at my cock, sticking up thick and long, fully engorged. She tittered and flung herself forward and onto her elbows and knees, and she projected her face out over my lap.
She laughed and poked the tip of her tongue at the crevice down the middle of the head of my cock. “You seem to know your way around a girl’s body,” she said, and she pressed her pursed lips down hard at the head of my cock as she snaked her cool fingers around the shaft. She moaned deeply. She pushed hard enough to make my cock pop past her tight lips and drive up into her mouth.
Immediately she groaned and began to corkscrew her face around my cock, her mouth falling and rising over the full length of it, her nose bumping into my groin, she took me so deeply in her mouth. She pumped her hand with her mouth and I drew my fingers around the side of her face and tucked her hair up and over her neck and tilted my face to watch my cock, glisten with her saliva, disappear inside her mouth. All was wet and warm and soft and enclosing. I dropped my chin to my chest and clenched my teeth and groaned.
As though unsatisfied with that, as though riven with urges that she couldn’t tamp down, she sucked harder on me, she writhed and bucked in her body beside me, and she groaned and moaned, muffled by my cock deep in her mouth. She cried as though nothing would do. I reached down over her butt and found her pussy with my middle finger. She seemed dripping wet and extremely hot all over.
Immediately she cried out loud and pulled off my cock. She swung her knee over my lap and straddled me, arching her back deeply and pushing her bare breasts rudely up into my face where she dragged them — nipples hard — all over.
I licked and kissed and caressed them. She twisted hard around and whimpered with frustration and seized my cock in her hand behind her back. She lifted herself on her knees and she dangled her hanging and full pussy lips over the head of my cock, and drew it between them, coating me in her.
I sucked my breath and I looked down between her legs. She shook in her groin and captured the head of my cock in the glistening lips of her pussy and pulled her hand away, wrapping it with her other hand around the back of my neck. “I want to so bad!” she cried into my ear. “But we can’t! We have to stop!” she moaned and she bit my ear.
She sank down until the entire head of my cock was engulfed inside the enveloping and suckling lips of her pussy. “No!” she groaned in my ear, but her knees slipped sideways on the couch cushion and her hips fell further down. Her body shook and her breath stopped. She whined in high pitch directly into my ear. “Please no!” she said, but she sank further down until her straining groin muscles mashed into the tops of my thighs. My cock was entirely devoured inside the squeezing, dilating muscles of her pussy. She stopped moving and breathing entirely, but her pussy contracted and milked me nonetheless.
“I can’t stop!” she whispered in my ear with a shaking breath.
It felt like hot, oiled fingers pulling up every side of my cock, relentlessly, unceasingly.
She remained perfectly still on me, every muscle in her body straining and hard, tight and vibrating. Her pussy sucked on me, it caressed me, it worked on me more than her mouth had, even. I strained in my body under her, struggling to hold myself back. We both grew hard like two people planking, and we both shook like that, too. Neither of us breathed, and neither of us moved. Her pussy stroked me on the inside, and my mind swirled and blacked out.
She couldn’t stop and I couldn’t hold back. My body lifted off the couch entirely, but for my head thrown back into the cashion behind me, and my heels dug down into the floor in front of us. I lifted her entirely up and off the couch so that she flew on my hips, and she bounded on me when I shook violently under her. She wrapped her arms around my waist and strapped herself in.
I began to involuntarily pump my hips hard up into her. She hung on tighter and rode me. Our bodies slammed so hard, the slapping sounds filled the apartment. She began to scream, but it was hiccuped by the jolts my hips threw into her body from beneath. I felt her leak all over me — she was cumming again. It was too much for me, the heat, the gripping and suckling of her pussy, the cries of her voice against my neck. I tried one last time to bear down in my groin and keep from erupting, but I lost control and heaved up into her and exploded with everything I had. The pressure was intense. The release was volcanic.
Our bodies convulsed together and we both sprung our heads further back and cried at the same dark, receding ceiling. I filled her with me and ran out of her and all over my abdomen. She collapsed on me and quelled me and held me inside her until I finally subsided. She fell off and sprawled one way, her limbs akimbo all over mine, after I fell the other way, both of our heads propped uncomfortably on opposite arms of the couch, and we both started to giggle uncontrollably.
That’s when we were reminded that we had an audience of three the whole time. Tatum leapt up and dashed on her toes to the bathroom. I glanced at the last second, after the light came on but before the door closed. She had no panties on. I glanced at the floor in front of where she was sitting. They were twisted up laying there.
“Jesus, you guys,” Alana moaned. “I think you killed Tatum,” she said.
“I gotta go,” Dakota said. She seemed embarrassed. She hung her head and dashed out the door without saying anything. We heard her door below us shut and lock.
When Tatum came out of the bathroom covering her bare pussy with her cupped hands, Alana quietly slipped her panties to her and she turned around and pulled them on. They slipped out the door together, saying nothing, like Dakota.
“Fuck ‘em if they can’t take a joke,” Laila said, and she burst out laughing. We kissed and I got dressed in my shorts and t-shirt, and she walked me to her door in her panties and nothing else. There was nothing to say but “Bye.” We both snorted and she closed the door after me.
It was our custom Sunday mornings to bring items down for a group breakfast in Dakota’s and to cook up something together in her small kitchen. Just as I pulled myself up in my bed and leaned against my headboard wondering if this morning would be different, I got a text. It was from Alana.
“Get your ass down here!” she wrote me. “We’re all waiting for you!”
Having got the answer, I got into my grey sweatpants and hoody and went down my creaking narrow stairs. I pulled my hood up and over my face before I went in the open door.
All four of the girls were loud and chatty and busy in the kitchen slinging eggs and bacon and fresh cooked rolls and potatoes. I had oranges with me to squeeze into glasses.
“Morning handsome!” Laila said, casually, and she kissed me warm and wet, morning like, on the lips.
Taken aback, I squinted my eyes. I could tell they’d been up awhile and therefore had talked a lot about what happened the previous night. As I stood calculating what the results of that discussion were, Alana passed me on the way to the fridge, and she stopped, she kissed my lips, and said, “Morning!” to me too, and she tittered. She dragged her free hand over my hips and patted my abdomen.
Dakota turned around and draped her arms over my shoulders and pulled me up closer against her. She rocked her forehand against my forehead and cooed to me, sweet and privately, “How do you want your eggs this morning, honey?” She kissed me, too.
I was suspicious. “Scrambled, like my brains,” I said. She snorted and licked my lips playfully and went back to the stove top.
“You’re here,” Tatum said, and she pulled a stool out beside her where she was already sitting. When I sat down facing into the kitchen beside her, she curled her hand around my arm, she dangled a strip of bacon in front of my lips, and she drew it away and teased me with it, giggling, until I snatched it with my teeth and she stuck her tongue out at me and kissed me on my neck as I chewed it. She kept her hand wrapped around my arm and the four of them resumed their lazy, wondering chattering about things unrelated to the night before.
“When do I get a date with Ethen?” Tatum suddenly said to the others, and she snorted privately up at me and pushed her hair back from her face.
Dakota came to her side of the counter and slid two plates down in front of us. Alana came beside her and pushed fried potatoes off her pan and onto our plates. Two more plates appeared and Laila brought my glasses of orange juice over and we all sat on our stools hunched over the kitchen counter.
“Next Saturday?” Dakota said to her, and she snaked her tongue around a slice of bacon she dangled in front of her mouth and drew it inside.
“Gives us time to plan it,” Alana said, and she chirped and pushed her shoulders up.
“I still can’t believe you all watched last night,” Laila said. “Bunch of voyeurs!” she said and she snorted.
“You’re the exhibitionist!” Alana said, and she shook her head and flared her eyes at her.
“I think we can all just admit that we’re sick,” Dakota said, “and nobody tells anybody what goes on inside this sordid, unspeakable house.” She smiled at me and shook her head. “You capiche that?” she said.
I bit off a chunk of perfect and hot bacon, I took a forkful of fluffy and buttery eggs, I bit off a piece of chewy, hot and buttered sourdough toast, and I drank back a mouthful of fresh-squeezed orange juice before I bit, finally, into a crispy pan-fried chunk of potato, soft, hot, and salted, with ketchup oozing from it
“Oh, I’m capiche with that,” I said, and I nodded. I turned to Tatum beside me. “Long walk on the beach okay with you?” I said.
She snorted, she ducked her head, and she shook it. “You’re embarrassing me now,” she said.
“I’m doing your makeup,” Alana said, and she squirmed on her stool and laughed.
“Better tidy up your place,” Dakota said to her, and she smirked. “You’ve got a boy coming over in less than a week.”
Tatum looked up through stands of her hair. “It’s exciting,” she said in a quiet voice. “I don’t know if I can make it to Saturday.”
“You can and you will!” Alana said to the top of her head and she laughed. She turned to me and narrowed her eyes. “But go easier on her body, she’s our sweet little Tatum,” she said. “No breaking her like you almost did Laila last night.”
“You almost did break me,” Laila said, and she grinned and snapped off a piece of her toast in her bared teeth.
“I heard no complaining,” Dakota said, and she snorted and glanced at me. “But it’s true — don’t hurt Tatum,” she said.
“I can take it!” Tatum said, her face down, her cheeks blushed. “Probably,” she said even more quietly and sideways to me through her hair. She bit her lip and grinned and covered my crotch with her cupped hand, hidden from the others by the counter edge. “I can’t wait,” she murmured nearly privately to me.
But nothing was truly private anymore between me and those four girls. 




Chapter 4 

“Isn’t tonight the big night?” Dakota said. She came bounding into the staffroom from her kindergarten classroom full of grins and raised eyebrows. Of course she knew it was the night — the whole thing was her idea from the start.
“Stop it,” Tatum said to her out the side of her mouth. She glanced the other way at me through strands of her blonde hair swept over her face and she grinned privately at me.
Dakota, Laila, and Alana had been teasing Tatum all week about the date her and I were going out on for Friday night. They were remorseless with her. I leaned back and stretched my leg out under the table to find her foot, secretly, with my foot. She looked away but she also blushed and grinned and rubbed her foot back at mine. It was how I checked in with her. She seemed more than fine.
“So where’s this handsome and mysterious man supposed to be taking you?” Alana said. We’d agreed not to name me out loud in the staffroom to keep it a secret from other teachers that Tatum and “the sub,” as they all had fun calling me, were going out on a date together. It wasn’t to keep others from teasing her. It was to hide the fact that I had been “dating” each of those four young teachers one after the other, all in the full knowledge and support of each of them. We didn’t think those outside our big old shared house of apartments would quite understand the arrangement we had fallen into. I’m not sure we fully understood it, either, to be honest, but we were all willing to roll with it.
“I think he said the nighttime Christmas mini-train ride up in College Park,” Tatum said. I smirked and Laila and Dakota both snorted and glanced at me.
“Well, doesn’t that sound unique and fun?” Dakota said.
The mini-train was Dakota’s idea, too. Everyone had been working out the details of “the big date” all week. There’d never been such a buzz of excited planning in the house. Barely a minute of the date was left to chance.
But when the subject turned to what was to happen after the date, Tatum always turned downcast and evasive and everybody else grew quiet. “I’m not as experienced as Laila, or any of you,” she said. “I’m already dying of nerves.”
“You just ask him if he wants to come in,” Alana said.
Tatum glanced again at me and over at Alana. “He already lives in,” she said in a private murmur back to Alana.
“Into your apartment, silly,” Alana said. “To . . . “ she half turned away and grinned. “ . . . you know.”
“Shut up!” Tatum said, and she punched her shoulder with her balled up fist.
“It’s a healthy normal part of growing up,” Laila said. She mocked Tatum, throwing her arm around her shoulders as though to strengthen her and soothe her.
“I’m so going to kill you,” Tatum said to Laila, and Laila snorted and started silently jiggling in her seat, struggling, unsuccessfully, to quell the giggles.
“I just hope for your sake he doesn’t turn out to be a weirdo,” Dakota said, grinning but not looking sideways at me.
“I’m sure he’ll be a perfect gentleman,” Tatum said. “And give me time,” she added, glancing at me. She pushed hard with her foot against my foot. I pushed back and grinned as though to myself.
“I wonder how big he is,” Alana said, “down there.” She held herself back for two beats before she burst out laughing so hard everybody at our table glanced over at all the teachers around the other table, and they shushed each other before they drew too much unwanted attention.
Dakota glared at Alana. “That’s not important anyway,” she said. “And besides,” she added in a much quieter voice, “we already know he’s just right.” She glanced at me, grinned a moment, and poked her tongue out at me for a split second.
I’d come to learn that it wasn’t unusual for a cluster of young single elementary school teachers to talk in outrageously ribald ways within the safety of a staffroom. But it was particularly edgy of them to say what they were saying in front of me, and they all showed it, too, tittering nervously and glancing around, all of them. Girls talk, but not around a boy, not usually, anyway.
“I’m sure it’ll be a nice, pleasant date,” I said, and I flared my eyes in gestures of warning to them all. “And who knows, we might not even head straight back after the train ride.”
“What does that mean?” Alana immediately called out. But Laila and Dakota both shushed her and glanced at the other table. Dakota, having quelled Alana, tilted her head sideways at me and privately narrowed her eyes.
I grinned to myself and chuckled under my breath. “Who knows what it means?” I said.
Break ended and before she left, having lingered as though experiencing difficulty pushing in her chair, Tatum slipped a tiny scrap of paper behind her back over the table toward me. I opened it up. It said, “Be gentle with me?”
Our plan was for me to get my truck and come to the door, but I made the mistake of going inside the house and approaching Tatum’s apartment door before I caught myself. I forgot to pretend I didn’t already live there. Before I knocked, I hesitated. I heard a squeal and a scream behind the door and leaned in closer to it.
I didn’t mean to eavesdrop. But what I heard made me pause.
“I haven’t had sex like you guys have!” Tatum cried out loud. “I’m not experienced enough!”
I chewed my cheek on the inside and scrunched one eye down. My knuckle hung suspended an inch off the surface of the wood door.
“That’s why you’re going on a date with him!” Alana said.
“And it’s why you’re bringing him back in here after,” Laila said. “We already know he’s gentle, if he needs to be.”
“How will I know if it’s right?” Tatum said.
They all laughed at once. “Do you want to do it with him?” Dakota said.
“Oh my god, of course I do!” she squealed with an immediate reply.
“Then I think that tells you it’s right,” Dakota said.
“Believe me,” Alana said, “it’s right! It was when I had my date with him, anyway.”
“I’m nervous,” Tatum said, ignoring Alana. “Is it normal to get so nervous?”
“Only when it really matters to you,” Dakota said.
I rapped on the door and stepped back two steps. Behind the door they all shushed each other and I could hear the creaking of the floor as they darted around Tatum’s little place.
“Who is it?” Tatum called out. I could hear Dakota and Alana and Laila laugh. “Just open the fucking door!” one of them said. “You know who it is!”
Tatum opened her door and stepped back. She clasped her hands together in front of her hips and tilted her head slightly to the side. A tight-lipped grin fought to spread over her face. Her skin turned red.
She was in black runners, tight jeans, an oversized white cord-knit sweater, a huge and bunchy blue scarf, and a black pea coat with the collar turned up. She looked stunning. I wasn’t prepared for the effect and I swallowed my words and struggled to pull my eyes up to her eyes. Her short blond hair swept half over her eyes. She blinked at me like an innocent doe. I lost my breath.
“Ethen is it?” she said.
That’s when I noticed that the others were hiding in her place. Someone snorted and someone else punched them and warned them. I glanced around over Tatum’s shoulders but the lights were low and she pushed me in the stomach to make me back up out into the hallway. She closed her door behind her and flashed her eyes up at me out their corners and devastated me all over again with them.
She had thrown me off with her appearance. We had been planning the date all week, but it never occurred to me that she’d look like a girl going out on a date — if that makes sense. Plus, she had three friends work on her hair and makeup and outfit all evening. She was naturally stunning already — firm and fit, toned from her exuberant interest in fitness, and strikingly healthy looking in her skin and eyes and teeth and hair. She looked airbrushed, she was so perfect. With subtle makeup, she looked like a bride on her wedding day. She seemed like a different person. I gulped.
I felt sheepish about guiding her to my old white pick-up truck parked out front. The contrast between its dents and rust and faded paint and her, looking like a descending angel coming to its door, was absurd in its magnitude. I apologized.
“For what?” she said, as she hoisted herself up into the passenger seat. Even her voice was more silky and soft and mesmerizing and alluring.
I tried to reset myself as I circled around the back of my truck. I was supposed to be the experienced one, I was supposed to be guiding her and leading her into the more adult world she had only started to push into. We were the same age, but I was the one meant to be taking her for a ride, not the other way around. I cleared my throat, shook my head, and pulled open my door.
It was no good. One glance back up and over the front seat of my truck, and I was struck dumb again by her beauty.
“Come on,” she said, and she patted my seat for me.
Her smile sent a shiver through my spine. Her eyes, wide and flaring, pinned me back. Her scent made me fall back and swirl around in my mind. I steadied myself and shoved my body up into the truck and slammed the creaking door behind me to make sure I didn’t fall or jump out in panic. Whose first date was this, anyway? I thought. She made me feel like I was right back in high school. It was Tatum, I knew from an objective point of view, a housemate, a neighbour, a teaching colleague at the school I was assigned to for a time, and a friend. We’d hung out and things had happened, maybe not directly with her, but around her. There were no secrets between us. But I twisted the key and started my truck with a shiver, and I pulled the stick down to drive and rolled out into the street at night with a stiffened neck. I swallowed hard and gripped my steering wheel tightly.
“I’ve always wanted to ride around in a guy’s truck,” she said and she snickered and slipped over into the middle of the bench seat. “Is this okay?” she said. Her left hand causally fell onto the top of my thigh. I glanced down. Her nails were perfect — shaped and toned in matte brown. Her fingers curled a bit, enough to scratch the denim of my jeans, and it sent tiny electrical currents through the skin of my thigh.
I puffed out my cheeks and exhaled with my eyes wide to the front window.
“I thought I was the nervous one,” she said and she snorted lightly. “You don’t have to be so careful around me — Dakota and Alana and Laila think I don’t have any experience,” she said. “But you can pretend I do.”
“So,” I said, ignoring the comment and refraining from giving away to her that I was listening to her say the exact opposite only minutes earlier to those very same friends. “I was thinking of the nighttime mini Christmas train ride in College park,” I said.
She grinned and shook her head and drew her eyes all over the side of my face while I steadfastly stared straight ahead. I couldn’t bear to look directly at her, not yet. She was far too hot to the touch, even for only eyes. She pushed herself up in the seat and twisted sideways to face me. She buried her nose in my ear and I nearly passed out from her scent and her touch. She gripped her hand tightly around my thigh higher up, and I nearly shook apart like a  nosediving airplane. “I know already, silly,” she said softly, and she kissed me under my ear with her soft, pouty lips all frosted and pink. I swerved over the middle of the road and steadied my grip and refocused my eyes. She was casting a spell on me, there was no other explanation.
We held hands rushing to the mini-train. We snuggled together in the train car. When it went through the tunnel, she laughed and threw herself over me and buried her tongue in my mouth and sealed her lips over my lips and moaned privately to me from deep inside it.
“You make a great boyfriend,” she said and she bit her lip, rolled her eyes at herself, and squeezed my hand in hers. I remained stiff and stuttering. I couldn’t understand the transformation that had come over her — or over me. I kept trying to remind myself that this was Tatum, my friend, my neighbour, my grade 3 colleague at school. But every time she looked sideways at me with her sparkling eyes looking out from between that thick blue scarf and her swept-sideways blonde hair, I was arrested.
We had hot apple cider and walked through the tunnel of lights. “Wanna make out on the bench?” she said, and she squealed and laughed and pulled me toward it without hearing my answer. “Isn’t that what two people do on a date?” she said.
She pushed me down and sat beside me and glanced around behind us at the other people enjoying the tunnel of lights, and she closed her hands around my face, brought her face close to mine, and kissed me so lightly, so long, so entrancingly, I felt like I floated up off the bench.
“That was nice,” she said in a soft voice. “You’re making me feel more and more comfortable with the idea of it on this date, I think,” she said. “It makes me want to try things with you.”
“Oh yeah?” I said, and I cleared my throat and looked off into the distance across the inky black lake. I didn’t want to know what she meant. But she told me anyway.
She pushed her mouth, fragrant and soft, against my ear. “In your truck!” she said, and she peeked again over our shoulders as she slipped her hand up my thigh and cupped her palm around my crotch.
“Tatum,” I said.
She tilted her head side to side at me and pushed the tip of her tongue out between her grinning teeth. She continued to caress me between my legs. I was already half-hard just from being next to her. “What?” she said with exaggerated innocence, and she tittered. She looked over my shoulder to check again on how close anyone else was. “I want to suck you!” she whispered in my ear with her lips touching my skin, and she squealed and shook her body and flared her eyes at me from close in front of my face. “And make you cum in my mouth,” she mouthed to me silently, and she squealed louder and covered her face with her hands. “Come on!” she suddenly said, and she leapt up and yanked me by the wrist up behind her. “Before I do something crazy!” she said.
We got back to my truck. “I feel like I can say anything to you and do anything that l want,” she said.
I curled my hand around the top of my steering wheel. She cupped her palm around the bulge in my jeans. “Give me your hand,” she said.
“What for?” I said.
“Just give it!” she said with a squeal and she laughed and yanked it over her lap. She sucked her tummy in and pulled the waist of her jeans out from her hips. She slipped her fingers around my wrist and pushed my hand down the front of her jeans. She slid her hand down over my hand until her fingers pulled only on my middle finger, and she laughed and pressed her heels down to straighten her body up and she sucked in her tummy further. I looked over my shoulder at her. Her eyes were beaming back at me. She pulled the tip of my middle finger with her finger and thumb under the waist of her panties and she pressed my fingertip down into the crevice of her pussy lips.
She was full and swollen, hot and wet. I swallowed hard and she giggled. She was soaking.
“Can you feel that?” she said softly and she looked over at me. She continued to press my finger down into her pussy, even moving it around on herself. Her breath caught and her chin dropped open.
“Very wet,” I managed to say with a voice dry and catching.
“Extremely wet!” she said, correcting me. “I think you can tell what I’m thinking,” she said.
We passed a derelict-looking bar with neon flashing irregularly all over the front. We could see through a window a live band playing and people dancing. Older, country-music type people lingered out front smoking and laughing.
“Take me dancing!” Tatum suddenly shrieked. “Let’s go in there!”
“I don’t think so,” I said.
She tore her seatbelt off and pulled herself up to kneeling sideways on the seat and she pressed her body into the side of my body and threw her arms around my neck.
“I’ll make it fun for you,” she said directly into my ear and she poked me in my ear with the stiff tip of her tongue and she laughed.
I pulled over and I sighed. She was out of the truck and on the sidewalk charging toward the bar before I pulled my keys out. I caught up to her and wrapped my arm around her back. “This is so fun!” she said. She was becoming radically different with each passing moment. She had never been so bold before about anything. She wouldn’t even order at a restaurant first.
We stepped inside the bar. We were clearly the youngest there by decades. We were also dressed entirely differently. There was no doubt on anyone’s mind, glancing at us from under the rims of baseball caps and cowboy hats that we were tourists taking a step into a different forest.
“Come on, Tatum, I don’t think so,” I said.
“I know you know you’re way around these places,” she said. “Don’t lie to me!” She stepped backward, opened her coat, twirled her scarf away from her neck, and pulled me backward with both hands extended, leading me toward a free table. “Order us beer!” she said, and she draped her coat and scarf over the free chair and stepped backward from the table and out onto the old parkay dance floor, curling her fingers, hands, and arms at me as though reeling in a line, pulling me up from the chair and out onto the floor to follow her.
She wriggled her hips, crossed her arms over her body, closed her eyes, and swung her head of bouncing blonde hair around with a sudden loss of inhibition. I cleared my throat and glanced around. Tatum was alone on the floor simulating the sexual act with a convincing portrayal. She even curled her spine in, rotated her hips, and threw her head back to exaggerate the appearance of experiencing a climax. She would have gotten attention in the darkest, most flashing nightclub downtown. But in a sombre old country bar on the south side, she was making even the raunchiest of wannabe cowboys straighten up and glance around nervously. She was killing them, and paralyzing me.
A server came by with a doubtful face and half-closed eyes, a tray hung like a frisbee on her hip. “Two Pabst,” I said, and I darted up onto the floor and snatched Tatum and her gyrating body up in my arms and forced her into more conventional dance moves a couple might engage in at a place like that.
“Did you see them all looking at me?” she said in my ear and she laughed.
“I did,” I said. It wasn’t a lie.
She tightened her arms around my neck and cinched her body up tightly to mine and rotated her hips against my hips. I put my hands on her hips and pushed her off, or tried to.
“It’s your fault anyways,” she said, and she laid her face sideways on my chest and we two-stepped around the floor together. “Teasing me all week with it.”
“With what?” I said, before I caught myself.
She thrusted her groin at my crotch and dropped her chin wide open at me. She threaded her fingers through the belt loops of my jeans and hung her body back from mine with her groin grinding my groin for all to see. She spun us around in that posture. She laughed and thrusted herself forward and over my shoulder. She bit my ear and sank her tongue into it. “You’re making me want you so bad!” she groaned against my neck. “I want to fuck you so hard!” she moaned to me with a whimpering voice.
I took her back to the table and she pulled her chair up against mine and drank her beer from the bottle facing me. She hung her legs over my thigh and kicked her feet. She wrapped one arm around the back of my neck and leaned her cheek into my face. “Do you think guys come here to pick girls up?” she said.
“They look mostly like couples already,” I said.
She buried my mouth under hers. “Do you think we look like a couple already?” she said.
“Probably,” I said. “Although, the way you were carrying on over the dance floor by yourself earlier, I’m sure some had suspicions,” I said.
She laughed and curled her face into my neck. “I know!” she said. “I never get like this! I can’t! I’m a grade three teacher!” she said. She pushed her mouth against my ear. “But you make me so fucking horny!” she growled. She never talked like that. She pulled my hand over the the front of her pants and forced my fingers to curl down around her gap, hard.
She grunted at me. “We should go somewhere,” she said.
“Home?” I said.
“No!” she said, and she blushed and squirmed. I didn’t have to guess what “going home” now meant to her at the end of a date. “I have a fantasy I never told anyone before,” she said, and she swung her legs over mine and kissed me deeply on the mouth. “See? I told you that you make me say things to you I don’t say to anyone else.”
“What’s your fantasy?” I said. I knew right away — again — I shouldn’t have.
“Well,” she said, and she glanced around the bar over my shoulders. “It would be so perfect tonight, especially,” she said, and she squealed and hid her face in my chest. “I can’t say it though!” she cried out into my shirt.
I caressed her head and drank my beer. She eventually came up again with her face against the side of my face. “Can I really tell you?” she said. She was so close that when she blinked her eyes several times, I could feel her lashes drag over my cheek.
“You have to now,” I said.
She whimpered with her mouth kissing me all over the side of my face. “But you have to promise to be gentle!” she said.
“Okay,” I said. I looked away. I could barely take it, looking into her eyes, especially with the way she was getting, the way she pushed her hand down between my thighs, the way she stared at my mouth and eyes from so close. 
“Don’t laugh,” she said.
“I won’t,” I said.
She pulled on my neck and I leaned over closer. “I want to make love in the back of your truck under the stars at night at a lookout!” she said. She drank her beer, wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, and laughed. “Do you think that’s weird?” she said.
“It’s oddly specific,” I said.
She squirmed and laughed and wriggled and kissed my face. “I know! But it’s because of a song,” she said, and she buried her face in her hands and squealed. “It’s just a silly song.”
“Which song?”
“You never heard of it — they’d probably play it in here though!” she said.
She held my jaw in her hand and put her mouth to my ear. “Eight Second Ride,” she said, and she licked my face with the flat of her wide tongue and laughed. She sat back from me. “It’s about a girl who picks up a guy in a bar,” she said and she looked away. “And she makes love with him in the back of his pick-up truck,” she said, suddenly matter of factly. “That’s all.”
“What do you like about it?” I said. Again I clenched my eyes with regret for asking her such perfect leading questions.
“The way it’s the girl who picks up the guy,” she said, turning directly to me. “And the way it’s her who leads him on, and in the end, the way it’s her who does it to him,” she said. “I want to be like that someday.”
I drank my beer and scanned around the room. At least half the guys weren’t staring at her anymore since I got her off the dance floor. “Like what?” I said.
“Aggressive sexually,” she said, straight up and to my face. I drank my beer again, even though the bottle was already empty. Something switched in her and she spoke clearly and powerfully about the most intimate things. It wasn’t like her.
“Instead of?” I said.
“It’s what turns me on the most,” she said. “The fastest.”
“What is?”
“Thinking about attacking you,” she said. “Storming you. Taking you.”
“That sounds like something,” I said. I was at a loss for words.
Her eyes were embers glowing in the middle of a fire. “Can I tell you anything I want to?” she said.
“I thought you already were.”
“If you don’t take me somewhere, I’m going to fuck you riding your lap right in your chair here and now,” she said. “I don’t feel like myself anymore at all. I don’t know what I might do.”
I hesitated two beats, but then I came to, and I wrapped my hand around her wrist and pulled her up behind me and dragged her out of the bar. Although, that was only until she got her footing. By the time we reached the door, she was dragging me, rushing and pulling, down the sidewalk to the truck.
I climbed in the other side and she threw her body at mine. I drove up into the hillside while she draped her arms around my neck, kissed my ear, and groaned against my skin. We found a pretty good place — it seemed private enough, anyway. It was a subdivision being built on the side of the hill with streets and curbs and driveways, even, but no houses yet. I pulled the stick up into park and she pulled the back window aside and laughed and squirmed through.
I got out and hopped up over the tailgate. I opened the box back there — I happened to have my camping sleep pad and two sleeping bags tucked in there. She squealed and clapped. I spread the foam bed out and she opened up the sleeping bags. We even had soft rolls that doubled as pillows.
She got up and stood over me, her feet spread around my hips. She bent over and tugged my jacket off and pulled my t-shirt up over my head. We were still warm from the crowded bar. She turned around and wriggled her shoulders and danced for me directly over my body. She yelped and squealed and started to strip for me, dropping her jacket, then pulling her sweater up and over her head. She swung her hips side to side in front of me and pouted at me as she untwisted the button in her jeans. She bent at her waist and hooked her thumbs in her jeans and wriggled her hips and pulled them down and off. She didn’t care that she was making herself naked outside, but it didn’t matter, it seemed— there was no one around. She was a different girl, too. She danced for me with her body silhouetted against the stars of the clear night sky, stripped down to her black full-cup lace bra, and black lace hipster panties. I was dumbfounded by her transformation. No one knew this Tatum, I was pretty sure.
“Take everything off,” she said to me.
I did as I was told and I reclined below her naked in the back of my truck. She checked over her shoulder one way and then the other, and then she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and she pushed them down her legs, and off over her feet.
“I feel so free right now,” she said in a thoughtful voice, and she came down onto her knees and elbows, crouching between my spread legs, and she wrapped her cool and long fingers around the shaft of my cock. “You make me feel free,” she intoned quietly. She laid her head sideways to gaze at my cock like it was a towering monument over her head. She slowly dragged her fingers extraordinarily lightly up the skin of my shaft and touched the head with her nails, and she shivered once throughout her body.
“Cold?” I said.
“Hardly,” she said, and she lifted her face over the top of my cock and pushed her pursed lips down into the head, and she moaned with need in her voice. “Tell me if this is right,” she said in a soft murmur, and she pushed her lips down over the head of my cock, and took me, slowly, lightly, all the way into her mouth.
She grunted and twisted in her body and closed her hand around the base of my cock harder as she pulled her mouth back up, easing the head out of her lips. She kissed it and smiled at me. “Hope you enjoyed that,” she said with fake courtesy, and she paused two beats before she laughed out loud, closed her mouth around the ridge of my cock again, and she began to pump my loosely, deeply, and rhythmically with her mouth and hand together. Her moan vibrated through my groin.
I rolled my head back into the pillow and inhaled with a sharp, deep gasp.
She pulled up from me and rubbed her folded thumb over the head of my cock and caught strings of her saliva with her protruding tongue. “Alana told me how you like it,” she said, and she plunged her mouth back down over the entire length of my cock, and sucked so hard her cheeks collapsed inwardly.
“How long do I do this until I can fuck you?” she said, and she whined with a groan and pumped me back into her mouth.
“You can fuck me now if you want to,” I said. Her talking frankly had made me forget not to.
She immediately thrusted her body up and over mine and snatched at my cock with her hand reaching down between our bodies. “Finally!” she cried out loud, and she closed her fist around my cock, held it up, and thrusted her hips forward. Her pussy rubbed around the underside of my cock and came up and closed around the head. “I’m so wet!” she said and she laughed.
“Yeah,” I managed to say, before she sank her body down on mine, and took me in one motion all the way inside her. She contorted in her back, pushed her hips out, and threw her head back.
I wrapped my hands around her waist and she rocked on me like a ship pitching and yawing on deep sea swells. She wrapped her hands around my shoulders and dug her nails into my skin. She was so wet, I slipped into her deeply and comfortably on the first thrust. Her body moved on mine, her golden hair bobbed over my face, and I dragged my hands up and took her bare breasts in my palms and caressed her.
Her pussy contracted around my shaft. I gripped her tighter and she squealed to the black sky over my head. It felt like her pussy quiver around my cock, and she dropped her head down and her jaw open, and she grunted deeply and heavily.
“Oh my god, Ethen,” she cried with desperation. “I think I’m going to cum already!” she said.
I was shocked it was so soon. I tried to hold her hips in my hands to slow her down, but she fought me off. She might have started in a coy, bashful way, but she became increasingly aggressive and assertive the longer we went. The more I held her hips, the more she struggled against me and pushed herself down over me. I felt her pussy contract tightly around me like hands gripping me, stroking me, inside her.
“Oh fuck!” she bellowed. I was surprised — she never talked like that. Her body began to vibrate violently. She cut my skin around the back of my neck and she rocked the truck so hard, its box squeaked like speed bumps. She was ploughing herself into me so ferociously, I wasn’t going to last much longer myself. I tapped her shoulders but she was already incommunicado. I looked up into her face that she held still in a plastered grimace. Her eyes were clenched closed and her teeth were clamped tightly shut.
I held her by the waist, but she curled her spine in and thrusted her hips forward. Her pussy enveloped my cock deeper and her internal muscles stroked me harder. She lifted her face to the sky and bellowed. It sounded like she was dying. I felt her pussy leak all over my groin. She shook violently on me and fell down over me. I was unable to hold back, and I erupted hard and deep into her. She crouched over me and rammed me hard right back with her body, giving me as good as she got. We slammed each other hard in the cool night air, and she gasped and cried until she laughed and squealed.
She rolled off me and cupped her hands over her pussy and she yelped. “You’re running out of me all over!” she cried. I reached over my head to the roll of paper towels I always had in the box and I tore one off and handed it to her. She laughed and wiped herself with it, and tore another off to wipe me up, too.
“Oh my god,” she groaned as she examined me more closely for spots. “That was so good!” she cried. “Did you cum hard?” she said. “In me?”
“You can’t tell?” I said.
She laughed and bent over to kiss the head of my cleaned cock. “I just like to hear it,” she said and she laughed.
“I came very hard inside you,” I said.
She squealed and rolled onto her back and pulled the sleeping bag up over us to our chins and we laid side by side and stared at the black sky tougher and the points of lights of the stars.
“I don’t usually cum just from that,” she said. “Not unless I rub myself while doing it,” she said. “And even then, I usually fake it,” she said and she shrugged and chuckled. “I haven’t done it very much.”
“What made you cum this time?” I said.
She rolled her head over to face my cheek and she strained to kiss me. “Like you don’t know,” she said, and she rolled her eyes and snorted. She reached under the sleeping bag and found my hand with hers and squeezed it and held it.
“Was the fantasy everything you expected?” I said. “The whole back of the truck thing?”
“Better!” she said and she kicked her feet and laughed. She rolled over onto her stomach and held herself up on her elbows half over me. She ducked her head down and kissed my chest all over with the ends of her blonde hair skimming my skin. “How long before you’re ready to go again?” she said, and she immediately squealed and laughed and ducked her face down.
We dressed and climbed back into the front and I rolled us back out of the driveway and down the streets of the hill, and back home. We parked the truck and walked to the house hand in hand. “They’re going to be all over us,” she said as we approached the stairs.
“We have to pretend we’re still on a date — still getting to know each other,” I said.
“If they’re in the hallway, pretend we don’t even see them or hear them,” she said. “And just hurry up and get into my place.”
I agreed. But we had to laugh. All three faces, Alana, Laila, and Dakota, were stacked on top of each other peering out Dakota’s partly open door. They did it to be funny. We laughed and shut and locked Tatum’s door behind us.
“Come to bed,” she said. She no longer surprised me with her assertiveness or bold demand. We left a trail of inside-out clothes from her front door to the edge of her bed. We rolled around together, we necked lying on our sides, and I reached around her hips and fingered her pussy until she squealed and pulled away, and she hung around my back and laughed and pretended it was her own cock she was stroking out in front of me. We kissed and petted and sucked on each other and licked everywhere. We got up and laughed and sprinted naked out to her kitchen, racing and wrestling to get water and snacks.
She rode me on the couch, throwing me down like she was rag-dolling me. I entered her from behind where she hung from her window curtain, too shy to fully lean her naked body into the bare glass like she thought she wanted to. I held her waist as she stood upright on the edge of her bed, and I rammed myself up into her and made her bellow and gasp, hanging over my shoulder. She pumped me in her mouth with such a delicate lightness of touch, she made me roar and gasp right back. She held me down under her, pinning all my limbs, me (pretending) I was trapped and couldn’t escape. I ate her out, spread with her knees up, on the edge of her kitchen counter.
“Do you want to take me like this?” she said, and she rolled onto her elbows and knees in front of me on the bed and she dipped her back so far down, her bare breasts pushed into the sheets under her. She stuck her ass up high in front of me and wiggled it at me and tittered. “Do you want to fuck me hard with your big fat cock now?” she said. “Ram your cum-stick into me and pummel my little body?”
I snorted and got on my knees and cupped my hand around her pussy, turned up and exposed behind her. “Listen to you,” I said. She was dripping with dew.
“It’s your fault!” she yelped. “You make me feel like a sexual object, like I’m here just for your base sexual gratification!” She sneered at me over her shoulder and waved her ass up at me higher. “You want to fuck me so hard and so bad right now, don’t you,” she said. “You’re probably going to force yourself on me.”
“You’re such a dirty, filthy slut, Tatum, I had no idea,” I said.
She gasped and groaned at the words alone.
“Gonna pump my cum into your pussy so hard,” I said.
She sounded like she was ready to climax again. “Oh fuck, Ethen,” she groaned. “Be gentle,” she said and she snorted.
“Gonna ram you so hard,” I said.
She dropped her jaw wide open and grunted. I held my cock in my hand and touched the tip of the head to her sopping and swollen pussy lips. She instantly groaned as though in pain and gripped the sheets in her fists. I planned to ease into her, but she rammed her body backward and shoved her pussy down over the length of my cock hard and fast and deep.
She pushed herself up onto her hands and knees and hung her head down below her shoulders and rocked herself violently back and forth, driving her pussy up and down over my cock, and jolting my body behind her with her ass ramming into my hips.
I remained still, holding onto her hips under me and watching her body writhe and contort in front of me. She pushed her body at me harder and faster and her bed pounded the wall. I saw her knuckles go white. Her back arched more deeply than ever. I tapped her on her back to tell her to slow down, but she ignored me and gritted her teeth. She bellowed louder than when nobody was around outside.
But we knew Alana and Laila and Dakota were in the hallway outside her apartment door, listening. We could hear them murmur and laugh. At least, I could. Tatum was lost in another world, though. She stopped breathing and strained in every muscle in her body. Her pussy foamed white around the girth of my cock. It hurt me, her pussy muscles undulated and rippled so hard around my shaft. She pulled her pussy up the length of me so hard, so greasy, and so tightly, I lost control and erupted with immense force into her. She bit her pillow and screamed. I felt the tension in her body peak like I never felt anyone before, and I felt the spasms of total release, too. I nearly blacked out, I came so hard into her. We flopped down huffing and puffing like we’d run a marathon. We couldn’t even laugh.
We murmured and breathed and flopped around. I was the one who noticed those same three faces stacked one atop the other peering through her bedroom door.
“Oh my god,  you guys!” I said. I pulled the sheets over my naked body.
Tatum strained to peer over her shoulder and she shook her head and snorted when she saw who I was talking to.
“Well you might as well come in,” she said, and she pulled herself up enough to lean against her headboard with her sheet up to her chin. I pulled up beside her, naked with her under the blanket. Dakota sat cross legged on the foot of Tatum’s bed, Alana laid on the bed beside me, and Laila sat cross legged on the bed on and around Tatum’s legs under the blanket.
“So,” Alana said. “Did you like the date?”
Everyone chuckled. “I think he’s worth a second date perhaps,” Tatum said.
“Judging by your screams,” Laila said, “I think he’s earned a few more dates than just a second.”  They all laughed again, and even Tatum chuckled.
“But that didn’t look like a first time,” Dakota said with squinting, suspicious eyes.
“Look?” I said. “You guys were watching?”
“Sound?” she said, squirming with squeamishness and she laughed with guilt.
“We did it in his truck,” Tatum said. “Before we came home.”
“No fair!” Laila said, and she slapped Tatum’s legs through the blanket.
“Because I knew you would all be leering and bugging us!” Tatum said. “It was nice to just be alone with Ethen,” she said. “Without all of you barging in on us.”
“We would never do that!” Dakota said.
“You just did!” Tatum said, and she gasped at her.
“Oopsy!” Dakota said. “Anyway, was it nice in the back of his truck?”
“It was special,” Tatum said. She secretly reached over and took my hand in hers under the blanket.
“I know what you mean,” Alana said, and she squirmed further down in the bed beside me. She reached under the blanket and found my other hand and held it secretly, too. “It felt like that when he was with me.”
“I got aggressive with him,” Tatum said, and she squealed and covered her face with her hands. “It felt like I could do or say whatever I wanted with him.”
“He’s good that way,” Dakota said, her eyes staring into mine across the length of the bed. “It’s like you can be whatever any of us want you to be.”
“Or need him to be,” Tatum said, and she twisted around to stretch her neck up and she kissed me. Our legs entangled under the sheets. “Just like a good sub should be,” she said.
Laila squealed and she laid down behind Tatum and pulled the blanket up over her body. I rolled toward Tatum so we could more properly kiss. Alana pushed her chin over my shoulder from behind and she kissed my neck. Tatum and I necked and Laila started to kiss Tatum’s neck the way Alana was kissing mine.
“Laila!” Tatum said softly, but she also reached around behind her and caressed Laila’s chin and stretched her neck to expose more of herself to her.
“Oh my god, you guys,” Dakota said, and she tittered and flung herself down over the length of my body. She spread her knees around my hips and hugged my shoulders. Tatum and I continued to kiss, Alana continued to moan lightly and kiss my neck, Laila continued to moan, too, and kiss Tatum’s neck, and Dakota giggled and thrusted her hips down and into my hips through the blanket and she moaned. They all moaned, quietly to themselves. There was music so it wasn’t so obvious.
I don’t recall falling asleep, but I woke up and strained to lift my head from the pillow. The blanket was over all of us, now. My arms were wrapped around Tatum on one side and Alana on the other. Dakota slept sprawled half over me. Laila spooned Tatum from behind. I looked up at the dark ceiling and thought about how this was going to change things. 




Chapter 5 

My body slowly spun around in place where I hung it from the surface of the centre of the roof-top infinity pool. If I kept my breath slow and even enough without emptying my lungs too much, I could hang weightless, motionless, and utterly unfeeling forever, hearing nothing, seeing nothing — my eyes closed to the sun — and smelling and feeling nothing either, the water was so exactly at that precise temperature that it didn’t seem to exist.
I lifted my head slightly and cracked open one eyelid. It was a perfectly designed infinity pool. The mirroring edge merged with the shimmering Bahia de Banderas, the Bay of Flags, the flags having been tropical bird feathers — what the indigenous warriors were carrying when Cortes and his gang came to battle them for The Rocks, which was the name of the village that became Puerto Vallarta, Mexico, Cortes having won.
All was at peace now, though. I re-inhabited my body, and re-animated it, too, and found the bottom with my reaching toes. I walked as though on the moon to the wide, two-foot deep steps, and emerged with rivulets of soft water running down my body, onto the blinding white cement deck so hot, I curled my foot arches up from it, and I hung a towel over my head for the sun.
Arrayed four in a row from my left to my right directly in front of me, each of them lying exactly the same — on their backs on flat loungers with their arms down at their sides — was Dakota in a new lime green bikini, Alana in a new deep black bikini, Laila in a new striking crimson bikini, and Tatum in a new aqua blue bikini. Alana’s fist twisted in her towel.
Tatum shaded her eyes and smiled and waved from her hip, barely lifting her hand from where it lay beside her. Laila wriggled and grinned and waved too, without opening her eyes. Alana opened her narrow eyes at me and stuck her tongue out.
We’d taken a trip together to Puerto Vallarta for the winter break from school. The sun was hot. The breeze was gentle. The scent was all salt and sea. We could hear the waves wash the loose and round rocks around the shore below us. Light music played on the edge of conscious awareness. A pelican swooped low over the top of the new high-rise we rented a condo in, and pushed the wind with its wide, lazy wings, looking down at me with one widely bulging eye, judgmental and wary, a pursed-lip sneer, it seemed, stretched down his long beak.
I know, pelican, I know: it was more fun than God allows.
Dakota shaded her eyes with her cupped hand. “Can I talk to you about something downstairs?” she said. Alana looked over at her suspiciously through one squinted eye but Dakota patted her hand and pushed herself up from the horizontal lounger. She glanced over her shoulder to check if anyone else was watching, and she seized me around the wrist and took me into the shade outside the rooftop elevator doors. Another couple came onto the elevator the floor directly under us and we rode in silence to the 4th floor where we stayed.
Inside the door to our rented condo, Dakota shut and locked it, before stepping back from me biting the inside of her cheek. It wasn’t like her to be bashful.
“What’s up?” I said.
She snorted and looked sideways and bit her lip and rolled her eyes. She sagged in her shoulders and crossed her bare feet over each other. “I don’t know why,” she said, and she stared at the ceiling and swung her head back and forth. “But I’m just feeling. . . “ she said, and she paused and she jutted her chin as through struggling with the urge to say it. “ . . . so fucking horny!” she finally said in a whisper, wincing, and she squealed and covered her face in her hands and turned away from me.
I came up behind her and gripped the nape of her neck and squeezed. “It’s okay to feel those things,” I said, “it’s a natural part of growing up.”
“Fuck off!” she shrieked and laughed, and she ducked and curled away from my hands. She stepped backward with her thumbs tucked in the waist of her lime green bikini bottoms. “So, I was lying there and couldn’t get this image out of my mind,” she said. “It was driving me absolutely wild.”
“And what image was that?” I said, following her, grinning.
She snorted and pushed her bikini bottoms down, stretching them between her thighs, before they fell down her shins, and she stepped out of them where they crumpled on the cool marble floor. She cupped both hands over her pussy. “Being fucked . . . ” she said, emphasizing the “f,” and she half turned and looked at the wood-topped island counter in the kitchen end of the open condo. “ . . . on a kitchen counter.”
I chuckled and she covered her face in her hands and turned and skipped further over to the kitchen. “Get over here!” she called to me. “I’m so fucking wet already, I swear to god I was going to cum up there on the roof just thinking about it!”
She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of the island, her back to me, and she eased herself down onto her elbows first, and then flat on her back. She pulled her knees up and hooked her heels on the edge of the counter and dropped her legs open. She covered her bared pussy in her cupped hands again and arched high enough in her back, her head rolled up on its top so she could find me behind her with her upside down eyes.
“Do you want to know what we all did before the trip came up?” she said.
“What?” I said, pulling the knot from my shorts and stepping toward her while stepping out of them where they dropped near her bottoms.
“We bought a laser hair remover,” she said in a matter of fact tone. She parted her hands and showed me and laughed in squeals.
“All of you?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said to me. I walked around the island and she puled her hands away and spread her arms straight out to her sides. She arched up higher in her back and sucked breath through her narrowly-clenched teeth. She wriggled on her ass and smiled up at me from the surface of the counter where she hung her body flat and loose. “We thought it would be exciting for you.”
I put my hands on her high-poking knees, pushed down to spread her thighs open wider, and looked down at her young, smooth, and perfect body. Her hips danced over the counter surface under my gaze and she giggled up at me. Her groin was pure, clean, and smooth. Her pussy lips, pink and full, opened like a flower. Her pussy saliva oozed from the crevice between her lips. I swallowed and she caught her breath and dropped her chin wide open. The musk of sweet cinnamon filled my senses. “It’s beautiful,” I said.
“I couldn’t wait to show you,” she said.
I pushed up to the edge of the counter and watched my hands travel over her hips and up her sides, over her breasts, and up around her neck. It was her turn to swallow.
My cock grew big and hard. I poked the head around the soft skin surrounding her clean pussy, and she chased me with it, trying to grapple with my cock, trying to catch it, to swallow it. I poked the shiny hard head at the very centre of her lips where her saliva oozed from her, and she gripped the edge of the counter and curled her toes down hard.
“Don’t be so mean,” she groaned.
I sank myself into her. She was so wet, there was no resistance, no friction, just the sensation of sliding under warm water. I continued in one slow, steady motion, filling her, stretching her. She shut her eyes and rolled her head back. Her chest jutted up and her breasts stretched the cups of her green bikini, threatening to bust the ties.
“Fuck, Ethen!” she groaned, and she whimpered.
My hips bumped into her upturned thighs and she gasped an inhalation with her mouth dropped wide open. When I withdrew from her sucking and grasping pussy nearly all the way out of her, her body erupted up from the counter surface, her head fell further back, and she shivered. “Jesus!” she groaned. “So good!”
I plunged myself back into her with my cock now glistening wet from her pussy and she sank, collapsed, onto the countertop and slapped it with her hands and thrashed with her head side to side. “I’m going to fucking cum so fast!” she cried.
I withdrew from her until just the tip of the head of my cock touched the undulating lips of her grasping pussy, and I rammed myself back into her hard enough to jolt her body and skid her back over the cool countertop. She clenched down tightly in her core and stopped breathing. Her eyebrows shot up and her mouth fell more widely open. She shook violently under me and I felt her pussy muscles contract so tightly around my shaft, it almost hurt.
I pulled back up and nearly out of her and she screamed and flopped side to side under me. Her fingers grasped the air between us, greedily searching for my hips to yank. I penetrated her more deeply, more harder, yet, and she grimaced and grunted and convulsed under me. I kept my cock this time buried inside her to the hilt. Her body thrashed under me and her pussy grappled and milked at my cock. She shot her head toward my arm where my hand was planted in the countertop beside her head and she bit down on my skin hard enough to leave a full set of teeth marks on me, deep and red. I felt her pussy, and then her whole body, convulse with spasms, and the tension in her core shot up in a spike, quivered at the peak, and finally released itself all at once.
No kidding she was ready to cum fast. She sounded like a devil two octaves lower than her usual voice and her body seemed to deflate like a pricked balloon. I was unable to hold back, even if I stayed still inside her. Her pussy spasms were too strong, too full of suction and grappling muscles, and while she continued to thrash in her whole body under me, I shivered, I spasmed, and I grimaced harder than her. But I was unable to hold it back. I jerked in my body and erupted into her pussy, hard, deep, and violently.
I staggered back from the counter and nearly fell backward if not for the counter behind me, and I wavered on my weak knees. She sat up and cupped her hands around her pussy, but it was no good. I gushed from her and ran over the counter and down over the edge to the floor. “Whoops,” she said and she laughed.
We wiped ourselves up and pulled our bottoms back on. “That was a doozy, Mr. Ethen,” she said. “Thank you,” she whispered, and she stood on her toes and kissed me on my cheek. “I so needed that.” She took my hand in hers and lead me back up to the roof of the building. She ignored the eyes of Tatum, Laila, and Alana and laid her freshly fucked body back down on her lounger like she had maybe gone for a glass of water only.
I pulled a chair under the shade of a deck umbrella and opened my book. I didn’t see Alana come, I only felt her hand, cool and smooth, slink around my bicep. I lifted my drowsy eyes up to find her gesturing silently with her head for me to follow her and her delicious jet-black bikini.
I glanced at the others. Everyone was in a quiet, contemplative state and remained unaware of our motions. On the elevator, she finally spoke. “What did you and Dakota just do?” she said.
I had practiced a policy of total honesty with the four of them ever since I met them — it seemed way safer than to start with compounding lies. I could tell they all talked all the time anyway, so there was no gain from obfuscating anything.
“We fucked,” I said.
“Where?” she said, unfazed.
“On the kitchen counter, the island,” I said.
She snickered. “That’s her fantasy, did she tell you that?”  she said.
“She did,” I said, and I nodded.
“Want to know what mine is?” she said, and she pushed open the heavy door to the condo.
“I get the feeling you’re about to tell me,” I said.
She stuck her tongue out at me. “We talked on the plane about our fantasies,” she said.
“I thought you were all texting.”
“That’s how we always talk in front of you without you knowing,” she said.
“Figures,” I said.
“In the shower,” she said.
“Wash up you mean?” I said.
“No, silly,” she said. “My fantasy is to get fucked in a shower, hot water splashing over our bodies all over,” she said. “Steam and soap everywhere.”
She reached behind her back and unclasped her top and pushed her thumbs down inside the waist of her bottoms and was stripped naked before I took in what she was asking. She danced high on her toes away from me and laughed over her shoulder at me, and disappeared into one of the bathrooms, the large one, the luxurious one.
She peaked around the edge of the door. “You have to let me get in first, and get started, and then surprise me, sneak up on me, and force yourself inside with me,” she said, “even if I try to hold the door closed.” She laughed with shyness. “And then take me against the glass,” she said, and she laughed more with squeals and shut the door. “Wait until it’s all steamy and wet,” she shouted through it.
I stared out the balcony windows at the day unfolding below us in the streets, buses crawling, tourists gawking, locals finding the hidden food carts in the alleys and getting a quick burrito lunch in.
“Ready!” I heard her voice from the shower in the bathroom. I dropped my trunks for the second time that day, and edged my way through the bathroom door. It was steamy and the glass surrounding the shower was fogged up. Alana stood facing the shower head with her head back, her eyes closed, and her fingers stroking out her hair, rinsing it. I stepped over to the glass door and put my hand on the handle.
Alana pretended to startle inside the foggy shower. I pulled the door open. She yelped and scrambled her arms over her body unsuccessfully covering it and she turned away and cowered from me, curling her shoulders around her chest and pulling one knee up and twisting around.
“What do you want?” she barked at me.
I stepped inside. She pretended to be alarmed, gasping and popping her eyes open wide at me, as though only then noticing that I was naked, too.
“You shouldn’t be in here!” she cried out loud at me.
I staunched an urge to laugh. Her acting was, to say the least, sub-par. I let the door close behind me and I stepped over the puddle-covered shower floor toward her.
She spun herself as though to get away, only to end up facing the tiled wall, her arms up, her hands flat on the tiles above her head, her feet spread and up on her toes, arching her back and jutting out her ass. She twisted around and, through strands of wet hair over her face, she said, in a pretend-scared voice, “What are you going to do to me?”
I snickered. “What I should have been doing to you since you first showed up in my wife’s seminar,” I said.
It was her turn to snicker this time. She frowned with a grin at me a moment before picking up the thread. “She said you weren’t going to be home, that I could use the shower, that it was going to be safe for me.”
“Oh you’re going to be safe, alright,” I said, and I slapped her ass and wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips. “So long as you keep your mouth shut.”
She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open at me. Then she looked down over her shoulder at my hands squeezing tighter around her hips, as though it was impossible to believe. “I won’t tell — but only if you’re gentle with me,” she said. She even made her voice waver.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head and snorted. It wasn’t even as good as the worst porn acting ever. “Just like that?” I said in my normal voice.
“What?” she said and she laughed. “Maybe she knew he was going to be home and kind of wanted something to happen — you never had an older crush?”
“Shut up!” I said.
She startled at my abruptness but also started to jiggle from laughing.
“Turn around!” I barked.
“Okay, fine,” she said, still jiggling. “Bossy much?”
I pushed my hand on her back to bend her over and I slipped my hand around the front of her abdomen and yanked her backward and up to my hips.
“Oh my god,” she said in a hushed voice, slipping out of character again. “Have you actually done this before?”
“I said . . . “ I repeated to her.
She started laughing again, uncontrollably this time. I kicked her ankles and spread her legs wider. She screamed and laughed at the same time. I hefted my cock in my hand — I was heavy and nearly fully erect, even thought we’d been laughing more than arousing each other, but maybe she was right. The hot water, the steam, the wet, smooth skin . . . the forbidden territory. It was seductive. I poked the head of my cock at the gap between her thighs.
She sucked breath through her teeth and arched her back deeper. I cupped my hand around her groin from behind and found the slit in her pussy lips with my middle finger. As Dakota had indicated, she was clean and pure and smooth of all hair there as well. It felt good — warm, smooth, and slippery. The head of my cock pushed into her pussy before I realized I was in there. It was the different temperature, the different kind of wetness, that told me I was inside her.
That and her neck muscles bulging and her breath gasping. She pushed herself higher on her raised toes and bent over further into the wall. Her hips pushed back into my hips, and her pussy enveloped the head and then the shaft of my cock. She lifted a foot and caught it on the side wall, spreading her hips wider, and she pushed her spread hands into the two walls around her. I tightened my grip on the front bones of her hips and bounded my body into hers from behind.
Her hot, syrupy lube coated my cock, while streams of hot water washed down our nude bodies and steam filled our eyes and lungs. Her hands and toes squeaked on the glass and the slapping of my hips against her ass cheeks splashed water up to my face. She twisted hard around and penetrated my mouth with her searching tongue. I filled her pussy with my straining hard cock, and I pushed her body against the glass harshly.
“Are you going to cum inside me?” she cried at me over her shoulder.
“Tell me why I shouldn’t!” I growled at her.
“Cum wherever you want, but hurry!” she said. “Your wife is in the bedroom!”
I started to laugh and struggled to stop it. But Alana pushed harder on the glass walls and backed me up against the other one. She mashed her ass cheeks into my hips and rotated herself against me. She bent over like a folding jackknife and pushed against the opposite wall to pin me between her ass and the glass behind me.
“You’re a bad man!” she cried out, “making me cum like this!”
I looked down at her and frowned with confusion. But inside her pussy, the contractions left no doubt. She wasn’t kidding. I tried to hold myself back, but her pussy squeezed me and her heat went up several more degrees. She whimpered and gasped and pushed me harder into her, pressing me to the glass behind me and leaving me no control whatever. I shook and I lost my breath and I dropped my mouth wide open. Alana’s pussy seemed to stroke me from inside. My toes curled and tension gripped my body. I shook all over and clenched my teeth. I felt her run. I tried to hold back, but I lost my grip, and I ejaculated with complete exhaustion into her pussy from behind.
Alana shook violently and cried out loud so harshly to the ceiling in the shower, the echos worried me about the neighbors. I shot spasm after spasm into her and her entire body convulsed with her pussy still rammed up over the full length of my cock. I staggered but regained my footing and held her hips and thrashed her roughly. She bent over in front of me and hung like a rug over a line. My cum gushed out of her sagging pussy and ran down her leg. She fell from my grip and slid down the front of my body and onto the floor of the shower. I shook in my knees and slid down the glass behind me, and together we sprawled akimbo all over the floor, the hot shower spraying us and the steam hiding us.
She began laughing first and she rolled onto her back and played with the spray on her face and mouth and spit a mouthful up and over onto my face. I managed to reach with my heel up to the controls and I pushed  the water off. We caught our breath tangled up on the floor of the shower and finally crawled out and found towels and kissed over the sink.
“We could make a movie,” she said.
“That would be a great idea for five teachers at an elementary school,” I nodded.
“Good point,” she said. We pulled our swimwear on again and made our way, staggering and helping each other, back up to the rooftop deck. Dakota snickered and rolled over. Alana slapped her shoulder and told her to shut up and she laid down on her stomach, too.
Not being one to enjoy sunning on loungers, I went back to my chair set in the shade of an umbrella and picked my book up again. Last time I tried, I got three pages in before Alana stopped me. This time, I got two, before Laila blocked the light. I looked up.
She stood between the sun and me with her hands on her hips looking like a model in her low-riding crimson-red bikini. She swept strands of hair off her face and tucked them behind her ear. “I know what’s been going on,” she said down to me in a voice too quiet for the others to hear.
“What’s been going on?” I said, looking up and shading my eyes with my hand curved over my brow.
She rolled her eyes and went to the elevator and pushed the button. When I didn’t immediately follow her, she glanced back at me and urged me with a secret curling hand and she flared her eyes at me, as though she couldn’t believe I wasn’t already behind her. But I couldn’t tell her I was too exhausted. I put my book down and glanced at the others. Dakota waved me onward. Alana laughed. I jutted my chin, I turned my face up to the sun, and I went to the elevator whose doors were held open with Laila’s hand curving out and around the edge.
“It’s all Dakota’s fault,” she said when the doors swooshed closed on us. “She got everybody talking about fantasies. She said we had you, we were going to be in Mexico, so if not now, when?”
“She said that?” I said.
“She did,” Laila said, and she grinned, she turned toward me, and she draped her arms over my shoulders. “We all have them, don’t you know that by now?” she said, and she sank her mouth over my mouth and moaned inside our kiss. She wavered on her hips and brushed the front of her bikini bottoms side to side over the front of my shorts.
“What’s your’s?” I said.
People came on the elevator and we shifted to the back. But she remained hung from me, her arms around my neck, her hips jutted forward and brushing side to side against mine. “The balcony, on a sunny day,” she said and she laughed.
“It’s a sunny day,” I said.
She grinned widely at me and brushed her nose side to side over my nose. “Uh-huh,” she said and she giggled.
We hung sheets and towels on the railings to hide our balcony well enough. And we used cushions from the couch to make the cement floor out there more comfortable. We got down on our backs and scanned around at the sky and bricks around us. It looked hidden enough. “You like?” I said.
“It’s perfect,” she said. She brought both her knees up together and pushed her crimson bikini bottoms down from her hips and stretched them, pulling them over her legs and off her toes, and she laughed. She sat up and pulled her hair over her shoulder and turned her back to me, allowing me to unclasp her bikini top. She held the cups to her breasts and had one last scan around to make sure, before she pulled the top away from her body and tossed it back in through the door.
“Come on!” she said, and she knelt between my pulled-up knees and started yanking on my swim shorts. I rocked onto my back and lifted my legs, allowing her to pull them off my legs.
“Feels wild, doesn’t it?” she said, turning the front of her nude body to the midday sunshine, and uncovering my body to the streams of sun, too.
“Feels weird being nude in the daytime and warmed by the sunshine,” I said.
“I know right?” she said.
I laid on my back and flattened my body on the cushions we spread on the floor of the balcony and absorbed the prickly sunlight and let its warmth spread through my body. I didn’t have to open my eyes to confirm the sensation that filled my groin. It was Laila’s mouth, softer than feathers, warmer than warm water, and wet like a jungle swamp, close around the head of my cock. She sucked gently and it stirred inside her mouth and thickened, lengthened, and hardened — not for the first time that day.
She giggled and carefully stepped her knee over my chest to crouch down over my body in reverse. She tucked her hair behind her ear and sank her mouth, so enveloping, so warming, so sucking, down the length of my cock, and she dangled her pussy — clean, pure, and soft just like the others — over my mouth.
I kissed her protruding lips where they dangled, wet and filled, over my mouth. She shivered and moaned with my cock deeply buried in her mouth and her tongue whipped around my shaft inside. I poked the semi-hard tip of my narrowed tongue around the periphery of her hardening nib and she shivered and squealed, muffled, and sucked harder on my cock. Her head bobbed and she closed her little fist around the base of my shaft.
I touched, pressed, and licked my tongue in the crease of her abdomen, over her perineum, and across the top of her enflamed lips, and I even pushed my tongue, full and fat, inside her lips, but I didn’t touch her clit directly.
She cried and groaned and sucked on my cock. Her hips curled in and out and chased my tongue around. She tried to mash her clitoris into my lips, but I pulled away. She shook and I kissed her lips and sucked them in my mouth and flicked my tongue over them. She lifted her head from my groin and gasped at the sky with her chin dropping wide open. And then she dove down on me with renewed vigor and sucked with high-pitched moans and determination on my shaft.
I circled her clit with my tongue in ever shrinking rotations, and I drew my lips and tongue over her pussy lips and skin with ever lighter touches.
She panted and groaned and squeezed my cock in her hand almost too tightly. She sucked on my cock almost too hard. Her hips vibrated and her breathing went jagged. She pulled her mouth off my cock and panted for breath. I sucked her pussy in my mouth and flicked my tongue over her, and she mashed her hips down into my face hard enough to hurt my nose. She squeezed and shook my cock, and half-whispering, half crying, she said “Fuck!” up to the sky.
I planted my lips around her clitoris, I sucked it into my mouth, and flicked my tongue over it directly.
She squealed, she stiffened, and she stopped breathing. I flicked my tongue over it again, and she murmured and clenched her teeth. “Ethen!” she cried out in a tiny, breathless voice. I sucked her clit into my mouth and pulled back, letting it snap back from me and reverberate through her body.
She gasped, she shivered, and she tensed up all over. I could see ripples of spasms ripping through her body. I did it again and she shot up high on her knees, she gripped her bare breasts hard in her hands, and she cried breathlessly like someone falling off a cliff. I barely licked her clit and my mouth was flooded with her oozing glisten, warm and thick. She fell down on her hands and knees and humped her hips messily all over my face. Her hair hung from her head and swept over my cock.
She quickly spun around on top of me and came down to kiss me deeply and with probing tongue. “Fuck that was big!” she groaned with a whimpering cry. She closed her hand around my cock where she found it reaching down between our bodies, and she sank her pussy, bare, smooth, and overheating, down over the head of my cock. It felt like it was going to burn me.
She kissed me on the mouth sloppy and messy and humped my hips with her hips, taking my cock deep inside her sloshy wet pussy. “Cum inside me,” she whispered hoarsely in my ear and she licked it and poked her tongue in it. She mashed her smooth and soft pussy down hard over my cock. She laughed and spun around on me and began to hump her hips with her back to me, reverse cowgirl style.
She looked over her shoulder at me and laughed. “Nice?” she said.
“Uh-huh,” I said, barely able to talk.
She gripped my ankles and spread her knees and lifted her face to the sunshine beaming down on us. “You feel so good,” she said. “You always do.”
I grunted. I couldn’t say words.
“I swear to god,” she said. “I wasn’t like this before you showed up,” she said. “None of us were.”
“I find that hard to believe,” I groaned.
She slammed her ass down on my hips and ground her pussy down around my cock. “We were four very well behaved and careful teachers,” she said. “We have to be,” she groaned.
Her pussy tightened up around my shaft. “Are you going to cum again?” I groaned, barely able to hold on, yet again during that extraordinary day.
“Uh-huh,” she groaned at me. I thought she was making fun of me, imitating the way I was barely able to talk. But soon her pussy fluttered all over inside and she sank down over my legs.
I could feel a new liquid warmth flood my groin. Her pussy squeezed me inside with contractions. I bounded up from the cushions and slammed my hips up into her. She cried out loud and I ejaculated. I bounced her body so hard on my thrusting hips, she laughed and whooped like she was on a ride. I barely had cum enough to fill her. Those girls — they weren’t giving me any recovery time between them.
She came off me and we laid together catching our breath in the sunshine lying on our backs and bathing in it. “Dakota told me you did her on the kitchen counter,” she said. She rolled her head toward mine and we kissed casually. “You made her dream come true. Just like mine.”
We struggled up onto our feet and staggered around, laughing at each other, and putting the cushions back and feeding each other snacks and water. We brought some food up to the roof for the others, and fresh cold water in a thermos, too. We put the plate on the foot of Alana’s lounger and everyone pulled up, eager for the morsels we brought.
“You made us all hungry!” Dakota said. She mussed her hand in my hair. Alana bumped her shoulder into mine and snorted. “I’m pleased,” she said. Laila groaned and scanned around the pool behind her before clutching her hand hard in her groin. “Hurts so good!” she groaned and she laughed. They all laughed.
Except for Tatum. She stood up, she snorted out her nose and frowned at the rest of them, and spun away. She also snatched my wrist in her hand and yanked me up behind her. “I always have to go last!” she said over her shoulder, and she tugged me angrily to the elevator.
“What’s your fantasy then?” I said.
She turned away and hid her face. I kissed the back of her head. She turned to me. “I don’t have one,” she said.
“What do you want to do?” I said.
She kissed me deeply and sank her face against my chest. “Just go to bed with you?” she said.
We continued kissing and making out down the hallway. We barely got through the door, we were so deeply kissing. We didn’t part our lips even to strip our swimsuits off. We peeled the sheets back from the bed and continued kissing as we fell beside each other into it. She flicked her hair out from under her head and fanned it out and around the thick pillows. She pulled her knees up around my waist and I sank my hips down into her body. My cock penetrated her and she curled her hips up to give me deeper access into her furthest recesses.
We continued kissing and moaning and not talking at all. She locked her ankles together in my back and closed her elbows around my neck. I pulled off her mouth because it sounded like she was starting to cry. But that wasn’t it. She was catching her breath, her arousal rising up in her faster and deeper than she was expecting.
“I think I love you,” she whispered, and she buried her face in my neck and pushed her hips up into mine above her, and my cock sank deeper into her pussy. I lowered myself to my elbows and we kissed the whole time as we slowly, evenly, and gently rocked together.
It seemed to come out of nowhere, when she bit down on the nape of my neck. Her body shivered only slightly and she caught her breath and tapped lightly with her finger on my shoulder. I pulled up enough to see her eyebrows dance over her forehead and her mouth drop open. She quivered. I felt her pussy contract and she buried her face up and in my neck again, embarrassed.
I had nothing left in me. She rolled on her side and I spooned her from behind and hugged and held her. We accidentally fell asleep like that.
We were awakened later by the other three who were noisy talking as they came in, openly wondering where we went. It was Alana who discovered us in the big bedroom. I shut my eyes to pretend I was sleeping, just like Tatum really was. The three of them stood in the doorway, Alana, Laila, and Dakota, watching Tatum and I sleep, all nude and wrapped up with each other.
“Let them sleep,” Dakota said, and she shut the door on us.
The afternoon turned to evening and I slipped in and out of sleep. I was awakened by Tatum who was kissing me. “They’re all out there!” she whispered and she tittered. She pushed the sheet from my body and curled herself down into my lap. I was lying on my side. She pushed her mouth over the head of my slumbering cock and licked and kissed it. It grew in her mouth. She continued to slither her tongue around it and to suck on it and kiss it. With only a finger and her thumb, she stroked it. It was lighter than any of them had ever touched me.
I rolled onto my back and draped my arm over my eyes. Tatum followed me over and took me in her mouth deeper, and wrapped her fist around the base of my cock, but she remained light with her touch, and extremely light with her mouth and lips.
The sensation was unexpected. The tension she incurred in me was overpowering. The lighter she touched me, the more my mind focused down on it, the desire, the need, rushing up on me like a constricting smoke.
She flicked her tongue impossibly lightly at the head of my cock and my whole body flinched. She kissed it lighter than a butterfly and my body curled up. She put her mouth down over the head without her lips touching me, and I gasped and dropped my chin wide open. She gave me head over my entire cock down to the base, without anything more than her breath touching me. I shook like a leaf on a twig. My toes curled in and my fists went hard.
She dragged the back of her fingernail up the underside of my cock and blew on the head. My whole body spasmed. “Now you know how I feel,” she said, and she closed her lips around the base, she slithered her tongue around my shaft, and she squeezed her hand around the base.
I instantly convulsed and my core went hard. I squeezed my eyes shut and my thighs turned to steel. She pulled up on my cock with the fullness of her mouth and hand, and my whole body lifted off the bed. She pumped her mouth back down my cock, and I erupted like a capped volcano into her mouth, all over her face, and down over her neck and chest and breasts.
She squealed out loud, pumping me in her fist, my cum shooting up in great arcs and landing all over her nude body. The other three came running in, scared someone was hurt, and they rushed through the door to find me squirming and contorting on the bed, flailing and screaming, while Tatum held my cock like a hose and laughed and squealed at the arcs of cum gushing out of me and landing all over her body.
We later made our meek way out of the bedroom and found the others on the balcony waiting for us and drinking beers. They laughed when we came out.
“Tatum wins, I think,” Dakota said. “About time — get dressed,” she said. “We’re going out for dinner.”
“You broke him!” Alana said to Tatum, and she laughed and went past her. Laila just covered her mouth and ducked low as she scooted by.
We crowded around a small table at some Spanish place enjoying tapas. “We should leave Ethen alone tonight, poor man needs recovery time,” Alana said. “The way Tatum made him cry.”
“You all had him too, I’m surprised he had anything left in him,” Tatum said.
“Alana’s right,” Dakota said. “Ethen, no fucking anyone tonight!” she said. “You’re sleeping on the couch!”
“What did I do?” I erupted in mock protest.
All four of them groaned and laughed. “What didn’t you do,” Laila said, and she shook her head and laughed.
We passed a club on the way back and they all decided it was a perfect night to go dancing.
“Not you,” Dakota said. “You need your strength.”
All four girls danced in front of me near the table. I pushed myself into the middle of the semi-round bench seat hidden by its high back, and watched them. They gyrated for me and they shook at me and made eyes and blew kisses. We got back to the condo and Dakota made me sit on the one chair while they all started off on the couch, squeezed together shoulder to shoulder.
We meant only to watch a show. But they were all feeling riled up from dancing. They pushed each other and tugged at each other’s hair. Soon Alana laughed and lapped a lick up Laila’s face. She screamed and thrusted herself over Alana’s lap and they wrestled with their arms and hands until Laila got her face down close enough to Alana’s face to lick her cheek.
They began spontaneously to kiss. Laila looked over her shoulder at me. “Can’t kiss you, so I guess . . . “ she said. She screamed, too. Alana had scrunched her breast in her hand and tugged her top down to bare her. Laila gasped and fought back, and soon they were both stripped to their waists and wrestling on the couch.
Tatum pretended to get involved to break them up, but somehow ended up quickly stripped to her panties. She didn’t wear a bra. They all laughed and wrestled and bit and licked. Dakota tried to break them up but instead joined in. They looked at me and stuck their tongues out and blamed me for everything.
I sank into my chair and tilted my beer deeply back at my lips and watched.
They tugged at each other’s clothes and screamed and yelped. Soon they were all down to their panties, and then even their panties were on the floor twisted up in the rest of the wreckage. They fought and wrestled at first, but soon they began kissing and moaning and stroking. I kept my distance. I really had had enough for one day, especially with the way Tatum drained me.
The four young smooth bodies became one undulating, writhing and contorting mass of pure clean and toned flesh. They laughed and kissed and teased each other’s bared pussies and glanced at me and taunted me and teased me. Alana pushed herself down between Laila’s legs and laughed and lapped at her pussy with her tongue. Laila grabbed and snatched at Dakota’s pussy and fingered her. Tatum surprised everyone the most: she got up on her feet on the cushions and straddled Dakota’s face and pushed her hips into her mouth.
Dakota licked her and her knees pressed into the cushions on the back of the couch. She looked over her shoulder at me behind her. “It’s your fault,” she said, and she closed her eyes and sank deeper into Dakota’s mouth.
They all began to squirm and moan. It was hard to tell which part belonged to whom. Hands wrapped around ankles and chests, all fresh and pert, mashed into faces.
“We really do give him too much,” Laila said, and she lowered her face into Alana’s pussy.
Alana grunted and said, “I know, right,” in a cry, and put her face into Tatum’s pussy.
Tatum caught her breath and shook and pressed her face hard down into Dakota’s pussy.
Dakota started it, moaning louder, shaking, and gasping. Her climax set Tatum off, and her crying set Alana and Laila off. All four bodies, lithe and spastic, snapped and went hard. Their cries rose up in a harmonized crescendo. Bodies shook in their cores and heads fell back. The crying and whimpering and gasping filled my ears and the sloshy sound of four pussies in full quivering orgasm made my eyes pop out.
I gripped the arms of my chair but I stayed in place. All four of those young teachers began, incredibly, to climax all at the same time. Four high-pitched voices squealed and caught and held. Four sets of hips bucked and pushed. They bit and licked each other and hands squeezed legs, toes curled, and hair whipped around everywhere.
When they finally sank down and rolled off each other, sweating and catching their breath, they pulled away from each other as though embarrassed and surprised at the state they found themselves in, when they came back to.
“That was your fault,” Dakota said. We went to bed, and as promised, they shared the bedrooms, and I got the couch.
In the morning, things were subdued. We all agreed we needed to get out of there for breakfast. Nobody wanted to talk about what transpired the night before. We had a day planned, anyway, of hiking and kayaking.
They didn’t want to confront it, but I knew we would eventually have to. Besides, Tatum said something particularly worthy of revisiting. The dynamic was forever changed by what happened. I gave them their space and time that day, but I could not get out of my mind the vision at night of those four girls tangled up together on the couch, a mass of heaving, grunting bodies all caught up in the same joint orgasm. I could never unsee that. Nor could I unheard what Tatum said to me. 




Chapter 6 

It was awkward in the morning. No one seemed ready, willing, or even able, to talk. Being four teachers, me making it five if you call a sub a teacher, busied ourselves around the rented condo, getting ready to go out for breakfast. Five teachers not talking is an odd thing.
It was Laila who suggested breakfast out. All of Dakota, Alana, and Tatum agreed with quick “yeah!”s and rapid nods of their heads, everybody avoiding eye contact with each other rushing around. The relief of an excuse to skedaddle out of the close and intimate confines of the offending condo was palpable.
I was not going to be the one to open up discussion about what happened on the couch — all over the couch —  the previous night. Perhaps we could blame it on Puerto Vallarta. Perhaps we could blame it on The Romantic Zone. Maybe it was the sun, or the heat, or the incessant and rhythmic pool-table clacking of the rocks on the beach as each wave broke over it and subsided away in a frothing hiss, and pushing our pace with our bodies breaking over the couch.
We pushed open the balcony doors that formed the entire wall facing the lazy rolling ocean because, at least until it got oppressive, we loved feeling the heat, it being late December and back home being buried under snow or freezing rain or slushy flakes or all three at the same time, all of it under low and dark and grey, foreboding skies.
The four of them, all 27 or 28, like me, 28, looked better than I wanted to tell them. It was the glow in their faces, the spring in their steps. I’d been around enough morning-afters to recognize the look of someone freshly fucked but good, and those four wore it in spades. To mention it would be to sidle up to The Conversation Nobody Wanted to Have through the back door, and so I kept my counsel, as they say.
But could they not have made it at least a little easier to keep my mouth shut? Dakota dressed in super-short sky-blue shorts and a cream-toned shimmering halter, Laila in a short and tight pink skirt and crop-top white t-shirt, Alana in white denim shorts and a loose, long, black band t-shirt giving ample side view of her black lace bra beneath, and Tatum, hitherto the innocent one of the bunch, in a crimson cami-like top and tight red shorts.
They lined up against the wall outside the door to wait for me to close the windows and get the key, so that when I came out, shut and locked the door, and turned around, before me arrayed shoulder to shoulder against the wall, dressed like that, all four faces fresh, rosy, and expectant, all four girls looking so obviously like it was a morning after, I had to sink back against the opposite wall and stare. They took my breath away. It wasn’t any one of them specifically. It was the fact of the four of them looking back at me with those morning-after eyes, so satiated and yet so begging for more.
They could all tell what they were doing to me, too. Nobody had to say what anyone was thinking. All four of them grinned, looked away, rolled their eyes, and shook their cascading heads of wavy hair. None of them were hiding it. They were all being completely obvious about it.
“Come on, then,” I said, and I gestured for them to lead the way. I followed up behind them, four girls like that, abreast like a team leading my chariot behind them, one of them peeking over their shoulder at me, and then the other, grinning and biting their lips at me. Tatum tugged a strand of hair through her lips. Alana’s eyes dropped down the front of my body and flared. Laila flipped me a playful bird in mock anger at me. Dakota just stared with a crooked, helpless grin.
We burst out the glass doors into the Mexican air salty and hot and the already-bright sunshine made us recoil and turn down and away all at once until we pushed our shades over our eyes. We piled into the SUV waiting for us to whip us down the hill and into old town. Tatum on my right, her hand casually on my thigh, her fingers scrunching, made small talk about the hills, the light, and the colors. Alana on my left, also with her hand casually on my other thigh, also scratching at me with her nails, leaned forward, chattered with Tatum across my chest, and — except for a tiny glance and a momentary grin up one corner of her mouth that she staunched just as quickly — kept up the act of not mentioning what was clouding everyone’s mind.
We came into the small, crowded, noisy and lively breakfast place we had picked out at the condo and squeezed in together around one table. The girls talked a lot about the items on the menu, the decor of the restaurant, the ride into town, the air, the sea, the heat, the cooing of the tropical birds — everything but The Topic. They talked more than usual, too, and all at once, as though they were desperate to avoid even a moment of the dreaded silence into which someone was at risk of inadvertently slipping in something as non-committal as a “Soo . . . “ No one would even have to say “. . . about last night . . . “ for us all to know that that was the risk.
Because it wasn’t that, was it. Everyone might have accidentally fallen into it together the previous night, and they all fully participated with excessive enthusiasm. But if I wasn’t there, if I wasn’t party to it, it wouldn’t have happened, and not because anyone was too afraid of it as something that could be called that, as though they had real but oppressed desires. It was heterosexual entirely, even if it appeared as though they were engaged fully with each other’s bodies in what would have appeared to an outsider as deidedly un-hetero. It remained undeniable that the energy exchanged between them ran through me first, both ways. They were as one body in that sense, only they were one body in four phases. 
That at least was what I was prepared to say, if and when any of them chose to broach the subject and attempt to tackle it. It didn’t help — or maybe it did, I was as confused as everyone else — when the restaurant staff treated us like a honeymooning couple, despite what they found crowded around the table was four girls and one guy. Not exactly a couple in that sense.
I don’t mean the staff treated me and one of the girls directly beside me as a couple, and the other three as perhaps friends tagging along, but rather, in some odd way, they looked at, talked to, and moved around us all as though we were a five-some couple no different than any other two-some couple, and moreover, like we were, if not actually honeymooning, at least on a romantic, serious, and out-of-town date. They teased us and smirked at us and made innuendoes with us. Servers get excited when they serve a table with a sexually exploding couple. It was no different, though were five.
It was as though, having either appeared as four bodies merged into one person, or being one person divided into four bodies, depending on how you looked at it, the energy that encapsulated us the previous night, and that still, evidently, enshrouded us into the next day, was experienced the same way by those around us. The staff at the restaurant didn’t seem to notice that we were five, not two. Or didn’t care.
I sat next to Tatum and across from Laila, Dakota, and Alana who crammed themselves into the bench seat opposite Tatum and I. I guess we didn’t help dispel the illusion the way we were behaving. Tatum kept rubbing her hand up and down my leg and over my groin. The other three were making eyes at me and kept looking over their shoulders like they were checking if the coast was clear for some kind of leap over the table between us. Everybody was anxious. Expectation and anticipation drew thick around us. We leaned closer over the table and murmured and laughed like couples do. All of the girls were tugging at strands of hair. All of their eyes were wide and dilating. They were crossing and uncrossing their legs.
I got us out of there before someone did something stupid, but also before the increasingly whispered and halting and gasping conversation left a space wide enough to invite the subject we were by then becoming expert at avoiding. We dawdled up the narrow, rock-paved streets to find the market shaded in the trees where it wound narrow like a ribbon under bridges and down to the sea, following the river’s bends and twists.
We tried on hats and laughed and held hands and kissed and murmured and slapped bums and hip-checked each other. We goofed around and teased each other. We were for all the world like a couple in love and lust in equal intensity, and even I needed to squint my eyes and remind myself we weren’t a couple, we were a quintuple.
Tatum stopped me at the side of the winding, tree-shaded path to drop her arms around my neck and down my back. She lifted herself on her toes and made explicit love to my mouth with her mouth and tongue. She moaned and she pressed her hips harder into mine. She was crossing lines but it was dark enough inside the cone of shade under that huge tree. Alana tittered and pushed her way in front of me and Tatum came away, and she did the same thing, probing my mouth with her tongue, filling me the way I filled her the previous night. Laila came next. The others watched with expectant faces, smiling. The excitement was shared between all of us. there wasn’t even the hint of jealousy. They couteously took their turns.
Dakota came last. “Who do you like best?” she said, and she squealed and laughed, because she knew it was a nonsensical question, and she intended it that way, as a joke. Because, of course, there was no one of them separate from any of the others, not in the context of our sexual relationship to each other, at least. She kissed me and came back down on her feet, squeezed my hand hard in hers, and looked over her shoulder at me with her face brimming with excitement. Alana took my other hand and looked over her shoulder at me the same way. Laila and Tatum squealed and leapt ahead of us.
We came to a street artist. He teased us about being lovers and that we should get a portrait done to commemorate the beautiful day. I felt like I was the only one who noticed that we weren’t actually a couple. Even the four girls seemed swept up in the unreality of it, merging and entwining with each other as though they really were four aspects of one person. The artist didn’t register a glimmer of surprise when all four girls sat down, laughing, playful, teasing each other on my legs, tugging hats down over their faces, whipping strands of hair over their eyes, all of them becoming teasing, seductive kittens all at once, just to pose for the artist. They were all over me. Their eyes widened at each other, the excitement was so bubbling up inside them so much.
The artist had to have noticed that it was four girls, and not one girl, though, because he painted all four of them. The picture bordered on the embarrassing. He captured the look in each of their eyes. It was pure lasciviousness from side to side across the group portrait, with me buried in the middle of all that feminine and aroused charm, a placid if slightly disbelieving look in my eyes.
Neither the market stroll nor the carrying on with kissing and posing for the painter did anything to lessen the sexual energy that pumped between us. If anything, it emboldened the girls. We had a time booked to go snorkeling at a reef. The instructor showed us where to change into bathing suits. The girls wouldn’t let me go to the men’s change room, smuggling me instead into their room, and locking the door.
My four girlfriends taunted and teased me, pushing their chests and their butts in my face and admonishing me about not touching. They laughed and squealed and kissed each other, glancing at me the whole time. Tatum let Alana wrap her hand around her bare pussy from behind and cup her palm over her, facing me, before she laughed. Alana and Dakota embraced in a nude, sexualized kiss, but it was all clearly for me. They laughed but then carried on getting into their bikinis like nothing had happened between them. And nothing had, in a very real sense. Though they played with each other, mashed their bare breasts together, teased each other’s pussies and hip-checked each other’s naked bodies, it was somehow not between them directly, but through me. They would have been confused more than scandalized if I suggested it all looked like sex between them.
We got outfitted in our flippers and snorkels and masks and went exploring in the water. We found a private pool-like area hidden by rocks and trees where the water was warm and the shade was welcome. Nobody else was there. With snorkels in our mouths and masks over our eyes, nothing we could do involved our faces or our voices. Snorkling in that sense was a great choice, seeing as how the day was all about avoiding questioning eyes and staying away from certain topics of conversation. But that left us to express ourselves with our hands and bodies only. It would have been better if it wasn’t so private. Our energy was bursting by that time of the afternoon.
Tatum grabbed me from behind and rode her floating body over my body, slipping her hands around my waist in that silky smooth and soothing sea water. Alana and Laila drifted over and started feeling and rubbing and touching all over both my body and Tatum’s body. Hands tucked under bathing suits. Fingers explored crevices. I was stroked inside my trunks by who, I couldn’t tell. The lines were being crossed — again.
We lifted out snorkels and masks off and treaded water gazing around us inside the magical space of that private lagoon, amazed that no one else could see us. It was all jungle and shade and rocks rising up steeply on all sides. All five of us came together. We explored each other with kisses. We touched each other under the secrecy of the water.
I backed up but fell down when the backs of my legs hit a rock ledge. Tatum snickered and came down with me to sit on my lap with her knees on the ledge. Alana pulled her bikini bottoms down around her thighs under the water and she spun around and gasped with shock and surprise on her face at Tatum, but she also reached through her legs from behind, kissed Tatum with tongue, and pulled my trunks down the front of my body. She eased my cock out into her hand.
While Tatum and Alana necked seriously and deeply sitting on my lap together, Alana gently pushed her hips forward until, steering my cock, she brought us together. She knelt behind Tatum cupping her entire body with her own, and she reached around Tatum’s twisting and bucking body to pull on my cock and guide me into Tatum’s pussy. They necked while Tatum came down on me, engulfing my cock entirely inside her tight, warm, silky, and grasping pussy, hidden under the surface of the smooth, warm water, and enshrouded in that lagoon, the rocks, trees, and water hiding us completely.
Tropical birds cried and waves broke lightly over the rocks. It was mid-afternoon. The heat was on, the water was nearly beyond feeling like anything at all, and Alana kissed Tatum who rode me while Dakota and Laila kissed and rubbed my body at my sides.
Tatum came off and Alana came down on me. I could only tell they switched on me because I could feel a different pussy, hotter, tighter, slide down my cock. Someone pulled their bikini top aside and mashed their bared breasts into my mouth. Someone else straddled me backward and, kissing Alana, they slid their pussy down my cock in her place, this one softer, more lubricated.
The hardened tips of tongues licked up my face. Fingers squeezed the base of my cock. A fourth pussy sank down around me, hotter. All four girls kissed and moaned and their bodies undulated against me and rose and fell as one, their gasps and high-pitched inhalations rising in a chorus as though summoning the heavens. Even the birds stopped, the tension was rising so unsustainably high between us.
Four young female bodies play-fought and struggled to ride my lap, to engulf my cock, and to pump me with their hips. They laughed and squealed and kissed and teased one another. Fingers touched mouths and hands cupped breasts. They murmured together and glanced at me. One of them might have been fucking me, but all of them were panting and clenching and gasping and contorting. They continued to take turns on me, all of them riding me forward or backward, all of them grunting and crying and gasping and moaning.
Their bodies blurred together for me. It was one pussy in four different modes. One body in four different states. One voice in four different pitches. I tried so hard to hold myself back, but they laughed and teased and squealed. I shot hard up into someone. But they all were triggered, and they all crunched in their cores and strained in their necks and stopped breathing at once. It was only after my cock slipped out of whoever’s pussy it was I came inside of, and I chanced to open one eye, that I saw them straighten themselves up and retract their hands from inside each other’s bikini bottoms. They were doing it again.
We pulled our masks and snorkels on and floated back out of the shady lagoon to join the others in our group, nobody lifting their faces out of the water, nobody letting on that we did it again. The instructor glanced at me though, and she smirked. Again, I thought!  Why are they all looking at us like we were just a couple?
We got back to the condo. At first we were businesslike, showering from the seawater, relaxing, making tea, picking out clothes for dinner out. Tatum started it. She padded around the condo in only her special midnight blue bra and panties.
“What?” she said, but she couldn’t restrain her snickering. She darted through the living room from one bathroom to the other on the presence of needing to borrow something from Alana’s makeup kit.
Laila came the other way next, also in special bra and panties, hers deep green. She laughed like her and Tatum had dared each other. Alana then came out and pulled a leg up under herself on the other section of the sectional. “What’s on?” she asked me casually, and she scooped a spoon in a cup of yogurt. She was dressed in her special light blue bra and panties.
Dakota was in on it as well, it turned out. She came out in white bra and panties and flopped down beside me on my part of the sectional. She laughed but then struggled to keep a straight face and take an interest in the show.
Laila came back out and she sat on my other side. I continued to stare at the screen. “You don’t mind, do you?” she said.
I looked over my shoulder at her with a slow, sweeping head. “Mind what?” I said. I made a point of keeping my eyes on her eyes.
She looked down at her body and back up at me. “All of us looking so sexy?” she said, and she bit her bottom lip full of feigned innocence.
Dakota spun toward me. “We can stop,” she said.
“No you can’t,” I said.
She laughed and stuck her tongue out at Laila. “He’s right!” she said.
“I can stop anytime I want!” Laila said, and she fell over on her side, pulled her hair out from under her face, and laid her head down on my lap, facing my groin. She pulled down my at-home drawstring pants, curled her freshly painted nails inside the waist of my shorts, and drew out the shaft of my cock in her cool, smooth hand.
She stood it up in front of her face and let her eyes budge and trace up the underside of it like she was gazing up at a tall building. “But our boyfriend is so demanding,” she groaned, and she closed her eyes and wrapped her lips around the side of my cock and dragged her mouth up and down the length of it.
Dakota laughed and came down on my other side. She pushed at my side until I slumped deeper in the sectional for her, and she came down with only my shoulders and head propped sharply up against the back of the couch. I stretched out my legs and found the square coffee table with my heels. Dakota gathered her hair around her neck and came slowly, gently down to rest her face on my abdomen facing Laila. She pushed her lips around the other side of my cock and followed Laila up and down the sides of the shaft.
“He’s a very bad boyfriend,” Dakota said. She and Laila kissed deeply just over the top of the head of my cock, before they dragged their wet lips down the length of it again. Both of them gently cradled my balls in their elegant hands.
Tatum came out finally, looking more made-up than any of them. She usually wore less than the others or none. She must have been in a mood. She stood watching Laila and Dakota suck and lick my erection between their faces and she pushed her hand down the front of her baby-blue panties and propped a foot up on the edge of the coffee table. Alana laughed lightly and slid down off the edge of the couch and crawled through Tatum’s legs from behind to bring her face up into her groin. She curled her fingers inside the waist of Tatum’s panties and pulled them down to stretch between her thighs.
Tatum looked down and gasped. But Alana said, “Keep watching,” and she sank her mouth over Tatum’s quickly-glistening pussy. Dakota moaned when she glanced at them and shut her eyes and sank her mouth down over the head of my cock. Laila pushed the back of her head and Dakota squealed, but took my cock into the back of her throat.
She came off and laughed and bit her bottom lip before guiding Laila’s head down, and pushing her mouth down over the head of my cock. She watched closely as she pushed harder until my cock poked at the back of Laila’s throat.
Dakota let her come up and off me and Laila wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “It feels funny and good, taking it too far like that, doesn’t it,” Dakota said to her.
“I love it though,” Laila said. “Especially when you push me like that.” She pushed Dakota’s head down and laughed, making her take me too far into her throat, too. Tatum came down on her back on the coffee table and Alana crawled over her body backward, and sank her mouth over her pussy. Tatum pulled at Alana’s hips until she lowered her pussy onto her mouth. The way Tatum’s back arched, the way Alana’s voice, muffled, moaned, I had to scrunch my eyes shut to avoid getting carried away too quickly.
Laila began to pump me in her mouth. As had become the way between us, when any of us started to show the signs of coming close to the edge, the rest of us couldn’t resist. Dakota came up and snuggled her face into my neck and cooed.
“Look how pretty they are,” she said, and she directed my gaze at Tatum and Alana, 69ing on the coffee table. They knew we were watching, too. They both grinned against each other’s pussy. Again I had to ponder how it just didn’t seem possible that they would do anything remotely like that, if it weren’t for me in the same room, watching. “They’re going to make each other cum!” Dakota said, and she squealed against my ear. She closed her finger and thumb tightly around the base of my cock. Laila pumped her mouth up and down my shaft, sucking hard and whipping her tongue around inside her mouth, seemingly desperate to make me ejaculate inside her mouth.
Tatum began bucking in her body under Alana who wouldn’t relent. She herself began to grind her hips down into Tatum’s face.
“Oh my god,” Dakota groaned in my ear. She squeezed the base of my cock too hard. But Laila moaned deeply and sucked harder. Her body twitched and undulated. I realized that Dakota was squeezing my cock with one hand and stroking Laila’s pussy with her other.
Tatum mashed her hips hard up into Alana’s face. Alana shook like an earthquake over top of her. Dakota breathed and then stopped against my neck and her body shivered hard against me. Laila squealed with my cock deeply in her mouth. I exploded into her throat with geyser-like force, Dakota had been squeezing me so hard. Laila lifted her face from my groin and gasped like a dying woman at the ceiling. Dakota’s body shook violently beside me. On the coffee table, Tatum planked in her straining body under Alana and screamed. Alana arched more deeply than a ballerina and scrunched her eyes shut with a pained grimace.
We all had to get cleaned up again before heading out for dinner. Again, we hung our heads. Again we struggled to say nothing about it.
But when I came out of the bathroom dressed and ready, I found the four of them on the balcony with the doors closed. They were having a private conversation. But they were also huddled together with their arms around each other’s backs. Their heads were all together. I looked more closely, spying around the edge of the curtains. Their faces were together. They were kissing, all four of them. That was different.
We chose a special restaurant, dark and intimate, and got a seat in the back corner, high and round with a table between us.
“It feels so good here,” Alana said. “Away from prying eyes.”
“You mean the restaurant?” I said.
They all laughed. Dakota wrapped her hand around my arm and laid her cheek on my shoulder. “She means away from home — parents prying eyes, our judging colleagues on staff,” she said.
“I feel like I can experiment,” Tatum said. “Sort of be free, be more wild,” she said, and she bit her lip looking over at Laila beside her.
“You were pretty wild earlier today,” Laila said.
They kissed lightly. “As you were last night,” Tatum said.
“We’re always being watched, being teachers,” Alana said. “Here, Tatum can be self-indulgent.”
“Like you,” Tatum said, and she dropped her chin down and grinned widely at her.
“Like all of us,” Dakota said. She pulled me closer against her. “It all unfolded without a plan, it felt like,” she said. “Nobody seemed to be pushing it this way.”
“And no jealousies or resentments, either,” Alana said.
“Who has time for being jealous or resentful,” Laila said.
They all laughed. It was a common and familiar theme that they all felt comfortable returning to: the lack of spare time, of alone time, or me-time, for teachers in general, and for them, in particular, all being in the Kindergarten to grade 3 range.
“Are you okay with it, though?” Dakota said to me, and she snickered and pushed her face up to press her lips against my cheek.
“We never did ask Ethen,” Tatum said, and she smirked and chirped.
“You only get a quarter of a girlfriend from each of us,” Laila said. “Poor thing.”
“We only get a quarter of a boyfriend from him, too,” Tatum said, and she play-pouted.
“But that’s how it works so well, isn’t it,” Dakota said. “Like Laila said, who has time for a full-on boyfriend? This way, we get all the benefits with a quarter of the commitment.” She laughed and they all joined in with thoughtful chuckles.
“It’s true though,” Laila said. “I can’t have a real boyfriend in my life — not that you’re not a real boyfriend,” she said quickly to me. “But you know what I mean.”
“She means she gets off on you without having to look after you all the time,” Alana said.
Laila shoved Alana’s shoulder and laughed. “You should talk!” she said. “You’re constantly shoving his dick down your throat!”
“Oh my god,” Alana said with feigned shock. “And who was wiping his cum off her chin like an hour ago?!” she said.
“Who was wiping girl cum off her own mouth an hour ago!” Laila shot back at her.
Alana sank back in her seat and grinned. “Tatum cums so easily all the time!” she said. “I can tell why Ethen likes licking her so much.”
“I like licking all of you equally,” I said.
“You like fucking Dakota more than licking her, I can tell,” Laila said.
I narrowed my eyes at her and she shot up and leaned over the table between us. She reached out with both hands and caught my hands in hers. “It’s okay you know,” she said. “I love watching you fuck Dakota.”
“You liked watching me and Tatum lick each other earlier,” Alana said.
“Everybody loves watching you and Tatum lick each other,” Dakota said and she laughed.
“Everybody loves watching Tatum get licked by anybody,” Alana said.
“You guys are embarrassing me now,” Tatum said. “But that’s what I mean. It’s different here, we can indulge in things here.”
“It’s this place, but it’s also Ethen,” Dakota said. “You guys forget we were all down here last March break too,” she said. “Before Ethen came along.”
“And we were good and proper and nothing happened like that all,” Tatum said. “It’s all your fault,” she said to me.
“I don’t mind saying that I love going down on Tatum,” Alana said. “There, I said it. But because Ethen is there, it doesn’t seem like going down-going down, if you know what I mean.”
“I totally get what you mean,” Dakota said. “Last night, on the couch. Whatever happened, it was all in the context of Ethen.” She turned to me. “Don’t let it go to your head, but you do make the difference, somehow,” she said. She reached over my lap and squeezed my cock through my pants.
So there it was — being talked about. It just came up and it wasn’t as scary to put it on the table, either.
“It’s like icing,” Tatum finally said with a firm nod. “Nobody wants to eat icing by itself. It needs to be in the context of being on top of a cake,” she said.
“Then you go ape-shit for it,” Alana said, and she nudged Tatum and laughed.
“You’re just as bad!” Tatum said to her privately. “You keep making me cum so hard!” she groaned at her.
I could tell from across the table, the way they both glanced furtively over their shoulders in different directions that they were petting each other’s groins under the table.
“And you cum so hard for Ethen,” Alana said.
“Of course it’s for Ethen,” Tatum said, glancing at me. “And you too,” she said to Alana, looking at me. “Everybody does everything to everybody else, all for Ethen,” she said.
“It’s true,” Dakota whispered closely into my ear. She poked me there with the stiff point of her tongue.
“It has to remain a secret back home, though,” Laila said. “I’m so glad we have that whole house to ourselves, though.”
“But we should still really keep living our separate lives, I think,” Tatum said. “Or we’ll get carried away. We’ll forget to hide it. We can let loose and do what we want down here.”
“So we’re all agreeing that what happened last night is okay?” Dakota said. “With all of us?”
I turned to her. “Or what happened in the lagoon again this afternoon, or what happened back at the condo before dinner?” I said.
“Touché,” she said and she squeezed my balls.
“But anyway,” Alana said. “And don’t take this the wrong way,” she said and she made a point to gaze at all the others’ eyes around the table, each in turn. “Back at home, when we’re working, without Ethen involved, I don’t particularly care or even think about the rest of you — I mean in that way,” she said, as though needing to correct herself.
Laila patted her shoulder. “No, no,” she said. “Same here. I’m not going go sneaking over to Tatum’s and end up in bed with her!” she said.
Dakota laughed. “The thought of it is ridiculous!” she said.
“And yet, when Ethen is involved, it’s what we all end up doing,” Tatum said.
“It should be embarrassing,” Alana said. “But it isn’t, is it.”
Laila and Tatum shook their head “No.”
Even Dakota grew thoughtful in her face. “Any thoughts, destroyer of feminine virtue?” she said to me, and she smirked.
“Me?” I said. “I’m just the sub.”
They all laughed. We paid up and locked arms on the sidewalk and walked happy in the cooler night air and came upon a lively club. We all got onto the dance floor together. We ended up in the middle of the thronging mass, pushed up together. Dakota kissed me and Alana pushed her body against mine. Laila groped me and Tatum made eyes at me. At first I danced closely with one or another of them, taking turns. But soon we were dancing tight and close, all five of us. And necking and moaning, too. Nobody noticed, or at least, nobody cared. Or maybe they were all suffering the same optical illusion, seeing only a couple groping each other up.
We kept ourselves tightly together necking and moaning out the door and down the sidewalk to our building. We were a mass of five bodies grinding and yearning on the elevator up. Inside the door to our condo, we were all pressed against the wall, we were all struggling to rid ourselves of our clothes, and we all fell in one mass, naked and humping, down onto the sectional together.
This time, but like a lover each of them, all four girls pulled on my two hands and lead me knowingly through the doorway and into one of the bedrooms. They got on their knees, they dropped their arms around my neck, they pulled and urged, and I slid down onto the bed on my back and spread my arms and legs out.
The four girls kissed me and gasped on me and pushed their bodies against mine. This night, we didn’t just end up all of us writhing together, and it wasn’t an accident. We started that way, and we wanted to. We intended to. Talking about it didn’t solve it, it only made the urges stronger.
The girls kissed, they kissed me, and they licked and sucked on me or each other, there was hardly anything to distinguish us from each other anymore. We formed one undulating, writhing, twisting and contorting mass of sexual energy spread all over the bed.
Tatum’s body sank down over the top of my body and her knees slipped down the sides of my waist. She found my cock between our stomachs and arched her back, curled her hips up, and spread her pussy lips around the head of my cock. Kissing Alana while I was kissing Laila, she sank her pussy down tightly and hot to the base of my cock.
She knelt up and leaned back. Dakota settled her legs around my head kneeling over my face, and she and Tatum embraced and kissed. Both on their knees, they rose and fell together over me, Tatum pushing her pussy down around my cock, Dakota dragging her pussy up and down over my mouth. Laila and Alana also knelt at the sides of my body, and the four of them kissed and nuzzled their faces together, their arms rising and falling around their shoulders like a football huddle.
They started to giggle and shift together, waddling on their knees, all of them, one quarter turn, until it was Alana who dangled her leaking pussy over my mouth and Laila who sank hers down the shaft of my cock.
They laughed and shifted like this, all of them taking turns fucking me, all of them taking turns mashing their pussies into my mouth, all of them necking together and playing with each other’s breasts, squeezing and caressing.
Whatever reticence was there the night before was gone now. Things were out in the open. We all decided we needed a water break and we padded around the dark, night-enshrouded condo completely naked. Dakota grabbed me and hoisted herself on the kitchen counter. I turned to her and penetrated her and grabbed her ass and rammed myself deep into her pussy. She screamed and fell back onto her elbows.
I found Alana gazing out at the lit-up city around us, where she leaned the front of her hips into the back of the couch, and I nuzzled myself up against her, I hefted my cock in my hand, and I pushed it into her pussy from behind. She squealed and reached up and over her head and clutched her hand into my hair and pulled.
I turned around when Laila grabbed my ass, and she fell to her knees and gobbled my cock deeply in her swirling and wet and hot mouth, pushing me against the back of the couch behind me and spreading her grasping hands over my stomach and chest.
Tatum strolled by glancing at me with raised eyebrows and she slipped into the bedroom. I pulled Laila’s head from my cock, though she groaned in defiance and tried to hang on to me. I slipped out from between Alana’s legs where she wrapped them around my waist and tried to pull me back into her pussy where she sat on the back of the couch. I stepped over Dakota where she laid on the floor with her knees up, her legs spread, and her hands cupped over her pussy that gyrated and pushed up at me from below. I nudged the bedroom door open and spied Tatum on the bed by herself scrolling her phone, one leg crossed over the knee of her other leg, pulled up.
I closed the door behind me and knelt on the edge of the bed. Tatum pretended to not notice me. She played at ignoring me. I knelt between her feet and put my hands on her raised knees. She smirked but straightened her mouth. I heard the other girls in the living room laughing and talking. They were fine. I pushed Tatum’s knees apart. She continued to play absent.
She stayed with her ruse all the way to the point when I fell down into her, and rammed my cock deep up her pussy, jolting her body. She dropped her phone, she gasped, she strained in her neck and sank her teeth into my shoulder, arching hard in her back.
We made love in the bed, just the two of us. She was noisy — more noisy than usual, even. She rolled us over and rode me, fucking me harder than I had fucked her, even. And she made even more noise. She pushed her hair up and knelt high over me, arching in her back and sticking her breasts out. She swung her head side to side like a girl going crazy with it.
We had by then messed around together, the five of us, so much, that being alone with one was now the thing that felt exotic and new. I rolled her onto her elbows and knees and I pulled her by the hips high up in front of me where I knelt behind her, and I buried myself into her.
She pushed back as hard as I penetrated her. We banged the bed against the wall, we fucked each other so hard. It was violent, it was intense, and it was wild. I never knew Tatum — sweet, quiet, Tatum, the grade 3 teacher — had that in her. I wondered if it was partly due to the other girls being right outside the shut bedroom door.
I groaned loudly too, not by choice. Tatum’s eagerness made me consume her all the more completely. We slammed together so hard, the slapping noises of my thighs against her ass filled the condo, I was sure. I clenched my teeth and gripped her hips harder. But she was not relenting. She began to fuck me in that position, me kneeling still and wavering over the precipice.
I came hard in her and collapsed down onto her, crushing her under me. I went out of the room and into the bathroom. When I came back out, I found Tatum slouching on the couch with the others, waving privately and cutely at me. I stuck my hand out and chose Alana, pulling her up.
She squealed and hopped over to me and together we went into the other bedroom and shut the door. I fucked her just as hard and just as noisily as I had fucked Tatum.
We had breakfast at the same place as the previous morning because it was so good. But this time, rather than not talk about the previous night and what happened on the couches, we did nothing but talk wildly about the previous night and what happened in the beds. A funny thing came up: it was exciting, they said, to only vaguely hear one of them getting it so good.
“The sex is good,” Alana said. She turned to me. “I respect you for your mind as well,” she nodded. “But . . . “ she hesitated and smirked. “ . . . I like the sex.”
“It’s very good,” Alana said. “Like, better than I’ve ever had,” she said and she squealed.
“I liked — I loved,” Tatum started, but she ducked her face down and buried it in her hands and squealed.
“Take your time,” Dakota said and she snickered.
“It was super hot when he picked us one at a time,” she finally said.
Dakota looked at me with a grin. “That certainly did add a new and exciting element,” she said, and she bit her cheek at me.
“Almost like not getting picked, or wondering if you would get picked, made it . . . “ Laila trailed off thoughtfully.
“ . . . made it a hundred times more exciting?” Alana said.
“Wondering who he would choose next,” Laila said to Alana, but she was looking at me.
“Like maybe the one thing that entices now is not the sex, since we all get it so good and often,” Dakota said, “but the denial.”
“I don’t think it’s the denial so much,” Tatum said thoughtfully. “But it makes me want to be ready for him all the time, in case he wants to choose me.” She snickered and looked away from me and blushed. “Isn’t that funny?” she said.
“It’s both,” Alana said. “Anticipating him,” she looked right at me talking to the others, “getting ready for him in case,” she said, and she bit her lip. “Then seeing who he chooses,” she said. “I get maybe even more excited just thinking about it, him choosing one of you even more than choosing me,” she said.
“That’s weird,” Laila said. “But it’s so true.”
We ended up back on the rooftop deck. I floated in the water slowly spinning with a hat over my face shielding me from the sun, until I dropped my legs and found the bottom. I came up the steps and let the water run in rivulets from my shoulders and down my stomach and legs. I gazed at the four girls lying on their loungers in their skimpy bikinis, all in a row before me, quiet, still, and sunning.
I stepped up to Laila, I took her wrist in my hand, and I pulled her from her lounger. The others all shaded their eyes and smirked and wiggled their toes. I brought Laila to the elevator and pressed the button to go down. She peeked over her shoulder at Dakota, Alana, and Tatum and squealed, squeezed her shoulders up, and gave them a tiny wave with her fingers before entwining her hand more tightly around mine where they hung at our hips.
I took her to the bedroom but left the bedroom door open. No one else was in the condo. Dakota was right. There was something new and exciting about it. 




Chapter 7 

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




Chapter 8 

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.
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