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Chapter 1



 



 “Do I have a double chin?” Sophie blurted.



Chloe chewed on a big bite of broccoli salad without a word as she studied her fellow teacher.



“By your silence, I think I have my answer.”



“Or I could be finishing my food and not talking with my mouth full,” Chloe said all too calmly and reasonably. She could be calm, Sophie thought. Chloe was fucking gorgeous. Even with breasts the size of Texas, her red-headed fellow teacher would never have to worry about a double chin, not with a frame like that.



On a better day, on a day when she wasn’t trying to stitch together one of her cooking videos, Sophie would have thought she was built pretty well too. Where Chloe was slender save for those big boobs all their male students – and more than a few female ones too – fantasized about, Sophie had an hourglass frame that drew a lot of attention in class, even if she tended to dress dowdy and mom-ish while working. Her ridiculous bustline, even bigger than Chloe’s, was usually what the guys drooled over, but her ass got plenty of stares too, even when she wore high-waisted jeans or the least sexy matronly skirts she could find. There was simply no hiding away her dynamite body.



Up to that weekend, Sophie would have thought her best feature was her own face, oval-shaped, and sweet, with tender eyes and a smile an ex-boyfriend once called “nervous and shy, but in a super cute way.” She’d liked that, even if she hadn’t liked the boyfriend’s cheating. Her blonde hair was mostly natural, with some lighter blonde strands weaved in. She kept it long, usually loose but on occasion when she felt like dressing up a little she would do it in a French braid.



In short, Sophie looked like a hot mom without actually being one, something that generally worked well in her favor with her cooking videos. But not that weekend. That weekend she stared at herself in horror as her double-chinned doppelganger talked about the techniques to bake perfect bread every time.



“It’s bad, isn’t it? Oh God, just be honest with me. It’s my omelets, I think I’ve been adding too much cheese to them-”



“Stop,” Chloe said, holding up the hand with the fork in it in a placating gesture. “You’re the furthest thing from fat.”



“I’ll say,” muttered their coworker Dana, who carried probably eighty extra pounds and constantly glared at the two most beautiful teachers whenever they were in the break room, or the halls, or… well, anywhere in the school, really. Once, when Sophie was talking about a date taking her to a fancy restaurant, she saw Dana making stabbing motions with her plastic butter knife. Another time, Chloe confided in Sophie that she swore she overheard Dana trying to cast a spell on them, like she was a witch. Given Sophie’s recent string of bad luck on dates, she wasn’t entirely sure their hateful coworker hadn’t succeeded.



They ignored her. “What has you so riled up?” Chloe asked. “A guy?”



“No. It’s me. Or rather, my latest cooking video. My chin is so enormous in it. I can’t post the video looking like that.”



“Show me.”



“Okay, but if I do, you can’t laugh.”



Chloe reached out and took her hand. It was an innocent gesture born of friendship, but it left Sophie’s hand tingling anyways. She’d fostered a secret crush on the redhead ever since Chloe started at the high school. Sometimes it seemed like Chloe crushed on her too, and since they were now both single, it was just a matter of time before Sophie broached the idea of a date.



“I would never,” Chloe said. “Whatever’s going on in your goofy head, you’re beautiful.”



“Thank you,” Sophie said, holding her eyes a moment longer than she probably should have.



“Oh God, just sleep together already,” Dana muttered, and stood up. She threw the remaining half of a ham sandwich into her lunch bag and stormed out of there.



It broke the tension between Sophie and Chloe, and they both laughed. Chloe let Sophie’s hand go and the blonde Family and Consumer Sciences teacher brought up the video she’d been in the process of editing all weekend.



“I look like I’ve gained fifteen pounds since the last one,” Sophie said, holding the phone out.



Chloe took it from her and watched while she finished her broccoli salad. She took her time about it, forking up little bites and savoring them with sly looks towards Sophie until the blonde teacher was about ready to strangle the redhead. Finally, though, she dropped her fork into her empty leftover container, wiped her fingers on a napkin, and hit the pause button.



“It’s just a bad angle, babe,” she said dismissively, handing the phone back. “No one looks good shot under the neck like that.”



“You think?” Sophie asked.



“Give me the phone back.”



She did, and Chloe took several pictures of her own face, then tucked her chin and held the phone low. When she gave the camera back, Sophie browsed them and saw she was right – the angle wasn’t flattering, even on her slim friend.



“That might change my opinion on riding cowboy,” Sophie muttered.



Chloe laughed. “Relax. No guy’s ever, ever, ever going to complain about that body riding them. Nah, it’s just camerawork one-oh-one. You’ve got to elevate your camera a bit.”



“I wish I knew before I sank four hours into this video.”



“Ah, I’m sorry.”



“No, don’t be. It’s just…” Sophie sighed. “I feel like I’m spending more time researching the technical part of trying to make my little videos than I do actually making them.”



Chloe’s eyes went distant as she was lost in thought. “Hey. Weird idea. But what about asking Reilly Billington for help?”



That confused Sophie. Reilly was a former student who once took one of her Family and Consumer Sciences classes in lieu of PE not out of laziness, but because of bad luck and a broken leg a week before school started. He was a likeable young man then, bright and obviously the crush of more than a few girls in his class. He was a junior then, and that had been… gosh, four or five years ago. Time never seemed so immaterial as it did when she contemplated the ages of her former students.



“I don’t follow,” Sophie said. “Why should I ask him?”



“Oh! He’s a videographer now. He just graduated college this spring and moved home.”



“Wasn’t he in your computer classes? I thought he wanted to be a programmer. Or maybe I’m misremembering.”



“You’re not. I don’t know what happened, but… I mean, did you set out to be a home ec teacher?”



Sophie had to laugh. She went to college to study nursing, then switched majors when she became ill watching videos of surgeries being performed. No thank you to
 that,
 although it gave her a lifelong respect for nurses who could handle it. “No, I did not. Point taken.”



“Anyway, I bumped into his parents and they showed me some of the work he’s done. It’s really good. Not just saying that because he was one of my favorites, but because… well, he is. I’ll send you some links.”



“What would his parents think?”



“Who cares? He’s twenty-two or something like that. Certainly old enough to be making his own decisions. I’m not telling you to sleep with him. Just get in touch with him on Bottlegenie, see what he thinks of your videos, and if he has any tips. You are so self-conscious today, babe.”



“I really am,” Sophie muttered. “Thanks, Chloe.”



“You’re welcome. Just cut me in on the profits if you make mad money from it.”



“Oh yeah. I think I made a whopping fifteen dollars last month.”



“But you’re not giving up, are you?”



“God no,” Sophie said. “I am ready for fame and fortune and sandy beaches during the summer.”



“Then you’re definitely sharing the profits with me,” Chloe said. “Because I’m in serious need of some sun and silly drinks too.”



* * *



Okay, Chloe was right. Reilly was talented.



The links she sent Sophie were all through Reilly’s professional Bottlegenie page, the inescapable social media site. The oldest, dating from a year prior, was a clip of a student video project for his thesis wherein he stitched together a pastiche of students, professors, and college employees talking about how much they loved the place. It was well done, and the soft, swelling music in the back matched the sweet tone perfectly. More important to Sophie, the camera angles, lights, and sound were all sharply professional, shot more like film than an amateur’s home video. Even the dowdiest person in the video looked great thanks to Reilly’s vision.



The second was an advertisement for an upscale “supper club,” which seemed to just be a fancy term for a restaurant with a catering space, when Sophie looked it up. Regardless of its antiquated naming scheme, the restaurant was beautifully shot at angles that must have required the use of a drone. The voiceover for the restaurant was Reilly’s, sounding smooth, well-enunciated, and sure of himself. It was very professional.



The third was captioned very simply – “I loved working with Gemma and Cameron on this shoot!” Sophie worried this one might be more risqué, but as it turned out, it was a tasteful, elegant maternity shoot of a tall, thin blonde who couldn’t have been much older than Reilly himself, her baby bump just starting to show. With her was a handsome young man in thin-rimmed glasses, and what struck Sophie the most about the video was how much care Reilly put into filming the man as much as the pregnant woman. Sure, she was the star of the show, along with their child growing inside her, but he made sure to film the man’s wondrous delight too. It was the special sauce to the whole video.



With that, any reticence Sophie might have had about asking a former student for help flew out the window. She started to send Reilly a message, thought about how to phrase it, and wrote and rewrote the damn thing a dozen times before firing it off.



“Nothing weird about your old teacher contacting you about how to film yourself baking cookies,” she muttered to herself, then forced herself to shut off the computer before she unsent the message and made things really weird between them.









Chapter 2



 



 Reilly wished more than anything he could do video work for a career, but if he had to have a regular old nine to five, at least he had pretty cool bosses.



“On your left,” his mom Maggie said. She whirred by with a platter stacked with burgers, chicken sandwiches, and that night’s special, the chicken fried steak. The steaks were going fast, and his mother and father were having a disjointed conversation in the kitchen when they could steal a moment or two away from customers about adding them permanently to the menu.



 The Redheaded Kestrel’s name was a fond inside joke between husband and wife. Once upon a time, a young college-aged student named Mark spent a week hiking the Appalachian trail, his journey ending when he ran out of weed, a fact that Reilly’s parents had not told him, but which he overheard his uncle Darren laughing about once, and which his father later admitted sheepishly was true.



That stoner had friends in the area and waited for his ride in a small diner in a tiny town. There, in between bites of pancake and bacon, he watched out the window as a beautiful young woman lifted a pair of binoculars to her eyes over and over again. Intrigued, and possibly loopy from dehydration, he stepped out to ask what she was looking at. The young woman pointed at a bird in a distant tree, and said she’d never seen anything like it. Mark, sensing an opportunity, told her he was a birding expert – “a birdologist is what he called himself,” Maggie said – and said if he told her what it was, she had to join him for lunch and maybe give him her number. She knew it was a line and a bunch of crap, but his cheerful forwardness convinced her to say yes, and he told her with dead seriousness that the bird was a redheaded kestrel.



“A redheaded kestrel,” Maggie said wonderingly as they sat inside, him finishing off his pancakes and she stealing his bacon while she waited on a turkey club sandwich. “It’s funny. That bird didn’t look like a falcon to me.”



Caught in his lie and knowing it, Mark sat back, grinned wide, and said, “Stick with me, and you’ll learn all sorts of wildly untrue facts.”



Thirty years on, and they were still laughing together.



It was a story Reilly loved. Although he and his parents had the usual ups and downs in his teenage years, he loved his parents dearly, as well as their restaurant. Under the previous owner, Mark was the head cook for nearly fifteen years until they reached a deal and Mark and Maggie bought the place. It was not the sort of thing they could have afforded but the owner and the Billingtons were very close and he made them a hell of a deal.



In the present, Reilly finished processing a group’s credit card and brought it back to their table with a receipt, a smile, and three chocolate mints. The exhausted-looking mother was helping her four or five-year-old daughter put on a coat while the father waited with his overstuffed wallet still in his hand.



Reilly placed the faux-leather credit card holder on the table. “And here you go. Have a great night and thanks for coming in.”



“Mommy thinks you’re cute,” their little girl said. “And Daddy thinks it’s funny.”



“Chrissy!” her mother gasped. The father cracked up.



“Well, just between you and me,” Reilly said with a wink to the mom. “I think your mom’s our most beautiful customer of the day. Don’t you?”



“Yes!” the girl said.



“Oh God,” the mother said.



“And with that, you just guaranteed you’ll have customers as long as you work here,” the dad said. “She’ll be smiling about that for days.”



Reilly laughed and again wished them a good night. His mother watched this exchange with a glint of good humor to her eyes, and when he was finished bussing the table and heading back to the kitchen, she joined him.



“Reilly broke another one’s heart,” Maggie said.



“He really is my son,” Mark said as he flipped a burger.



Reilly had always been sort of handsome in high school, but it took college and a worldly senior girlfriend to really come into his own. He shed his extra pounds – not that there was a lot, but now he was definitely more cut – and grew his brown curly hair out long enough to frame his cheeks. Along with his tightly trimmed chin beard and mustache, he was now devastatingly handsome, especially with his natural sharp facial features. It was a joke between his parents that they loved having him at the restaurant because he brought in droves of women, but it wasn’t all that far from the truth, something Reilly was both embarrassed by and pleased with, especially when those women tipped well. Some nights he could clear a fifth of a month’s rent just with a smile and a line or two.



 Those good looks unfortunately didn’t translate well to the job he actually wanted, as a videographer or cinematographer. The local news stations weren’t hiring and he didn’t know anyone in Hollywood, so moving there would be insane. For the moment, he picked up gig work when he could, but long-term, it wasn’t looking good.



When his phone dinged to let him know he had an email, he ignored it until his mother turned off the open sign and locked the front doors. Before they got started with the nightly clean-up, Reilly poured himself an iced tea and checked his messages and saw the email alert.



“Huh,” he said. “That’s weird.”



“What is it?” Maggie asked. His father joined them, sipping on a diet Coke.



“It’s a Bottlegenie message from my old Family and Consumer Sciences teacher, Ms. Davenport.”



“Was she the redhead with, ah, very big eyes?” Mark asked, waggling his eyebrows.



“Mark!” Maggie said.



“No,” Reilly said. “Ms. Davenport is the blonde with even bigger eyes. Huge eyes. Listen to this. ‘Reilly, hello! This is out of the blue and I realize it must be quite strange having a former teacher reach out to you like this, but I’d like to ask for your help, if you should ever have the time. In the last few months, I’ve started a series of cooking videos online because I thought it seemed like a fun way to make some extra money on the side. The problem is… well, my videos stink. I’ll link the site below but the long and short is that I know nothing about camera angles and lighting and all of that. I heard from Chloe Dawson… ‘” Here, Reilly stopped with his reading voice and said to his dad, “She’s the redhead.”



Mark smacked his lips, and for it, his wife smacked him. “Go on,” Maggie said. “It’s so sweet she thought to reach out to you.”



“’…heard from Chloe Dawson that you were a videographer now and shared some of your work. It’s fantastic. So please, if you can, think about helping a poor, confused old woman out. Thank you so much and hoping you’re finding a world of success after graduating!’”



“Aw, that’s so sweet,” Maggie repeated.



“And who knows? Maybe it’ll lead to some hot stuff,” Mark said. “A little teacher-student romance.”



Reilly laughed and expected his mother to swat his father again. Instead, she thought about that and nodded. “I’d read that if it was a romance. Are you going to help her out?”



“Of course. She was great. Not just hot, but really sweet too. And not like… you know, fake teacher sweet. I’ll take a look at her videos tonight and see what I can do.”



* * *



That night, resting in bed in his small but comfortable one-bedroom apartment, Reilly watched one of his two favorite teachers talk about different kinds of chili as she made a pot of her own, and murmured to himself, “Fuck me, how did she get even hotter?”



Because Ms. Davenport had. Her blonde hair was longer now, tickling the sides of her breasts in her over-sizes sweater on the video. Doubtless she dressed down for these things so as to not upset parents or the school’s administration, but there was no hiding how gorgeous she was. It wasn’t just her hourglass figure either, but a soft warm face that made her the perfect hot-mom-next-door type. As far as he knew, she didn’t actually have any kids, but still, it added to that sexy teacher mystique.



He had to start and restart the video several times because his hand kept straying to his cock. All his old fantasies crept into his mind, especially his favorite, where it was just him and Ms. Davenport in the Family and Consumer Sciences kitchen. It was set up with multiple stoves, sinks, and countertops so the students could learn how to cook and bake.



In his fantasy, she was dressed in one of his favorite outfits of hers, a sea-green dress that she must have not realized was as gauzy as it was, because the one and only day she wore it her bra was just barely visible in the right light. He’d come gallons to thoughts of her in that outfit, and he froze the video of her now on her killer smile and fantasized about her in the dress, coming so hard it hit his chest.



“Fuck,” he groaned. It was the third time he’d already come to her. Maybe now he could get some coherent thoughts written down for on her videos. His gaze shifted back to the screen, at that smile, and he thought about his dad’s words.



Maybe it’ll lead to some hot stuff.



Reilly’s cheeks flushed. What he was thinking was maybe a little bit juvenile. If he spent enough time at a keyboard, he could give Ms. Davenport a list of suggestions and tips, but it would read like a damn novel and this was a terrific opportunity with her. Not that he actually thought he had a chance with a former teacher, but why not shoot his shot? What could it possibly hurt? It wasn’t like she could retroactively fail him.



He chuckled, and brought up Bottlegenie to respond to her message.









Chapter 3



 



Sophie read and reread Reilly’s message over a solitary piece of toast and a half a grapefruit that morning, still gun-shy about calories after her disastrous bread video. Her former student’s response was on brand, cheerful and charming.



 



Hello to you too, Ms. Davenport! Good to hear from you. I took a look at your videos tonight and I’d be happy to share some pointers. Let’s meet up, if you have the time. I know, that sounds weird coming from a former student but hey, you started it. : ) I can make it less awkward by saying my parents own a restaurant, the Redheaded Kestrel, downtown. We could meet up there one night. And come hungry. The food is great. I’m biased but it’s true.



 



He also included his phone number if she wanted to text him, as well as sent her a friend request. The invitation to dinner was interesting. If it was a current student inviting her out, she’d certainly say no, but he was several years removed from attending high school and even further removed from being her student. This being at Reilly’s parents’ restaurant was intriguing too because it was neutral territory. Sure, someone could talk about them having dinner together but then again she was a beautiful teacher and someone was always going to imagine improprieties where there were none. Let them talk, she thought.



Before she responded she decided to get a second opinion and called Chloe. Her friend picked up with a cheerful, “Hey babe! What’s up? Wanna grab a coffee?”



“I’d love to,” Sophie said. “But let me get your opinion on something.”



She explained the exchange between herself and Reilly, and her friend immediately blew a raspberry. “You’re overthinking it. Take the meeting. There’s nothing wrong with you talking to a twenty-two-year-old student about how to make videos. For God’s sake, I had dinner with the Grace family two weeks ago and you didn’t even blink an eye at that.”



“That’s true,” Sophie said. Then again, the Grace family only lived a block from Chloe and they were friends before their daughter started high school.



“Look, if you think it’s going to be weird, how about I come with you?”



“Oh God, wouldn’t that melt his brain?” Sophie asked.



Chloe laughed. “Oh yeah.”



“All right. Yes, come with.”



* * *



Sophie knew the Redheaded Kestrel well. The restaurant, formerly under a different name she couldn’t remember, had been there long before she moved to town. It was a great Americana place that tended to draw in a diverse crowd. Framed poster prints of trails, mountains, and nature scenes joined lots and lots of smaller prints of local events, including marathons, the farmer’s market, and the town’s main attraction, its Halloween festival. The biggest print in the place and the centerpiece of it all was of a smiling couple with two teenage sons flanking them, one of whom she recognized as Reilly. It was all very charming and homey.



Chloe followed her in, both women taking off their coats. It was unusually cold for this early in the fall but Sophie liked that. Chloe, not so much.



“Guh, I need something hot inside me, like, now,” the computer teacher said.



“Like him?” Sophie asked teasingly.



A young man with long wavy brown hair and dark, amused eyes stepped towards them. His beard, if it was called that, was sculpted tightly to his strong-featured jaw, and while Sophie usually detested mustaches, his was neatly kept and fitted well with the beard. He was slim but broad-shouldered, weaving through the tables almost like a dancer.



“Um, Sophie, that’s-”



“Ms. Davenport! Ms. Dawson!” the young man said, and Sophie nearly clapped a hand to her mouth while Chloe fought a fit of the giggles.



“Mr. Billington!” Chloe said. “My gosh, it’s so good to see you!”



“You too!” he said. “Mind a hug, or is that inappropriate?”



“I would gladly take a hug,” she said, and they embraced. If Chloe held the hug a moment long, Sophie certainly couldn’t blame her. She’d seen some students metamorphize in her career, usually unfortunately for the worse – the fit ones let themselves go after high school, the men’s hair started to fall out, that sort of thing. But rarely had she seen a transformation for the better so remarkable as Reilly’s. There was still a hint of youth to him in the way his eyes creased and in his smile, which still seemed guileless. But he was undeniably drool-worthy and almost nothing like the round-cheeked boy in the picture on the wall.



He turned to her, that charming smile that had won over so many high school girls effortlessly now making Sophie a little weak in the knees five years later. “Ms. Davenport, I was glad you reached out.”



“Um. Thank you for having me. Us. Sorry. I can’t believe you’re the same young man who couldn’t crack an egg to save his life.”



“I still can’t!” he said, his grin going wider. “There’s a reason Mom and Dad have me waiting tables instead of cooking.”



“No doubt it’s because you were quite a charmer too,” Sophie said. She blanched at the words spilling out of her mouth. “I mean… you must be very good with the customers, knowing how you were in class.”



He chuckled at that, but his eyes seemed more appraising. He came in for a hug for her too, and she kept it as chaste as she could. Even so, she was all too aware of how nice he felt, his ropey muscles taut on his frame.



“We’re not taking you away from work, are we?” Chloe asked. “It seems crazy in here tonight.”



“No, we’re fine. If it gets swamped I might have to duck away for a minute but believe it or not this is relatively quiet for us. I saved us a table in the corner. It’ll still be loud but it’s the best we can do here.”



They followed him there. Along the way, a waitress taking an order turned to look at them and wave heartily. It was the same woman as in the picture, Reilly’s mother. She was still beautiful, even in what had to be her late forties or fifties, laugh lines and crow’s feet just starting to take root in her warm face. She was soft where her son was slim, but not overweight, just solidly built.



The two teachers waved back. At their table, Reilly pulled out their chairs for them and asked if they wanted something to eat or drink. Chloe said yes to both, asking for hot tea, and Sophie thought that sounded nice too. He brought them menus and headed for the kitchen to get their tea going.



Chloe immediately turned to Sophie and buried her face against her shoulder, laughing silently. “Shut up,” Sophie said, blushing furiously.



“Oh my God, you totally just perved on our former student.”



“He… he’s very handsome and I didn’t know. Oh, I’m going to hell.”



Chloe couldn’t contain herself anymore and her laughter burst out of her. Sophie laughed too, wrapping her arm around her fellow teacher and best friend.



Reilly’s mother came over when she had a moment, beaming at both the teachers. “My son’s two favorite teachers, and don’t you just look lovely tonight?”



Uh oh. Sophie had dressed specifically not to look lovely. The knit sweater and slacks were something she would have worn in the classroom without a thought.



“Oh thank you, that’s so sweet, Mrs. Billington, thank you,” Chloe said.



“Yes, thank you,” Sophie said. “I worried it might come across as strange, a former teacher reaching out to a student like this, so I wanted to assure you, this is all simply just me looking for advice with my silly little cooking videos.”



“Oh, honey, I wouldn’t have thought anything else,” Mrs. Billington said, laying a gentle hand on her arm. “Besides, Reilly’s twenty-two. It’s not like he’s in high school anymore. He could do a lot worse than beautiful, kind teacher like yourselves.”



Sophie gaped at her and Chloe grinned. “It’s so easy to tease her,” she said.



“Oh, I wasn’t easing,” Mrs. Billington said. Now they both gaped at her and she added with an even wider smile, “Did he tell you the special tonight is the bead bowl with one of our homemade soups?”



“Oh God, Mom, what did you do?” Reilly asked, carrying a tray with a metal tea kettle, two saucers, mugs and a tray of teas.



“Nothing. Just telling them the specials.”



“Uh huh,” Reilly said. He set the steaming mugs down in front of the two teachers. “When I first told her about all this, my mom said it sounds like the beginning to a steamy romance novel.”



“Well, it does,” Mrs. Billington said. “Now what can we get you two for dinner?”



They both settled on the bread bowls, Sophie the minestrone, Chloe the creamy chicken and dumplings. Mrs. Billington whirred away, a self-satisfied smile on her face.



Reilly shook his head, smiling. “I never know whether to laugh or be horrified. Sorry about that.”



“Don’t be. She’s adorable,” Chloe said as she picked through the teas.



“Just wait until my dad gets in on the act. And I promise you, my dad will get in on the act,” Reilly said. He turned his attention – and that smile – on Sophie, and she couldn’t fight the flush in her cheeks. “So, I want to say first, I think the content of your videos is killer. I like the teacher approach to cooking, that gentle way you have of explaining the little things without sounding condescending. And the touches of history and culture are smart and not too… hmm… preachy? It’s a great blend.”



“Thank you,” she said, real relief flooding through her. “I thought there might be a market for that, and then as time goes on I’ll get into more advanced techniques.”



“That’s exactly how I’d do it too, with the occasional refresher thrown in for new viewers.”



“Hang on, let me dig out my pen and notebook,” she said. She did that, and started scribbling notes.



“What I don’t want you to do,” Reilly said, “is get discouraged by the technical advice I’m going to give you, because it’s going to be a lot to take in.”



“Just don’t sugarcoat things, that’s all I ask, Reilly,” Sophie said, then winced. “Mr. Billington.”



“We’re okay to call students by their first name when they graduate,” Chloe said.



“Honestly, Mr. Billington just sounds weird,” Reilly said. “Call me Reilly.”



“And Chloe for me.”



Sophie hesitated, then nodded. “Sophie.”



“Great. Sophie. Chloe.” He cocked his head, and oh Lord, every time he smiled, the heat between her thighs only intensified. “That’s going to take some getting used to.”



“For us too,” Sophie said.



He wasn’t wrong about having a lot of notes. They were good ones, especially when it came to lighting, sound quality, and the angles of her two cameras. But there was so much to take in that it felt almost like vertigo at times. Sophie tried to keep his words in mind about not taking offense to his notes but it was impossible to not feel like a little bit of a failure as one page became two, then three.



Mr. Billington – Mark, he insisted - brought out the bread bowls full of piping hot soup with some eyebrow wagging to his son at the sight of the two beautiful teachers. Reilly groaned and covered his face, but he was smiling too, as both Chloe and Sophie were. Once he grabbed their kettle for more water for tea, they dug in. Sophie remembered the restaurant as having good food, but this was phenomenal. “I think it’s your dad we need to get on camera teaching people how to cook,” she said.



“He would be a great teacher,” Reilly agreed.



“I’m going to have to hit the gym hard, because every bite of this is going in me,” Chloe said.



There was silence for a time as they ate. Sophie noticed more than a few of the female customers around the restaurant giving Reilly a mix of adoring and irritable looks. “You have fans,” she said.



“What do you mean?”



“A few women keep looking in your direction. I think we took the star attraction away from the restaurant.”



“Ah, nowhere I’d rather be right now than with you two,” he said.



“Oh, that is such a line,” Chloe said.



“It really is. Didn’t work, did it?” he asked hopefully.



“I told her what a shameless flirt you were.”



“I remember well,” Sophie said. She dug out her notebook and flipped through her notes, trying to figure out any specifics she might need help with. “If I have any questions, can I message you on Bottlegenie again?”



“Sure. But at the risk of this sounding like another line, why not just text me or call?”



“I… wasn’t sure that would be appropriate.”



“If you don’t think it is, I wouldn’t want to get you in trouble, Ms. Davenport.” He shook his head. “Sophie.”



Sophie glanced at Chloe, who shrugged. “I think it’s fine.”



It probably was. In her morning classes that day, she looked through policies and procedures but there was no guidance in there about contact post-graduation. This was uncharted territory for her, aside bumping into former students at games or outside of the school. In the end, it was that smile that convinced her. That sharp, teasing smile, those intelligent dark eyes, those hard lines of his face and his long wavy hair. That body, that slim, sleek body.



Oh Lord, I’m in trouble.







Chapter 4



 



Working evenings meant Reilly could sleep in ridiculously late, a luxury he loved. Under a down comforter with a chill fall rain pattering against his windows, he felt like bread warming in a toaster, and almost ignored his phone ringing in favor of just half an hour more.



Instead, almost of its own treacherous accord, his arm roped out and he clubbed at the table he used as a nightstand until he found his phone. He answered it with a groaned, “Whoever this is, you’re buying the coffee.”



A sweet musical laugh greeted him, one he remembered well from high school. He sat bolt upright as Ms. Davenport – Sophie – said, “I’ll be glad to. Um, I mean, I’ll send you the money digitally.”



“Sophie. Hey.” He cleared his throat. “Sorry, I work late, and…”



“And you’re twenty-two. I remember those days very well, although it’s been, oh, a thousand years.”



He chuckled and dropped back down to his pillows. “Yeah, I suppose that part’s true too. Uh, me being twenty-two, not you being a thousand. What’s up? Did you try some of the tips I gave you?”



“I did. I don’t know, Reilly. I’m looking at it and it still feels… off. The angle just isn’t right. To be honest, it looks like I’ve got wattles.”



“Um. Waffles? I don’t follow.”



She laughed again. “Wattles. The long flaps of skin under, say, a turkey’s neck.”



He still didn’t get it but desperately did not want to seem stupid, not to one of the hot as fuck teachers. It was three days on from their dinner together and he’d never felt so horny in his life. He could not shake the image of Sophie and Chloe sitting side by side from his mind, and a thousand fantasies had stemmed from that night.



“Oh, got you,” he said.



“Suuuure you do,” she teased.



“All right, maybe I don’t. But I’ll look it up. Anyway, can you send me the video?”



“Oh, yes, thank you. I really appreciate the help. Again.”



“No problem. I’ll jump up and take a look at it right now.”



The humor left her voice. “Oh, Reilly, no, go back to sleep. I’m not in any rush.”



“Hey, don’t worry about it. I’d be up in another half an hour anyways and I have nothing else going on. But you get to think about me, your star student, sitting in nothing but my boxers watching a video of you.”



“Oh Lord,” she said, and laughed again. “You’re awful.”



“Awfully handsome. Fixed that for you. All right, I’ll reach out soon with more notes.”



“Thank you so much, Reilly. I really appreciate this. And I’ll pay you for your time.”



“Nah, don’t sweat it. Anything for my two favorite teachers. I’m off to judge you harshly and mock you for your lack of knowledge.”



“Such an a… such a jerk.”



“Ms. Davenport, were you going to call me an ass? I’m shocked! Horrified!”



She laughed. “Get to work, video boy. And really… thanks.”



He hung up and slipped out of bed. He took the time to do his morning business and decided to forego a turkey sandwich – fall always put him in a mood for turkey – until he watched the video. Judging from his already stiffening cock, he was going to want both hands free.



And he would. In the video, Sophie was again wearing a pretty tame outfit, a dark blue sweater with a vest, a classy look he liked. It was a tossup between her and Chloe as to which was the more beautiful, but Sophie was undeniably the queen of style. Then again, he’d seen Chloe in a one-piece bathing suit at a hotel pool during state competitions for his programming extracurriculars, so the redhead just barely eked out Sophie in the number of times he’d fantasized about her.



He watched Sophie on screen talking about brownies, or starting to, anyway. She had her long, silky blonde hair down her back that day and he immediately launched into a fantasy of taking the hot, curvy teacher from behind, grabbing a fistful of that hair and tugging it back as she cried out his name. He could hold on for a long time but he was on the clock that day and let the fantasy wash over him, finding a fast release, grunting her name – “Ms. Davenport!” as he came into his tissues.



Sophie was right about the video, though. It still needed work. He started to scribble down ideas again, then had a more wicked thought and grinned to himself. It had worked once. Why not twice?



* * *



Reilly hadn’t been back to his high school since he graduated. It was still exactly the same, save that they’d finally gotten around to repaving the parking lots, which made him sort of jealous of the students going there now.



The main doors fed into a pleasant lobby divided by two rows of benches and several large trophy cases showcasing the most recent academic and sporting wins for the school. He ignored the sports ones and went to a wall of plaques, grinning when he saw his name on two for nationwide programming contests. It felt like a different life, even if it was just four years ago.



“Hey, you have to check in,” a woman called to him from the glass-fronted reception area. He turned around and checked in with the receptionist as the final bell rang for the day.



“I’m here to talk to Sophie Davenport,” he told her as kids flooded the hallways, as raucous as they always were, banging doors and lockers and shouting at one another.



“What’s your name?”



“Reilly Billington.”



The receptionist picked up a phone, pressed a few buttons, and waited. “She’s not picking up,” she said, her tone dripping with bored indifference.



“Okay, how about Chloe Dawson?”



The receptionist gave him a put-out sigh, punched a few more buttons, and said, “Ms. Dawson? There’s a Reilly Billington here to see you or Ms. Davenport.” A pause, then, “Okay.” She hung up, and said to Reilly, “She’ll be here in just a moment.”



Reilly waited. He tried to turn the charm on the receptionist and ask her if she’d worked there long, but she gave him a cold brushoff and he gave up.



A minute later, as the hallways were starting to thin out, Chloe turned the corner and favored him with a smile that made him subconsciously stand up straighter. There was so much history there, even beyond his silly student crush on her. He hadn’t always moved through the world confidently. In some corner of his mind he was still the painfully shy freshman student showing up to his first programming club meeting, saying nothing for a whole three days until a beautiful redhead teacher sat at the table across from him and asked him what it was he wanted to accomplish programming.



Chloe was gentle and kind back then, and not just to him, but the whole group. Reilly liked programming okay but it was never really the highlight of that club for him. It was that early sense of belonging, led with subconscious ease by their teacher. In those first few weeks, he worked up the courage to ask out his first real girlfriend. In those first few months, he slowly shed his shy, awkward nature. And by the end of those four years, the confident “I’ll hit on anything that breathes and has boobs” Reilly was forged.



Ms. Dawson – Chloe, he reminded himself – looked good that day in a black flower print dress that almost seemed like a kimono, as silky as it was. She and Sophie had always dressed to impress, even given the necessity of staid clothing in the school. The dress emphasized her slim waist and butt while playing down her big breasts, though there was no hiding those away entirely. Unlike most the other women who taught at the school, she was always in heels, The one and only time he’d ever seen them out of them was when they were flying to the national programming competition.



She brushed at a stray wisp of her bouncy red hair. It was her usual style to keep it deliberately messy, which was smart considering her hair couldn’t be tamed. In all the years she’d been his teacher, she never kept it longer than the base of her neck, and now was no different.



“Reilly! What are you doing here?”



“Sophie asked me for more help with her videos. I had an idea about it, and came to talk to her.”



“Aw, that’s sweet of you to make the drive here. She’s got a thing with her Future Career Builders but she should be done pretty soon, I think. Want to wait in my classroom?”



“Sounds good,” Reilly said. Any opportunity to hang out with either of his two favorite older women, he’d take. They walked together to her classroom, which had once been a computer lab when he was a freshman but had soon ditched the outdated computers for a large classroom atmosphere.



There, she sat on the edge of her desk, unadorned save for a kitschy perpetual motion machine. He looked around, smiling at the old classroom where he spent so much time.



“Good memories,” he said.



“I’m glad,” Chloe said. Was it him, or was her voice on the throaty side? “Do you keep in touch much with the other members of the club?”



“Just online. We all kinda drifted apart after our freshman year.”



“Isn’t that always the most bittersweet thing? It happened to me and all my friends too.”



“It is,” Reily said. “But what about you? How’s your game going?”



In high school, Chloe talked some about her process of starting to develop an adventure game based on old fairy tales and mythology. It was a pretty funny truism that if you wanted to get her rambling for ten minutes, ask her how her game programming was going.



“Oh!” Chloe said. “It’s out in beta.”



“You’re kidding.”



“Nope. And it’s doing better than I hoped. I mean, it’s not going to make me millions and I have a toooooon of bugs to work out, but it’s getting good reviews.”



“That’s awesome. Tell me where I can buy it.”



She did, and he immediately pulled up his phone and purchased it. She smacked his shoulder for that. “You don’t need to do that.”



“Are you kidding me? You and Sophie were always my favorite teachers.” He gave her his best grin, and she blushed. Oh, this was getting more and more interesting. “And not just because you had the sexiest butts in school.”



 “Mm, just our butts?” she asked, and this time, there was no mistaking the soft purr to her voice.



He glanced at the open doors to her classroom. There was no sound of anyone out in the halls, so he stepped in closer and said softly, “Now you know I think your elbows are just as cute.”



She cracked up, a slow crumble of a laugh that ended with her hand on his shoulder. He liked that. Her fingers trailed across his chest, and she said, “You know, before she knew it was you in the restaurant, Sophie said something about how attractive you were.”



“Oh yeah?” he asked softly, his own hand going to her waist. Christ, how he’d fantasized about this moment, and it was his now.



“Mm hm.”



His hand slid to the vee of her sex, and her lips parted as she stared up into his eyes. Her whole body trembled as he cupped her sex through the silky fabric. “And what about you?”



“I think you’ve become a yummy young man. And I don’t mind sharing with her.” She moaned softly as he slid the dress up and over her hips, taking in the form-fitting briefs she wore underneath. “Oh, fuck, this is wrong.”



“I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say fuck before,” he said. He cupped her sex again, rubbing her thick pussy lips through the fabric.



“Because I’ve never… mm… had you rubbing my cunt before,” she said, her voice a caress up and down his entire spine.



He leaned in and whispered in her ear, “The things I’ve fantasized about doing to you.”



Chloe’s mouth opened even wider as his lips moved to her neck and kissed her there. “Oh, oh fuck… my s-student…”



“Not anymore.” Reilly slid his fingers into her panties and drove his middle finger into her pussy. She was tight and dripping for him. Her feet rocked up and she clutched his shoulder, gasping. “I’ve learned a lot since high school.”



Anybody could walk in at any time. He knew that. And still, she didn’t say no. Instead, she wrapped an arm around his neck, pulling him in tighter. His free hand went to one of her big breasts in that silky dress and he squeezed, loving the feel of them. She sat further back on the desk, legs spread wide for his finger. He twisted his hand and teased the top of her wall, finding her big sensitive spot almost immediately. Her legs jerked involuntarily inwards, kicking his, and she nearly fell backwards onto the desk, propping herself up on one elbow.



“Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, Reilly,” she whimpered under her breath.



He moved his lips to hers, kissing her as he stroked her spot. Her eyes were wide and unbelieving at first, then slowly closing as his tongue slid against hers, her moans only for him, so soft they were like feather brushes to his ears. His cock was raging hard by that point but he thought nothing of his own pleasure, only his redheaded teacher, his fantasy for so long.



“Tell me you don’t have a boyfriend,” he said.



“I don’t, I don’t, I don’t,” she gasped.



“Because I’m going to want this all the time.” Her head twisted as her butt jumped, her crest on her. He sucked her earlobe into his mouth and nipped it before breathing, “You and Sophie.”



“Yes, both of us, we’re yours… oh f-fuck,” she hissed, “oh R-Reilly, mmm, mmm, ohhhh!”



Her hips bucked, and she came. It was dangerous, but he needed a taste, and he needed it right the fuck then. He reached down with his free hand and pulled her panties down. He dropped to his knees and admired her full, pale pink lips and her thick hooded clit. Moisture beaded on her pussy – her cunt, she’d called it without a hint of shyness – and he dropped to lap at it, loving taste, loving her reaction as she clutched at his hair, her body twisting and her ass jumping again.



But before he could have too much fun, they both heard voices in the hallway, a lot of them, and very loud. He shot to his feet and helped Chloe to hers. She yanked her panties up into place as he looked around her and saw a giant wet spot on her desk. He snatched at the tissues on her desk and wiped it up as students streamed down the hallway and outside.



Chloe stepped in close one more time and gripped Reilly’s cock in his jeans. Her eyes crinkled, and she said softly, “To be continued?”



He kissed her. “Definitely.” She pulled back again and they heard Sophie down the hallway talking to someone. “You’re sure you don’t mind I play with her too?”



Chloe brought her thumb to her lips and smiled. “Oh honey. That’s exactly what I want.”









Chapter 5



 



They tried to play coy about it but in just seconds, Sophie knew Chloe and Reilly hooked up, and it stung. True, Reilly was a former student and she hadn’t told Chloe she kinda sorta wanted him, as inappropriate as it was, but still, the fact that her friend laid claim to him first hurt.



Be supportive
 , she thought.
 Of course they’d be interested in each other. Look at him. Look at her. They belong together.



And besides, wasn’t it just a little bit hot, the idea of Chloe with a yummy, barely-in-his-twenties student? A student who was doing very little to hide the bulge in his jeans?



She did her best fake smile, practiced over years and years of trying to encourage problematic students. “Reilly! Good to see you.”



“Hey, Sophie,” he said, giving her both barrels of that spine-melting smile. Jesus, but he could make her brains go to mush. “I watched the video and I thought I’d come by to talk to you about it.”



“Oh God, it really is that bad, isn’t it?”



“It’s not, but I had an idea and I hope you’ll hear me out on this. Hire me.”



That took Sophie by surprise and she faltered as she moved towards the pair. “Hire you?”



“Yeah. Let me be your cameraman. I know where I can get some good equipment, everything we’d need to really up the quality of the videos. I’d teach you as I did it, show you my tricks, everything you’d need eventually to do it on your own. But let me get you started and show you what I know.”



“Reilly, I’ve seen the quality of the work you’ve done. You… you deserve more than what I could afford to pay you.”



He hiked his shoulders in a shrug. “I have no paying clients until December and I’ve got nothing going on during my days off. I need to reach out to someone and make sure she’s okay with me using her equipment but I don’t think it’ll be a problem. So… we’ll work something out.”



“Oooh,” Chloe said, eyes sparkling. “Maybe some… favors.”



Sophie blushed, but then again, so did Reilly. He stammered, “No, I, uh… I meant like a percentage rather than a commission. At least at first. We can always renegotiate later if your page takes off, and Sophie, I really think it will take off.”



“You’re nervous,” Sophie said wonderingly.



“Not every day I tell one of my sexy teachers to let me in her home and film her licking her beaters,” he said, that grin sliding back into place and making her want to rush home for her vibrator.



“I… you’re a student.”



“Was a student,” Chloe said. When they both looked at her, she shrugged. “What? I double-checked the policies and procedures. Nothing saying we can’t fraternize with former students.”



“It doesn’t matter if it’s in the rules or not. The school board, if they hear about this…”



“Oh please, it’s a bunch of videos of you dressed more conservatively than here at school doing some harmless cooking. If they can find something wrong with that, then screw them. We’ll make some noise about it and you still come out on top.”



“What do you mean?” Sophie asked, confused.



“Think about it,” Chloe said. “If it got out in the news that a hot teacher and her equally hot student were making innocuous videos together, you’d have hundreds of thousands of viewers in a week. And even if you didn’t, teaching is not the only thing you could do.” Chloe came to her and brushed her arm, her fingers making little trails of heat along her skin. Sophie’s lips parted, and Chloe seemed to sense her physical consternation, her smile going more wicked for just a moment before she stopped the contact. “This is worth the risk, and I think you know it. Your videos are good, babe. And he can make them great.”



Sophie thought about it. “We need to write up a contract. Having receipts might help if the school board has a problem with this.”



“That’s smart,” Reilly said, looking excited.



Again, Sophie stopped to think. This was going to lead to so much trouble. But… maybe fun trouble. And he really was talented at this.



“Okay.”



* * *



They agreed to do the first shoot in a few days. Reilly needed time to get the equipment together. There was something there he was keeping to himself, but Sophie didn’t give it too much thought.



She floated through her classes, her mind adrift as she taught home economics, basic banking skills, and cooking lessons to her students. She tried to focus. She really did. Once upon a time she loved this job and even now, when she was certain she wanted out, she strove to do the best she could.



But it wasn’t always possible. Take Hughie Larkin, for example. Big, thuggish Hughie, Hughie with fists like boulders, fists he loved to use on other students, particularly the weak, the fat, and in one horrific case in one of Sophie’s blowoff classes, the deaf. That last one landed his ass in the principal’s office for what had to be the dozenth time in his high school career, his scowling parents bookending him as he grinned like a lazy dog.



That grin upset Sophie to her core. She could take the scumbag father leering at her. This she was used to. At some point she lost count of the number of times she’d been hit on by the fathers of her students. It had to be in the hundreds, though never before had any of them shown up to one of these meetings in basketball shorts and a bald eagle tee shirt.



No, what bothered her, what always bothered her about these things, was the lack of guilt, of responsibility. There were no words from the parents about their son apologizing or promising he’d do the right thing. Of course, that would be complete bullshit anyways, but all they did was rant about how Hughie’s teacher was really the one at fault, making her classroom environment (they pronounced every syllable of the word with a distinct pause, no doubt the word cribbed from some TV show or movie) unsafe for the other children.



At that, Sophie lost her temper. “How is it-”



“Ms. Davenport, let’s stay calm,” Principal Walter said. He was a weak, ineffective man, short man whose skin was pale white and always looked damp for some reason, as though he was perpetually just finishing a run.



Ignoring him, Sophie started again. “How is it you expect me to create a safe environment for my students when I have someone like Hugh terrorizing the other children?”



“Are you saying our son is a terrorist?” Mrs. Larkin asked, her eyes slitted. She had a face like a frog’s, fat, round, her eyes huge and bulbous. Her neck wattles swung when she spoke. It was both disgusting and terribly hypnotic.



“Jesus Christ,” Sophie said.



“Don’t you use our Lord’s name in vain!” Mrs. Larkin shrieked.



“Your son beat up a student with a disability and you’re worried about me saying Jesus Christ?” Sophie asked. “Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ. Your son’s still a bullying asshole.”



“Ms. Davenport!” Principal Walter said. To the Larkin family, he added hastily, “I apologize. Of course we’re big, ah, big fans of your religion here at-”



“It’s everybody’s religion, whether they choose to blaspheme and sin or not,” Ms. Larkin said.



It only devolved from there. Somehow, Sophie became the bad guy, and by the end of the meeting, when she stormed out of the office with an agreement between the principal and the Larkin family that sweet little Hughie would only see two days suspension instead of the expulsion he desperately deserved, she was ready to break down and cry.



On the drive home, she thought about stopping by Chloe’s to say hi and talk about the meeting, but instead, she swung by the grocery store for good old therapy by chocolate, and spent the night cozied up on her couch, a box of tissues at hand along with her sugar supply and some thin slices of cheddar cheese.



Her phone rang and she knew who it would be without looking at it. She answered, and mumbled into it, “Hey, Chloe.”



“Hey. You didn’t call. Or text.”



“Yeah. It was bad.”



“Oh honey. Do you want to talk about it?”



Are you with him right now, Chloe? Is he good to you? God, I hope so.



“I don’t know. They’re giving him a suspension.” She sniffed. “Two days.”



“That’s it? Jesus.”



“It’s a fucking vacation for him. And of course Lane took their side. He sat there the whole meeting apologizing for my behavior. I kinda… lost my temper.”



“Good. That little asshole deserved it, I’m sure.”



“He did. They did. How do they care less every year? Why does it get worse and worse? Why don’t people c-care anymore?”



“I don’t know,” her friend said softly. “I’m sorry, Sophie. Do you want me to come over?”



A brief flash of Chloe coming through the door slid into Sophie’s mind. Her friend would see her on the couch and come to her, to take her hand, to pull her to her feet… to kiss her. And maybe she’d work Sophie’s comfort sweats down, and push her back onto the couch… that fantasy was what she wanted. She wanted a soft, beautiful thing to take care of her and who she in turn could take care of. She wanted to be close to someone who knew what she was going through.



But her friend was seeing Reilly now.



“No, I’m okay. I just… want to wallow in it for a while.”



“Are you sure?”



“Yeah,” Sophie said, smiling even as more tears rolled down her face. “I think when my contract’s up…”



Chloe was silent a moment, then sniffed. “I’d hate not seeing you every day.”



“Same.”



“But I think you’d be happier.”



“Me too.”



“I love you, babe. Promise me you’re okay?”



“I’m a mess, but I’m okay. Talk tomorrow?”



“Yes. Bye.”



“Bye.”



Sophie hung up, set her phone on the coffee table, and brushed the remote for the TV. She’d completely forgotten what she had turned to, but whatever it was ended and the news was on. She turned it off and twisted onto her back. She thought of Chloe, of Reilly standing behind her, massaging the redhead teacher’s shoulders as she talked to Sophie. And when the conversation ended, what would he do? He’d take the phone from her hands and slowly undress her, beautiful, slender Chloe with a smile that always promised trouble and eyes like the sweetest chocolate.



“Oh God,” Sophie whispered, dipping her hand into her sweats. She wore no panties – why bother? There was nowhere she needed to go, no one to see. It was just her, and why not take this simple pleasure, even as the jealousy stung so much? Denying that she wanted Reilly was pointless. His charm and breathtaking good looks slid into the chinks of her teacher-student armor effortlessly, and trying to tell herself otherwise would only make her burn all the hotter for him.



Sophie imagined him sliding down his jeans and his boxers, and pressing himself to her friend’s entrance. She moaned as she fantasized about him sliding into the redhead, making Chloe lift up on her toes. Her fingers slid across her lips and teased her clit as she lost herself to the fantasy, and oddly, as she dreamed all this happening, her jealousy and pain lessened. She wanted to see Reilly take Chloe. Slowly at first, she thought, but soon his need would take over and he couldn’t help himself, bending her over and thrusting into her, his long hair falling just so across his eyes.



“Come and join us, Sophie,” he said in that fantasy, and she drove her middle finger into herself, arching with the pleasure it brought her as she rubbed her spot and teased her clit with her hands a foot dropping off the couch and hitting the carpet.



“Oh, oh fuck,” she gasped.



The fantasy changed into Sophie’s bedroom, where Chloe was on her hands and knees, Reilly behind her, gripping her waist. Sophie rested on her back like she was now, Chloe bouncing towards her with every thrust, their hands interlocked.



“Kiss me,” Chloe whispered, and in real life, Sophie’s back arched as she came, her eyes squeezing shut, her fingers trembling. It was the sort of orgasm that she loved, followed by a cascade of smaller ones, tiny blips on the radar as her fingers kept working, kept playing. Finally, she cried out, a soft, breathless thing that filled the empty house, and she crashed, panting, her hand on her sex but unable to take any more.



She pulled the throw on the back of the couch over herself, laughing softly at her foolishness. Reilly and Chloe were together. But… what if?



That thought guided her into a sleep so deep that if she dreamed of horrible students and horrible parents, she didn’t remember it on waking.









Chapter 6



 



“I’m sorry to do this to you on short notice like this,” Reilly said. A backpack filled with a spare set of clothes and toiletries hung from one shoulder. He didn’t expect this to be an overnight trip but a wicked snowstorm was brewing over the Harpy Mountains and he didn’t want to get stuck in his old college town unprepared.



His father clapped his shoulder. “You know you do get time off, right? You don’t need to be around this place twenty-four seven.”



“We survived when you and your brother were in college. We’ll survive now,” his mother added. She pressed her lips tight. “But I don’t like you going to see that… that…”



“Bitch,” his father suggested.



“I wasn’t going to be that crass, but yes.”



Reilly sighed. “Yeah, I’m not looking forward to it either. But I think this is worth it.”



“For a chance at love, I’ll agree this one time,” his mom said.



“Mom, it’s just…” He thought of Chloe writhing on his fingers, his redheaded teacher moaning his name, and of gorgeous Sophie, her playful words and smile when her guard was down.



“I saw them looking at you,” Maggie said, her voice gentle and the teasing gone. “They were eating you up. And I know you had a crush on Ms. Dawson. I’m going to assume you had a crush on the other one too.”



“Ms. Davenport,” Reilly said absently, thinking about the blonde teacher.
 Get to work, video boy.
 He couldn’t help a smile. “I suppose I did. Do.” He sighed. “So wish me luck. At the very least, I’ll have the equipment I need to do this sort of thing more often. That’s… well, it’s something.”



“Go. Drive safe,” Mark said. “And if the snowstorm hits early, you stop. Don’t hesitate. If need be, we’ll rent you a hotel room. It’d be an early Christmas present.”



Reilly didn’t want to tell them he still had a roll of cash under his seat tied off with a rubber band from the last few nights of tips. He didn’t know if Pia was going to demand payment or not. “Thanks, Dad. I’ll be all right.”



He hugged them both, tossed his backpack on the passenger seat, and slid in. His mother shut the door after him, and they waved as he pulled out of the restaurant’s parking lot.



The drive to New Bainbridge used to be a pleasant one. It was four hours of beautiful plains and mountain scenery, and the swoop down into the city itself from the Harpy Mountains was nothing short of breathtaking. He loved the city, and his decision to leave there and come back home had not been an easy one. But his last two years of college were poisoned by her, the one who still pervaded nearly every night’s sleep either with nightmares, or worse, memories.



Four years ago he would have stopped for road trip snacks and probably again along the way for a po boy or a fish sandwich in Pike Bridge, the last small town before making the climb into the Harpies. He would listen to road trip mixes he came up with, he would slide the windows down when he could see the pines – and more importantly, smell them – and he would be happy.



Now the drive felt like a mission. He listened to music, yeah, but it was more to try and help the time fly by than out of any sense of fun. He stopped only once, and while his leak was definitely a relief, it was hardly the same bouncy energy with which he’d step into a diner along the way. And yet, he didn’t hesitate. He knew this wound would need to be reopened sooner or later. For Ms. Davenport, this was worth it.



* * *



Pia knew he was coming and told him she had the day off. Whether she already did or if she took it off because Reilly needed to see her, he wasn’t sure. It didn’t matter either way. This wasn’t going to devolve into anything, much as his heart might have wanted it to, once.



In a spaghetti-strapped top and booty shorts despite the chill weather, she rested one long-fingered hand on the door and leaned against it, giving him a faint smile and a half-lidded look like she was already most of the way to an orgasm. “Hey,” Pia said.



“Hey.”



Christ, she looked good. He’d have never guessed she’d given birth a year ago.



I’m pregnant.



What? You’re what?



I’m. Pregnant.



Holy… are you sure?



I’d say so. Yeah.



But… condoms. I… I… you’re pregnant?



And then the tears started to fall, in his memories, and down her cheeks in the here and now.



“Stephanie’s with her dad,” she said, and Reilly could smell the alcohol on her breath. Vodka. She used to think she could hide the smell if she drank good vodka instead of other hard liquors, and he had no doubt that was why she was drinking it now, to try and mask it from him too. With dull, exhausted despair, he hoped she didn’t drink this much around her kid.



“Pia,” Reilly said. “I can’t do this. You know I’m not here for that.”



Undeterred, her free hand went to his chest. “I told him it might be an overnight thing. If you want it to be.”



He took her hand, and for the first time in years, he wasn’t angry or hurt by Pia. He was sorry for her. Tired, too. So fucking much energy devoted to this woman, during and after the relationship. He kissed her hand, and pushed it back gently towards her.



“No.”



“Asshole,” she whispered. “Fucking. Asshole.”



“I’m sorry,” Reilly said, and he meant it. It was the first time he had apologized to her since before she told him the baby wasn’t his.



She made a noise that sounded like a burp crossed with a snort. “Right. Sure you are. So sorry you haven’t texted or called in a year.”



It was closer to two but he didn’t correct her. “What would you want me to say, Pia?”



“That you miss us!” she yelled. He hadn’t even stepped inside yet and she was already shouting. “That you want to get back together, that you at least read my thousand fucking sorries!”



“Yeah. I read them. Every single one of them. And I listened to the voicemails. Two or three times each. A lot more, right after…” He shook his head, not needing to finish that sentence. Right after she told him she cheated. “Can we do this inside?”



That seemed to startle Pia. She jolted sideways, nearly tripping over her own feet. Reilly caught her, his hand on her arm. That was a bad idea. Her smile broke through, her gorgeous smile, but it had no power over him now.



She lurched towards him and his hands moved to her shoulders. “No,” he said firmly. “And that’s what the answer is always going to be.”



“Furghing…” Her eyes widened and he knew what was coming. Quick as he could, he juked around her and grabbed her again by the arms, pushing her towards the still-open door. Everything in her stomach came out of her in a rush of putrid stink and sound and he winced as he held her semi-upright, hands going to her waist so she could bend over and get the last of it out over two more blasts.



She fell back against him, reeking of her vomit, and gasped, “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, Reilly. I miss us so fucking much, I… I…”



She was sick again, and he sighed. Because while he would never, ever be interested in Pia that way again, he couldn’t leave her like this.



* * *



When she woke five hours later, he was staring glumly out the window at the fat snowflakes quickly accumulating on her lawn. She was, as always, quiet as a mouse and he only heard her when her bathroom sink ran. Then came the blast of the shower, and ten minutes later, she joined him, this time in sweats that did little to show off her still flawless figure. Her hair was damp and she rubbed it with a towel gingerly. She had to have the mother of all hangovers.



“I like the new shampoo,” he said.



She smiled without it ever touching her eyes. A sniff escaped her, but no more tears, not quite yet. “Am I remembering right? Please tell me I didn’t puke all over my porch.”



“Better than the carpet. It’s nice carpet.”



“Oh God.”



“I cleaned it up.”



“Thanks, Reilly.” She sniffed again. “Are you stuck here for the night?”



“Looks that way.”



“I’d offer the couch, but I kinda have the feeling…”



“Yeah.”



“Let me rent you a hotel room.” He started to protest, but she grabbed his wrist and shook her head. “No. Please. Let me do one nice thing for you. That, and the camera stuff.”



“I’ll pay you. I’ve got cash in the car.”



“No. That part of my life is…” She swallowed. “It’s done, isn’t it?”



“It is,” he said softly.



“God, we had fun.”



Reilly smiled. “Yeah. We did.”



She made the hotel reservation for him, a suite despite his protests that he would only be there for the night. The money it cost her raised some old questions again in his mind, namely who the real father of her baby was and how rich he must be to keep her and her daughter in this nice house. Surely, she wasn’t earning enough as a librarian to live in a three-bedroom house in the suburbs.



Pia offered to make him dinner but it was a token gesture. He declined, and she guided him into the garage where a like-new crossover sat. “You upgraded,” he said.



She laughed softly. “Yeah.”



“Is he good to your daughter?”



“Yes.” A pause, then softer, “And me. Despite his wife.”



Reilly gave her a strained smile at that. “That’s… ah…”



“Yeaaaah.” She pointed at a big plastic tote on a row of neatly arranged metal shelves. It was marked in masking tape simply CAM EQ. Camera equipment. “That’s it there.”



He pulled the tote down, and she opened the garage door for him. Out in the snow, he loaded the tote into his car. She shivered, and despite the flurry of flakes, he didn’t think it was from the cold.



“I really am sorry, Reilly. I… know that doesn’t matter now, but I am.”



“It does matter,” he said. He gripped her by the shoulders, and she looked up at him, lips parted. This time he did kiss her, but only her forehead. She looked hurt at that, but it was a ghost of the pain she showed him that morning. “Be a great mom.”



“I will. It was… good to see you. Closure’s a fucking myth, but…”



“Yeah. Agreed.”



When Reilly got in and started his car, he expected that to be it. Pia walked up her driveway, but after a few feet, whirled and came back to the car in a rush. He rolled down the window, and she asked, “I have to ask, who’s the lucky girl?”



“It’s not like that. It’s a job, actually.”



“Reilly.”



“What?”



She grinned, and it was the old Pia grin, the one that made him fall so hard in love with her when they first started dating and she told him she wanted to make a film with him. It was a wild smile, dangerous and full of sharp edges, and dear God, if she ever settled down, it was going to be some guy’s doom.



“You didn’t drive four hours to see me for just gig work.”



“I…” He chuckled. “You’re right.”



“So…? Who is she?”



“If I told you, you’d never believe me.”



* * *



Reilly rested on his back, tickling sleep but not quite getting there. He was trying not to think about anything, except that the pillows he was sleeping on were the most comfortable things in the world. Did the hotel have a gift shop? Would they sell the pillows there? Since he still had the money he brought with him, maybe he should buy his parents a couple for Christmas. It was still a month and a half away, but damn, they were nice.



His phone rang. He expected it to be a friend from New Bainbridge he couldn’t get in touch with about having dinner together earlier, or maybe his mom or his older brother, but no, to his surprise, it was Sophie.



“Hey, Ms. Dav… Sophie,” he said. “I am never going to get used to that.”



She laughed. “That’s what I like about you. You are fantastic about making people laugh.”



“It’s a gift,” he said. “Is this about the camera equipment? I got it.”



“Oh, fantastic. I’m so glad to hear that. Did it cost you anything? Really, Reilly, I’d pay you back.”



“No, it didn’t cost me. Not money, anyways.”



“I… is that a joke? Did something happen?”



He sighed and nestled back against his pillows. “I made this serious and I didn’t mean to.”



“Tell me. Please. I’m feeling… strange about all this.”



“Yeah. Strange is a good way to put it.” He thought for a moment, then decided fuck it. He was interested in Sophie and Chloe, and as more than just casual flings. Whether or not they felt the same way didn’t really matter. He always believed in being himself, no matter the cost. “The equipment was with my ex-girlfriend. Pia.”



“Oh. Reilly, I’m…”



“It’s okay. She was the one who got me into videography. She, um… how much do you really want to know? Should I keep it G-rated, or…?”



“Tell me, and I’ll tell you if it’s too much.”



“Right. Okay. Pia was a senior when I was a freshman in college. She was a resident advisor and helped out with my orientation group. We hit it off, and pretty soon, we were dating. Things… things got intense, fast. We were wild for each other. She’s the one that pretty much made me into the guy you see now. Cleaned me up but… dirtied me up some too.”



Sophie chuckled. “Sure.”



“Here’s where it starts to get a bit steamier. She loved sexting and taking pictures of herself for me. Pretty soon, we started making, ah, sex tapes.”



“Oh. Oh wow.”



“Too much?”



A pause, then, “No. I’m going to get in so much trouble for all this someday, but… I don’t think I care anymore. Go on. Please.”



“Our first tries were pretty bad. I jostled the phone so much it about made us both sick to watch it. So we found some tips online, I took some film studies classes, and things progressed. Pretty soon, we had a couple cameras specifically for it. By the time she graduated, we were moving beyond amateur porn and into… well, posting some clips online. Videos of her from the neck down, or back shots. That sort of thing.” Was it his imagination, or could he actually hear Sophie breathing harder? “We were talking about maybe even going all the way with it, setting her up with a Fantasy Gems page and putting her face out there. She’d make good money from it. Even now, after a kid, she’d… she’d make good money.”



“Was that what came between you two? A baby?”



He closed his eyes. “Yeah. The one thing we’d always been careful about was condoms. A year and a half in, I was thinking about marriage and she told me she was pregnant. And that it probably wasn’t mine.”



“Oh my gosh. Reilly, I’m sorry.”



“Me too. I couldn’t take that. I broke up with her.”



“And that’s who you went to see today. Oh no, no, that’s…”



“It was worth it,” he said softly. “For you.”



She sniffed, and she was silent a long time. Then finally, with force, she said, “Don’t.”



“Don’t what? It’s done. I have the equi-”



“Don’t do to Chloe what happened to you.”



“I… what?” he asked, genuinely confused.



“I know. Okay? That day when you came by the school, I know you two were together, and just… just don’t hurt her the way you were hurt. Please. She’s my best friend. She deserves someone great, someone honest and… and… who wouldn’t cheat on her. So don’t tell me things like you did this today for me because I love her and I don’t want to see her in that kind of pain. I could never work with you if you did that.”



“Sophie, I…” Wait. She thought he and Chloe were exclusive. He almost laughed. “I swear to you, I wouldn’t ever do anything I thought would hurt her.”



She blew out a breath. “Good.”



“I’ll, um… I’ll call you in a couple days. Friday night still work for you?”



“Yes. I… yes.”



“Okay. See you then.”



They hung up and he sat upright. There was no going to be any sleep for him, not for a long, long while. He smiled in the darkness, and brought up his contact list. Chloe had given him her number and he dialed her now.



She mumbled, “Reilly? If you’re back in town and this is a booty call, get over here. Otherwise…”



“I wish I was there to take you up on that. It’s about Sophie.”



“What’s the matter?”



“Nothing. Except that she thinks you and I are exclusive.”



“What? You’re not making any sense.”



He told her about the conversation with Sophie, and when she spoke again, she was much clearer and focused.



“I have an idea,” the redheaded teacher said. “And I know you’re going to love it.”









Chapter 7



 



When she had to be, Sophie was a pretty decent actress. She was all smiles that week around Chloe, pretending like she wasn’t a little bit hurt that Reilly chose her and that she chose Reilly. That part of her heart was so strangely double-sided. Even as she suffered the stings of seeing Chloe every day, Sophie loved that her friend found someone. She wanted nothing but happiness for her and she hoped Reilly kept his promise to try and never hurt her.



Friday came, and Sophie kept her smile up through her classes that morning. Her students were rambunctious but for once she didn’t mind, cracking jokes with them and not feeling like her head was going to explode when young Carrie Levesque set off the fire alarm not paying attention to her stovetop.



It was almost like old times, when she cared about teaching.



Chloe called in between classes and told her whatever plans she had for lunch to cancel them. Since Sophie’s “plan” consisted of leftover ground turkey and rice noodles, she wasn’t exactly put out by the idea.



Her friend showed up at noon with trays of sushi, a flash drive, and an envelope. It was the best kind of lunch surprise, and it only got better. “Set up your projector, then go sit at one of the students’ tables,” Chloe said.



“What? Why?” Sophie asked.



“Do it, or you get no salmon rolls.” Sophie eyed her, and Chloe grinned. “It’s a gift. And it’s not from me.”



“Who…? Reilly. It’s from Reilly, isn’t it?”



“It is,” Chloe said.



“Chloe, I… I need to tell you… I know about you two.”



“Oh yeah? Good. Now go sit.”



“But… I…”



“I know. You want a big emotional moment and you’re going to get one. Now get that fine behind up and moving and do what I say or I will pull you up and give you a spanking.”



“Well… now I kinda want to stay seated.”



“Just go, you slut,” Chloe said.



Sophie did, and swiped one of the sushi trays as she went. Chloe set up a video, then grabbed the other sushi tray and turned out the lights. She crashed beside her friend. Sophie started to ask her what was going on, but Chloe raised a finger to her lips and pointed at the screen.



As a royalty-free happy tune played, a title card came up on the screen that said simply, “YOU MATTER.” Confused, Sophie looked at Chloe again, but right back at the screen. A former student from the same class as Reilly came on, waving at her computer’s camera.



“Hi, Ms. Davenport! It’s Kelly Wilson. Reilly said you were feeling down about classes and things at the school and asked some of us from our class to send on a little clip telling you why you matter to us. So this is me, doing that.” Kelly’s smile widened. “Maybe you don’t remember, but there was this day before Thanksgiving. The holidays… they weren’t easy for me and I kinda had a little cry. And you… you were perfect. You asked if I was okay, then let me stay after school for a little while, just cleaning and talking about nothing at all, really. I know it’s probably something you don’t even remember, but… yeah. It mattered. We love you, Ms. Davenport.”



Sophie raised a hand to her mouth, tears fighting to slide free.  Another student came on, a shaggy-haired young man with a terrible overbite and wide, crinkling eyes. “Ms. Davenport! It’s your favorite student! Uh. Matt. I’m Matt.” Sophie laughed despite the tears now slipping down her cheeks. “Hey. You were a kickass teacher and taught me all sorts of stuff about cooking. Otherwise I’d probably be living off ramen!”



Another student. And another. And another. Finally, at the end, Reilly came on, seated on a faded chair, hands between his knees, smiling faintly at the camera. “Teachers matter, Ms. Davenport. You and Ms. Dawson especially to me. You deserve to be happy, and if that’s not in a classroom, then find whatever you need in the world. The people whose lives you’ve touched, we support you.”



The video ended, and Chloe was there. Sophie looked up at her through a stream of tears, unable to speak. Her redheaded friend dropped the card in front of her and took Sophie’s hand.



“Don’t open it yet,” she said. “But keep it close by tonight. You’ll understand why.”



“Chloe, I… I love you. Thank you for setting all this up.”



Chloe leaned down and kissed her gently. Her hand went to Sophie’s cheek, and now she was crying softly too. “I love you too.”



* * *



He showed up right at five, and despite the fact that Sophie was expecting him, she nearly dropped a measuring cup when he rang the doorbell.



“Oh boy,” she whispered to herself, eyeing the envelope Chloe gave her. She had a feeling she knew the gist of what was inside, but she didn’t want to get her hopes up too high and have them dashed.



She set the measuring cup aside and hurried for the door, cheeks already flushed. It was like she was a teenager again and expecting a date to show up. It amused her even as her desperation horrified her.



You don’t know they want you. You don’t know that’s what this is. Don’t let your heart get broken. Don’t.



But it was kind of too late, wasn’t it? She already knew she loved Chloe, and she was going to fall hard for Reilly. When she opened the door on him in his khakis and his striped button-down, she had to stop herself from launching at him and dragging him down to the porch to ride him right there, her neighbors be damned.



“Hi,” he said, his grin for once almost shy.



“Reilly, that video… and you going to get this stuff from… I…”



Then she did rush him, to hug him and press her head against his chest. He had his hands full with two bags and settled them down on the ground before embracing her. Neither of them said a word for a long minute.



“I said it before. You’re worth it, Sophie,” he said. His hand moved to the back of her head and stroked her hair and oh God she could have melted at his touch. Maybe she did. Certainly her knees had never felt so boneless.



“We need to break apart before I do something to embarrass myself,” she said, sniffing and pushing away.



“Oh?” he asked. “Like what?”



“Like finding out what’s inside that envelope.”



“Hmmm. But we have a shoot to do first.”



They did. While he set up the camera equipment and tested out different angles, she changed into her recording outfit for the evening, a paisley skirt and long-sleeved black top. She pulled on a cardigan over the top of it, frowned at the mirror, pulled it off, put it back on again, and repeated the process three times before she told herself she was stalling for no good reason. The top was fine without the sweater. There was nothing lurid about it, and anyone who might complain was an asshole anyways. Of course, what she had on underneath might raise a few eyebrows about the blonde teacher.



That thought made Sophie giggle to herself. Reilly called to her that he needed to get something from his car. Sophie called to him to take his time, still feeling warm and giggly. As she heard the front door open and close, she looked around her bedroom for any laundry peeking out from under the bed or her other furniture. Nothing too embarrassing, except maybe her bookshelf full of steamy romances. Time to quit delaying this, and go make a video.



He waited in the kitchen, reading the recipe she was going to make, chicken noodle soup, with hand-rolled noodles, a simple, homey recipe.



“I thought with the colder weather, I’d do a soup season theme,” she said shyly. “And it won’t take nearly as much time as it seems. I pre-rolled some noodles and cooked up some chicken so we just need to show the process.”



“Smart,” Reilly said.



She looked around her kitchen. Two small video cameras were mounted on tripods at angles that would overlook her countertop where she would be preparing the chicken and noodles. A third rested on the countertop, and this one he picked up. More equipment sat on the kitchen table, lights and reflectors. Her kitchen lighting was perfect for this kind of shoot, he told her, so he didn’t think they’d need any of that except possibly for close-ups of the soup when it was cooking.



With that, they set to work. She always started her recordings off with shots of her washing her hands and setting up the prep station. Reilly recorded her doing this with all three cameras, moving with a handheld one in a large semi-circle around the kitchen and dining room to get shots of her at all sorts of angles. She didn’t know where to focus her attention, so she stared at her sink and hands as she washed up.



“Look up at the camera. Remember, you’re talking to an audience here, so you want it to feel conversational, motherly, teacher-like. And be playful. Flick some water at me. At that distance you’re not going to hit the screen.”



That made Sophie smile, and more importantly, it helped relax her. “That’s it,” he encouraged her as she glanced up at the camera. “Give me that beautiful smile. You’re going to make your audience fall in love with you, a smile like that.”



The compliment warmed her to her core, and she kept smiling as she moved to setting up the prep station. Again he filmed her at all sorts of angles as she took out her cutting board, showed the viewers what knife she was using to cut up the chicken breasts and thighs, and touching on the flour, milk, eggs, and salt for the noodles.



“It’s so easy,” she said. “All it takes it time. And that’s really the backbone to good cooking – time. I know we all love convenience. I’m a sucker for frozen pot pies. But if you’re willing to make an investment of twenty or thirty minutes each night, your heart, your soul, they’ll be so much more fulfilled.”



At the last word, Sophie thought she heard something. A soft creak, or squeak, or something. Oh please don’t let there be a mouse in the house, she thought.



After Reilly moved the stationary cameras around to get different angles, she moved on to mixing the ingredients for the noodles. This was going to be the longest segment of the video, and the one she really couldn’t figure out how to shoot. With Reilly there, she could focus on the work itself. The work – and his presence looming near her.



He said to Sophie, “I’m going to get in close to you for an over-the-shoulder shot of this. Is that all right?”



“Th-that’s fine,” she stammered.



And he did get in close. She was all too aware of him just inches behind her, the camera over her shoulder. He didn’t touch her, but oh God, he was right there, smelling of sporty soap or bodywash or something youthful and yummy, and she wanted to turn around right there and drop to her knees to have a treat.



But what would Chloe think? Sophie wanted to tear that envelope open, to see if it was the hall pass she thought it was, to bury her hands in Reilly’s long hair and kiss him, to…



She shivered hard, the heat between her legs growing. Her words faltered and Reilly breathed, “It’s all right. This part of the process we can do with a voiceover. It’ll be tightened up into short clips.”



She nodded, squeezing her thighs together. The camera was still so close, his arm nearly brushing the fabric of her top. She imagined she could feel his hot breath on her neck, his cockhead just barely brushing against her ass, but now, when she looked over her shoulder at him, cheeks blazing, he was quite a bit further than she thought, a self-satisfied smile on his face.



“We need to relax you again,” he said. “Take some of the flour and have fun with it. Flick at me like with the water. Blow it out of your hand. I’ll help you clean up later.” He cocked his head and grinned. “Too bad we can’t make this a little more adult-oriented. Slapping yourself on the butt with a handful of flour would be pretty funny.”



“Ohhh, fun idea.”



“Right?”



That was all it took to bring her down again. He was so talented like that, not just with the cameras – and the editing, as she’d discover later – but with her, teasing her, then molding her with his words. He never touched her that entire shoot, but it felt like his hands were all over her, moving her like a puppet, only a puppet moved unnaturally. What he got out of her was a performance, a good one. It would take time for them to really perfect the formula but as a first attempt the night couldn’t have gone any better.



The necessities of different angles and going slowly through the steps meant it took well over triple the time the recipe called for, but by the time they were finished pulling a pot of steaming chicken and noodles off the burner, Sophie was more excited than she had been since she was a fresh-faced college graduate teaching her first class.



“And now, introducing the most important part of the new format, the taste test,” she said, smiling at the camera. “I think we should let my cameraman, Reilly, have the first bite and see what he thinks.”



This surprised Reilly, and he lowered the camera. “Sophie, are you sure? Having me on camera, the school…”



“I’m sure. I’m proud of what we’re doing here. And if they don’t like that, I don’t care.” She came in close, and this time he was the one who was flustered, staring down at her, his lips parting. Instead of kissing him, she brought a gentle hand to his, the one holding the camera, and took it from him.



“No,” he said. “We’ll use the stationary one. Get us both in the shot. The chef and the taster.”



“I like that,” she murmured. “Both of us. On film together.”



“Jesus,” Reilly said.



She giggled throatily and handed the camera back. He turned it off, set it aside, and they took up positions in front of the stationary cameras, where she poured him a bowl of the soup, and asked him what he thought as he forked up a bite of the thick, ropey noodles and a chunk of chicken.



Staring into her eyes, he took a bite. “Perfection.”



He set the bowl aside and finally touched her. His hands went to her shoulders. Her face. Her eyes fluttered and she whispered, “I can’t. Chloe…”



Reilly smiled, and reached into his back pocket. She never saw him take the envelope, but he had it now, and he gave it to her. Her fingers trembled as she held it, still staring up into his eyes. She heard the squeak again and she shivered, because she knew it wasn’t a mouse and always had. She just didn’t want to hope.



“Open it,” one of the two great loves of her life murmured from behind her as two more hands trailed her back.



Sophie twisted her head to look at Chloe, dressed only in high-waisted French cut panties, the vee emphasizing her thick pussy lips and full mound. Her breasts were bared and so mouthwatering. Her red hair was as wild as ever, her makeup touched up, her lips begging to be kissed. Sophie turned to do just that, but her friend giggled throatily and stopped her with a hand on her breast.



“Not yet. Take a look inside.”



Sophie used one long fingernail to open the envelope and pulled out the sheet of paper inside. On it was written one word, with a smiley face underneath.



Throuple?



“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes.”



Sophie and Chloe kissed. And this time, there was no hiding what they felt for each other, no doubts, no anything but love and passion. Reilly contented himself with watching, his hands going to Sophie’s waist but not straying.



“We’ll keep it secret,” he whispered in her ear. “I know dating me could get you both in trouble.”



“I don’t care,” Sophie said, her hands exploring Chloe’s face, wiping away tears and kissing the places where they’d run. “I don’t want to spend another moment of my life worried about what parents might think or the school board or any of it. I want to be with you two.”



“Same,” Chloe said. She reached around her friend and stroked Reilly’s arm. “You’re stuck with us.”



“The cameras are still on,” he said, but it was definitely more of a suggestion than a warning.



The two women looked at each other, and Chloe giggled. Sophie grinned too, and she turned her head towards Reilly. “We don’t mind if you don’t.”



“Fuuuuck,” he moaned, his hands finally falling to Sophe’s hips. “Move…” He dry-swallowed as the two women kissed again. “Move towards the counter. I need to… ah… need to…”



He backed away, eyes on his two favorite teachers. They moved together slowly, inching towards the kitchen counter. Sophie placed a hand at the small of Chloe’s back and slid it down to her friend’s yummy peachy bottom. Chloe in turn started in on Sophie’s top as Reilly positioned the tripod-mounted cameras to get the perfect angles on the two beautiful women making out.



He hurried to snatch up the handheld camera and turned it on just in time to film Chloe lifting the top up and over Sophie’s huge breasts. Chloe’s breasts were big, some of the biggest he’d ever seen, but Sophie was at least a couple cup sizes bigger, her chest rising and falling in her gauzy black bra. Underneath, she wore pasties, and Chloe helped her with those too, revealing big pink nipples just a little adorably crooked.



“So beautiful,” Chloe said. “So sexy. I’ve wanted you since the first day I started there.”



“Me too,” Sophie said. They kissed again, and Reilly filmed it with one hand as he stripped down with the other. His motions were fluid and practiced, the equipment he used keeping the camera steady even when he dropped his khakis and his boxer briefs. His cock lurched upward, gleaming precome, but neither woman was going to notice him for a long, long time, a fact he was perfectly okay with.



Chloe found the zipper on Sophie’s skirt and knelt as she ran it slowly down. She stared up at Sophie, her eyes now pure fire, and Sophie moaned when Chloe dropped the skirt at her feet, leaving her only in her bra and a teeny tiny G-string. Reilly moved around them both to film a close-up of the string disappearing into the blonde teacher’s shapely ass.



“Naughty girl,” Chloe said breathily. “Look at this tiny pair of panties.”



“I hoped after lunch this might happen. Oh… oh Chloe…” Sophie said.



“Tell me what you need, baby,” Chloe said, leaning in closer and closer to Sophie’s puffy pink pussy lips.



“Lick me… I need your lips on me… your tongue…”



“Mmmm, your wish is my command,” Chloe said.



Two of Sophie’s fantasies were fulfilled in that moment, Chloe’s tongue on her needy pussy, and she finally got to run her hands through her redheaded friend’s hair the way she’d always dreamed about. It was soft and curly and felt so good, so right, just enough to tug towards her pussy as her head rolled back, a strangled, “Oh, God!” escaping her lips as Chloe began the slow, joyous work of eating her out.



Her wetness was like an itch finally getting scratched. She thrust her hips forward involuntarily, her mouth widening, eyes closing. Chloe’s tongue moved deftly, teasing with long slow laps before driving across her prominent clit, making her stand on tiptoe. Sophie undulated to the pleasure, rocking her hips forward and back, both hands now twisting locks of Chloe’s hair.



“Mmmm, mmmm, mmm hm, ohhhh, Chloe, Chloe, mm, mm…”



“Fuck,” Reilly whispered to himself.  He moved to get in close, kneeling beside Chloe and getting an amazing couple minutes of her worshipping Sophie’s body, her eyes cast upward, her hands gripping Sophie’s hips. She never once looked at the camera, too intent on what she was doing to her best friend.



“Chloe… oh… my Chloe… making me… mmm… mmm… mmm, ahhhh, ahhhh!” Sophie wailed. And again, Reilly caught it all, her fingers clenching, her eyes snapping shut, her words and cries falling away as she came. One of the best shots of that night was Sophie pulling Chloe to her feet, both women panting as they kissed with frantic need of each other, hands wandering, touching, groping, squeezing.



Finally Chloe looked at the camera, grinning. “Get that?”



“Oh yeah,” he said.



“Good. Because I think you’re really going to love what comes next. Or who.”



Together, the two women sank to their knees. Reilly didn’t bother moving the other two cameras. He still had the handheld one and that was enough. He kept the focus on their faces and his cock between them as they kissed its tip, then each other, then him again. Chloe leaned in and whispered in Sophie’s ear, and the blonde teacher grinned and nodded.



They each took a side of his cock, Chloe licking and kissing, Sophie taking her sweet time about brushing her side of him with feathery kisses that left him achingly hard. It was when they stared at each other over his cock that his motor really started revving, those happy, free glances and wide smiles.



“This… this is more than a hookup to me,” he said. “Tell me you feel the same way.”



“I do,” Sophie whispered, kissing the side of his tip and staring up at him.



“Definitely,” Chloe said, feeling for Sophie’s hand and taking it to squeeze it tight. When she let go, she gripped Reilly’s cock and pushed it towards Sophie. “Suck him, baby. I want to see your lips around our student’s cock.”



“Oh shit… oh shit! I’m getting a blowjob from two teachers!” Reilly said. It was the most boyish thing he’d say all night, and he nearly cut the line when he edited the video together. But a laughing Chloe seated beside him told him to keep it, that it grounded the whole thing, and she was right. Because it was a surreal situation – two busty, thirty-something teachers were on their knees, sucking a twenty-two-year-old former student’s cock. It was not the sort of thing any man could have endured without a little shock.



His knees almost buckled when Sophie took his cock into her mouth. The beautiful blonde didn’t hesitate to drive deep down, despite his length and thickness. Chloe pulled her friend’s hair back for her and leaned in kiss and suck at Sophie’s shoulder.



“Get that dick down your throat, show him how much you can take,” Chloe said. Reilly nearly fumbled the camera at the words spilling from her mouth.



“Urk!” Sophie choked out around him.



“That’s it, that’s it, that’s our good girl. Suck his cock. Suck his big fucking cock.”



Sophie did, taking him deep down her throat and all the way to his balls. She held him there, looking up at him, his blonde teacher not only gagging on him but seemingly happy to do it. “Fuck!” he grunted.



Somehow he kept the camera focused on her as she came off him with a gasp and a spray of fine spittle. Chloe grabbed his cock and tried to mimic her friend, not quite getting him as deep on her first swallow, but cramming her throat on the second fast lunge.



“Oh, oh fuck, Chloe, you’re deep throating him too,” Sophie said.



“Glug! Glug! Glug!”



They alternated like that, sometimes sucking him deep, sometimes only bobbing their heads up and down, working his cock with their slim-fingered hands. He wasn’t going to last long, not with two insanely gorgeous teachers stroking him, sucking him, and teasing him with their tongues.



“Fuck, Sophie, Chloe…”



“Going to come for us?” Sophie asked, wrapping her fingers around the root of his cock and jacking him hard.



Chloe gave her a mischievous look and pressed her cheek to her friend’s as her hand joined Sophie’s. “Going to come all over your teachers’ faces?”



“Fuuuuck!” he groaned.



“Come for us,” Sophie murmured. She twisted her head and kissed Chloe’s cheek. The redhead turned and gave her a long kiss, their tongues swiping together, a show for his benefit and it worked.



“Chloe… Sophie… right there… fuck…”



They pressed their cheeks together again, and Sophie pleaded throatily, “Come for us, Reilly, come all over us.”



“Let us have it, every drop, all over our slutty teacher faces…”



“Right there, shit, close your eyes, I’m coming… fuck!” he said, and come jetted from his tip as he bucked hard, snapping a hand behind him to steady himself against a counter. They took the shots on their foreheads and cheeks, eyes closed, mouths wide open. It felt like gallons rushing out of him and he just kept hitting them with shot after shot until finally, spent, he dropped back against the counter. Chloe twisted towards Sophie, clutching her face, kissing her for a long, long minute as the come dripped down their faces and onto their chess and the floor, until finally they looked up together towards Reilly – and the camera.



“The bedroom,” Sophie said, her voice hitting a low, throaty note that made him shiver. “Now.”









Chapter 8



 



They cleaned up while Reilly set up the cameras in Sophie’s bedroom, along with some brighter lights. He wanted every minute of this first time recorded.



They pranced in, Sophie behind Chloe, hands on her waist, her breasts nearly brushing her friend’s back. They gave Reilly a pair of grins that did more to set his cock to steel again than their nakedness – though that definitely helped too.



Chloe’s eyes dipped to her young lover’s thickening member and her eyes crinkled. “The only question now is who is he going to pick first?”



“Ooooh. Which one was his faaaavorite teacher? Wait. Don’t answer that,” Sophie said.



Reilly laughed and came to them. He wrapped his arms around them and kissed them deeply, first Chloe, then Sophie. “It’ll be Chloe. But not because I want you any less, Sophie.” He rested a hand on Chloe’s bare ass. “Once upon a time, a beautiful redheaded teacher took a pretty shy teenager into her group and helped give him some confidence.”



“Aw… Reilly…” Chloe said.



“Then give me the camera, stud,” Sophie said. “And make love to my best friend.”



“Love you, Soph,” Chloe said.



“Love you too. And Chloe… I mean that as more than just… you know.”



“I know. Me too.”



The two women kissed again, Sophie’s fingers trailing along Chloe’s mound and then to her hip. Finally she broke away, smiling, and took the camera from him.



Reilly went for a box of condoms on the nightstand, and Chloe asked very quietly, “Do you need them? Are you clean?”



He turned his head and smiled at her. “I am.”



“I am too,” she said. “I got tested after my last boyfriend and I broke up.”



“I’m clean too,” Sophie said. “And I’m on the pill.”



“Me too,” Chloe said.



With that, Reilly rushed to Chloe, cupping her cheeks, her temples, and kissing her hard. She reached between them and stroked his rigid cock against her stomach, moaning when he gripped her ass and guided her back towards the bed. Sophie caught all this on camera, her free hand at her pussy, playing with herself as she watched.



Chlo rested on her back, still stroking Reilly’s cock as he cradled her head and kissed her deep. He moved down her body, taking her nipples into his mouth and sucking with a roaring hunger in his soul.



“So… did you two just hook up that one day, or have you been…?” Sophie asked.



“Just the once,” Chloe said. “And he only fingered me. We didn’t get a chance to…” He sucked at the base of her neck, making her back arch as her next words came as a gasp. “…to fuck.”



Reilly was singularly focused on the redhead beneath him and started down her body, his lips tracing along her skin to her thick mound and pussy lips. But then he had an idea and grinned up at her. “Let’s make this more of a show.”



“What do you have in mind?”



He pulled her to her feet and rested on the bed. Chloe climbed over him, facing the foot of the bed, and as Sophie watched, still recording and playing with herself, the redhead computer teacher wiggled her hips and slowly sank down on Reilly’s face, moaning when her pussy connected with his chin.



“Mm, his beard tickles,” Chloe said. “Ooh, and that tongue is, mm, very, very long.”



“Fuck,” Sophie said happily.



She circled the bed as Chloe rocked her hips on Reilly’s chin. Her hands went to the back of her head, fingers twisting through her messy red hair. She stared at Sophie – and the camera – with a smoldering look of building lust. She didn’t so much writhe on top of Reilly as ride him, her hips thrusting back and forth, her hips clamping to his head.



It was hot, and in the video, it was evident how turned on Sophie was by all this. The camera shook with minute trembles now and then, as she now strummed her pussy lips and clit with four fingers, hips widening. She kept moving with the camera, a slow semi-circle to get the two lovers at every angle. When Chloe curled a finger at her, Sophie climbed on the bed and straddled Reilly’s hips without letting his cock slide into her pussy, grinding on his length with her slick pussy juices.



“Oh fuck, this is heaven,” Reilly mumbled in a rare instance when Chloe rocked forward far enough to let him speak.



The two women agreed without saying as much. Sophie held the camera out at arm’s length as they kissed, their lips making soft smacking sounds, their breasts pressed together. “I love you, I love you so much,” Sophie whispered in between long, languid kisses.



“I love you too. We’re together now.”



“Together.”



Their hands roamed as they rocked on Reilly. His cock was like a bar against his stomach, the feel of Ms. Davenport on him slow, sweet torture. He gripped Chloe’s ass tight, his tongue deep inside her folds, lapping up every bit of her wetness he could. And she was so very wet for him, her musky taste making him want even more of her.



“Is he good with his tongue?” Sophie asked.



“Uh huh,” answered Chloe vapidly as she rocked harder on his chin. By now, the handheld camera was off and forgotten about on the side of the bed. They were too busy playing to focus much on the video, but the stationary cameras had a perfect view of the redhead and blonde swaying on Reilly as they made out. “Feels… sooo good, Sophie… tonguing me.” She giggled a brainless giggle. “We’re really… going to fuck… a student…”



“Yessss,” Sophie moaned in response. She was nearly there too, rocking harder on Reilly, nearly pushing his tip inside her when she lifted too far up. But she was determined to let her friend have the first go, even if her pussy ached with need of him.



“I’m going to come, baby, I’m going to come on his face…”



“Yuh huh, come for him, ohhh, I want to see your… beautiful face when you do…”



“Fuck, oh, ohhhh, Reilly, little faster, mm hmm, just like that… oh, ohhhhh…”



Sophie leaned forward and kissed her friend. Chleo clutched at her shoulders, her eyes rolling up.



“Ohhhhhh! C-coming!”



She quaked on top of Reilly, knees spreading wider, feet kicking. Sophie kissed her through it, still sliding along his length, so close herself. Chloe seemed to sense this and drove a hand down to her friend’s mound, teasing her clit and driving her wild. They stared into each other’s eyes as Chloe got her the last of the way there, Sophie crying out her name.



They fell together to the side of their new man, locked in an embrace with Chloe on top. Sophie threw Reilly a look of pure lust and gasped, “Take her. Fuck her. I need to see it.”



He moved the camera out of the way and got to his knees behind the pair. Chloe bent lower and raised her ass higher, and at the last, before he drove every inch of his big cock inside her, she cooed, “Our s-student…”



“Yesss,” Sophie hissed, and they kissed again, clutching at each other.



He hilted himself inside Chloe, her warm, wet pussy so tight around him she bulged with him. Her head jerked back and she wailed, “Oh, FUCK!”



“Fuck her, fuck her hard, Reilly, take her, make us yours…” Sophie panted.



Nothing could restrain him in that moment. Any and all self-control was lost as he stared down at his cock disappearing in and out of Chloe’s pussy, her ass bouncing back against him. He gripped her waist, pounding into her with everything he had, his teacher, his fucking teacher, one he’d dreamed about for so long.



She bounced atop Sophie, staring into her blonde lover’s eyes, unable to form words, just half-syllables of noise as her pussy was filled again and again and again. Sophie ran her hands over the redhead’s back, smiling, kissing her when Chloe wasn’t being shoved back and forth on the bed.



“Ungh, ungh, f-fuck, so… guh… guh…” Chloe moaned out in rhythm to Reilly’s thrusts.



“Take him, take him hard, oh baby, you’re so sexy like this, mmm, taking our Reilly’s cock.”



“His… his c-cock… in… side… me…” Chloe panted. “Oh… oh Guh… God… oh, oh fuck!”



She came fast, her eyes squeezing shut, her head dropping beside Sophie’s. Reilly kept going, kept drilling her, their bodies slapping together as Chloe gasped and trembled, a ship tossed in the waves. Sophie clutched her, their bodies wrapped tight, and kissed her friend where she could, her neck, her shoulder, the tops of her breasts. Chloe’s eyes finally fluttered and she pushed herself back upright, devouring Sophie’s lips, eyes glimmering with the sensations.



“Oh, oh God, Sophie, he’s so good, he’s filling me s-so good… you, you have to feel him, you have to…” She threw Reilly a glance over her shoulder. “Fuck her, fuck Sophie, she needs to feel you inside h-her…”



He pulled back, his cock popping free. She dropped to her side and Reilly lined up with Sophie on her back, her knees rising before his cock even plunged into the hot blonde. “Ohhhhh, fuuuuck!” Sophie wailed. “Reilly, oh God, Reilly, fuck me, fuck me hard, God, take me!”



Chloe rested on her side, her slim, delicate fingers rubbing at Sophie’s mound and her clit. Her friend’s legs jerked at that, her knees nearly brushing her shoulders. Reilly gripped them by the calves and kept them right there, Sophie’s head rolling and her back arching as he filled her pussy his balls clapping off her skin. She gurgled mindless nonsense syllables – “kuh… kuh… fnnngh… Rei… Rei…in… me…” A dazed, loopy smile crossed her face and she turned her head towards Chloe, not really seeing the redhead, but needing her.



“Feel him, feel him inside you, he’s ours now, and we’re his,” Chloe said, stroking the blonde’s clit harder.



“His. We’re his… Reilly’s. We’re Reilly’s now…”



“Fuck,” Reilly grunted. “Mine, you’re both mine…”



“Yessss,” Chloe said. “Yours, yours to take, mm, we’ll be such naughty sluts for you, Reilly, on our knees, our backs for you…”



“Mmmm, mmm, we’re here to take you, take you whenever you want us… ohhhh, Reilly, Reilly, so deep… inside me…” Sophie stared up at him as she said this, her eyes pleading. He pushed her legs further towards her chest, hovering over her now, fucking down into her with wild abandon. His blood roared inside him and he wanted to come, needed to come, but she was there too, and he would be damned if he relented before Ms. Davenport – Sophie – came on his cock.



“Come for me, baby…”



“Y-yes… you… coming for you,” Sophie whimpered. “Oh, oh it feels so good, going to come so hard… going to come so hard for you…” Her hand clutched at Chloe’s between her legs and she gripped it hard, gasping, squeezing her eyes shut. “Reeeeeilly!”



She came, one of her legs kicking so hard she bucked free of him, her body jolting up and down, her free hand scraping across the bedspread. He threw her one leg still in his grip over his shoulder and she twisted towards Chloe, sucking at three fingers, eyes watering from the waves of pleasure. Chloe pulled her fingers free and clutched her face to kiss her, fast, frantic needy little kisses.



“Come inside her, come inside her,” Chloe whimpered against Sophie’s lips.



“Sophie, Sophie,” Reilly gasped. “Oh fuck, oh goddamn, you two… so fucking… beautiful!”



He rammed deep one last time, his warmth flooding Sophie, making her cry, not just with pleasure, but passion, with love. Sophie couldn’t remember the last time she was this happy. Nor could Reilly. And Chloe, all the while, watched the two of them find themselves again, smiling to herself, because she felt it too, but then again, she always had when she was around her best friend. When he pulled free of Sophie, she was there to lap him up out of her friend’s pussy, content and oh so wonderfully warm and delighted when Sophie pulled her up to share Reilly’s come and kiss her with gentle, feverish love.



That night seemed to stretch on forever, the three of them making love in various configurations until well after two in the morning, when Chloe, having just ridden Reilly to a pair of wailing climaxes, finally passed out. In the middle of the pair of gorgeous teachers, Reilly twisted onto his side to face Sophie, who draped one of her legs over his, an angelic smile on her face.



He kissed her forehead, and thought maybe he was already the tiniest bit in love. And maybe, he thought as he watched her eyes close and her breath even out, it wasn’t such a tiny bit at all.









Chapter 9



 



“And that’s all for this time!” Sophie said, beaming at the camera. “Breaded chicken is so versatile, and there are so many different ways you can make it. Corn flakes just happens to be my favorite breading because you get that delicious bit of crunch to it, but try it all. And remember to season your breading. That’s the key to taking your chicken from good to great.”



Reilly wrapped an arm around her and kissed the side of her head. “Thank you all so much for joining us today and every day. Just a reminder that we are taking the next six months off for the best of reasons, or at least that’s the plan anyways. But we have lots of videos in the hopper ready for your viewing pleasure, and I’d be surprised if we don’t drop in with some of our favorite quick and easy new mom and dad recipes.”



“Like, oh, the best frozen pizzas,” Sophie said, a hand going to her very pregnant stomach. “We hope you all have the most wonderful of days, and thank you, thank you, thank you for supporting us and our new little life on the way.” She grinned. “Just four more days until we meet our little guy!”



“Or girl,” Reilly said.



“No, it’s definitely a boy.”



“A girl!” he said.



They continued like that until Chloe laughed and shut off the hand camera. “I think that’s enough. Great job, guys. I was seriously nearly in tears when you said that goodbye.”



“I should do a hospital food special,” Reilly said, still holding Sophie a moment before kissing her cheek and moving to his other pregnant lover. All three of them wore a gold band now. Even if they couldn’t be legally married, they were bonded, a relationship for life and whatever came afterwards.



He held Chloe, just two months behind Sophie, and kissed her too. Her eyes sparkled, and when Sophie joined them, the two bumped bellies, an old habit that nonetheless still got a giggle of pure happiness from Sophie. They kissed too, and all three held each other’s eyes. Things had been rough, especially when the school found out about the two teachers dating Reilly, but their audiences ate up the teacher-student love story and now they were one of the hottest cooking channels on the Internet. And more importantly, their lives were so full of happiness it felt like Sophie might burst.



“Remember the first time we did this?” she asked, grinning. “I think we need a reenactment.”



“I’m all for that idea,” Chloe said, nodding vigorously. “And I get first dibs on riding his face just like then too.”



“No way. First to make it to the bedroom.” Sophie frowned and looked down at her big belly. “Or… maybe last.”



“I love when you two fight over me,” Reilly said.



The two women mock argued their way to the bedroom. Reilly started after them, smiling to himself and working the buttons on his shirt. The luckiest man alive, he was sure of it, His two former teachers looked back at him, and he hurried to catch up to them.



Teachers. Friends. Business partners. Lovers.



And soon, life.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks for reading! Find me on Twitter at
 
www.twitter.com/IanSnowWriter

   for all the latest news about my writing and a bunch of dumb dad jokes.
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