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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Contains: MF, FF, MFF, orgy, oral, lactation, teacher-student relations. Anyone involved in sexual situations is over eighteen. 
 
      
 
    Lucy Fox steeled herself as she stared at Honeypot High, ready for her first day of teaching. Ever since she signed the contract her nerves hit her hard, but she was determined to live up to the sterling examples of the men and women who inspired her to do this in the first place. She would go in there and win her classes over with her charm and her wit, and the students would forever remember her name as they, in turn, did her proud when they went out into the world. 
 
    In other, more blunt words, Ms. Lucy Fox, the newest English teacher at Honeypot High, was something of a naive idiot. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The first day of school, and Ned Mussett snuck in the back door near the science lab like a skulking rat. He felt beyond stupid especially doing this as a senior, but Jorah and Chad always made his first and last days at school the worst. 
 
    The door was supposed to be locked, but his best friend Katee Thurston held it open for him. “I haven’t seen them,” she said. “Maybe someone tied cinder blocks to their feet and dropped them in the lake.” 
 
    Ned tried his best not to stare. Katee always looked sexy or cute, depending on what she was going for, but she way outdid herself in the incredibleness factor that day. Her white skinny jeans kissed her curvy butt and her pink top pushed the boundaries of what the school would consider decent. She had bigger boobs and a wider butt than anyone he knew, even if she was only eighteen. 
 
    Well… okay, maybe the “biggest boobs” honorific belonged to Ms. Anna Marie, the school’s jaw-dropping Latina history teacher. Or Ms. Ophelia Harper, the busty blonde PE teacher. Or Mrs. Candace Sparks, the redhead Family and Consumer Sciences teacher and possibly the hottest MILF ever.  
 
    Actually…. come to think of it, someone in Honeypot High’s administration loved to hire hot women with big breasts. God bless them. 
 
    Katee hissed, “Stop staring at my boobs and let’s get to the lockers.” 
 
    As an involuntary fantasy of smothering his face between Katee’s breasts popped, Ned forced his eyes upwards. That didn’t help things either. Katee shed a lot of weight over the last year, but her cheeks still held a playful roundness to them and he loved her sweet smile, her very best feature. Like… actually loved it. It was his most-carefully guarded secret, that Ned was deeply in love with Katee, but he’d never admit it. She was super cool and he was so afraid they’d screw up their friendship if he tried to ask her out. 
 
    And it would be “try.” Why would Katee say yes? Now that she was one of the school’s hottest girls, she was always being asked out by the popular guys. Over the summer, she dated some boy from Australia. Australia! How could he compete with that? It meant Ned didn’t get a chance to hang out with her much and that sucked, but Katee broke up with him couple weeks ago when he had to go back home. 
 
    There would be someone else in her future soon, he was sure of it, one of the cooler seniors or maybe even some college guy. Ned was jealous, but not venomously so. Katee had always been his friend first and a fantasy second. He wanted to see her happy. Did he want to have sex with her? Sure. Did he want to squeeze those big tits around his cock and fuck them until he was deliriously shooting all over her? Top three fantasies of all time. Did he want to try to do her butt, even if that seemed weird? Yeah. Kinda. Maybe. 
 
    But… they were friends. 
 
    Fuuuuck. 
 
    They hurried together through the corridors, heading for their grade’s lockers. “I heard we got a new English teacher,” Katee said, adjusting her old backpack. It used to be Ned’s. That was how they bonded. In the fifth grade, her own bullies grabbed her backpack from her in the bathroom and threw it in the toilet. They laughed and left her there, bawling. Ned saw Katee come out of the bathroom still snuffling and holding her soaked backpack away from her. A longtime favorite of bullies himself for being scrawny and nerdy, he knew what she was dealing with, and helped her pull out everything dry from the old backpack before offering her his. She accepted cautiously, expecting him to be as mean as the fat-shaming girls, but Ned meant it only in kindness. Together, they threw away her old backpack, and Ned gave it an armpit fart as a farewell. After wiping away her tears, so did Katee, once he taught her how. 
 
    When her mom showed up, Katee cried again, thinking she was in trouble for throwing away the new backpack, but her mom, always the understanding and cool one, held her close and told Katee they’d go buy another one. Katee pulled away and beamed. She said, “But my friend Ned gave me this one. I like it.” 
 
    Ned, who needed the backpack back, stammered, “Uh, yeah. It’s fine. She can have that one. I’ve got lots of backpacks.” 
 
    He didn’t, and Mrs. Thurston must have known it, given his badly scuffed shoes and worn jeans. Ned’s mom got a call that night, one that left her looking at Ned both quizzically and amused. When she hung up, she rushed to him and kissed the top of his head, her go-to whenever she was especially proud of him or happy with something Ned did. Mrs. Thurston showed up an hour later without Katee, and handed over a brand-new backpack for him. Remembering his fib earlier about having loads of backpacks, Mrs. Thurston even made a suggestion that Ned scuff it up a bit on purpose so it didn’t seem like they just bought it. Then she hugged him tight, and maybe cried too as she thanked him. 
 
    Mrs. Thurston was always Ned’s biggest fan from that day on. 
 
    In the present, both Ned and Katee were greeted by handfuls of friends and classmates, more so Katee than Ned. It wasn’t that Ned was really disliked, but his crowd of friends tended to be insular and he didn’t really know how to branch out. Katee’s popularity saw a bump when she lost weight, sure, but she’d always been well-liked by a lot of other girls. Some of them weren’t so friendly, but those snide bitches Katee learned to ignore a long time ago. 
 
    The coast was still clear as far as Ned’s bullies, and that worried him more than if they found him right away. Any moment now Jorah and Chad would swoop in and do something horrible, Ned was sure of it. Last year they caught Ned on the way into school, took his phone, and drove him miles out into the countryside to make him walk back to town – minus his pants. Thankfully a deputy got a call about Ned early with that one before he was too humiliated to ever go back to school. Chad and Jorah weren’t stupid enough to destroy his phone. Ned wasn’t sure if he was happy or not about that. On the one hand, his family really couldn’t afford a new one, but he practically drooled over the idea of the two idiots doing something that could get them in serious trouble. But it didn’t happen, and life went on. 
 
    The lockers were in sight, and still no Jorah or Chad. Maybe they really were gone. Maybe they’d even been expelled. Miracles did happen. Ned saw Katee to her locker first. She gave him a commiserative smile just as the first bell rang. Not much time. Ned hurried to open his locker, head twisting left and right. Shit. There they were, coming around the corner. Ned jerked open his locker door… 
 
    …and hundreds, maybe thousands, of photocopied pictures fell out. The whole locker had been stuffed with them. Jorah, who resembled nothing so much as a brontosaurus with his tiny head and massive body, hooted out a laugh when Ned leaned down to pick one of the pictures up. 
 
    “Tiny dick!” Chad crowed. “Needledick Ned!” 
 
    The pictures were of a naked man with an incredibly tiny penis, maybe no more than an inch long. Ned’s face was crudely copied and pasted onto the picture. His cheeks burned with embarrassment and anger even if the pictures couldn’t have been further from the truth. 
 
    “What’s this?” a soft, sweet voice asked behind Ned. He turned, his mouth working, trying to figure out anything to say. 
 
    A champagne-blonde woman as beautiful as any other teacher in the school – and oh holy crap, there were some real hotties teaching at Honeypot – knelt carefully in a long gray skirt, hand on her hip. Even the bullies stopped laughing long enough to stare. It was impossible not to. The woman might have been professionally dressed in that skirt, flats, and a white, loose top, but like Katee, she wasn’t going to be able to hide away her hourglass figure or her strong facial features dominated by sultry gray blue eyes and lusciously full lips kissed with pink. 
 
    She picked up one of the pictures and let out a sharp gasp. Several other students were picking them up too and looking, and murmurs broke out. Katee pushed through a handful of students and shouted, “What did you assholes do now?” 
 
    “Katee, just let it go,” Ned said, blushing furiously.  
 
    The blonde woman stood up. “Who did this?” she asked. Katee pointed at Chad and Jorah. 
 
    “Oh, that’s such bullshit,” Jorah said. “We just got here.” 
 
    “They’ve been bullying Ned for years,” Katee said. 
 
    “Katee…” Ned said, wanting to crawl into his locker, shut the door, and never come out again. He could take his meals by straw through the slats. Maybe run a cord through there for his phone. He bet it would be nice and cool in the summer. 
 
    “Is this true?” the woman asked. The bullies stammered out protests, but the teacher wasn’t having any of it. “Pick these up.” 
 
    “But we didn’t-” Chad started. 
 
    “Now!” the woman snapped. 
 
    Chad and Jorah shuffled around, grumbling as they picked up the pictures. The second bell rang, and the teacher spun around in a slow circle. “Well, I think that means you’re all late. Get to your classes.” The bullies stood up too, and she smirked. “Nice try, but no. You stay, and clean, and then you’re… you’re going to the principal’s office.” 
 
    Coming from her, it sounded more like a question. 
 
    Ned wasn’t certain what he was supposed to be doing, so he started to shut his locker door. Katee stopped him. “No. The assholes can clean that out too.” 
 
    “Language,” the teacher said mildly. 
 
    “Oh, come on, they deserve it.” 
 
    The woman sighed. “You two get to class now. If they don’t leave your locker spotless, you come find me. I’m Luc… I’m Ms. Fox, the new English teacher.” 
 
    “Katee. And this is Ned.” 
 
    “Hi,” Ned said weakly, trying to keep his eyes above chest level. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Classes hadn’t even started yet when Lucy handled a disciplinary problem. To top things off, when she did show up for her first class, the kids took the lateness of their teacher to mean it was time to act like she wasn’t there at all. She had to resort to withdrawing a ruler from her drawer and whacking the desktop.  
 
    That didn’t get the attention of the class, but when one young man got an eyeful of their hot new teacher, he nudged his buddy next to him, and like dominos, everyone stopped to stare. Oh, for Pete’s sake, Lucy thought. She wasn’t even dressed remotely sexy. Their stares were expected, though, and she bore them with exasperated amusement. If they knew even a tenth of what she got up to in college, the things she’d done to be popular… well… they’d never stop drooling the entire year. 
 
    Lucy’s classes ran the gamut. There were the usual composition, literature, and creative writing classes, as well as a public speaking course. Apart from that last one, she felt confident in her abilities, but it was hard to get the young men and women to sit down and focus on the year’s syllabus. This too was expected, but it was hard to shake that early morning’s fantasy of her classes adoring her. This was a marathon, not a sprint. She couldn’t expect them to fall in line right away. 
 
    Lucy had an hour-long break with no classes in the day right before lunch, and used the opportunity to head up to the administrative offices to explain the morning’s dilemma. A long-legged assistant Lucy remembered from her interview greeted her with a wide smile. She was a stunning, beautiful woman with long, caramel-infused hair and a lithe body that would have looked right at home wrapped around a stripper pole.  
 
    “Oh, hello!” the secretary chirped, rising from her chair. “Lucy, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” Lucy said. “Good to see you again, Charity.” 
 
    “You too,” Charity said. She had a surfer’s tan and Lucy had to fight a tiny urge to lick every warm inch of her skin. It had been forever and a day since she’d been with a woman. “I take it you’re here about the students you sent up earlier?” 
 
    “Yes. Heck of a way to start my job here, having to discipline them already.” 
 
    Charity rolled her eyes theatrically. “Jorah and Chad are probably our most frequent guests, but yes, even by their standards, that was fast for the school year. Did they really print up a bunch of photocopies of Ned Mussett’s face over a naked man?” 
 
    Lucy soured. “Yes.” 
 
    “Poor kid. Well… young man, now. Anyways, are you here to see Principal Smalls?” 
 
    “I am, yes.” 
 
    Charity headed back to her desk and picked up her phone. After pressing a couple buttons, she waited, and finally said, “Mr. Smalls, Lucy Fox is here to see you.” She listened and put the phone back down. “All right, you can go in.” 
 
    “Thanks. Nice to see you again.” 
 
    “You too,” Charity said. “Hey, a few of us get together for drinks every other Friday. Girls only. It’s a fun time. If you’re interested, come with.” 
 
    “I will, thanks,” Lucy said. Well, that was nice. And was it her imagination, or did Charity’s eyes linger on her for a moment? Hm. 
 
    She headed for the back office where her interview took place. Principal Pedro Smalls set up shop in a room whose size rivaled the school’s breakroom. Perks of the job, she supposed. Three shuttered windows looked out over the main office she just came from, as well as an unshuttered one looking out over the school’s football field. A group of students were out there now in shorts and tee shirs playing flag football. 
 
    Pedro Smalls sat behind a humongous desk in a humongous chair housing his humongous frame. His gray hair was cut into a stiff flattop he probably thought was cool, and his goatee looked like something out of a seventies porno film. His piggish eyes unsettled her at the beginning of her interview, but the allure of the money – nearly ten thousand more a year than the next highest paying school with a lower cost of living in the actual town of Honeypot – helped her get over the way his attention would flick down to her blouse.  
 
    “Ms. Fox, good to see you,” he said, rising up out of his chair with an effort. He dressed in good suits, but like during her interview, the effect was spoiled by wrinkles in the shirt and blazer as well as a poorly knotted tie. Today he sported what she guessed was a ketchup stain on the breast of his shirt. 
 
    He came around the desk, hitching up his pants despite his belt, and offered a hand to shake. She did, and took a chair when he offered one. 
 
    “Some fuss this morning,” he said, settling back into his office chair. 
 
    “It’s my understanding those two have a history of behavior like that?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Chad and Jorah? Oh, I suppose. They like to stir up a little trouble.” 
 
    She thought what they did was more than just a little trouble, but held her tongue. “I can write up a report if it’ll help.” 
 
    “Ms. Fox,” Pedro said, folding his hands together on his big gut. “That whole class is eighteen, some even older than that. They’re bound to feel their oats now and again. I gave those boys a stern talking to and they promised me they were going to do better. They cleaned up the boy’s locker, and they’ll lose some privileges during study hall. I think that’s enough for now.” 
 
    “Ned, the young man they harassed, might see that different,” Lucy said, trying not to let the ice show in her words.  
 
    “No doubt in my mind, and Mr. Mussett is lucky you were right there to witness things. We’ll keep after Chad and Jorah if the need arises. We have zero tolerance for bullying.” 
 
    Except you’re letting it slide right now, Lucy thought but didn’t say. She could think of no way to press the issue, so she stood up. “Well, I’d better get back and look over my notes for the afternoon. Thanks for your time.” 
 
    “Good luck. I’m very excited to see what you can bring to the Honeypot High experience.” 
 
    Lucy smiled tightly at him, then left the office. When she was gone, Pedro waited three minutes, then called Charity into his office. 
 
    She didn’t need to be told to lock the front office door and put up the sign in the window that said “Back in 15 Minutes!” with a bright, cheerful anthropomorphic cup waving. Once that was done, Charity stopped by her desk to pull a slim digital recorder from her top drawer. She set it to record. When she came back to the office that summer to redecorate for the fall, Charity purposefully moved a small table near her boss’s door with a potted plant atop it just for this purpose. She nestled the recorder behind the plant, and entered into Pedro’s office. 
 
    Charity shut the door behind her and locked it too. Pedro stood, his fingers working at his belt. “Anyone out there?” he asked. 
 
    “No sir,” Charity said, already hitching up her pencil skirt to show off the tops of her black stockings and the matching lacy panties underneath. 
 
    “Good. I need to fuck you good and hard.” 
 
    As much as Charity couldn’t wait to take the pig down a dozen pegs, this part, she didn’t mind. She liked to use and be used in bed, and despite his many faults, like the rest of him, Pedro’s cock was nice and fat. Average length, but goddamn, it was like he was packing a fist in his pants. 
 
    “Ms. Fox got you excited,” Charity said. 
 
    “The new teachers always do,” Pedro said. “Lucy might be my sexiest hire yet.” 
 
    “Asshole,” Charity said, coming around his desk as his pants and tighty whiteys hit the floor. 
 
    He snorted. “You can quit any time. Seems like a waste, though, considering how close you are to Stella’s job. All those times on your knees for nothing.” 
 
    Got you, idiot. 
 
    But Charity didn’t just want to get Pedro. She wanted a mountain of his bullshit recorded. Then she’d go to the school board, the real power at Honeypot. 
 
    First though… 
 
    “I’m sorry, Principal Smalls.” Charity bent over his desk. Her big taut butt defied her lithe, tall frame. Pedro – and most guys – loved to see it when they were fucking her. 
 
    The principal tugged her thong down to her knees. Eyeing her tiny white tan lines, he dropped a hand to her peach-like pussy. He cupped it and ran his thumb all the way down her slit and back. He did this several times until his big sausage fingers finally wound up at her clit. His hardon pressed between the globes of her ass. Another twenty or thirty pounds and he’d have to hold his gut up when he took her like this. Fat fucking weasel. 
 
    “You have to let me take this ass someday,” Pedro said. 
 
    “Not on your life,” Charity said. 
 
    He hauled back and cracked her ass with his palm, leaving a sharp red imprint. He did it again and again, raining down five quick, hard spanks to both cheeks randomly. She gasped with every one of them, her pussy getting wetter and wetter. All right, so maybe she’d really miss some things with Pedro. Fuck, but he knew the line between how hot and hard she liked it and what was too much, never actually hurting her, just… taking her. “Not on your life… what?” 
 
    “Sir,” Charity moaned. 
 
    “Let’s see how wet you are after you’ve been punished, slut,” he said, and drove three of his thick fingers inside her. Charity arched her back, gritting her teeth with the explosive desire fighting to send her into an early orgasm. He withdrew his slick fingers and brought them to her lips. “Tell me. Think you’re ready for my dick?” 
 
    Charity sucked down the wet fingers and mewled around them. That was enough for Pedro, and he gripped her ass and spread it wide, staring at her bud for a moment before lining his dick up to her pussy. One sharp thrust and he was hilted to his balls. 
 
    “Fuuuck,” Charity whimpered. Full. So full. Pedro always made her pussy feel like it both wanted him to stay forever and like it needed to push him out. He stretched her to her limits. The truth was, she would have happily let him take her ass too but there was no way that thick monster was going to fit without tearing her apart. They both knew that but it was a part of the game they played. 
 
    Pedro grabbed her ass and jerked nearly to her entrance before fucking into her again. He didn’t try to help her with her orgasm. The principal didn’t need to. Pedro knew she was going to come regardless, the cocky bastard. 
 
    “Fuck me, fuck me hard, sir…” she cried out.  
 
    He did. Pedro fucked Charity hard and fast. One of his hands occasionally let her go to slap her ass again, drawing a keening whimper out of her. The sex was so good, if it wasn’t for all his other bullshit, Charity would have happily been his secretary slut forever. Instead, the fantasy of what she was going to do to him mixed in with what was happening right now, and she soared towards her orgasm, her fists clenching and her back arching. 
 
    “Nnngh, nnnngh, Pedro, nnngh…” 
 
    “Whose slut are you?” 
 
    “Yours, s-sir! Use me! Fuck your secretary whore!” 
 
    He let go of her ass again and pressed down on her shoulder, pushing her down so her breasts brushed the desk. She bounced back and forth, whimpering, close. He bucked into her, hard, sharp slaps of his body against hers, his breathing ragged. Beads of his sweat fell on her back and she didn’t care, found it even a little hot, this disgusting man who could fuck and fuck and fuck… 
 
    Charity came with a scream. An honest-to-God scream. The noise ended in less than a second, but her body quaked for nearly half a minute, her mouth open, her tongue lolling out like it was some bad Japanese hentai. But she had zero control over what her body was doing as the brutish principal pummeled his fat cock in and out of his secretary, his own climax close. 
 
    He yanked out of her and she fell to her knees, only staying semi-upright because she caught the edge of the desk with one arm. Charity turned around, blinking up at him, and opened wide. The fat man jacked his cock furiously, coming in seconds. She only thought to close her eyes at the last minute, and come squirted across her eyelids, her lips, her chin. 
 
    Pedro leaned down and swirled a finger through the come on Charity’s chin. He pressed the finger to her lips, and she hesitantly swallowed him down, licking the finger clean. Salty. Bitter. Disgusting. So fucking hot she wanted to play with herself still. 
 
    So she did, sitting right there on her knees, watching her boss collapse onto his chair and thinking about how sweet it was going to be to walk him out the doors of Honeypot High and take that chair for herself. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Ned was in Lucy’s last class of the day, a blowoff senior English creative writing course. Even the administration knew it was a sham. Principal Smalls, when they went over her schedule, told her, “Unless they write something pornographic or disturbingly violent, get them through the doors. Our graduation rates need to stay up if our school wants to stay open.” 
 
    Well, Lucy thought that was awfully crass. She had no intent on letting the students slide with easy As. She would do better than that. They would do better than that. 
 
    Ned’s friend – girlfriend? – Katee wasn’t part of the class with him. He took a seat at a desk near the front of the class, acknowledging a hello from another student before digging in his backpack for a notepad. Ned was a thin reed of a young man. He wasn’t ugly and might have leaned towards handsome if he wasn’t so skinny. There were several features that stuck out in ways she couldn’t decide were good or bad. For one, his lips were too big for his narrow face. His long, hawkish nose gave him character, but Lucy was willing to bet it had been a target of bullies for its size. His hair, nicely presentable that morning, had seen a lot of action during the day apparently, and was now tousled.  
 
    He didn’t participate much in class, responding only when Lucy took a roll call. That was all right that first day, since it was primarily Lucy’s show as she explained the syllabus and how they’d be focused on crafting newspaper articles, poetry, and short stories throughout the year with the aim of producing a booklet of the students’ efforts, as well as entering into two statewide writing contests put on by a newspaper. Lucy thought that sounded exciting, but when she brought it up, crickets might have chirped. 
 
    Part of the reason for their silence was that almost every guy in the class was drinking her in. Several of them bore wolfish grins the whole class. More of them looked like they were half-asleep and dreaming of the bounty of her body. Great. At this rate Lucy was thinking about wearing a parka and a Frankenstein mask to get the young men to quit staring at her boobs or her hips.  
 
    All right, so yes, some of the guys were really handsome. Most of them, in fact. And so many of them were cut and muscular and just… yummy. Age had yet to thin their hair, or inflate their bellies, or take away that electric charge crackling out of them. She knew from Pedro and idle conversation with another teacher at lunch the senior class were all eighteen or older already. But Lucy, despite the sea of delicious, legal flesh in front of her, would not be tempted, and refused to study their features. Their very… very… strong features. 
 
    If a word of her cheerful introduction to the class sank in, the young men and women didn’t show it. Inwardly she sighed. At least the students hadn’t been so out and out wild as some of their younger counterparts in the other classes. The clock wound down, and the students finally started to shift their attention to the day being over instead of Lucy. She’d take the win, small as it was. 
 
    When the class was about to end, Lucy said, “Mr. Mussett, please stay behind a moment.” 
 
    The bell rang, and Ned stayed in his seat while his classmates rose up and flowed out the door. He slouched down, his eyes fixated on the floor. Lucy tried to give him a winning smile, but he ignored it. When the class emptied, she rose and shut the door to give them some privacy. 
 
    “Are you all right?” she asked him, coming back to her desk to lean against it. 
 
    “I guess,” Ned said. “They always do this on the first and last day of school.” 
 
    “Put nasty pictures like that in your locker?” Lucy asked, frowning. 
 
    “No, prank me. Last year they made me walk nearly naked from the fields outside town to school. I got picked up partway, but…” He shrugged and fell silent. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Did those two do anything else to you today?” 
 
    Ned shook his head. “No. Maybe they will tonight.” 
 
    “Would you like me to walk you to your car?” 
 
    “No!” he said hastily. “I’m sorry, Ms. Fox, you seem super nice, but that would probably just make things worse.” 
 
    “Okay, well…” Someone knocked on Lucy’s door, and she pushed off her desk to get it. Quieter, she said, “Look, Ned… Mr. Mussett, if why they pranked you is because of your, mm… bathing suit area-” 
 
    “Oh God,” Ned moaned, burying his face in his hands. 
 
    “-I just want you to know that any woman worth being with isn’t going to care about things being… um… small.” 
 
    “It’s not like that,” Ned said weakly as she reached for the doorknob. “It’s… kind of the complete opposite.” 
 
    She gaped at him. “Oh. Oh! Well… uh… good for you.” 
 
    Katee waited on the other side of the door, her arms folded under her ample breasts, nearly as big as Lucy’s own. For the second time that day, Lucy thought about how yummy and plentiful the young woman was. That ass… mmm. 
 
     Lucy said, “Katee, right?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” Katee pushed into the classroom and eyed Ned. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. Ms. Fox just wanted to check in on me.” 
 
    That loosened the sour look on the young woman’s face and Katee gave Lucy a tiny nod. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Um. Sure,” Lucy said, still kind of agog at both the way she just blurted out it was okay for Ned to have a small penis and for him to admit he didn’t. It was probably just an attempt at boyish bragging, but she still had crossed a line and felt terrible about it. “Just another word with him, then I’ll let him go.” 
 
    “Okay,” Katee said, not moving. 
 
    “In private, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    “Ah jeez,” Ned muttered under his breath. But to Katee, he nodded, and she walked back out into the hallway. 
 
    Lucy came to him and knelt. “I’m sorry. What I said about your, um, groin, that was out of line. I’m just… very nervous and trying my best to look out for my students. I don’t like bullies. My sister was bullied.” 
 
    “Can I go?” 
 
    Lucy nodded, and he was out the door in a flash. She watched him go, both amused and horrified at stumbling her way into talking about a student’s penis, and shut the door after him just moments before her fits of snickering started. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Candace Sparks knew her small group of seniors were only taking Family and Consumer Sciences to coast. It happened every year. What was interesting about this one was the course was full of mostly guys. 
 
    Aiden, the ringleader of the bunch and one of the handsomest young men in school, was nothing but trouble. All charm and dark good looks, his easy smile netted him a string of girlfriends. He was a good student to boot, though he had a tendency to get distracted by the girls in the class – and by Candace herself. He openly stared at the redheaded teacher as though she were a centerfold model, and Candace had to admit, she didn’t mind it. 
 
    It was no surprise he brought his three closest friends with him. Jimmy and Miguel were both basketball studs, each tall and sleekly muscular. Simon on the other hand played football with Aiden. A massive young man, he looked like a giant among his classmates. It was obvious from the start all four guys were coasting for the easy A – and judging from their naked stares, something more. 
 
    Briana and Gabrielle, the two young women in the class, were gorgeous and just as tasty as the young men. Both of their perky eighteen-or-nineteen-year-old bodies promised lots of curves underneath their blouses and shorts. They sat next to Aiden and Simon, and twice in Candace’s yawn-worthy lecture about what they’d be learning that year – nutrition, childcare, consumer economics, family financials, housing, and cooking – she thought she saw Briana and Gabrielle rest their hands uncomfortably high on the guys’ hips. 
 
    Candace should have said something about it, but she was too lost in her own world to care. For one, by that point in the day, her nipples were sore and her breasts full of milk. Then again, she was always full of milk. Kelly, her baby, nursed plenty, but still Candace made more, so much that she tried to get her husband into some kinky breastfeeding fantasies. But ever since she gave birth, Robert had been distant, distracted. Candace had the sinking feeling she knew why that was. 
 
    And would it be the most terrible thing if he was cheating and they ended things? She didn’t know anymore. Robert loved her once, that Candace was sure of, and she loved him. But her wants were always second to his. They waited five years after they started dating to marry. Five. Years. Then it had taken another four to convince Robert to give her the baby she wanted. Now she was ready to start trying again, but Robert hadn’t touched her that way since her last trimester started, something like seven or eight months ago. She was ready for him to make love to her again. She was ready to fuck. 
 
    Having four handsome, horny guys in her class drooling over Candace, not to mention two wanton little sluts teasing them on, was going to make this school year one to drive her crazy. 
 
    The truth was, she didn’t mind them staring. She worked hard to get her baby weight back down to nearly what it was before she was pregnant. The few extra pounds remaining filled out her small frame nicely, making her massive tits on her teensy tiny body seem less out of place. She was particularly proud of toning her ass, a problem area when she was pregnant. Now her heart-shaped swells drew a lot of eyes. Maybe not as much as her bust, but what was going to do that? 
 
    The answer was her face. Framed by waves of soft red hair down to her shoulders, Candace had delicate oval features with a naturally shy smile and sparkling eyes. It was an innocent face, a sweet face, even if the mind behind it all had such wicked desires, things Candace had only begun to allows herself to fantasize about since Robert was giving her no help in their bed. 
 
    Fantasies of being taken by a group of men. 
 
    Fantasies of them blowing their loads on her face, her tits, her tummy. 
 
    Fantasies of taking their cocks in every hole. 
 
    Fantasies of it being her eighteen-year-old students. 
 
    As if Aiden could read her mind or detect the dampness between Candace’s legs, he winked. Just a split second, but it was enough. It was a wink that carried a message. 
 
    You know why we’re in this class. You know we want you. 
 
    You know you’d give in, if only we pushed. 
 
    Candace fought down a shiver of pleasure, and kept on with her syllabus. When the class and the day ended, she followed the last student to the door, closed and locked it, and hurried back to her desk to yank her flower-pattern bikini briefs down just far enough to hook two fingers into her pussy. She dropped into her leather chair, lips already parted as she desperately tried to think of her husband doing this to her, but her willpower broke in minutes. Her husband transformed into Aiden, leaning over her, his smirk descending upon her lips as he sank his fingers into her pussy, 
 
    And then Simon, Miguel, and Jimmy would surround her, stroking their cocks, watching their friend finger their forbidden teacher. “Oh God,” Candace whispered, almost inaudibly. She rocked hard in her leather chair, almost bouncing. They would lift her out of her chair, and Aiden would take her on her back across her desk, her legs spread wide for him. Jimmy and Miguel would feast on her tits, drinking her milk. At that, she squeezed her own breast through the fabric of her dress. Milk trickled out of her nipple but she was too far gone to notice, gasping as she humped hard at her fingers, her orgasm right on her. Her face was the picture of lust, her mouth wide open, eyes rolling back. 
 
    Aiden taking her, the two young men drinking her milk, and her head, it would loll back over the edge of the desk and Simon would plunge his cock into her mouth, drive it into her throat.  
 
    “Oh, oh God,” Candace whimpered. 
 
    Swapping spots. Aiden seated on her chair, Candace bouncing on top of him, big breasts jiggling in time. She’d reach out and grab two cocks, fisting them fast. Watching would be those two little sluts, Briana and Gabrielle. They’d be stroking Simon, and he’d have his hands buried in their tight pink eighteen-year-old pussies. 
 
    Briana, laying on the floor, Candace kneeling over her, rocking her pussy against the young woman’s face. The guys in a ring around them both, jerking their dicks, occasionally shoving one deep into their teacher’s slutty throat. Gabrielle would kneel beside her, one hand at Briana’s pussy, the other jacking off one of the guys. 
 
    And they would come all over their teacher and the slutty students, coating them, painting them. Candace bucked up and nearly cried out with the force of her orgasm. The pregnancy had changed so much about her body, leaving her wanting more, feeling more. Her orgasms hit like thunder now, sharp, full-bodied booms. She fell back in her chair, panting. 
 
    “Goddamn it, Robert,” Candace whispered. “Why can’t this be you?” 
 
    Because, her mind whispered, he’s cheating on you and you know it. 
 
    Candace Sparks, a woman whose hunger threatened to lead her down dark paths, raised a weary hand to her face, and finally noticed the wet patch on her breast. She started laughing, but it felt more like sobbing. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    By the end of the week, Lucy was more than ready for that drink with her coworkers. Her determination to make her students listen to her lectures and care about her as a teacher grated against the hard steel truth of the apathetical nature of the young men and women in her classrooms. Save for a few teacher’s pets reeking of a desperate need for attention, nobody volunteered to answer questions. Even when Lucy called on a student, their answers invariably came out as sluggish as though they’d been hit over the head with a hammer.  
 
    In a way, their obstinance only made her more determined, but it was going to be an exhausting uphill climb to win them over. Lucy could do it, though. She would be just as great a teacher as her favorites and make them proud. 
 
    It was sure going to take some work. 
 
    Honeypot wasn’t a huge city, with maybe sixty or seventy thousand people. It wasn’t hard to find anything but she wasn’t used to the square of one-way streets in the downtown district and had to circle the bar twice before heading into the right parking lot. It was a nice place, with big cheery windows and a bright-red brick exterior. Inside, the pleasant vibe continued, with lacquered walnut-colored tabletops and bartops, sleek modern lighting, and a happy blast of pop rock. 
 
    Lucy was the second to arrive, but didn’t recognize the busty, athletic blonde perched on one of the stools sipping a skinny mojito. The blonde did recognize Lucy, though, and raised her glass. Lucy headed in her direction, smiling tentatively. 
 
    “Lucy Fox, right?” the blonde called. Her cutoffs showed off her tanned thighs, and a spaghetti top threatened to reveal the goods if it dipped much lower over her sizable breasts. She was stunning, with a strong jaw and elfin ears poking through her hair. 
 
     “Hi there,” Lucy said, holding out her hand. She wasn’t sure how to dress that night, so kept it simple in skinny jeans and a tank under a loose, flowing blouse. “Sorry, you’re…?” 
 
    They shook. “Ophelia Harper, PE. And you’re the new English teacher?” 
 
    “Yes, very nice to meet you.” 
 
    “You too!” 
 
    Though the bar was packed, the bartender got an eyeful of the two beauties and hurried right over to take Lucy’s drink order. She asked for a gin and tonic, and he zipped away, ignoring the grumblings of a half dozen people around them in need of fresh drinks. 
 
    “I’m surprised we haven’t run you off yet,” Ophelia said. “This year’s students are… woof. They’re something else.” 
 
    “It’s been challenging,” Lucy admitted. “But I’m hoping I can get them to settle in and learn.” 
 
    “You must be pretty new then. We’re babysitters, not educators.” 
 
    “Harsh,” Lucy said, not sure if the other woman was kidding. 
 
    “But true.” Ophelia shook her head. “Oh, ignore me. I’m worn out and grumpy already this school year. The others will be here soon. Let’s grab a table when you get your drink.” 
 
    That drink wasn’t long coming, and Lucy paid up with some of the last cash she had before her first paycheck from the school came in. Between the deposit and rent on her house and the cost of moving, she was nearly tapped out. 
 
    The pair headed for the back of the bar and settled at a pair of joined tables. A couple guys immediately approached them like cruise missiles, and Ophelia grimaced. “No and no, thanks,” she said to them before they could speak.  
 
    “You didn’t even let us say hello, beautiful,” one of the guys said. 
 
    Ophelia opened up her sizable purse and pulled out a pair of actual brass knuckles. Lucy gaped as she slipped her fingers through them, grinning. “See, guys, I don’t need to let you say hello, or tell me I’ve got a great ass, or whatever play you thought would get us to blow you. I’m here to have a drink with my friends, and you can fuck off and tell every other guy here we’d like to be left alone. Otherwise, I show you just how good my right is. And if that doesn’t work?” She pulled out pepper spray and a Taser and set them on the table too. “So. Bye bye.” 
 
    “Fucking bitch,” one of the guys said, sounding more astonished than angry. They walked away, trying for a nonchalant saunter. The illusion was broken when both of them got back to the bar and looked at the women, eyes huge. 
 
    Lucy wasn’t sure she was going to like Ophelia at first, but after a move like that, she was already a fan. 
 
    “Are those… real brass knuckles?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Ophelia said, and kissed the metal. “I’ve got a nutty cousin who collects stuff like this and he got me a few pairs. Want some?” 
 
    “Um. Um. Let me think about that. That was kind of badass.” 
 
    “Thanks! Oh hey, there’s Candace,” Ophelia said, rising halfway up and trying to wave before realizing she still had the brass knuckles on her fingers. 
 
    Now this woman Lucy knew, at least to say hello to. The Family and Consumer Sciences classroom wasn’t that far from her own, and Candace introduced herself in a hurry one morning, trying to keep hold of a wriggling infant. 
 
    She was without the baby now, and looked beautiful in a sleeveless, modest dress. Her red hair’s natural curls had been teased out, giving her a sort of sexy go-big Southern look. She would have been willowy if not for the obscene curves. It seemed to be par for the course at Honeypot as far as its female teachers were concerned. 
 
    Candace stopped by the bar for a glass of wine. Like with Lucy and Ophelia, the bartender drooled his way to giving her a glass half again as full as anyone around, and in a quarter the time. She came over, grinning. 
 
    “Oh gosh, I’m so ready for tonight,” she said, dropping into a chair besides Lucy. “Hello again.” 
 
    “Hello yourself,” Lucy said. 
 
    Candace eyed the weaponry on the table and still wrapped around Ophelia’s fingers. “Wow. We’re really partying, huh?” 
 
    “Letting the douches know early to walk away,” Ophelia said, but she did toss the brass knuckles back into her purse.  
 
    “Don’t have another can of pepper spray, do you? Aiden Morrell and three of his friends are in my last class of the day.” 
 
    “Don’t pretend for a second you’re upset about that,” Ophelia said. 
 
    The redhead blushed. “Maybe not.” 
 
    “Who’s Aiden Morrell?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Maybe the handsomest senior in the school,” Ophelia said. “Tall, muscular, has these black eyes that make you want to say fuck it and spread your legs.” 
 
    Lucy clapped a hand to her mouth and laughed nervously. “Oh, that’s… that’s…” 
 
    “Wildly inappropriate?” Ophelia asked. “Honey, I have news for you. Some of the eighteen-year-olds that pass through this school are going to make you so wet you’d flood the Sahara.” 
 
    “It’s true,” Candace said. “And Aiden’s one of them. He’s brought Jimmy, Miguel, and Simon along with him. The fan club too, at least Briana and Gabrielle, anyways.” 
 
    “Jealous,” Ophelia said. “That’s a yummy group.” 
 
    “Says you,” Candace said. “All four of the guys have been eyeballing me like wolves settling in for steak. I think they’re going to try and make a move.” 
 
    Ophelia raised a hand and waved at a gorgeous Latina who bounced in her skirt and tight black top with every step she took across the bar. She was short and curvy – no surprise to Lucy anymore. Her long, curly black hair fell across one of her breasts and she toyed with it at the bar, waiting for a cocktail. 
 
    Almost immediately, another woman stepped through the crowd near the door, and this time, it was Lucy who waved. Charity, the principal’s assistant, waved back, grinning wide. Her tan shorts and plunging tank made her look years younger, and she was already pretty youthful. She headed for the bar too, pressing a hand against the Latina’s back. They hugged and talked to the bartender, at their service again. 
 
    “Maybe Charity could help with your senior boys. You know, talk to the principal or the other administration?” Lucy asked Candace once their attention drifted back to one another.  
 
    Ophelia reached out and patted Lucy’s hand. “Oh sweetheart. Charity’s wonderful-” 
 
    “The best,” Candace interjected, and Ophelia ignored her. 
 
    “-but Principal Smalls is a goon for the school board. The teachers have as much of a chance getting anything done with him around as we would trying to beat up a tank with our boobs. The man is the most useless bag of crap on the planet.” 
 
    Lucy said, “I tried to get him to help with some bullying I saw. Ned Mussett.” 
 
    “Oh, Ned,” Candace said. “I heard about that. Poor young man.” 
 
    “Jorah and Chad bullying him again?” Ophelia asked them. When they said yes, she shook her head. “Those little assholes.” 
 
    “They’ve been torturing him since… gosh, junior high,” Candace said. “I had the three of them in a class together and tried to get administration to separate them. No luck.” 
 
    Ophelia leaned in like she had a dirty secret. “Because Jorah’s the nephew of one of the school board members.” 
 
    “Ohhhh,” Lucy said. “That explains why Principal Smalls didn’t want to do anything when I talked to him about it.” 
 
    “The Ned situation?” Charity asked. They didn’t notice her sweep around the growing crowd in the bar and come at them from the side, no drink in hand. The Latina was still at the bar, laughing at something a guy said, her hand on his arm. 
 
    Lucy said, “Yes. I was just telling them about going to the administration about it.” 
 
    “Pedro is a top-tier asshole,” Charity said dismissively. 
 
    “Funny,” Ophelia said. “I came by the office the other day to see if you wanted to get lunch and the darned ‘back in fifteen minutes’ sign was on the door.” 
 
    “Um,” Charity said, blushing. 
 
    “Did I miss something?” Lucy asked, confused. 
 
    “Charity and Pedro are fuck buddies,” Ophelia said. “The only time Charity remembers to put up the sign is when they’re screwing.” 
 
    “Ophelia!” Candace said. 
 
    “No, it’s true,” Charity said, exasperated. “I should hate him. But I’m also a little bit addicted to him.” 
 
    Ophelia nudged Lucy and made a big circle with her fingers. “He’s stubby, but he really does have a cock as thick as my arm.” 
 
    Candace finished off the rest of her drink in a hurry, and Lucy’s gaze flicked between Ophelia and Charity. “Oh God, I just… um… I probably just screwed myself over talking bad about him, didn’t I?” 
 
    “God no,” Charity said, and Ophelia echoed her. “Just because I like the sex doesn’t mean I don’t want to see him cleaning toilets with toothbrushes. He’s a pig and he’s corrupt. Talk whatever smack you want to. This circle is safe.” 
 
    “That’s true. Nothing we say goes any further than us. We’re the Boob Crew,” Candace said. “The women Pedro and the school board hired because they want to have their fantasies about hot teachers being around young studs.” 
 
    “That can’t possibly be true,” Lucy said, but her words were weak. She thought it was odd how many hot women taught at Honeypot High, and their group wasn’t even a third of them.  
 
    “It is,” Charity said. “I’ve sat in on their meetings. If anything, she’s underselling how disgusting they are.” 
 
    “Let me guess,” the Latina said, again making everyone at the table jump. She had appeared on the other side of the table with a platter topped in drinks. “Pedro?” 
 
    “Yes,” everyone but Lucy said. 
 
    “Our favorite dirtbag.” The Latina carefully settled the platter down and doled out fresh drinks to everyone but Lucy. There were still three glasses on the platter. “I didn’t know what our new girl was drinking, so I grabbed a Long Island, another glass of wine, and a gin and tonic. Whatever you don’t drink I’ll take.” 
 
    “I was drinking a gin and tonic, so you did perfect,” Lucy said. “Sorry, I’ve heard your name but I don’t remember.” 
 
    “Anna Marie. History and Civics.” 
 
    “Very nice to meet you. Let me see if I’ve got enough to pay you back. I might need to hit that ATM,” Lucy said, digging in her purse for her wallet. Anna’s hand fell on her arm. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. When one of us buys around, you never need to pay us back. A drink, to celebrate you joining the Boob Crew.” 
 
    “Oh, and here I thought Candace was just making up the name,” Lucy said, laughing. Everyone raised their glasses to her, and she raised her own. “Thank you all. I really appreciate you bringing me out tonight.” 
 
    Just as Candace took a sip, her phone rang. She grimaced and looked at it. “Sorry, I need to take this. The babysitter.” She answered and cupped her ear so she could hear. “Hello?” She listened, and her expression went dark. “You’re kidding. Unbelievable. He really… urgh, I’ll be right there.” She hung up and didn’t so much drop her phone into her purse as throw it. “I’m sorry, I’ve got to go. Robert was supposed to pick up Kelly half an hour ago, but he apparently got waylaid at work.” She practically spit the word “waylaid,” and Lucy winced. 
 
    “It was really great to get to know you,” she said. 
 
    Candace’s stormy expression turned sunnier in a heartbeat. “You too, hon. Don’t let the administration get you down. Um, Charity, you know I don’t mean you.” 
 
    “No, you’re fine, I know what you meant.” 
 
    “Do it again in two weeks?” Candace asked. “Hopefully this time I might get to enjoy myself for a minute or two.” She drew a deep breath, tried to smile again, and turned around fast to storm out. 
 
    The table waited a minute before Anna Marie leaned in. “You know I hate to gossip-” 
 
    Both Ophelia and Charity snorted at that. 
 
    “-but we’re all agreed, Robert’s cheating on her, right?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Charity said. 
 
    “Definitely,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “Wait, really? I can’t believe anyone would want to do that to her,” Lucy said. “She’s gorgeous and seems so sweet.” 
 
    “The best,” Charity said, echoing Candace’s earlier words about her without realizing it. 
 
    “Really is,” Anna Marie said. “Great mom.” 
 
    “The hottest mom. Great teacher, too,” Ophelia said. She looked around and muttered, “I tell you what. I wouldn’t want to be the guy who she sleeps with when she finds out. She’s going to drain him dry.” 
 
    “Is Robert still leaving her hanging?” Charity asked. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s been most of a year now.” 
 
    “What an idiot,” Anna Marie said, shaking her head. To Lucy, she asked, “How are your classes going?” 
 
    “Oh, they’re… well, it’s slow going, you know? I’m still trying to get them to focus and answer my questions, but once they get settled into the school year, I’m sure they’ll do great.” 
 
    “Oh, no, you’re right off the lot, aren’t you?” Anna Marie asked. 
 
    “Brand new,” Ophelia said, patting Lucy’s hand. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The basketball soared through the air and dropped, nothing but net. Ned danced as Katee chased after it. 
 
    “You should try out for the team,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, right.” 
 
    “I mean it. You’re good at threes.” 
 
    “And terrible at everything else.” 
 
    Katee came up with the ball in her hands. “Would you stop that, please?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Insulting yourself. I’m serious. I’m tired of hearing it. Someone says you’re good at something or tries to give you a compliment and you try to shrug it off. Just… quit it. It doesn’t do you any favors.” 
 
    Taken aback, Ned said, “Sure. I’ll try.” 
 
    “Good. Because you’re a great guy and you have all the potential and I just… I hate seeing you be a wallflower all the time.” 
 
    “Okay, Katee, I get it. Jeez. What’s up today?” 
 
    She sighed and started dribbling. “Nothing. Ready?” 
 
    Ned nodded, and she charged the basket. Her layup soared up, but he swatted it down and chased the ball, coming up with it before it rolled out on the street. She tried to go on the offensive and steal it from him, but he held it above Katee’s head, making her jump for it. His eyes drifted south as she hopped up and down, and a big dumb grin spread across his face. 
 
    “Oh my God, I’m going inside to get a sports bra.” 
 
    “If I drain this shot, you don’t.” 
 
    Katee eyed him. “What do I get if you don’t?” 
 
    “Ice cream from Vicki’s?” 
 
    She thought about that, and said, “Deal.” 
 
    When Ned raised his arms, so did Katee – with a handful of her shirt in each hand. She flashed him in her bra, and as plain as it was – black, nylon, a little frayed – it was enough. He faltered, the ball right at his face, and she swatted it out of his hands. 
 
    “Ice cream!” she hollered, dropping the shirt, her cheeks a furious red. 
 
    “Totally worth it,” Ned said, putting a theatric wheeze to it. “Boooooobs.” 
 
    “If I showed off the bikini I bought two weeks ago, you’d buy me steak, shrimp, and lobster.” 
 
    “I’d buy you that anyways if you really wanted it.” 
 
    The words stopped them both, and they studied each other. Ned wanted to believe so much in that moment that she felt the same sexual charge between them, but like always, he didn’t do anything about it. Didn’t risk their friendship. Couldn’t.  
 
    Finally, Katee looked away and said, “And if we could afford it.” 
 
    “Right?” Ned asked, and chuckled weakly. 
 
    “Want to grab a shower before we go?” 
 
    “Together?” 
 
    She poked his chest. “You’ve got jokes today.” 
 
    I’m not joking, Ned wanted to say, but didn’t. 
 
    “Yeah, I’d grab a shower.” 
 
    “Cool. You take downstairs, I’ve got upstairs.” 
 
    They headed in. Mr. Thurston was playing a game in the living room, an old-school RPG with big blocky pixelated characters. He was a great guy, just a shade over forty and wildly enthusiastic about his video games, something he and Ned could talk about for hours, to both Katee and her mother’s amusement. 
 
    Mr. Thurston raised a hand as they walked behind the couch towards the stairs, and said, “High five toll.” 
 
    They high-fived him and kept on going. Katee saw Ned’s grin and said, “Don’t encourage him.” 
 
    “Your dad’s cool!” 
 
    “Hey, I’m cool. Sweet,” Mr. Thurston said. “I always liked him.” 
 
    In their guest bathroom, Ned showered, thinking to himself for the hundredth time he should keep some toiletries at the Thurston house. He and Katee jogged together sometimes and played basketball usually once or twice a week. Her words about joining the basketball team stuck in his mind, and the idea had some merit to it. He was too skinny for football, but he could run for a good long while. Would that be opening himself up for more bullying, though? 
 
    Then again, he could breathe and Jorah and Chad would find some way of screwing with him. 
 
    Maybe if he played, Katee would come to some of the games. Yeah, right, and then what? Ned wasn’t going to be the guy to win the game with a three pointer at the buzzer. Still, a brief, intense fantasy played itself out, him sinking a shot, Katee jumping to her feet and rushing down the bleachers, jumping up into his arms and showering kisses down on him before she realized what she was doing, and then they’d stare at each other and… 
 
    Shit. Almost lost track of time. Ned shut off the shower, sighed, and grabbed a towel. 
 
    Katee wasn’t back downstairs yet, so when he was dressed, Ned headed for the living room. Mr. Thurston looked up long enough from a cybernetic stallion racing across the plains on the screen to pat the couch. “Who won?” 
 
    Ned sat on the other end. “Katee, this time. Gotta pay her in ice cream from Vicki’s.” 
 
    Mr. Thurston started to reach for his wallet. “Think I’ve got a ten in here.” 
 
    “No, really, Mr. Thurston, I’ve got it.” 
 
    “I suppose you’re old enough to treat my daughter to a date without breaking the piggybank.” His head twisted just far enough that Ned could see the amusement in his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, it’s not, uh, heh…” 
 
    “Oh, it’s not a heh, huh? Hm.” 
 
    Ned groaned and covered his eyes. 
 
    Mr. Thurston started playing his game again, but kept an eye on the young man. “Not everyone she plays gets flashed for ice cream.” 
 
    Ned groaned louder and sank down until his butt was nearly off the couch. 
 
    “Open windows, my young friend. I heard you say ‘boobs’ and figured it out.” Mr. Thurston’s grin could have swallowed his head if it went much wider.  
 
    Katee bounced down the stairs, twirling her car keys. She glanced curiously at Ned, and asked, “Bud? What are you up to?” 
 
    Still holding one hand over his eyes, Ned flicked a finger from his other towards her dad. “He knows you flashed me for ice cream.” 
 
    “Gotta use what God gave me,” Katee said, shrugging. “The girls were in a bra.” 
 
    “I trust your judgment implicitly when it comes to the acquisition of treats,” Mr. Thurston said. “Besides, he’s not going to make the first move, so you’d better.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Dad!” Katee said, finally as embarrassed as Ned. 
 
    Ned slunk all the way to the floor, resting on his back, his hand still on his eyes. “Murder me now. I’m done.” 
 
    “No, you’re not. Not until my belly’s full of cherry chocolate chip.” 
 
    Ned groaned again. 
 
    “Cookie dough,” Katee said sweetly. 
 
    Ned’s next groan turned inquisitive. 
 
    “Caramel turtle.” 
 
    This groan was far more positive. 
 
    “Peanut butter brownie.” 
 
    Ned’s hand came off his eyes, and he sat up. “I live!” 
 
    “I’m very fond of you two dorks,” Mr. Thurston said. For that, his daughter kissed his cheek. 
 
    They headed for Vicki’s in Katee’s car. She sang along to pop music, and as always, Ned thought to himself she could have been the star of their music program if she wanted to be. She caught him looking and grinned, pantomiming handing him the mic. Around anyone else, even his parents and his siblings, he would have felt uncomfortable singing, but with her… well, there were no walls, save the giant one, the one he couldn’t bring down. The “I’d really like my face to be your pussy’s chair” wall. The “I want to spank your butt like I’m playing bongos” wall. The “I want to use your boobs as my pillow” wall. The “I want to lose my virginity to you and also still use your boobs as a pillow” wall. 
 
    The “I’ll love you forever” wall. 
 
    But that wall wasn’t coming down, not that day, so Ned pantomimed taking the mic, and sang with her. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “You always get the weirdest combinations,” Katee said, licking an errant drop of her cherry chip and cookie dough ice cream. 
 
    “I guess so,” Ned said, dipping his spoon into his cup of lime sherbet and peanut butter brownie. She liked cones, he liked cups. Katee wondered if Ned knew she was exaggerating licking her cone for him. During the basketball game, she came so close to showing him more than her bra, giddy from the daring nature of it. He’d seen her in skimpier outfits, particularly her swimsuits, but there was something charged about that day. She almost hoped Ned would finally make his move. But hoping for that was like hoping for world peace. It wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    Vicki’s took up a small space in a strip mall not far from their school. It shared a large patio area with a pita restaurant and a coffee shop, with plentiful outdoor seating and umbrellas for shade on the hot day. Most the other tables were full of people who had the same idea for cooling down and getting out. A lot of eyes were on Katee in her sleeveless top. 
 
    Ned pretty blatantly stared at Katee too. Her delicate tongue stretching out to flick at her ice cream cone, the occasional drip of creamy white goodness on her chin, the look in her eyes when she caught him staring. She didn’t glance away, either, but stared back, grinning, her licks going longer and longer. 
 
    Ned shifted, clearly in some obvious physical discomfort. Katee started to say something, but looked over his shoulder and said, “Oh, hey, isn’t that Ms. Fox?” 
 
    Coming out of the coffee shop was the new English teacher. She looked good, but then again, that seemed effortless for Ms. Fox. A pastel yellow summer dress hung low on her chest, and the wispy fabric did little to hide the outline of her bra and panties underneath. She held a frappe in one hand and shifted her purse on her other arm. 
 
    “Ms. Fox!” Ned called. 
 
    Their teacher stumbled, dropping the frappe. It splattered all over the ground and she groaned. Katee and Ned both shot to their feet and rushed over. 
 
    “Oh, man, I’m sorry,” Ned said. 
 
    “Not your fault,” Ms. Fox said, looking at the side of one of her heels. It had the effect of putting her calf on display, and both Katee and Ned stared. Katee had the wickedest fantasies sometimes of women, nothing she’d ever acted on, but something she hoped to explore someday. It was a secret she never told anyone, not even Ned. He probably suspected, she thought, but he never said anything about it. “I was startled, that’s all. Still not used to people knowing me around town.” 
 
    “Well, let me make it up to you. What were you drinking?” 
 
    Their teacher hesitated, and Katee nudged her shoulder with her own. “Ned’s not going to let it go. He’s too nice a guy. If you don’t take one now, I guarantee you he shows up Monday with one in hand.” 
 
    Ms. Fox smiled at that. “Well, then I’d better accept. It was maple and caramel, no whipped cream.” 
 
    “Be back in a bit,” Ned said. 
 
    “I’ll get some water from the pita place,” Katee said. “They’re the least busy and we can get this cleaned up.” 
 
    “You two are fantastic,” Ms. Fox said. 
 
    They split up. Ned got stuck in line at the coffee shop, but Katee was back in a flash with two big cups full of water and a fistful of napkins. They cleaned up the spill as best they could. Ms. Fox’s dress pulled so tightly across her ass when she bent over it made Katee sure the material would tear, but she managed not to drool long enough to wash away the worst of the frappe. They headed for the table Katee and Ned had been occupying, and Ms. Fox looked surprised when Katee knelt down in front of her.  
 
    “Your shoe,” Katee said. Was the teacher staring at her cleavage? No way. Wishful thinking. 
 
    “Y-yes,” Ms. Fox said. She slipped off her shoe and Katee dabbed it with water and a napkin. When she was done, she did Ms. Fox’s foot next, and lifted it up to examine the swirls of color painted on her nails. 
 
    “I love your nails,” she said, then looked up and realized with a start Ms. Fox’s dress rode up just barely high enough to flash her bikini briefs underneath. 
 
    “Thank you,” Ms. Fox said, oblivious. “And I like your braids.” 
 
    Trying not to let on about the panty show, Katee lowered Ms. Fox’s foot long enough to slide on her shoe. “Thank you!” 
 
    “Oh, look what I’ve done to your ice cream,” Ms. Fox said. “Boy, this day…” 
 
    Katee stood and looked at the soggy messes and added hers to Ned’s. “There we go. Like a big weird milkshake. How are you, apart from… well, this? How are you settling in at school?” 
 
    “Very well, thank you,” Ms. Fox said. “I was disappointed I didn’t have you for English.” 
 
    Katee swirled Ned’s spoon around the ice cream and took a bite. It wasn’t half bad. “I had almost all my college courses knocked out by last year. This year, I’m coasting, so no English.” 
 
    “Not a fan?” 
 
    “No offense.” 
 
    Ms. Fox smiled. “None taken.” 
 
    “I’ve always been more a science and math girl. Ned, he’s the creative one,” Katee said, looking at the coffee shop with a faint smile. 
 
    “You two make a cute couple.” 
 
    “We’re not dating.” Katee couldn’t help a small sigh at that. “Not for a lack of me trying to give him some signals.” 
 
    “Uh oh.” 
 
    “Yeaaah.” 
 
    “It’s not so unusual for the girl to ask out the guy.” 
 
    Katee nodded glumly. “If it comes to that, I will. But I want him to have some confidence. He used to, back before those assholes started bullying him. I want Ned to ask me out. I want him to make the first move, to kiss me. And the truth is, I kinda wish he’d date someone first. Or maybe not date them, but…” She stopped, aware she was about to blurt out something wildly personal. 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Um. I probably shouldn’t talk about this with a teacher.” 
 
    Ms. Fox shrugged. “If you don’t want to. But I’m here for my students, whatever they need. That includes you, even if you’re not in my class.” 
 
    “All right,” Katee said. “I can’t believe I’m saying this out loud, but… I wish Ned wasn’t a virgin before we… um… do it. Have sex, I mean.” 
 
    “I was aware,” Ms. Fox said, her cheeks blooming. 
 
    “We’ve been dancing around being a thing for so long that I kinda think we’ve both built it up in our minds. I’m not a virgin but I know he is. I don’t want our first time together to be this fumbling, awkward thing. I want us to enjoy it and not have that… oh, what would be the word?” 
 
    Ms. Fox pondered that. “Burden, maybe. I get what you mean.” 
 
    “Yes, that’s it. I shouldn’t have dumped all this on you. It’s crazy inappropriate, I’m sure.” 
 
    “Our secret,” Ms. Fox said. 
 
    “Thank you. How about you? Have a boyfriend at home?” 
 
    For a moment, Ms. Fox’s eyes went huge. “Oh, God, I thought at first you meant…” She laughed breathlessly, cheeks going bright red. 
 
    “What?” Katee asked, giggling. 
 
    Ms. Fox looked around and whispered conspiratorially, “Right up until you added, ‘Do you have a boyfriend at home?’ when you asked ‘How about you?’ I thought you meant that I should be the one to… to… with Ned… How about you, with Ned?” 
 
    Katee caught on. “Oh my God, oh wow. You thought I meant you should be the one to take his… okay, yep, I get you now.” 
 
    “Right?” 
 
    “Completely different spin on sex ed.” 
 
    That set off Ms. Fox, and soon Katee joined in. They were still laughing together when Ned stepped out, a fresh drink in hand for their teacher and a quizzical smile on his face. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    A million miles away in her own mind, Candace said, “Okay, take the milk, add it to the milk, and whisk.” 
 
    The giggling of the girls in class barely registered. She was trying very hard not to stare at Aiden Morrell’s ass in those skinny jeans. Most guys in high school who tried the look failed, but him? His ass was meant to be skinnified. Candace wanted to get on her knees and bite it. Just take a big chomp before he turned and drove his dick right into her mouth. Then she’d grip his ass and show him what a woman could do with a cock, not one of these senior sluts. She would drive deep on him, over and over again. She would take him in her throat. She would choke on his… 
 
    Shit, she was staring again. 
 
    Robert finally made love to Candace the previous night, but it was routine and purely missionary. He pumped away at her and despite the sleeping baby elsewhere in the house, she wanted to scream at him to get into it, to bite her breasts, to suck her nipples, to fuck her from behind, to take her ass, anything, but the seven minutes Robert spent on top of her he was clearly distracted by something. 
 
    Or someone. 
 
    It was well past time Candace stopped thinking about him cheating on her and started investigating it. And if Robert was, so help her God, she was going to scorch the earth he walked on. She almost hoped he was, as miserable as she was. The thought of moving on to someone who actually wanted her made her practically keen with unfulfilled need. 
 
    “Uh, Mrs. Sparks?” Gabrielle asked. “How much more milk did you want us to add?” 
 
    “What?” Candace asked, coming out of it. She’d been staring yet again. Damn it, but did Aiden have to wear those jeans so tight? There should be a rule about that. 
 
    “You said add the milk to the milk. How much more milk?” 
 
    “I did? No, no, add the milk to the eggs.” 
 
    Everyone got a little laugh out of the slip-up. Everyone, save for Aiden. He watched Candace over his shoulder, a tiny smirk on his face. He knew she’d been looking. Knew he’d been the one who distracted her. 
 
    “Now, whisk it until it’s light and foamy.” 
 
    Aiden held her eyes for a moment longer, then turned to do as she told them.  
 
    “In your pan, melt your butter on medium heat. What’s medium heat, Jimmy?” 
 
    “The six o’clock position,” Jimmy said sheepishly. The first time they tried to cook anything, a simple grilled cheese, he thought medium heat was more a three. 
 
    “Very good.” 
 
    She guided them through the process of making scrambled eggs. When they finished and their concoctions cooled on plates, Candace walked by each one of them and tried a tiny forkful with the students. Most everyone’s was passable, save Gabrielle, who accidentally broke some of the shell into her eggs. That was okay. It happened. 
 
    “The only way to really get used to it is practice,” Candace told her. “You cooked it perfectly well, so we’ll just have you crack the eggs when we need some and you’ll get the hang of it.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mrs. Sparks.” 
 
    “All right, eat up and clean up, and if you’re not hungry, consider the poor souls in study hall or the classrooms immediately around us.” 
 
    “All right to add some ketchup and stuff?” Simon asked. 
 
    “Oh my God, ketchup on eggs? Ew,” Briana said. Rumor had the two as dating, or at least, fuck buddies. 
 
    “You’ve probably never even tried it,” Simon said. “Like a lot of other things.” 
 
    “That’s enough,” Candace said mildly. “I’m old, but I’m not so old I don’t recognize innuendo.” 
 
    She was standing right by the fridge. Simon got out the ketchup, and Aiden was right behind him, going for a bottle of salsa. As the bigger boy moved away, Aiden said, “You’re not old. You’re, what, maybe in your late twenties?” 
 
    “Early thirties,” Candace said. 
 
    “See?” Aiden reached in, pulled out the salsa, and shut the fridge. Everyone else was distracted and watching Simon try to convince Briana to try a bite, so no one noticed when Aiden reached out and palmed Candace’s ass through her dress. “You still seem pretty ripe to me,” he murmured, leaving her blushing and gaping at him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Kelly was happily ignoring Candace’s attempts at playing peekaboo with her when the garage door opened and the house reverberated with the sound of Robert’s car as he pulled in. He killed it and the garage door started back down. Kelly bounced and cooed at the familiar sounds. She wasn’t quite making words yet, but Candace thought she was close, and a couple times she could swear her “na-na” was really “mama,” but she couldn’t get the little one to repeat herself. 
 
    Robert strode through the house from the laundry room through the kitchen. “Hey, there’s my girl,” he called. Kelly waved her hands at him, her language for wanting to be picked up. He dropped his wallet and keys on the kitchen counter, and came into the living room to kneel and pick up their daughter. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he said to Candace, and she fought not to grit her teeth. She hated when he called her “babe,” like she was one of his sorority hookups back in college. 
 
    “Hey hon,” she said, and leaned in to kiss his cheek. 
 
    He swooped upwards, making Kelly fly, and she laughed delightedly. 
 
    “Careful,” Candace said. “She just fed.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Robert said to Kelly as he spun her slowly. “Mommy’s already being the happy-killer tonight, huh, sweet-” 
 
    Kelly, in an unintentional show of support for her mother’s cause, chose precisely that moment to puke all over Robert. She started to cry, and Robert hastily gave her off to Candace. 
 
    “My suit, goddamn it…” he muttered. 
 
    “Don’t you dare swear because of her,” Candace said, cradling her daughter’s head to her breast. “I warned you.” 
 
    He stormed off towards the bedrooms, and Candace tried to do her best soothing Kelly, rocking her and singing softly. By the time the infant calmed down again, Robert reemerged, showered and changed. He glared at Candace, but to his credit, he took up Kelly and rocked with her, taking up his turn as the calming parental figure. At least, that was, until it was time to change Kelly, then it was back to Candace. 
 
    Dinner was a quiet affair, as it always was anymore. Over fried chicken, Robert mumbled a few stories about his day and she tried to do the same about classes and students. Neither of them could pretend much interest. Candace felt such odd relief when he pulled away and collected the plates to wash up, like their being together was a chore they had to complete. 
 
    Late that night, with Kelly finally sleeping soundly in her crib in the next room, Candace turned over onto her side and looked at her husband as he watched a TV show on his iPad. She reached down under the covers to stroke his cock, and he paused the movie to look at her. 
 
    “After tonight, you’re in the mood?” he asked. 
 
    She slid over him, kissing his lips, then his chin. “I’m always in the mood.” 
 
    “Candy…” he said. “Look, the baby puke, the late night….” 
 
    Candace pushed off him and sat on the edge of the bed. It felt like a chasm was opening up in front of her, one she couldn’t escape from. All her emotions went into it, all her fears, all her desires. 
 
    “Are you cheating on me?” Candace asked after a long minute of silence. 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” he said, exasperated. “I think you desperately want me to be.” 
 
    “That’s not an answer.” 
 
    “How do you want it tonight? From behind? Missionary? You on top? Maybe you’ll make me tie you up again and have you call me Daddy?” 
 
    Candace blushed furiously at that. It was one of her seemingly endless kinks. “I want you to drink me.” 
 
    “What?” he asked, confused. 
 
    “My breasts. I want you to try drinking from them.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ, that’s our daughter’s milk.” 
 
    “No. It’s our milk. Hers and mine. She has plenty from me and in the fridge.” 
 
    “So maybe I should put on a diaper, pretend to be a baby…” 
 
    Candace said, “Just once in a while, could you be the man you used to be and take care of me?” 
 
    He tossed his tablet on the end table, stood up, and grabbed his boxers. Over his shoulder, he said, “I’m going to sleep in the extra bedroom.” 
 
    Before he left, Candace said, “An eighteen-year-old student has been hitting on me lately.” 
 
    That froze Robert. 
 
    “A handsome one.” 
 
    “What the hell? Why are you telling me this?” 
 
    Candace looked over her shoulder, her anger finally hitting in a hard wave. “Because you might think you can take me for granted, but there are men out there, lots of them, who still look at this-” she gestured at herself “-and they see plenty here to want. If you don’t, that’s your own problem.” 
 
    “You’re saying you’re going to cheat on me. With your students.” 
 
    “No. But I am saying I still love me and I still deserve to be loved. Even if it’s not by you.” 
 
    “We swore an oath,” he hissed. 
 
    “And wasn’t part of your oath to honor and to cherish?” 
 
    Robert said nothing to that, and when he slammed the door, Kelly began to cry again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Whenever Lucy remembered thinking that Katee was suggesting the teacher be the one to help Ned lose his virginity, she blushed. Lucy didn’t take it in the least bit seriously, but still, even the barest thought about the taboo idea of a teacher-student relationship derailed her. 
 
    The notion touched off a long fuse, one that burned especially bright whenever she was teaching Ned’s class. One day, she watched him with his pen in hand, scribbling down the writing assignment she gave the class. He looked up, smiled tightly, and returned to his work. Idly, Lucy wondered if he meant what he said about the size of his cock the first day of school. Youthful inexperience that led him to believe he was bigger than average? Or was there a chance this awkward young man was actually hung? 
 
    Lucy nearly clapped a hand to her mouth. 
 
    That is your STUDENT!  
 
    Student though Ned might be, Lucy wondered, and her imagination began to take firmer root. She began to pay more and more attention to the way the other senior boys stared at her – and some of the girls. Their whispers in class, their nudges, the texts they thought were so discreet. She caught one of them red-handed, the phone still in hand, and demanded they share with the class what they wrote in the text. When the student tried to stammer his way out of it, Lucy stalked forward and plucked the phone from him. 
 
      
 
    imagin both of us fukin that pssy and that mouth. 
 
      
 
    dubble-stuft teach. 
 
      
 
    Lucy audibly gasped, and held onto the phone until after the class, when she marched the student to the principal’s office. Pedro assured her there would be some disciplining done, but as she closed the door behind her to his office, both student and administrator were flat-out staring at her ass. 
 
    The texts might have disgusted Lucy on sight, but right around then, the dreams started. Uncomfortable dreams. Sexy dreams. Dreams of being fucked from both ends. Dreams of Ned, naked, sitting on her desk, stroking a monstrous cock until his tip hit her lips and she sucked him down. Dreams of Katee wrapped around a stripper pole in her classroom, sweat making the young woman’s skin gleam. 
 
    Dreams so intense Lucy woke up frustrated she couldn’t come to climax in them, and dared not touch herself in the waking world because it was so forbidden. 
 
    In class, her students weren’t the only ones becoming dangerously distracted. She watched the skinny young man, thought about his cock whether she wanted to or not, and began to burn for a desire she knew she shouldn’t fulfill. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “All right, your assignment for this weekend is to find one inspirational quote and write two paragraphs on what it means to you personally. In pen,” Lucy said. Her students grumbled and she rapped her marker on the desk. It did little to quiet them but it made her feel better. Someday, she thought she might buy boxing gloves and just start beating the poor wood until it was in pieces. The thought amused her and she let the smile stay in place. “Oh come on, this one’s a slam dunk, people. But two things. As always, plagiarism gets you what?” 
 
    “A zero,” they said as one, like zombies chanting “brains.” Ned was the only one who seemed to at least fake a sliver of politeness. 
 
    “Very good. Second thing. Check your sources. Don’t quote some meme you found on Bottlegenie and use that without looking to see if someone else actually said it. I will be checking each and every one of you on this.” 
 
    The bell rang and all the students stood up to file out. Ned gave her a quick smile as he passed. Funny how it transformed him from average looking to boyishly handsome. She nearly slapped herself for thinking that, but it was undeniably true. Of all her students, Ned was the one who kept drawing her eye and Lucy had no real idea why. 
 
    Two other students, Mickey and Reid, stayed behind, whispering to each other in the back row as their classmates filed out for the weekend. When everyone was gone, they stood up, notepads in hand, and came towards Lucy’s desk. She smiled at them quizzically. They were handsome young men, both of them on the short side, but they were on the football team and built like tanks. 
 
    They came right up to her desk. “Ms. Fox, we had a question about the assignment,” Mickey said. His eyes flicked down to the vee of her blouse’s neckline. It didn’t show much, if anything, save for a hint of cleavage. Still, to these guys, that must have sent up a signal flare to their hormones. 
 
    “Oh?” Lucy asked, enjoying playing innocent. “What was your question?” 
 
    “How, um, long should it be?” Reid asked, and Mickey fought to keep a straight face. Then again, so did Lucy. They were idiots, but at least they were transparent. 
 
    “Two paragraphs, like I said.” 
 
    “Yeah, but, uhhh, how big should the paragraphs be?” Mickey asked. 
 
    “Well,” Lucy said, feeling saucy, “I go by a personal rule. No shorter than six inches.” 
 
    Mickey’s eyes widened. “Um. Um.” 
 
    “Holy shit,” Reid whispered. 
 
    “Tightly spaced, of course,” Lucy said, carrying on as if she hadn’t just dropped innuendo. “I don’t want big looping scrawls. Teachers like it tight, guys. Good and tight. Really cram the words in there.” 
 
    “Holy. Shit,” Reid whispered again. 
 
    “And when you finish, check it over carefully. You don’t want to spill your ink all over the page and leave it messy.” They gaped at her, and she grinned. “Off you go, boys. And next time you’re going to try to look down my blouse, come up with a better excuse than that.” 
 
    They fled, and her laughter followed them. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Both of them had tents in their pants,” Lucy told the rest of the Boob Crew. They were seated on a circular set of outdoor sofas in Anna Marie’s spacious backyard. Even with their abnormally good pay, this house was beyond a teacher’s means and not for the first time Lucy wondered what Anna’s story really was. “I might get in trouble for it, but oh my God, best few minutes teaching yet.” 
 
    Candace finished off her tequila sunrise, distinctly red-cheeked despite the fact they only just got started drinking. “That story should not turn me on as much as it does. I swear, I need to get laid soon or I’m going to explode.” 
 
    You and me both, Lucy thought. 
 
    “Oh, along those lines,” Ophelia said. She wore a pair of skintight slacks that showed off her rocking, fit ass to great detail, but her tight gym-advertising tee wasn’t bad either. From her pocket, she withdrew a battered business card. “My cousin used this PI when she thought her husband was cheating. She says he’s good.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I even need an investigator,” Candace said. “It’s not like Robert’s some criminal mastermind. I’m going to follow him around, see if I can figure anything out on my own.” 
 
    “In your car?” Charity asked. 
 
    “She’s right,” Anna Marie said. “He’d see you in that a mile away.” 
 
    Lucy found herself opening her mouth before she even thought the sentence through. “We could do it in my car,” she said. “It’s pretty ordinary and he wouldn’t know me.” 
 
    “Ooh, I like this idea,” Anna said. “The Boob Crew, on the case.” 
 
    Candace paid her no attention, but stared at Lucy. “You would do that with me?” 
 
    “Of course. We don’t know each other that well, but I’d like to think we’re friends.” 
 
    “Me too. And thanks. This is huge. Would tomorrow be too soon?” 
 
    “No, I don’t have anything going on.” 
 
    “Oh,” Charity said, her face souring. “Speaking of things going on, has anyone told you about the Homecoming dance?” 
 
    “No, why?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Oh right,” Ophelia said, grimacing. “New one on the totem pole gets babysitting duties.” 
 
    “That’ll mean you, Mark Dimples, and Bullard Jackson.” 
 
    Mark “Dimples” was a math teacher, real last name Malleson. He had a face like a goldfish, all lips and eyes in a dumbfounded stare until he smiled and it dimpled up. It was a bizarre transformation. In his first year too, he was polite, but distracted and somewhat socially distant. 
 
    Bullard was one of the science teachers, and lived up to his name, as enormous as a bull. He also coached the boys’ basketball team, track, and occasionally stepped in for other extracurricular duties. Lucy wasn’t as familiar with her male coworkers as her female friends, but Bull seemed like a standout guy, bringing by coffee in the morning now twice for everyone Rumor had him pegged as the donut Robin Hood of the school, leaving boxes of them in the teacher’s lounge when no one was looking. 
 
    “Okay,” Lucy said, confused. “Are the dances bad?” 
 
    “Ugh, the worst,” Ophelia said. “No one actually cares if the kids play grab-ass except the parents, and they are the scum on the pond of the universe, so chaperones end up separating the kids every five minutes while trying to keep an eye out for weed, pills, and beer. It’s fucking awful and it’s always understaffed.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Anna Marie said. “You won’t be automatically picked for prom, though. That’s by a lottery.” 
 
    “My name’s been picked three years running,” Candace said glumly. “I can’t take another year. If I have to do it again, one of you has to do it with me.” 
 
    They all looked at each other and Ophelia sighed. “Fine. But let’s make a pact of it. All or no one. If one of us gets picked for prom, all of us go.” 
 
    “And all be miserable?” Anna Marie asked. Candace glared at her and she raised her hands. “Okay, all right, yes. All or no one.” 
 
     Lucy, Candace, and Charity agreed. Anna Marie refilled their tequila sunrises and headed inside to mix up another pitcher. As they sipped, they talked of little things, Charity about a new TV show, Ophelia a planned river rafting trip with friends before it started to get cold again. 
 
    “The weather stays decent here through October,” Ophelia said to Lucy, “but November hits and you never get the same weather year to year. Last year it was seventy degrees and beautiful. Year before that it was two feet of snow.” 
 
    “Anna Marie broke her butt on the ice that year,” Charity said, and Candace and Ophelia nodded. “So how are you doing? How are classes?” 
 
    “Classes are going. I think the kids are more engaged but it was a low bar.” 
 
    “And Ned?” Charity asked. “Have his bullies been leaving him alone?” 
 
    “As far as I can tell. Oh, I have the funniest story to tell you about his friend Katee.” She told them about the ice cream and coffee incident, and how she thought Katee was asking her to take her guy’s virginity. That got a good laugh from Ophelia and Charity, but poor Candace got a distant, pleased daze to her face and shifted uncomfortably. 
 
    Ophelia stared at the redheaded teacher. “You have it bad, don’t you?” 
 
    “I do,” Candace said, shaking her head. “I really do. But the thought of taking one of those eighteen-year-olds’ virginity… God, that would be hot even if I wasn’t on edge.” 
 
    Thinking of Ned’s mention of his big penis that first day in school, Lucy opened her mouth, shut it, and shook her head. Charity caught the look and said, “What?” 
 
    “Ah, nothing.” 
 
    “Come on,” Ophelia said, waving her glass at Lucy. “Now you have to tell.” 
 
    “It really is safe with us,” Candace said. “And if it’s something dirty, I need all the fuel for my fire I can get.” 
 
    “It is, kind of. Well… it’s something little. Remember that first day of school, when Ned got bullied? I asked him to stay after class. I was trying to be nice. I told him if he was embarrassed about the pictures because his swimsuit area might be small that no woman worth it would really care. He said…” Lucy blushed. “Ned got really flustered and said that he had the complete opposite problem.” 
 
    All of the others stared at her. Anna Marie came out to the total silence, pitchers in hand. She took in the awkward pause and asked, “What did I miss?” 
 
    “Ned Mussett told Lucy he has a big dick,” Ophelia said 
 
    “Ned?” Anna Marie sputtered. 
 
    “It wasn’t quite like that,” Lucy said, and gave an abbreviated version of the talk. “My big question is, was he naïve and just thinks it’s big, or is it actually… you know… big? What defines big to an eighteen-year-old?” 
 
    Anna Marie set down the pitchers and took a seat next to Lucy. “Huh. Well, now I’m curious too.” 
 
    “Mm, me too,” Candace said dreamily. 
 
    “Of course you are,” Charity said, and Candace stuck out her tongue at her.

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    “Paul Everly asked me to Homecoming,” Katee said. 
 
    Ned tried not to let his surprise or his hurt show. Instead, he kept staring at Ms. Fox’s writing assignment. “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “I haven’t said yes or no yet.” 
 
    Another few words, just gibberish to keep up the appearance of working instead of showing Katee the hurt. Ned hoped his head was down low enough Katee couldn’t see his Adam’s apple bob up and down. “He’s… uh… he’s a handsome guy.” 
 
    “Yeah. Nice, too.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “So. Have you asked anybody?” 
 
    Ned tried not to sigh. “No. You know I haven’t.” 
 
    “I know a lot of girls who’d go with you.” 
 
    Ned gripped his pen harder, and the cap shot off. Both of them looked at it and ignored it. “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Melissa, Liang, they both think you’re really cute.” 
 
    He dropped his pen down onto his notebook and finally looked up at Katee. You’re the one I want to go with, can’t you see that? “Huh. Well… maybe I’ll ask one of them.” 
 
    “You should.” 
 
     But he wouldn’t. Ned knew exactly what his play would be. He’d show up solo, maybe with his friend Cliff, and he’d wait around until Katee tugged him into a dance, same as he had every year. He’d pretend to hate it when it would be the best few minutes of his fall, and then he’d slink away. So he didn’t have to tell his mom and dad why he was home early, he’d go get an ice cream somewhere, sit in the parking lot, and listen to music or play on his phone until it was late but not so late that they thought he had a girlfriend.  
 
    That was Ned Mussett’s life. He knew he was a coward but he just couldn’t work up the strength to be anything but. 
 
    Katee picked up her phone and unlocked it. “Hey, I’ve got their numbers. You could give them a call right now.” 
 
    “Katee…” 
 
    “Come on. We could double date beforehand. Go to the game, get dinner, go to the dance, it would be fun.” 
 
    “Okay. Stop,” Ned said, sitting back. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You know I’m horribly shy. It’s not funny.” 
 
    “I wasn’t joking,” Katee said flatly. “I think if you asked them, they would go with you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go with them.” 
 
    “Then… maybe Chrissy, or-” 
 
    Ned slapped his notebook shut and stood up. “I’m going to go for a run.” 
 
    “Why won’t you let me help you go on a date?” 
 
    All the pain in his heart couldn’t be contained anymore. Ned stared at her, at his beautiful friend, at her sweet eyes, at the face he thought incessantly about. I’m sorry, Katee. “You have to know why,” he said, his voice thick. 
 
    She stared back at him, her chest rising and falling with her deep breaths. “No. I don’t. Because you… you keep expecting things to happen for you instead of making them happen yourself.” 
 
    “Do you want to go with me then?” he asked, practically shouting. 
 
    “No! I might have, but now I don’t. Especially now that you’re being a jerk about it. Ask one of them out. Or don’t. Figure it out, Ned. Have the slightest bit of confidence in yourself. You can be the most amazing person but you, you, you’re never going to try!” 
 
    Katee shoved upright, snatched up her keys and her phone, and she ran for the door. Ned tried to catch her arm, to apologize and ask her for real, but before the words could leave his lips, she jerked away from him and left. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “That’s his car there,” Candace told Lucy. She pointed it out, and they circled around the parking lot until they found a spot where they could sit and observe both the office building and Robert’s sedan. 
 
    “Have you ever done anything like this before?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “No. You?” 
 
    “Once. I thought a boyfriend in college was riding around town in this other girl’s truck, so I followed them and followed them and followed them until the girl finally called the cops on me.” 
 
    “How did you get out of that?” Candace asked. 
 
    “The cop told me if I didn’t trust my boyfriend that much I probably shouldn’t be dating him. He had a good point. Plus, he was super cute and invited me back to his place. I got over my boyfriend pretty quick when he pulled out the handcuffs.” 
 
    “Kinky girl,” Candace said, grinning. 
 
    “Oh yes.” 
 
    “Me too.” Candace sighed. “Or I would be, anyways. Robert likes it missionary and never changes it up.” 
 
    “Even if he’s not cheating on you, you ever thought about divorcing this guy?” 
 
    “Every day for the last few months. It was hard to contemplate, with the baby.” 
 
    “Where is Kelly? I was looking forward to getting to cuddle with her.” 
 
    Candace smiled. “You will. She’s with my mom and dad. I told them Robert and I are fighting and we needed some time to sort things out. My dad would probably kill Robert if he even had the slightest suspicion, so I want to be sure before I tell them the truth.” She shifted in her seat and reached in the back for a bag she brought with. “I just pumped. God, I swear, the one time I want someone’s lips on my boobs, and Robert won’t even try it.” 
 
    Lucy laughed politely at that, thinking how much she’d like to be that someone. While Candace prepped, she tried not to stare and instead focused on the building. “I had a girlfriend with a young one, maybe a year or so old when we started dating. She said her milk dried up months before. Yours is still going?” 
 
    “Yes, but I’ve only just started weaning Kelly off it. My mom and grandmother told me to expect to be milky a year or two after. They both were. Thyroid problems in the family.” Candace pulled her top down to clamp the cup to her nipple. “I don’t mind it, actually. The pump’s uncomfortable and it ached pretty often in the first few months. Now it’s kind of pleasant.” 
 
    “Do you want more children?” 
 
    “Oh yes, lots of them. I always wanted a big family. But I want the right man to do it with now. Robert… he loves Kelly, but he’s distant with her. He plays with her until she cries or gets sick or whatever, then it’s like he can’t get away fast enough.” 
 
    “That’s pretty crappy to put on your shoulders.” 
 
    Candace sighed. “It is. I’m getting worn-down. But being alone with Kelly, that’s so intimidating. I know it’s what I need but… yeah, it’s a big step. But now, these last few weeks, I know it’s the step I need to take. I think. Maybe. Okay. Maybe I don’t know know.” 
 
    She turned on the pump, and they sat in silence for a while as she eased the pressure. Lucy noticed her friend shifting from time to time, and thought she might have been squirming. She finally said, “You okay? Anything I can do to make you more comfortable?” 
 
    “No, thank you. There are days when…” Candace blushed. “Never mind.” 
 
    “Hey, you can talk to me. Boob Crew, right? We stick together, keep each other’s secrets.” 
 
    Candace laughed softly and shifted again, leaving her dress riding high on her creamy thigh. “The truth is, some days this hurts or it chafes or it’s just… you know, business as usual. And then there are days when I use the pump and it’s everything I can do not to… well, orgasm.” 
 
    “Wow,” Lucy breathed. “That good?” 
 
    “It can be. There’s no real rhyme or reason to it. Sometimes I want to feed Robert so badly it makes me wet. But he’s never been into the idea.” 
 
    “What an idiot.” 
 
    Candace giggled. “Thanks. I hope that stays between you and me.” 
 
    “It will.” 
 
    “Okay, I shared. You have to share something wild with me.” 
 
    Lucy thought about that. “Well… I was pretty repressed as a teenager. Always studying, always had to do the right thing. Then I got to college and I realized I could have fun and still get straight As. So… I got a little wild.” 
 
    “How wild?” 
 
    “Like… oh gosh.” 
 
    “Come on,” Candace said. “It can’t possibly be as embarrassing as admitting I want someone to suck my milk from me.” 
 
    Lucy chuckled. “All right. I may have slept with a couple professors. At the same time. And at a frat party, my girlfriend and I… we were down for some bukkake. About a dozen guys came on our faces.” 
 
    “Wow,” Candace breathed. “Wooow. I’d love to see that.” They were quiet a minute, then when she switched the pump to her other breast, Candace said softly, “I’m bi too.” She looked aside at Lucy and reached out to brush her hand. “It’s okay to look, hon. I… wouldn’t mind it.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Lucy asked, her voice throaty. She did look, taking in the bared nipple dribbling a few droplets of milk before Candace wiped it away. She turned on the pump and Lucy reached out to place a hand high on her hip. 
 
    What might have happened next was cut short when Candace looked up. “There he is,” she hissed. 
 
    A big man in a blue button-down and black slacks walked swiftly towards his car, a sport coat folded over one arm. He dug out his cell phone, and a minute later, Candace’s phone buzzed. She answered it. “Hey, baby.” 
 
    “Hey. I’m just taking a quick break outside. Going to be a while longer here. The Toledo contract is killing us.” 
 
    Candace stared at the phone, her hand tightening so hard around it Lucy thought it might crack. “Oh really?” Candace asked. 
 
    From their vantage point, they watched Robert toss his sport coat into the back seat, grinning. He said, “You sound pissed.” 
 
    “I am pissed.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll make it up to you tomorrow. We’ll go have lunch and maybe play some golf.” 
 
    “Right. Sure. Okay. See you tonight.” 
 
    “Really am sorry, babe,” he said before hanging up and dropping into the front seat. 
 
    Candace hung up, and said woodenly, “Follow him.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Candace,” Lucy said. 
 
    “You know what?” Candace asked as she lowered her seat so Robert couldn’t see her. “I’m not. I’m really not.” 
 
    Robert took a zig-zagging path towards the inner guts of Honeypot. It wasn’t a big city and they didn’t have far to travel, but they hit every red light from the office to there. The entire time, Candace gripped her knees and gritted her teeth. She might have said she wasn’t sorry, but the pain came off her in waves. 
 
    “So much time together for it to end like this,” she whispered. 
 
    Lucy’s hand sought her friend’s. 
 
    Robert started into a quiet residential area. Duplexes and four-apartment complexes were the norm here. Lucy knew the area, had looked at an apartment here before settling on the other side of town. She followed Robert at a distance as he slowed and made one more turn and parked halfway down the block in the driveway of one of the duplexes. 
 
    At Candace’s direction, Lucy drove past, spun a U-turn, and parked across the street as Robert headed up the driveway, stuffing his phone away in his pocket again. He gave the car a look, then a second, his eyes widening as his wife shot out and towards him. 
 
    “You son of a bitch, who is she?” Candace shouted. Lucy got out too, following behind. She said nothing. 
 
    “Ah, hell, baby, I, I, I, she’s… uh, an intern, and we’re just, I’m delivering some notes to her, and…” 
 
    The front door opened, and a young woman in a tight tee and short shorts stepped out. “Robert? What’s going on?” 
 
    “Yes, Robert, what is going on?” Candace said. 
 
    Robert raised one hand towards the woman on her front step. “Just, ah, go back inside, and I’ll have those, ah, files in to you in a minute.” 
 
    “Files?” the woman asked, pulling the door shut behind her. “Oh my God. Your wife?” 
 
    “The one and the same,” Candace said. 
 
    “He said you two were separated… oh my God,” the woman said, the last word nearly a whisper. 
 
    “Janet, go back inside!” Robert snapped. 
 
    “We’re going to do much, much better than separate,” Candace said. 
 
    Robert lost all the color to his cheeks. “No, no, baby, please…” 
 
    “Uh uh. Now is too fucking late to care about our marriage, asshole.” 
 
    “But Kelly,” he started, obviously trying for a patient tone, but Candace cut him off. 
 
    “Hasn’t been your concern since you decided home wasn’t as important as… as whatever this was to you.” 
 
    “You can’t take her away from me,” he said, still calm, as though he were explaining this to a child. 
 
    “Oh, I can, and I will.” 
 
    The woman stormed down towards them, and Lucy stepped in between her and Candace. The woman was blazing fast and came around her, going right for Robert, her hands balled in tiny fists. “You… fucker!” 
 
    Candace used the distraction to haul her hand back and slap Robert so hard he spun sideways. The woman was right there, her hand drawn back too. Robert tried to guard his face from another strike, but the woman walloped him too, not so much a slap as a punch. He gaped at the both of them, his hands coming down from his cheeks. Lucy shot in, raised her own hand, and joined in on the fun, though considerably less hard than her friend and Robert’s mistress. 
 
    “And that’s for Candace, you jerk!” 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” he screeched. 
 
    Candace turned to the woman. “I’m Candace.” 
 
    “Janet Tracy. Come by sometime. We’ll burn his shit together.” 
 
    Candace grinned. It was not a kind, gentle look. “That sounds like fun. I’ll bring the lighter fluid and his baseball memorabilia.” 
 
    Robert’s eyes went huge. “Baby, no, no, it’s worth a fortune, don’t-” 
 
    “Come on, Lucy,” Candace said. She grabbed Lucy’s hand and tugged her to the car. Before they separated to get in, she stopped and pushed Lucy against the front panel of the car. As Robert and Janet watched, Robert’s mouth wide, Candace dropped a hand to Lucy’s sex through her jeans. Her lips crashed against Lucy’s, her tongue following with lewd flicks. Lucy moaned, and Candace broke away just long enough to pant, “Want to go ride my face until I’ve made you come so much you pass out?” 
 
    “Fuck yes,” Lucy breathed, and kissed her again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Lucy didn’t pass out, but it wasn’t for a lack of trying. 
 
    They wound up at her place, Candace’s car parked haphazardly next to hers in the driveway. They rushed inside and Candace slammed the door shut behind her. Lucy was on her before she could speak a word, kissing Candace again, hands falling to the redhead’s deliciously full butt, squeezing, lifting one of her legs. She slid a hand underneath and went for the silky panties she found there, rubbing Candace’s wet sex through the fabric. 
 
    “Bedroom,” Candace gasped. 
 
    Lucy nodded and let Candace’s leg down. She led the way, kicking her shoes off. Both of them shed most their clothes by the time they made it into Lucy’s neatly made bedroom. They stared at one another as Candace tossed off her maternity bra and Lucy dropped her thong. 
 
    “Fuck,” Candace moaned. “I’m so hungry for you.” 
 
    Lucy came to her again, their hands at each other’s faces. They kissed with the madness of need about to be sated, their tongues dancing, their mouths breaking apart only long enough to take short, gasping breaths. Finally Lucy gripped Candace by the waist and pulled back. She pushed the busty redhead towards the bed and grinned. “I think you need this way more than I do.” 
 
    Candace didn’t argue. Instead, she dropped onto the bed and scooted up towards the pillows, her mouth slightly open, her breathing hard and fast. Lucy chased after her, slinking up the bed as Candace spread her legs wide. 
 
    “Hmm,” she said, “tease you for a while, or…” 
 
    “Do it and I might stab you,” Candace said, spreading her pussy lips with her fingers. The wet folds beckoned to Lucy. 
 
    “Look how sexy you are,” Lucy said, slowly dipping down towards the other teacher’s pussy. “Wild.” 
 
    “Free,” whimpered Candace as Lucy took her first long lick. 
 
    “And delicious,” Lucy breathed against her sex, and started back in. Her long, expert tongue slipped through Candace’s folds with quick dips at first. Knowing how badly Candace needed this, she wasn’t interested in teasing for long and soon drove her tongue deeper and harder, looking up at the other teacher with fiery intensity. 
 
    “Ohhh, Lucy, you’re so good at this…” 
 
    Lucy wagged her tongue side to side before quickly jumping to Candace’s clit without warning, sucking on the big button. One of Candace’s hands shot to Lucy’s blonde hair, clutching her to her pussy. The other clawed at the bedspread as her head twisted. As Lucy sucked and licked her clit, Candace couldn’t control her body or her breath. Everything inside her went crazy all at once, and she took a huge breath to practically scream… 
 
    “Oh… fu… fu… FUCK!” 
 
    In just those short minutes, she was already coming, her back thrashing, gripping Lucy’s hair so hard it hurt. But Lucy kept on, shoving three fingers up into the other teacher’s cunt, careful with her nails not to scratch the delicate walls but desperate to keep the other woman’s pleasure rolling. And it did. Candace humped up at the English teacher’s face, her butt rising and falling with no clear rhythm. Lucy’s fingers inside her made slick wet noises as they punched in and out, and when Lucy curled one finger to stroke her inner walls, Candace let go of her hair to clutch at the pillow above her head and bring it down over her face. 
 
    Muffled, she cried out, “Lu… puss… fugh… my… my…” 
 
    Lucy shot up and yanked the pillow away. She plunged her lips against the redhead’s, her tongue searching the other woman’s as Candace slapped her thighs against Lucy’s hand. Lucy’s long blonde hair draped and intermingled with Candace’s red fan as they rocked together. 
 
    Remembering Candace’s admitted dirty desire, Lucy grinned against the other woman’s lips and whispered, “Mm, mind if I have a taste?” 
 
    “Please,” Candace begged. “I want it, I want it, I…” 
 
    Lucy dropped down the other woman’s body again, her fingers still working in and out of Candace’s cunt, though slower now as she focused on a nipple. She had tasted breast milk before out of curiosity, a sip from a friend’s bottle, but never warm and straight from the motherly source like this. Candace cradled her head as Lucy dipped her lips to her big breast, wrapping her lips around the thick, waiting nipple and lightly sucking. 
 
    “H-harder,” Candace whimpered. Lucy wasn’t sure if she meant the sucking or the fingering, so she went for both. Fine droplets of milk sprayed across her tongue, almost mist-like, and then came a thin, errant stream, the warm nutty sweetness different but tasty. Lucy moaned theatrically. 
 
    “That’s it, that’s it, oh my God, this is so dirty…” Candace said. 
 
    Lucy used another moan to agree. Her free hand shot out towards the end table, and Candace grabbed it to guide it there. Lucy opened up the drawer and looked away from Candace’s leaking nipple just long enough to pull a lengthy blue dildo out of the drawer. Candace took it from her and sucked the tip while Lucy returned to her breast in a hurry, licking up the milk that had trickled down her skin before going back to the nipple and sucking hard again. 
 
    Candace sucked just as hard on the dildo as Lucy did her breast, driving the first inch or two in and out of her mouth, her cheeks hollowed. The sounds of her slurping made Lucy so hot for the other woman, as if she wasn’t already dripping. But she was determined to give Candace whatever she needed that day. 
 
    She let the nipple go with a tease of her teeth and looked up at Candace, her lips wet with the other woman’s milk. “That’s not where I wanted that to go,” she growled with mock seriousness. 
 
    Candace shivered pleasantly. “Show me.” 
 
    Lucy took the dildo from her and twisted around until she could bring her lips down to the other nipple. The dildo she placed at Candace’s lips, and the other woman gasped wordlessly as Lucy drove the dildo inches into her pussy. 
 
    “You want it deeper?” she asked, still playing the aggressive type. 
 
    “Yes, yes, shove that fucking thing in me.” 
 
    Lucy did, and sucked Candace’s other nipple until milk started to stream from that one too. She drank it down, but her real focus now was the toy in her hand and giving it to Candace as hard and fast as the other woman could take. And just like Lucy herself, Candace could take plenty.  
 
    “Yes,” Candace cried out, “yeah, fuck me with that, fuck me hard, slut…” 
 
    She clapped a hand to her mouth and Lucy broke free of her nipple to bring a mouthful of Candace’s own milk to her lips. She made the other woman drink it down, then breathed against her lips, “Your slut, whenever you need it. So long as you do the same for me, because I’m going to want this sexy mouth on my cunt all year.” 
 
    “Yessss!” Candace moaned. “Get on top of me, ride my face…” 
 
    They moved again, though not far this time, and Lucy certainly wasn’t going to stop with the dildo. Candace slid down the bed and Lucy knelt over her face, dropping down hard on her mouth and rocking her drenched pussy lips against her. 
 
    “Oh, that’s it,” she gasped, and knelt to lick at Candace’s clit again while she hammered the dildo in and out of the other woman. Candace was still riding an edge and rocking up and down. Her arms wrapped around Lucy and held on as she licked the English teacher’s pussy. Her aim was crap considering how hard she was moving herself, but Lucy didn’t care or need much help. She did the work herself, pressing her pussy to Candace’s mouth and getting herself off by doing precisely what the other woman demanded – riding her. 
 
    Theirs was a frenetic race to orgasm. Both of them used and neither cared. They moaned and licked and fucked. It was Candace again who came, her fingers digging into Lucy’s bottom as she wailed out a string of curses and her need all at once. Then she was pushing Lucy away and yanking the dildo from her, putting the blonde on her hands and knees while she knelt next to her, shoving the dildo in and out of the English teacher’s cunt. They kissed with wide open mouths, sloppy, needing presses of their lips, hungry explorations of their tongues. Like that, Lucy rocked forward, the dildo and the heat of the moment helping her finally find an apex, and she cried out against Candace’s mouth.  
 
    Then she was coming down, and they kissed again, laughing breathlessly. They dropped onto the bed together, wrapped in each other’s arms as they made out for a few lazy minutes, trying to compose themselves. 
 
    Finally, Lucy croaked, “Are you okay?” 
 
    Candace shook her head. “Far from it. But I’m so much better than I was this morning. I know he’s cheating now. It’s not just a whisper in the back of my mind. I’m free, Lucy. I don’t owe him a minute more of my time, except for the divorce. My daughter either.” 
 
    Lucy stroked the other woman’s side. “I meant it when I said if you need to take the edge off this year, come find me.” 
 
    “I will. And I have to say this for both our sakes, but I don’t know that I’m going to be ready for a real relationship for a long time. I want to have fun. You know? If something happens between us, great. I like you a ton already. But right now…” 
 
    “…we’re friends with benefits,” Lucy said. “Perfectly fine by me.” 
 
    “God, you are the best.” Candace got a faraway, dreamy look on her face like she might start drooling. “I wonder if any of the other girls in the Boob Crew are bi.” 
 
    “Ooh, now there’s a thought,” Lucy said, leaning in for another kiss. Her lips brushed Candace’s, then she moved them to the other woman’s ear as her hand went lower. “Anna Marie, bouncing on your face.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Candace moaned. 
 
    “Ophelia, on her hands and knees, that ass up in the air…” 
 
    “God, yesss.” 
 
    Lucy pushed the other woman onto her back again and rubbed Candace’s pussy. “Charity, those long legs, mm, imagine those thighs pressed against your head…” 
 
    “I like our newest teacher,” Candace said, then she was shoving Lucy’s head down to one of her breasts again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Katee didn’t want to hang out, and that, more than anything that had ever come between them, hurt Ned the most. Why couldn’t she see how difficult it was to tell her how he felt? It didn’t have to be the guy asking the girl out. She knew Ned got all locked up when it came to her. Total blue screen of death. Hard drive fried. Katee had always done that to him. She knew it. 
 
    But… but she liked him. She kind of admitted that. Didn’t she? 
 
    When Ned tried to get her alone and talk to her about it, she snapped at him again. “Figure it out,” and “I’m not going to be the first one for you. I want you to be a man, not this scared boy.” 
 
    He was only eighteen! Of course he was scared! Ned was in freaking love with her, so yeah, just a little bit terrified. 
 
    And that whole, “I want you to be a man” thing. Did she really want him to lose his virginity to someone else? Jesus, who? Who was going to take pity on dorky Ned Mussett and let him sleep with her? 
 
    With Homecoming looming, Ned stalked around the school like an irritated cat. He tried to hang out with his friend Cliff, but his super smart friend was now getting way into politics and causes. It was cool, and Ned totally respected him for it, but listening to him talk for more than a few minutes was so freaking exhausting. It was like getting out of school just to listen to another lecture. 
 
    At least his bullies were leaving him alone for the moment. Jorah and Chad made some asshole comments in the hall and Chad one time shoved him into the bathroom door when they passed each other, but the pair seemed absorbed in new relationships with Milla Johnson and Letitia Richard. The pairs were nothing short of baffling. Both the girls were beautiful and smart, far too smart to be with a pair of trolls like Jorah and Chad. The universe was so freaking unfair. 
 
    Katee and Paul were all over each other. When Ned would round a corner, there would be Paul with an arm wrapped around Katee, or the two of them would be kissing. Once, Ned saw Katee sitting on Paul’s lap on one of the concrete benches by the front entrance. Every time sent a spike of jealousy through Ned. Was she doing it on purpose? To torture him? Why was she being so mean about all this? Her previous boyfriends, she’d been shy around Ned, almost apologetic. But with Paul, she was flaunting it. 
 
    He wouldn’t get mad. He wouldn’t. Katee deserved to be happy, he believed that with all his heart. But she was happy with Ned, wasn’t she? Well… most of the time. When sex didn’t come between them like a great big moat Ned couldn’t cross. 
 
    The Wednesday before Homecoming, he sat through Ms. Fox’s class. She seemed happier lately, recharged. There were rumors she had a boyfriend now. That was cool. She was a nice lady, he decided, and definitely one of his favorites even if she was a little dorky about English. She was one of the few distractions that got him through the day. 
 
    Seated beside Ned was Lyla Hulton. That was unusual. She usually sat three or four seats back with her two best friends. Her eyes kept drifting over towards Ned, and as usually oblivious as he was, to notice that was something else. Lyla was all right. She carried some extra weight but she had a really great smile and he liked her sense of garish style. She was always super enthusiastic about whatever extracurricular she was into at the moment, which could be great or annoying, depending on the subject matter. 
 
    When the bell rang and Ms. Fox dismissed them, Lyla leaned over and whispered, “Hey, can I talk to you after class?” 
 
    Oh shit, she wants to ask me to Homecoming. 
 
    That would be awesome. He could show up with Lyla and show off the way Katee was doing with Paul.  
 
    They walked out into the hallway, and Ned followed Lyla to her locker. She dropped her books inside and they waited to talk until the school started to clear out. Ned felt eyes on them, and turned to see Ms. Fox at her classroom doorway. She gave him an encouraging smile before turning her attention to Mrs. Sparks coming down the hallway. 
 
    Lyla said uncomfortably, “Uh, listen, Ned…” 
 
    “You want to go to Homecoming?” he blurted. 
 
    She winced. “Oh. Oh gosh. That’s… that’s sweet. But I’m going with Jaamel.” 
 
    “Damn. I thought… this…” He heard a cackle behind him somewhere and winced. Oh God, this was going to be all over school in about a minute. 
 
    “I’m sorry! It is about Homecoming, just not the actual dance. I’m in charge of decorating and I was hoping I could talk you into coming after the game Saturday to help? Free lunch?” she added, making that last a question. 
 
    Not like he had anything better to do. Ned shrugged. “Sure. What time?” 
 
    She told him, and they stood together awkwardly after. Finally Lyla said, “Well, um, I know this got weird, but really, thanks.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. It’s my fault.” 
 
    “It’s awkward for both of us,” she said, “But I’ll save you a dance, okay?” 
 
    Ned winced. Oh God. Now Lyla was his pity dance, the way Katee used to be. “Thanks.” 
 
    “You bet! Hey, you’re a really great guy. Lots of girls go to it without anyone. Just have fun, you know?” 
 
    That did make him feel marginally better. “You’re right.” 
 
    “See you Saturday!” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Candace felt reinvigorated in a way she hadn’t been expecting. Sure, there were moments when she thought about the implosion of her marriage and shed a few tears, and yeah, the stress of thinking about a life raising Kelly alone intimidated her. But she was already so much happier. 
 
    Her mother pledged to help babysit and promised to rope her two older sisters into helping too, a godsend. Kelly was already welcome, of course, but knowing that support was in place was the most worrisome aspect out of the way. As for the divorce itself, Robert kept threatening an army of lawyers, but Candace was certain he didn’t have a legal leg to stand on, considering it was his wick getting dipped in hot wax that ended things. She gave him her demands and she wouldn’t back down – the house, alimony, and most important of all, Kelly. That was going to be the sticking point, she knew, but she also knew Robert wouldn’t want his affair splashed around. He would cave. It was just a matter of when, and how many visitation days she would give him when she had time to cool off. 
 
    For now, though, she reveled in her freedom. The Boob Crew had her back and brought her by gift cards for her favorite restaurants, gallons of wine, and boxes of chocolate. If there was a chocolate truffle in the city, it was likely to be found at Candace’s place. Lucy was her biggest rock and a frequent guest in her bed. With the changing situation and her dad gone, Kelly was frequently upset and her night habits ruined, but Lucy didn’t seem to mind the times when they could only sleep together, not be intimate. She really was the best. 
 
    But as amazing as Lucy was in bed, Candace craved a man’s touch, a man’s lust, and a man’s hunger. She wanted to lick muscles beautiful Lucy didn’t have. She wanted to be driven into the mattress, pounded from behind, fucked up against a shower wall. Within three days of finding out her husband cheated on her, she was planted in a clinic waiting room to get the shot, practically drooling at the thought of a man coming inside her, filling her, making her drip him. 
 
    And at school, Candace’s fantasies only grew darker. 
 
    She walked through most of her classes with her usual friendly detachment, but when it came time for that last class with the seniors, she thrummed with building excitement. Aiden’s flirtations remained just that – brushes of her skin, another couple gropes of her ass, and of course, his dark eyes feasting on her as he teased her with a few comments about how she looked. 
 
    Did he know Candace was separated from her husband? Maybe. While she never openly discussed it at school, she wasn’t keeping it a secret. The Boob Crew all knew, along with Bullard, the affable science teacher. He caught her dancing in the break room and she pulled him in to dance with her, making him laugh. After, over coffee, he asked what had set off her good mood and she told him about the divorce. The next morning, well before classes, he brought her a bottle of good rum with a ribbon tied around the neck. She asked what he was doing that weekend, but Bull avoided the question with an easy smile and a vague implication that he was seeing someone. This wasn’t the first time someone from the Boob Crew was shut down asking him out, so she didn’t feel bad at all. 
 
    But again, what about Aiden? Did he know she squirmed at night thinking about him and his friends? Did he know when class ended and she shut the door after them that she ran back to her desk to shove her vibrator against her pussy until she came and came and came? 
 
    A good question. One she burned to find out. 
 
    Homecoming that year came shockingly fast. It seemed like the semester just started, and boom, there they were, the day before the game and the dance. All the football players were required to wear good clothes that day. Aiden came into her classroom dressed in black jeans and a charcoal gray button-down with the sleeves rolled up, and oh hello there, was that shirt ever so tight on his sculpted frame. Simon didn’t look bad either, with a dress sweater and slacks. 
 
    “Looking good, Aiden and Simon,” Candace said. “Got something important coming up?” 
 
    “Just going to throw a few touchdowns, win Homecoming, you know, slow Saturday business,” Aiden said, and grinned at her while Jimmy and Miguel whooped and thumped on his back, then Simon. 
 
    Simon, for his part, looked pleased with himself and wrapped his arms around Gabrielle and Briana. “Then the dance,” he said, and kissed each girl on the cheek with an emphasized “mwah.” The girls returned the favor, and he leaned back. “Gonna have a party out at Mitchell’s, if you want to come, teach.” 
 
    Aiden raised an eyebrow and grinned wider at the not-so-subtle innuendo. Candace blushed, but decided to give it right back to them. “Much as I love that idea, I just don’t think the two of you would be enough for me.” 
 
    There was more hooting and hollering at that, and Jimmy added, “Yeah, well, me and Miguel will be there too, so ya know we’d take care of you.” Miguel stood up and flexed, and Candace laughed. 
 
    “Sit down, you goons, and let’s talk about shopping budgets.” 
 
    That class, she did little actual teaching, but school was like that sometimes. The kids – young men, in this case – needed to blow off some steam sometimes and see their teachers as more friends than disciplinarians. She got that. Their talk shifted to their favorite cheap meals from grocery stores. She posited that ramen could be made damn near culinary with an egg and the right kind of vegetables and meat. Aiden tried to convince the others that yes, peanut butter and banana sandwiches were real and amazing. Gabrielle stole the show when she pointed out you could make a killer pizza with a loaf of the thick garlic bread ubiquitous to the checkout aisles of every grocery store, a spattering of tomato sauce, cheese, and pepperoni. Candace intended on trying that over the weekend and she didn’t think she was alone. 
 
    Before she knew it, class was ending, and she stood up to see them out. “Good luck out there,” she said to Aiden and Simon, the last two remaining. 
 
    “Thanks. Going to come watch the game?” Simon asked. 
 
    “I am. Gotta root on my favorite players,” she said, giving him and Aiden a dazzling smile.  
 
    “What do we get if we win?” Aiden asked. 
 
    “Ooh, cheeky,” Candace said. 
 
    He chuckled. “Just messing-” 
 
    “How about a kiss?” she interrupted. 
 
    Both guys shot each other a look, then stared out at the hallway where Gabrielle and Briana waited. The girls were distracted, talking to someone out of sight. Again, like the guys were moving with the same muscles, they looked back at Candace. 
 
    “You serious, Mrs. Sparks?” Simon asked quietly. 
 
    “Just one.” 
 
    “On the lips?” 
 
    “Mm, how about if you play well?” she said, blushing hard.  
 
    “Jesus,” Simon said, then cleared his throat. “I’m going to play my fucking heart out. Excuse the language.” 
 
    “Excused,” she said. 
 
    “Not a word,” Aiden said to Simon. 
 
    “Yeah, no shit. You think I’m going to screw this up?” Simon asked. His phone buzzed. “I’ll look for you in the stands. Holy shit, this is going to be awesome.” 
 
    He hurried out of the room, his phone in hand. Aiden looked after him, then at Candace. “I can’t guarantee he won’t talk.” 
 
    “I don’t care.” 
 
    “What changed?” Candace held up her hand and pulled off her gold ring. Aiden winced. “Oh shit. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I’m not. Go. Have fun tomorrow.” 
 
    “See you after the game, Mrs. Sparks.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    “I’m going to call them and tell them I’m sick,” Ned said, staring into the syrup-soaked pancakes as though he could find all of life’s answers in his mother’s short stacks. 
 
    “Ned Mussett, no you are not!” his mother said, her voice a sharp whipcrack. Like him, Ellie was a tall, thin woman with a long beak for a nose, but unlike him, she grew into her face. His father Jack called her adorable, and Ned understood why. She always had a mischievous crinkle to her eyes and a smile on her face. 
 
    Well, except right at that moment. 
 
    “Mom, I don’t want to go,” Ned said, realizing even as he said it how childish that sounded. Before she could point that out, he added hastily, “I know, I know, I signed up, but…” 
 
    His mother settled her fork on her plate and leaned forward. “Do you remember your twelfth birthday party? When you were so sick?” 
 
    Ned winced. He did. Hit by a double dose of tonsilitis and appendicitis that led to a pair of surgeries, Ned was laid up for three weeks. Truth was, he liked it. It was like a long vacation, apart from a couple days after each surgery when all he wanted to do was sleep. But his parents did have to cancel his birthday party. Katee still showed up, along with Cliff and Lyla. Lyla brought with her two cards with everyone’s signature from class, even the trolls, though they made the D in Ned look like a butt. 
 
    “I remember,” he said. “She bought ice cream and said it was from the class.” 
 
    “It was the sweetest thing,” his mom said, picking up her fork again. “You go, and you help because you promised and because she’s a nice girl. Even if you’re not going to the dance together.” 
 
    “Fine. But then I’m coming home. I’m not going out tonight.” 
 
    “That’s okay. You can be my date to Love Walked into a Bar. I’ll buy popcorn!” 
 
    Ned pushed away his plate and dropped his head against the table. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to go through with it?” Anna Marie said. 
 
    “I think… I think I am,” Candace said, blushing a shade not far off from her red hair. “I mean, it’s just a peck on the lips. It’s harmless.” 
 
    “Oh it is so far from harmless,” Ophelia said. The whole Boob Crew was gathered near one of a trio of concession stands. They got there early enough to grab some popcorn, soft pretzels, and drinks and get seats before the rush. Anna Marie, the de facto leader of the club, led the way to the bleachers. “You’re talking about… you know… them.” 
 
    They all knew who she meant – students. That kind of taboo hookup would lead to them getting fired, or worse. 
 
    “They would talk,” Anna Marie agreed. “They might tell you they won’t, but they’re teenage boys. They’re going to brag it up about as long as it takes to get out of earshot.” 
 
    Lucy watched all this, taking small bites of her pretzel and cheese. Her silence in the matter was expected, as she was the new one, but Charity’s was a different story. She had a distant look to her, a few kernels of popcorn in hand but never quite reaching her mouth. 
 
    “Charity?” Candace asked. “You okay?” 
 
    “There’s… precedent,” Charity said slowly, looking around in every direction. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Ophelia asked. “With… students?” 
 
    “Sh sh sh,” Charity hissed, whipping her head all around again to make sure they weren’t overheard. “Not here. Come on.” 
 
    She led the way to an as-yet empty part of the field, away from everyone. The rest followed, giving each other strange glances full of amusement and trepidation. Candace looked about ready to purr. Charity ordered them to form a circle, everyone on lookout over everyone else’s shoulders. Then, quietly, she began. 
 
    “I’m not going to name names. But I know several teachers and staff members who have had to come talk to Pedro about sleeping with seniors before. None of them were ever fired. I know for certain one of them was never even reprimanded.” 
 
    “Who?” Anna Marie asked. 
 
    “I just told you, I can’t tell you that.” 
 
    “Come on,” Ophelia said impatiently. “You know you’re going to tell us eventually anyways and that we won’t say a word to anyone.” 
 
    “Okay. Fine.” Charity took a deep breath. “Me. I’ve done it.” 
 
    “What?” Candace said. 
 
    “Are you serious?” Lucy said. 
 
    “Every so often, yeah.” Charity looked at all of them. “Not a word. I’m serious. Pedro’s fine with it and I think the board knows because of him, but if it got out, I’d be dead.” 
 
    “We won’t tell,” Anna Marie said, looking firmly around the circle. Everyone agreed. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Ophelia breathed. “That’s fucking hot.” 
 
    Lucy went goggle-eyed at that. “Are you serious? She’s talking about… mm… sleeping with students.” 
 
    “Says the woman who brought up Ned Mussett’s ding-dong,” Ophelia said, poking her in the shoulder and making Lucy blush. 
 
    “It’s good to know,” Candace said. “I’m not saying I’m going to take it that far. But Aiden ticks a lot of boxes for me right now.” 
 
    “You need to be careful,” Charity said. “Even if Pedro’s not going to fire you for it, it doesn’t mean there aren’t risks. Be up front with Aiden. Make sure he knows what it is if you do anything with him.” 
 
    Candace nodded. “Good advice. We need to get seats or I’m going to be stuck somewhere I can’t drool over his ass in that uniform.” 
 
    That elicited some giggles from the other women. Ophelia wrapped an arm around Charity’s waist and whispered none too quietly, “I’m so dragging you back to my place later and making you give me details.” 
 
    “Promise?” Charity teased. 
 
    “Hell yes.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was a great day for football, cool but not cold, with a raucous crowd and pretty evenly matched teams, at least on paper. The group of teachers snagged a corner of the bleachers and stood on their feet with everyone else when the Badgers tore through the paper banner made by the art classes and took to the field. Aiden, in the lead, scanned the crowd and grinned when he saw Candace. Big Simon did the same, even going so far as to make great big kissing gestures with his mouth and hands. Unless someone knew specifically that he was looking right at the Family and Consumer Science teacher, they would have assumed he was aiming the motion at the crowd in general. They ate it up, roaring their approval. Candace blushed, but gave him and Aiden the slightest wink. 
 
    “Oh, there’s Ned,” Lucy said as the young man headed up the bleachers. “Should I invite him to sit with us? He’s been so despondent lately.” 
 
    “I heard he and Katee Thurston had a falling out,” Anna Marie said. 
 
    “Oh no!” Lucy said. “They seemed so good together.” 
 
    “They’ve always crushed so hard on each other,” Ophelia agreed. “Anyone can see that. I think she got tired of waiting.” 
 
    “Waiting for what?” Anna Marie asked. 
 
    “For him to stop being so… Neddish,” Ophelia said. “I like him, he’s very nice, but what girl that age is going to want nice?” 
 
    They settled in to watch the game. The Badgers won the coin toss and decided to kick the ball. Right from the very start, Simon was determined to earn that kiss. When the ball soared, he rushed forward, looking twice as big and mean as anyone else on that field. He stormed for the receiver, and the poor other player looked like a deer caught in the headlights of a semi truck. Simon hit him with the force of one too, driving him nearly back into the endzone and making him fumble the ball. Another Badger snapped up the ball and ran it in to the roar of the crowd. 
 
    Into Candace’s ear, Lucy said, “I’d say he earned his kiss.” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Candace said, heat blooming in her cheeks – and elsewhere. 
 
    The boys settled in but didn’t let up. It was clear from the start they were going to give no quarter that day defensively, thanks in large part to Simon. Aiden’s offensive team was much jumpier and drew a couple fouls until he called for a time out and slapped some sense into them in a huddle. 
 
    While that happened, Lucy’s gaze strayed back towards Ned. He was watching someone further down the bleachers, and no one would have taken a bet as to who. Katee sat with another guy, wearing a Badgers sweatshirt and standing every time they made a great play. Ned seemed distant, lost. He looked like a kicked puppy. Lucy winced, thinking of a couple awkward sweet guys from high school and college who tried to ask her out but had no game. She knew how bad she felt then, and guessed it must be a heck of an awkward situation for both Ned and Katee alike. 
 
    The crowd roared, and Lucy’s attention drifted back to the field. She rose when she saw Aiden rushing up the field, carrying the ball himself and juking around a defensive tackle. His long legs pumped, pumped. Two more of the opposing team were close and dove at him, grabbing him in a hold that should have been called, but the refs could see what everyone else could, that the players couldn’t restrain him. Aiden shot free, hitting the endzone at a dead sprint for the Badgers’ first touchdown of many that day. 
 
    Lucy whooped and cheered with everyone else in the crowd. Everyone, that was, save Candace, who only watched the star player with a secretive smile. 
 
    By halftime, the guys were up twenty points, with no score on the board yet for the Mongooses. The opposite team came off the field looking like they just fought a war. The Badgers walked off with war whoops, still hungry for more. 
 
    If that first half was one-sided, the second half was a mauling. Aiden’s offense now moved like a finely tuned machine. Their halfback was unstoppable, charging up the field with half the defense trying to bring him down. When Aiden needed to pass, he rarely missed the mark. The other team rallied late for a shining moment in the fourth, leading to the only points they scored when their kicker made an impressive field goal that even the Badger fans clapped for. But after that, it was all the Badgers again to the roaring approval of their fans. 
 
    The seconds ticked down and the game ended with the crowd on their feet, chanting and stamping their guys on. The whole of the Boob Crew turned to look at Candace, who was both rosy cheeked and practically panting. 
 
    “We’ve lost her,” Anna Marie said. 
 
    “Go get them, honey,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “I’ll see you all… sometime…” Candace said, and started down the stairs to the field, not quite running to her classroom, but pretty damn close. 
 
    Lucy laughed and shook her head. “I’ve got to go supervise the dance decorations. I’ll see you all Monday?” 
 
    They hugged and she wandered down to the field. Ned was talking to Lyla Hutton, the class secretary and the student who would be in charge of the actual decorating. Lucy would be there more or less to open up the gym and lock it all up when they were done until it was time to get the dance started. 
 
    Lyla saw her approach and gave her a cheerful wave. Ned smiled too, though he still seemed distant. “Hey, Ms. Fox. Great game, right?” he asked. 
 
    “You know, I always kind of root for things to be a little more even than that, but our boys did fantastic.” To Lyla, “All set to decorate?” 
 
    “Yup!” the vivacious young woman said, bobbing on her feet. “It’s going to be the best Homecoming ever.” Her enthusiasm was infectious, even if Lucy thought privately some streamers and balloons weren’t exactly going to make the dance stand out. “And Ned’s going to join our crew.” 
 
    “She promised free food,” Ned said. “All my parents feed me at home is dry oatmeal and a cup of water. Tell them I said that, if you ever meet them.” 
 
    Lucy laughed, and for the first time that day, thought with that sort of charm, he should have more confidence than he did. Such a shame. 
 
    They headed for the school, joined by two other seniors. There would be more showing up soon, or so Lyla hoped, and the school’s janitor was there to haul in some ladders. The bulk of the work was done already, with the protective mats laid out, the tables hauled in and stacked against the wall, and the biggest, bulkiest decorations all set. 
 
    The theme was going to mesh with prom in the spring, with Homecoming decorated as a caricature of New York and prom Paris. That sounded like a lovely idea to Lucy, whose own prom had a theme of roughly “blue” and “pink.” 
 
    Lyla was pretty much the general of the bunch, doling out orders with assured commands. Though two of the other students were on the planning committee, they deferred to her with rolled eyes and plentiful groaning. Ned kept to himself, mostly working on the streamers, since he was the surest of himself on the ladders. They were not going to be able to decorate all the way to the ceiling, to Lyla’s irritation, but they made do. The best decorations of the whole bit were cardboard cutouts of buildings with holes in the windows. These, the students filled with white Christmas lights to make it seem like the buildings were full of life. Combined with a lane decorated with hanging lanterns that more or less looked like old-timey streetlights, and they had a wonderful setup. 
 
    With only some small touches left to go, they took a short break for food. Lyla seemed determined not to do anything traditional that day and preordered a party platter from a local deli. With paper plates stacked with finger foods, they headed for one of the folding tables and circled around it, talking as they ate. Ned finished his food quickly, grabbed a bottle of lemonade, and headed outside to take a few minutes before they got back into it. 
 
    Needing to use the restroom, Lucy excused herself too. When she finished and wandered back through the school, she saw Ned sitting out front on one of the concrete benches, looking off into nothing. She stepped out, smiling tentatively at him when he turned to look to see who it was. 
 
    “Hey Ms. Fox,” he said. 
 
    “Hey. Can I join you?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He scooted down the bench and she took a seat beside him. They didn’t say anything for a minute, then Lucy finally broke the silence. “I heard from the other teachers that you and Katee are having some trouble.” 
 
    “It’s not like we’re dating,” he said. 
 
    “And that’s the problem, isn’t it?” 
 
    He glanced at her. “Look, if you think I’m angry or jealous or something…” 
 
    “I do think you’re jealous. I think that’s natural. You two seem like you’ve been friends for a long time.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “And you like her.” 
 
    He sighed. “Yeah.” 
 
    “But she’s told you you’re just friends.” Lucy thought about her conversation with Katee in front of the ice cream shop. I want him to have some confidence. Best not to bring it up and embarrass the young woman, but maybe she could steer Ned to what Katee desired without giving away what she knew. 
 
    Ned squinted like he was trying to solve an equation in his head. “You know, that’s the thing. If she said, ‘Ned, I’m sorry, we’re just friends and that’s all it can be,’ I’d be fine with that. She’s been my friend way longer than I’ve… been interested in her. That way.” Lucy nodded. “But it’s more complex than that. She told me, basically, she doesn’t want me to come to her like a boy. She wants me to come to her like a man. I can’t get a straight answer out of her about what that even means, except I think…” He laughed shakily. “I shouldn’t say this to a teacher.” 
 
    “You think she wants you to lose your virginity.” 
 
    “Yeah.” He looked again at Lucy. “I guess that means she might like me too, that way? I know no means no and all, but it’s not a no, right?” 
 
    “I think men are always best served actually listening to the women in their lives,” Lucy said gently. “You always want to interpret things your way.” 
 
    “Hey…” Ned said. 
 
    “Don’t get defensive. I’m genuinely trying to help here, Ned. Think back to what she’s told you. Has she specifically said no? You need to be honest with yourself, good or bad.” 
 
    He did think, and finally, ponderously, shook his head. “No.” 
 
    “Okay. Then what is she telling you?” 
 
    “To not be so awkward about… mm… sex stuff. Talking about it, or asking her out, or… probably the real thing, I guess. We’ve never even kissed.” 
 
    The front doors opened and one of the other students poked her head out. “We’re going to get started. You two okay?” 
 
    “We’ll be in soon,” Lucy called back. The girl shut the door again and Lucy patted Ned’s knee. “You just need to learn some confidence in yourself.” 
 
    “Don’t suppose you give classes in that too?” Ned asked. 
 
    Lucy chuckled, then thought about it. Katee’s laughter over Lucy thinking the young woman wanted her to teach Ned how to be a man rang in her mind. 
 
    There’s precedent. 
 
    Oh. Oh, you wicked woman. 
 
    “Ned. Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Um. I guess? Why?” 
 
    Lucy stood and stared down at him. No. Not handsome, not yet. But he would be, in a year or two, maybe with the right grooming tips, a little more meat to him, and when he grew into that face. But he certainly wasn’t ugly either, and she had to admit, there had been a couple fantasies here and there sparked by his idle mention of his big dick. Whether that was a brag or not still remained to be seen, but… 
 
    “I have an idea. A very… odd idea. I think I can help you. I think… yes. Yes.” 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” 
 
    “What time are you showing up tonight?” 
 
    Ned frowned. “I wasn’t going to.” 
 
    “No, no, you have to. It all hinges on you being there.” 
 
    “What all hinges on me being there?” 
 
    “Show up. Look good. Have some fun, but keep your distance from Katee. Don’t be mad at her, but don’t spend the whole dance staring in her direction either. Then after like… half an hour of you two avoiding each other, come find me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Lucy grinned a madwoman’s grin. Oh, this was dangerous. This could kill her career before it ever got started. But here was a student she could genuinely help. She could give him his happily ever after all wrapped up with a bow. 
 
    And okay, sure, there would be some fun in it for her too. A lot of fun, potentially. 
 
    “I’ll explain everything, but it’s imperative you trust that I want to help, and that you do everything I tell you to do no matter what happens. I swear to you, it’ll all work out. Okay?” 
 
    “Um. Sure. I guess. But why do I need to be there tonight?” 
 
    She held out her hands, and Ned took them, his eyebrows raised. She lifted him to his feet and breathed into his ear, “You’re going to ask me to dance.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    As Lucy and the students were beginning to set up in the gym, Candace lazed back in her chair, smiling faintly to herself. She was committed now. She was going to kiss two of her favorite students. 
 
    Unlike Lucy, Candace didn’t much care about the consequences. Burn all the bridges. Scorch them with napalm. Knowing Pedro and the school board could be manipulated into letting her get away with it felt good, but she no longer needed that safety net. 
 
    The hallways grew raucous with the noise of the football players finishing getting dressed and heading out into the afternoon. Warmth flooded Candace from head to toe. Need thrummed within her. When the boys left, she was going to dig out her rabbit vibrator and her dildo and fuck herself against the kitchen cabinets. 
 
    The noise in the hallway dimmed, died. From somewhere deep within the building she could hear muffled voices, probably Lucy and her crew setting up for the dance that night. Sweet, sexy Lucy, who became such a different creature in bed. Candace smiled to herself. If only her students knew what two of their sexy teachers were up to. 
 
    A soft knock at her classroom door sent a thrill of pleasure up and down her spine. She turned towards it, and called, “It’s open.” 
 
     They came in, the heroes of the day, both of them in good jeans and polos, their hair slick from the showers. Simon grinned wide, but Aiden’s smile was all smugness. Oh, how she’d love to wipe that look off his face. 
 
    “Congratulations on the win today, boys,” Candace said. 
 
    Aiden closed the door behind him. “Thanks, Ms. Sparks. Wouldn’t have played half that hard without you in the stands cheering us on.” 
 
    “Truth,” Simon said. If drool dribbled out of his mouth, she wouldn’t have been surprised. 
 
    “And you didn’t… tell anyone about our arrangement?” 
 
    “Not a chance,” Aiden said. 
 
    “Uh uh,” Simon said. 
 
    As she stood up, Aiden leaned against the wall next to the door. “Does that mean you think we earned it today?” 
 
    “Mm,” Candace said. “I think I would have been very scared, seeing big, mean Simon coming down that field after me.” She moved towards them, pushing her breasts out with her arms as she mock-shuddered. Her sweater, already tight, bulged, and both young men’s eyes fell to her tits. “Wrapping his arms around me.” Another couple steps, and she saw the tent in Simon’s pants. “Taking me to the ground.” She came close and reached out to trail Simon’s chest with her hand. “You did… very, very well today.” 
 
    “Do I get my kiss?” Simon asked. 
 
    She smiled, so hot that if they touched her, she felt like she might melt. Her fingers trailed back up his chest to his neck and rested against his cheek. She leaned up, and pressed her lips to Simon’s. He shivered, his lips parting against hers, and she took his tongue into her mouth, sucked it, nipped it lightly. She brought her hand back down, teasing his side, nearly brushing his hard cock. Her lips moved to his ear and she whispered, “Well done, Simon. Teacher’s very proud of you.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned. His hands came up to her breasts, started to brush them, but Candace pulled away, eyes twinkling. 
 
    “Ahhh, just one kiss, remember?” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. Sparks,” he said. 
 
    Aiden pushed off the wall, and Candace watched him now, her hunger rising. He reached up to her cheeks and she moaned wordlessly at his touch. With her lips still parted, his descended upon hers, but before he kissed her, Aiden breathed, “One kiss.” 
 
    “One kiss,” she agreed fervently. 
 
    He grinned, and his soft lips were on hers, taking her, making her so easily his like she was one of his high school sluts. The warmth in her core rushed through her, making her falter and nearly fall, but Aiden had her, his hand at the small of her back, the other still at her face. She was boneless in his arms, kissing him with a need so desperate she nearly whimpered with it, then realized that was exactly what she was doing, making a soft keen of need against his exploring lips, his tongue. 
 
    His hand dipped to her ass and squeezed, and Simon breathed out again, “Fuck!” Candace thought vaguely of breaking this up, of ending it, but the one kiss had never really ended, had it? Aiden’s hand squeezed and squeezed, then went further down, along her hip, under it, and he was lifting her leg and she twined it around him, rubbing her shoe up and down the length of his calf as his hardness drove against her sex through their jeans. The heat built and built as her student dropped his other hand to her ass and spun her to the wall, pressing her up against it, his hands all over her ass, her hips. She gasped as he thrust up against her, her pussy needing him, needing this. If he went for her jeans she would have let him take her, would have begged Simon to fill her mouth while Aiden fucked her, or maybe the other boy could take her ass, she didn’t care, she didn’t care, she wanted this, she wanted this… 
 
    And then Aiden pulled away. 
 
    She panted, “Wh… wha-wha?” 
 
    “Just one kiss,” Aiden said, his voice hoarse with need. Everyone in the room, him included, stared down at his bulge. He looked back up, grinning, and ran a hand through his hair. “Going to hurt worse from that than the game.” 
 
    “Dude,” Simon said, completely in awe. 
 
    “See you Monday, Mrs. Sparks,” Aiden said. “Thanks again for being our biggest cheerleader.” 
 
    “Hu… y-yes. See you… see you Monday,” Candace croaked. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Ned wondered what the hell Ms. Fox had planned and if it was really worth going to Homecoming. His deliberation of choice was a short nap, ended by his mother pounding on his door. 
 
    “Come on, honey, I want to go to the movie early so we can go to dinner after. I was thinking that new buffet.” 
 
    Ned groaned and pushed himself out of bed. He answered the door dressed in his boxers. “I think I’m going to go to Homecoming.” 
 
    His mother didn’t bother hiding her relief. “Oh good, because I heard this movie has a big sex scene and I was not sure I wanted to sit through that with you.” 
 
    “We could have seen Six Gun Mania.” Ned grinned at his mother’s “God help you” expression. “I’m not going to be at the school long. Still want to go to dinner after?” 
 
    “Yes! The movie ends at eight.” 
 
    “Cool. See you then. Enjoy your dirty movie.” 
 
    His mom kissed his cheek despite his grumbling, and hurried away. Over her shoulder, she called, “And if you dance with Katee, I want a picture.” 
 
    “Sure, Mom,” Ned said, but he didn’t think that was going to happen anytime soon. 
 
    He waited until he heard her leave, then shut his bedroom door and turned on some music. He hurried out of his boxers and grabbed some tissue from the box under his bed. Being that close to Ms. Fox earlier set his imagination on fire, and it was her he thought about as he spat into his palm and jerked off into the tissue. Katee snuck into the fantasy too, just quickly enough that he could fantasize about her dancing in her panties while Ms. Fox rode him hard. He came into the tissues with a grunt, feeling oddly cheerful. At least he’d get a dance with the hot English teacher, if she was serious. 
 
    Ned hopped in the shower, scrubbed down, and decided he’d better jerk off one more time just so he didn’t embarrass himself getting a hardon with Ms. Fox. Christ, he felt like a woodpecker attacking those tissues that night. Good thing his dad was out playing poker with friends or he’d have to explain the second shower. 
 
    Finally, Ned stopped playing his perpetual mental porno – by now, the fantasy evolved into Ms. Fox and Katee wrapping their tits around his cock and kissing each other as they gave him a titjob – and dressed for the dance in khakis and a short sleeve buttoned shirt. He brushed his teeth, ran a comb through his hair, and doused himself in sports spray.  
 
    The school was jam-packed by the time he arrived, which worked just fine for him. He could slouch his way in and hopefully remain unnoticed. Ms. Fox laid out a careful plan for him for him to avoid Katee, but right from the get-go, that was impossible. She stood near the entrance, a plastic cup in hand. In a purple sleeveless dress, she looked so much more like an adult than a teenager, especially with her blonde hair done up nicely. At her arm was Paul Everly, looking way more handsome than Ned could ever pull off in a black shirt, black jeans, and a high, tight fade with a stylish mass of hair up top. 
 
    Katee saw Ned and gave him a tentative wave. He waved back, too pleased with the acknowledgement to hide a shy smile. She smiled back, then caught herself and looked at whatever the guy next to Paul was saying. Ned felt stung by that, like he’d been dismissed, but it was friendlier than they’d been since their blowup, so it was a win, he supposed. 
 
    Pop music thumped from the gym. People spilled out into the school halls, laughing and talking animatedly. From somewhere deep in the guts of the school Ned heard Lyla bellow at someone that the bathroom they were using was off-limits. He winced, grateful now he dodged the bullet of going to the dance with her. 
 
    The decorations by day seemed pretty okay, but at night, they were something else. The balloons, with tinsel and the gossamer-whatever-the-strings-were within, looked really neat whenever the bright flashed across them. The city backdrops sparkled too. The place was kind of magic, really. He felt a pang of despondency that he didn’t ask Katee sooner to the dance, but now he didn’t regret showing up. 
 
    Cliff waved at him across the room, and Ned headed in that direction. Cindy Wu, Cliff’s date from the junior class, spoke a few words to the group they were with and they made room for Ned. He slid into the spot, gave Cindy a hug and told her she looked nice and that he liked her strappy dress, and said hello to the rest. A few minutes later, Cindy’s best friend Sara pulled Ned out onto the dance floor despite his grumbling and they bobbed together. 
 
    Ned tried not to make a fool out of himself, but he felt self-conscious when he spotted Katee out of the corner of his eye. She came back in with Paul, and they were dancing like they did it a thousand times. Katee wasn’t exactly an elegant dancer, much like Ned, but her bounciness sure drew every guy’s eye. She wasn’t immune to the staring, blushing and laughing off the whistles. Ned returned his attention to Sara, but the song was almost over, and her attention was already drifting back towards one of the guys in the group. 
 
    Ned left her be to go get some punch. He spotted Ms. Fox through the crowd and gulped. There was nothing overly sexual about her flower print dress, but she was still one of the most beautiful women in the room. In the town. In the state. Hell, in the world. 
 
    And she wanted to dance with him? 
 
    Well, maybe it would make Katee jealous, Ned supposed. But personally he thought it was kind of going to be dorky, like a pity dance or something. Doubtless the trolls would make fun of him for it Monday, but they would make fun of him for anything he did that night anyways. The chance to touch Ms. Fox was too alluring to pass up, he knew that much. 
 
    Ms. Fox caught his eye and smiled. He smiled back, and muttered under his breath, “Oh this is going to be weird, this is going to be weird, this is going to be weird.” 
 
    Fuck it. What did it matter anyways? His friendship with Katee was in ruins, he was almost out the door of this place, and besides, was he really going to pass up the chance to get that close to one of the school’s sexpot teachers? Ned might have some self-confidence issues but he wasn’t dead. 
 
    She told him half an hour. He waited about twenty-five, mostly standing around but dancing twice with some friends. When the current peppy pop hit finished up, he moved in Ms. Fox’s direction. The timing was right. Katee was in the middle of the dance floor with Paul. The trolls danced with their girlfriends and grabbed a feel whenever they could. They watched Ned and hooted. He blushed, and thought to himself this had better be worth it. 
 
    Ms. Fox stood near Bullard Jackson, the big science teacher and the basketball coach. He was one of the most popular teachers in the school, affable and kind. Both teachers smiled as Ned approached. 
 
    “Mr. Mussett, you’ve got some moves out there,” Ms. Fox said. 
 
    “Aw, no, not really,” Ned said, blushing furiously. Jesus, was he really going to do this? She nodded almost imperceptibly at him. “Um. Um. Listen, I was going to get out of here, but I thought… you know, teachers never get asked to dance, and I thought it might be fun to… you know… ask you if you wanted to come out and dance with us. With me.” 
 
    Ms. Fox pressed a hand to her breast. “Oh my gosh, that’s the sweetest… okay, but you can’t make fun.” 
 
    Ned laughed uncomfortably. Ms. Fox held out a hand and cleared her throat emphatically. Ned took the hint and took her hand, leading her out onto the dance floor. There were lots of cheers at that, and Katee yelled, “Get her, Ned!” 
 
    Just before the song started, Ms. Fox leaned in and said with no hint of humor whatsoever, “Before the song ends, I want you to grab my ass.” 
 
    He blinked. “Wh-?” 
 
    “Trust. Me.” 
 
    Ned gaped at her, and then the song started. 
 
    Oh God, he was never going to live this down. 
 
    Ned Mussett had no idea how right he was. 
 
    * * * 
 
    That it was a show meant to get her attention, Katee had no doubt. And as Ned led Ms. Fox out to the dance floor, she was certain it had to be the sexy blonde teacher who set it up, too. Ned would never in a million years have done something so crazy as dance with a teacher. 
 
    That didn’t stop a spike of jealousy from running through Katee, just as it had every time Ned danced with someone else. 
 
    It was unfair, but she thought maybe he’d spend the dance moping, then come ask her for their typical one or two dances together before leaving. Katee knew he had friends apart from her, but they spent so much time together she assumed she would be the one he wanted to dance with. He had no idea how much more natural he fit into his body this year, moving with something actually approaching grace. And Katee thought he looked great that night, kind of casual and a little ragged, but she always thought he was more handsome than he let the world see. 
 
    As the music started, Paul shifted away from Katee, but she grabbed his arm. “One more,” she shouted at him over the music. 
 
    “Babe, I’m tired.” 
 
    Babe. Ugh. 
 
    “Just one more!” 
 
    He rolled his eyes and came back to her. The song was another in a long string of school-safe pop hits, but it was pretty danceable and they moved together, Katee’s arms wrapped around Paul’s neck. She positioned herself so she could watch Ned and Ms. Fox, as most everyone on the dance floor did. 
 
    While Ned swayed with the music, his whole face rosy red, Ms. Fox moved like she was born for the dance floor.  Her limbs were liquid, and while nothing she did was overtly sexy, every guy out there drooled in her general direction. She laughed at someone when they tried to cut in, and grabbed Ned’s hand to bring it to her shoulder. Ned froze up for the briefest of seconds, then looked around in sheepish astonishment to the wild calls of his classmates.  
 
    His other hand came up, faltered, landed on Ms. Fox’s shoulder. They moved slightly closer together, still at a chaste distance that wouldn’t upset the parents. Ned finally got his feet under him and took her hands to twirl her like they’d been taught in junior high PE. Ms. Fox twirled back, coming in close and then backing away again. 
 
    The song was almost over. Katee swayed with Paul but barely noticed him the entire time. Her eyes were glued on her best friend and the sexy blonde teacher so she saw what happened next with perfect clarity and gasped loudest of her classmates. 
 
    Ned looked around. Swallowed. Then one of his hands dropped. 
 
    Right to Lucy Fox’s ass. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The music didn’t stop but everyone did. A collective sea of disbelief greeted them as Ned gripped Ms. Fox’s taut, curvy butt. 
 
    What am I doing, what am I doing, what am I-? 
 
    “Mr. Mussett!” Ms. Fox shouted. She yanked his hand free and he gaped at her. She asked for this. What was happening? “That is unacceptable! You… you!” 
 
    Mr. Jackson shot through the crowd and thundered, “Ned! Outside! Now!” 
 
    “I… I… I don’t know what I…” 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    Ned turned, on the verge of tears. He pushed through the crowd. Katee stood right in his path, her eyes huge. Ned couldn’t look at her. He stormed right past. Even Jorah and Chad were too stunned to say or do anything. 
 
    Had Ned just been pranked? Was Ms. Fox just another bully too? 
 
    Half the school emptied out to watch what happened. Ned stood out in the grass, his cheeks scorching, his eyes burning. Ms. Fox and Mr. Jackson shot right for him, fury in their eyes – but then Ms. Fox dipped her head the tiniest bit and winked. Ned blinked, and then she was shouting. 
 
    “I cannot believe I… I thought you were… principal’s office. Monday morning, first thing.” 
 
    “Do you have a ride?” Mr. Jackson asked. 
 
    “I… I drove…” Ned said weakly. 
 
    “Apologize, then leave,” Mr. Jackson said. “I don’t want to catch a whiff of you again here tonight, you understand?” 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    “First. Thing,” Ms. Fox repeated. 
 
    “I’m… I’m sorry, Ms. Fox.” 
 
    She frowned and started back towards the school, telling everyone to go back inside. Quieter, Mr. Jackson said, “Jesus, Ned. Really?” 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    But he was going too, his voice like a whipcrack. Katee stood near the doors, watching him. She seemed more puzzled than angry or anything else. Paul tried to talk to her, but she ignored him, watching Ned. Ned shook his head and shrugged, and headed for his car in the parking lot. 
 
    Was all this what Ms. Fox wanted? 
 
    “Oh God, I’m in so much shit,” he muttered to himself. 
 
    But her ass really had felt fantastic. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    “We are so, so sorry about all this,” Ellie Mussett said, her cheeks ashen. 
 
    “This is not our Ned,” Jack Mussett agreed. 
 
    Lucy had a hard time not giggling. So far, this was all going perfectly to plan. She only hoped Ned kept his mouth shut about all this being Lucy’s plan. Then again, who would believe him? 
 
    “I thought he was an exemplary student myself,” Lucy said. 
 
    Pedro jumped in. “This is the first time we’ve had any sort of disciplinary problem with Ned in years. Could the boy be going through something that would make him lash out?” 
 
    Jack and Ellie shared a look, and Ellie said quietly, “Katee Thurston, his closest friend… she’s been dating someone.” 
 
    “Let’s call it what it is,” Jack said. “He’s in love with her. Ellie’s right, though. It’s probably what caused this.” 
 
    Pedro folded his thick fingers together. “Has Ned ever been sexually aggressive like this before?” 
 
    “No,” both parents said as one. Jack added, “I’ve never even really seen Ned be sexual. Truth is, for a while, I thought he was gay.” 
 
    Lucy winced internally at that. “Let’s not assume that just because he was lashing out Saturday that he’ll do this sort of thing again. Like Principal Smalls has said, he has no prior record. But there does need to be some kind of punishment here. I want to see Ned in detention, one night a week until I’ve decided he’s adjusted his behavior problem.” 
 
    She expected irritation or anger, but Ellie and Jack looked relieved. Ellie said, “You won’t press charges?” 
 
    “Noooo, no no no,” Lucy said hastily. “Gosh no.” 
 
    “There’s really no need to involve the police,” Pedro added. “We’ll monitor the situation here, and if Ned seems on the verge of acting up again, we’ll have another talk like this. We’d encourage you to do the same at home.” 
 
    “Oh, we will,” Jack said grimly, and Ellie nodded. “His ass will be grounded from now until Christmas.” 
 
    “Well…” Ellie said hesitantly. “He does want to join the basketball team. Is that a problem?” 
 
    “I don’t see why not,” Pedro said. 
 
    Lucy jumped right on that. She couldn’t lose the half hour she’d get with Ned every week. “It might be healthy for him, as long as he reports for detention. That takes priority.” 
 
    “Of course,” Ellie said gratefully. 
 
    “Should we call him in?” Pedro asked Lucy. 
 
    “Unless you have any other questions?” she asked the parents. They didn’t, so Ellie opened the door and called for Ned. 
 
    The boy walked in, as hangdog and whipped as anyone Lucy had ever seen, and her heart broke a little bit for him even as she wanted to jump on her chair and cackle like a witch. Almost there. Just had to play this out a few minutes longer. 
 
    Sorry, Ned, but you’ll understand everything soon. 
 
    “Ms. Fox, I am so, so sorry,” he said. 
 
    “You’re going to be in detention with her once a week,” Ellie said firmly. “Until she decides you’ve made up for… for this.” 
 
    “I… ah…” Ned said. 
 
    “No,” his father said, folding his arms. “You apologize, you take the punishment like a man, and then you spend every week with her cleaning gum off desks or whatever it is she wants you to do.” 
 
    Yes, Ned, whatever I want you to do. And I’m going to want you to do so much. 
 
    “Okay,” Ned said quietly. 
 
    “You can start tonight,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Fox,” Ned said glumly. 
 
    “I think we’re done here,” Pedro said. 
 
    Everyone shuffled out save for Pedro. He asked Lucy to shut the door behind her, and she did, gladly. Charity watched with a questioning gleam in her eyes as the Mussetts went through one more round of apologies with Ned. The young man went to his first class, and Charity shot to her feet to drag Lucy to a corner of the office where they couldn’t be overheard. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she whispered. “No way Ned would have ever grabbed your ass.” 
 
    “Shhh,” Lucy said, grinning. “I’m going to help him win back Katee Thurston.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Let me get the ball rolling. Then I’ll tell everyone when we go out drinking. Okay?” 
 
    Charity nodded, but her look of suspicion nearly set Lucy off. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When it was time for Ms. Fox’s English class, Ned slunk in, his cheeks burning at the laughter and whispers. Joe Miles grabbed his arm and asked, “Hey, you going to go for her tits today?” The class roared at that. 
 
    “What was it like?” Ryan Blume asked. 
 
    “I bet that shit was tight,” Sam Culkin said. “She’s got a great big ass, but I bet it was firm as-” 
 
    “As what, Mr. Culkin?” Ms. Fox asked as she swept into the room. She looked and sounded serene. 
 
    “Um. Um.” 
 
    “Not a very creative word choice, given the class you’re in. Let’s strive for better over the next hour.” 
 
    Ned found a seat near the back and tried to disappear into the class that hour. Still a mix of angry and confused, he stared only at the back of the person in front of him and didn’t dare look up at Ms. Fox. Why was she doing this to him? She asked him to grab her ass, then gave him detention? 
 
    She called on him once, a light, easy softball toss of a question, and he answered with a muted voice, drawing more giggles and whispers. Ms. Fox steered the class back into the conversation as masterfully as she managed since starting there at the school. Soon enough, the bell rang, and Ned stayed put, now looking down blankly at the desk until the last of his classmates left. 
 
    Ms. Fox followed them and shut the door. Ned immediately stood up and hissed, “What’s going on? Why-?” 
 
    Ms. Fox raised a finger to her lips – sh – and opened the door immediately again. Kids must have been out there eavesdropping because she gave a sharp, “Go on. Now!” She did the same trick, still looking in Ned’s direction, peeked out in the hallway again, and nodded before she shut and locked the door. 
 
    She came to Ned, and he sputtered, “Oh, can we talk now? Why did you do this to-?” 
 
    Quick as a bird, Ms. Fox shot forward, grabbed his cheeks, and kissed him. Ned was so shocked he stumbled backwards, nearly falling. 
 
    “Wha… what the… what are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    “Ned, I want to see you with Katee. You two are adorable together. It’s really shitty of her to give you an ultimatum like this, but I get it from her perspective. She’s waiting for you to grow up.” 
 
    “Gee, thanks,” Ned said, but he was still stunned by the kiss and collapsed into his chair. 
 
    “Don’t be angry. I’m about to give you the opportunity teenage boys like you fantasize about their whole lives.” She beamed at him. “I’m going to help you become a man.” 
 
    The words took a long, long moment to process, then Ned blurted, “You’re going to have…” 
 
    “Sh!” Ms. Fox hissed. “Jesus Christ, do you not get the concept that people might be listening?” 
 
    “Sorry,” he said, feeling anything but. Lower, he added, “But we’re going to… have sex?” 
 
    “Yes. Eventually. If I think you’ve earned it.” 
 
    “Holy shit.” Ned leaned forward. “H-how do I earn it?” 
 
    “First, by keeping quiet. I don’t mean just in detention. I mean you don’t talk about this to anyone. This is my job and my life at stake here.” 
 
    “Of course,” Ned said. “I wouldn’t ever-” 
 
    “Tell Katee? Maybe a friend at college if you got drunk?” 
 
    “No, Ms. Fox. Not even Katee. I swear.” 
 
    She nodded thoughtfully. “Okay. Good. So far as anyone knows, you were feeling crappy about seeing Katee with that boyfriend of hers dancing together. You don’t know what came over you, but you were feeling jealous and bold.” 
 
    “Got it,” Ned said. 
 
    “Next, you and I are going to treat every detention like class, but in this case, you’re either flunking or you’re getting straight As. There is no in between, there are no sick days, no slacking. And if I ever say no or tell you to back off, you do it immediately.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Ned said. “Or should I call you Lucy? That’d be weird, right?” 
 
    “It’s Ms. Fox. Just because we’re going to be, mm, intimate doesn’t mean that changes. I am still your teacher. No attachments. You are not going to end this year in a relationship with me.” 
 
    “Not that you’re not… like… amazing,” Ned said, “but I really do love Katee.” 
 
    Ms. Fox’s face softened. “I know, hon. And that’s why this is worth it to me. As a teacher, you can’t help them all, but you can help one or two. I’m going to help you. Every class will be something different. It won’t always be sexual. Sometimes we’ll talk about grooming or a conversation on a date or self-confidence. It’s not all about the physical.” 
 
    “That sounds pretty cool,” Ned said. 
 
    “Good. You’re not still mad at me?” 
 
    “Hell no.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Good. Now I’ve been curious about something since the first day of class. Stand up.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Mr. Mussett, I expect you to obey every command I give you.” 
 
    He stood immediately. 
 
    “Good.” She came to him, so close it stirred him. Her sweet-scented lotion made him draw deep breaths, and he gasped when she grabbed his belt and started to undo it. Into Ned’s ear, Ms. Fox whispered, “You told me then that you were teased about being small because you were actually pretty big. Let’s find out if you were bragging or not.” 
 
    Ned blushed and looked away. Ms. Fox undid his jeans, and tugged them down along with his boxers. He sprang out. She made a small, pleased sound, and encircled him with her fingers. 
 
    “Oh. You were definitely not lying.” 
 
    “Is it really…?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s big. One of the biggest I’ve seen.” Ms. Fox stroked him once, twice, then gently let go. She brought her hand to his chin and lifted it. His eyes went huge as she came in for a soft, gentle kiss, just a short one. Against his lips, his English teacher whispered, “Katee and I are going to be very lucky girls.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Candace waltzed through that week feeling like a queen. When Simon and Aiden left her after the game, she ran her vibrator’s batteries down jamming that blessedly wicked toy against her clit and her bud, leaving actual trails of wetness down her legs almost to her calves. She was so worn out afterwards she had to take ten minutes at her desk, catching her breath and coming down. 
 
    Both boys seemed as serene as her Monday, giving no hint of what had happened in class over the weekend. Aiden’s eyes held Candace’s a few times, his usual smirk flickering across his face, but for the most part, he was a model student. 
 
    She heard about what happened with Lucy and Ned over the weekend, and like the rest of the Boob Crew, she wasn’t falling for the idea that Ned Mussett of all people would suddenly break bad and grab a teacher’s ass. Then again, Lucy hadn’t seemed the type to play ringmaster either, so Candace cornered her friend and sometime lover early and often. All Lucy would say was, “Wait until Friday,” usually accompanied by a sultry laugh. 
 
    Things felt different, changed in a big picture way that Candace was only beginning to understand. She still cared about teaching, and Kelly was always and forever her life, but she felt carefree for the first time since she was in her twenties. Robert was gone, all packed up and living with his brother. She held the fascination of several striking young men – and if she was reading the signals right, maybe the young women in her senior class too. It was hard not to be happy. 
 
    Candace floated through that week and many to come with a smile. With her changed outlook came a more positive vibe in all her classes and her students noticed. They weren’t terribly affected by it or anything, but a happy teacher made for a better classroom, of that Candace was certain. She felt more connected, and in turn hoped they felt more engaged. 
 
    Friday finally came. She hosted, so of course Kelly was the star of the show and was spoiled rotten by the rest of the Boob Crew. Teething toys, a new plushie, a new blanket, and a couple new books soon adorned the coffee table next to glasses of wine and a platter of meat and cheeses. Anna Marie held Kelly and made her gurgle with laughter by bouncing her on her knee and singing nonsense to her. But soon Kelly began to tire with all the excitement around her and Candace put her down for a nap. 
 
    “You are such a good mother,” Charity said when Candace crept back. 
 
    “She’s the happiest little toddler I’ve ever seen,” Lucy agreed. 
 
    “She loves her Lucy stayover nights,” Candace said, giving her friend a dazzling smile.  
 
    “Aw, and I love her.” 
 
    “Okay, enough with the sweet stuff. What the hell happened Saturday?” Ophelia asked, leaning forward and grabbing up her glass of wine. It was what they were all drinking that night. Over the years, Robert collected dozens of high-priced bottles of wine. Before he could take them all, Candace hid a good twenty bottles or so in the attic, where she knew Robert wouldn’t go because he was deathly afraid of spiders and cobwebs. He called every day demanding them back. Candace took that literally, saving all the empty bottles she drank and setting them aside in nice wooden crates she would haul to his brother’s place soon. With the Boob Crew’s help, Candace was down to the last few bottles, which they were looking at knocking out that night. 
 
    Candace blushed. So did Lucy. “Which one of us should start?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “You,” everyone in the room said. 
 
    “Sorry,” Anna Marie said, “but we can all figure out what’s going on with Candace and her boy toys. You, though, what the heck? Ned Mussett? Grabbing your ass?” 
 
    “Charity kind of guessed it,” Lucy said. “It wasn’t Ned’s idea. It was mine.” 
 
    “Why?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “To make Katee jealous?” Charity guessed. 
 
    “No. Yes, kind of. If that happened, great. But no, that wasn’t the main reason. I needed to get him in detention the rest of the semester. Maybe the year.” Lucy looked around the room. “You swear, all of you, this doesn’t leave this circle? Ever?” They all swore, and Lucy gulped down what was left of her glass of wine. “Katee wants Ned to come to her like a man, not a boy. I’m… oh gosh. I’m going to help him with that.” 
 
    “How… oh my God,” Ophelia said, realization dawning on her. “You’re talking about…” 
 
    “A lot of things,” Lucy said. “But yes, sex, eventually.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Ophelia said. 
 
    Anna Marie stared, then shook her head. “Wow wow wow.” 
 
    “Oh, please don’t judge. He’s such a kind young man and…” 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’m not judging. I just can’t believe… I mean, of all of us, you seemed the sweetest and most innocent, and this is… this is huge.” 
 
    “Speaking of huge,” Lucy said. “I checked.” 
 
    “Checked what?” Charity asked. 
 
    “I got him out of his pants so I could look.” Lucy held out her hands and spread them wide. Very wide. 
 
    “No way,” Anna Marie said. 
 
    Ophelia blinked. “Jesus. Ned? I had him in PE. I didn’t know.” 
 
    “Uh huh. He’s going to get a different lesson every week. Not just sex stuff, but little things to help his confidence and make him more, mm, presentable.” 
 
    “If he talks to his friends…” Ophelia said, but Anna Marie was already shaking her head ponderously. 
 
    “He’s already grabbed her ass. In public. It’s genius. If he says a word about what she’s doing, Lucy can say he has a crush on her and likes to invent stories.” 
 
    “I didn’t think about it that way,” Lucy admitted, “but that’s smart. I figured if he told, just deny, deny, deny. He’s a teenager. Who would believe him?” 
 
    “There’s that too,” Anna Marie agreed. To Candace, she said, “Now you, hon. What’s got you smiling this last week?” 
 
    “Aiden and Simon. I told them one kiss each and that was it. Simon’s kiss was nice. A bit of fun. But Aiden stretched the definition of one kiss and…” She shivered pleasantly. “He pushed me back up against the wall, and he had his hands all over me. My hips, my ass… it was so good I nearly came. I think he knew it too. I was right there, and he pulled back.” 
 
    “Woooow,” Ophelia breathed.  
 
    Candace nodded. “If he wanted it, I know I would have let him take me. Simon too. I went completely mindless. It was so hot.” 
 
    “Details!” Charity said. 
 
    Candace laughed and gave them a more detailed play by play. Everyone listened raptly, and at the end of it, Anna Marie shook her head. “So jealous of you both.” 
 
    “We need updates,” Charity said. 
 
    “Of course,” Candace said. 
 
    “And you two? Are you…?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “We’re having some fun together,” Lucy said, holding Candace’s eye. 
 
    The other woman smiled and nodded. “Friends with benefits. And my door’s always open if anyone wants to take the edge off.” 
 
    Anna Marie raised her glass. “Well, you’re an inspiration to all of us. May we all have our own Neds and Aidens.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Sparks?” Briana asked. 
 
    Candace smiled. “Yes, Briana?” 
 
    “Does that hurt?” 
 
    It took a moment to realize what the young woman was referring to. Candace looked down at the wrap over her breasts and the pump. She just started the process with her back turned as the class worked on a budgeting assignment, figuring out how to spread their money across their bills and groceries for a month. It was make-busy work, the sort of thing she needed to give them to pad out the class. It happened sometimes, when the kids were smart enough that her lectures could go without a hitch or a lot of redundant explanations. 
 
    She turned in her chair to face them. “Does it hurt…? Hm. It can once in a very great while. Early on, I felt like I was sore and tender constantly.” All the students looked up from their work by that point, and Candace gestured at their pages. “Put your pens down. I guess they don’t tell you much about this in sex ed, huh?” 
 
    “Not really,” Gabrielle said. 
 
    “Well, let’s talk about it, then. This is an important part of the home, if you want to have children someday. And not just for you and Briana, but you boys as well. If you have wives someday and children, it’s good to know.” 
 
    “Does it like… um… suck the milk from your boobs?” Miguel asked. Simon smacked him, and he looked genuinely miserable. “Sorry. I don’t know how to ask that politely.” 
 
    “That’s putting it crudely, but yes. It’s meant to simulate the suckling a baby or a toddler would do. And then I can store the milk for my daughter later. Actually, she doesn’t drink nearly as much as I produce, but my breasts get sore and… mm… full if I don’t do this regularly. By this point after giving birth, I should have been easing off the milk by now, but my family has a history of glandular problems, which can mean we make milk long after birth.” 
 
    “Oh wow,” Miguel said. 
 
    “What does it taste like?” Briana asked. “I heard it’s like… sweet.” 
 
    “It’s different for every woman. I’ve tried mine. It is a little sweet, but it’s nuttier, kind of almondy.”  
 
    “Oh wow,” Gabrielle said. She squirmed for the briefest of moments, something so minute only Candace saw. “You… tried your own milk?” 
 
    Candace laughed softly. “Not like you’re imagining.” Well, yes, actually, she had sucked from her own nipple once, trying to entice Robert into sex. And then again one night with Lucy while the other woman watched hungrily, playing with herself. But she wasn’t about to tell her students that. “Would you like to try? There’s a fresh bottle in the fridge.” 
 
    Jimmy shot to his feet and hurried for the refrigerator. He searched inside and came out with a small bottle Candace pumped that morning. “This?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s it. Each of you can take a small sip if you want. Or not. It’s natural to be curious, but don’t feel pressured into trying any.” 
 
    Jimmy uncapped the bottle and took a small sip. He brightened and passed it to Miguel. “That’s… different. Good. But not what you’re expecting.” 
 
    Miguel sipped and nodded. Without a word, he passed it to Briana. She sipped and frowned. “Not quite nutty, but I get it.” She gave the bottle to Gabrielle, who took a larger drink than the others and smacked her lips. That got a grin out of Simon, who took a sip and made a show of licking his lips. The class laughed nervously at that, except for Aiden, who took the bottle and drank what was left. His dark eyes held Candace’s, and he said, “It’s good.” 
 
    “Maybe someday we could try it fresh,” Jimmy said, and Miguel smacked him. 
 
    “Don’t be an ass.” 
 
    “Sorry, Mrs. Sparks,” Jimmy said, sounding anything but. 
 
    Gabrielle looked around and asked quietly, “Does it… does it feel good?” 
 
    Candace wasn’t sure at first what she was referring to. The question was so strange and out of the blue it took her by surprise. “Does what feel good?” 
 
    “Pumping.” 
 
    “Ohhh. Hm. Well, it’s like… pressure being released. Kind of. Sometimes.” Candace frowned and thought about it. “You feel full, and it’s uncomfortable, so pumping is more like… a relief. But that’s not what you’re asking, is it?” 
 
    The young woman shifted. “Um. No. I guess not. I keep thinking about it and it seems kind of hot.” The others laughed nervously at that, and she slunk down. “I know, that’s weird.” 
 
    Candace sat up straighter. “It’s all right to be curious. This isn’t the sort of thing I really expected to be teaching, but I don’t see the harm in sharing. Yes. Pumping can be a pleasurable sensation. Not always, not even frequently, but… sometimes. And it can be very nice to have a partner help you sometimes too.” 
 
    “A partner?” Miguel asked. 
 
    “If you both love and trust each other enough to share in some adult breastfeeding, it can be… stimulating,” Candace said. “Time’s almost up. We’ll keep this lecture our little secret?” 
 
    They agreed, all of them looking shellshocked, and class ended. 
 
    * * * 
 
    To keep up the appearance of being chastened for his behavior, Ned kept to the back of Ms. Fox’s class, but his heart ran a million miles a minute while she talked about essay writing versus fiction writing. Him. Ms. Lucy Fox was going to sleep with… him. If he didn’t screw this up. 
 
    The other students teased him about his grab at her ass still, but now he blocked it off with easy chuckles and bashful rubs of the back of his head. “I was just having a bad weekend,” was his favorite excuse. People could connect those dots on their own, and it wasn’t entirely a lie, either. 
 
    The bell rang, and Ms. Fox called to everyone to think about what they wanted to write for an in-class assignment the following week. As they cleared out, she said coolly, “And Ned, you can stay behind again.” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Fox,” he said, hoping he sounded appropriately put out. 
 
    She closed and locked the door after the last student, and he let out a long breath just as she chuckled and shook her head. “You’re doing great. I really thought you were being sullen yesterday when you didn’t answer right away.” 
 
    “Sorry. I was distracted.” 
 
    “I know. And it’s all right. I expect you to be. Just try to remember your classwork comes first before all this.” Ms. Fox motioned at a desk up front and headed for her own. “So Ned, the first thing I want to talk about boundaries, friendship, and expectation. It’s going to be the most important lesson this whole year.” 
 
    “No means no,” Ned said as he stood and came towards the front of the class. 
 
    “That’s part of it. We talked about that and I’m glad to see you remembered. But here’s the thing. Even after everything I teach you, it’s not a guarantee Katee will want you the same way you want her. She might want to be friends forever. That is her right, and how you deal with that, if it happens, is the greatest proof that you’re a man, not a boy.” 
 
    Ned nodded slowly, chewing on that. “All I’ve ever wanted for her is to be happy. I hope that’s with me. I think it’s with me. It would hurt the rest of my life if it wasn’t. But a life without her as my friend would be way worse. So whatever happens… I’m okay with it. I just… I just want a chance. That’s all.” 
 
    “Then you’re going to have homework this week, and it won’t be pleasant.” Ms. Fox folded her arms across her breasts. “Talk to her. Make this right between you. And most importantly, you need to let her know your intentions. She deserves to know where you’re coming from in terms of your friendship and your attraction to her.” 
 
    “But she’s with Paul.” 
 
    “She is. But that doesn’t mean she isn’t her own woman who deserves an opportunity to make her own choices. I’m not telling you to try to win her back, although if that happens, fantastic, game won. I’m telling you to help both of you heal. To be friends again and to plant your flag.” 
 
    Ned drew a deep breath. “That’s a lot scarier than you’re making it out to be.” 
 
    “I know. Love requires bravery. So does lust, for that matter. You don’t get anything in this world by sitting back and never attempting to do anything. That’s what got you into this mess, right?” 
 
    “It is,” Ned said sheepishly. “So… how should I do it?” 
 
    “That’s the million-dollar question,” Ms. Fox said. “Probably not in front of her friends. And you don’t want to corner her and make her feel trapped. So maybe if you spot an opportunity when she’s alone, but in a safe environment.” 
 
    “Like when she’s shooting hoops outside,” Ned said. 
 
    “Sure. I think that would work.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Katee drove past her father, one arm out to block him from swatting the ball away from her. She charged for the hoop, jumped, and missed the net entirely with her layup. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” she groused. 
 
    Her dad caught the ball, rolled it from hand to hand, and tossed it in for an easy basket. “Two up,” he said cheerfully. “You really suck at this.” 
 
    “I’m playing easy on you, old man.” 
 
    “You’re playing distracted. And I think the reason for the distraction is coming down the street now.” 
 
    Katee turned and stiffened. Ned approached slowly in his car and waved when he saw her. Katee’s dad waved back, and out of the corner of his mouth, he said, “Should I get the gun, or…?” 
 
    “We don’t even own a gun.” 
 
    “Maybe I should go buy one.” 
 
    “It’s Ned, Dad. I’m not mad at him, I’m just… confused. I don’t know what’s going on with him lately.” 
 
    “Love does terrible things to a man’s mind. I was sane before I met your mom.” 
 
    Katee elbowed him. Ned pulled up to the sidewalk, parked, and hesitantly got out.  
 
    “Not going to grab my daughter’s butt out of the clear blue, are you?” 
 
    “Aw, man,” Ned said sheepishly, and ran a hand along the back of his neck. “You heard?” 
 
    “I heard.” He tossed the basketball to Ned. “Whatever’s going on between you two, figure it out, Ned. I can’t believe you would pull a stunt like that. Don’t make me regret going inside and leaving the two of you alone.” 
 
    “I won’t,” Ned said quietly, his eyes lowered. “Katee deserves a better guy than the way I’ve been acting. That’s been true for a long while. I’m here to apologize.” 
 
    “Oh. Well. Okay.” Katee’s dad turned to her. “I’m right inside if you need me.” 
 
    “It’ll be okay,” Katee said. When the door shut behind him, Ned started dribbling the ball. “I heard you signed up for the team.” 
 
    “Yeah, practices start soon. I’m jogging on the track most nights to work on my cardio. It suuuucks,” Ned said, a shaky laugh bubbling out of him. He lifted the ball and arced it towards the net. Whiffed it just like her. 
 
    “Hope you shoot better than that when you play.” 
 
    “Jesus, me too. That’ll get me laughed out of the gym.” 
 
    Katee sniffed. “I’m with Paul, Ned.” 
 
    “I know. I know. I’m not here to… to tell you I love you or anything wild like that. I really do want to apologize. You deserved someone who tried for you, and I pretty much screwed that up.” He watched her line up a shot, and this time, Katee made the easy point. She got to the rebound first and slung him the ball. “But I also wanted to tell you I’m trying to change. To come out of my shell a bit more. I hope someday you look at me and decide I’m worth a chance, but really, Katee, I’d be happy just being friends again, if you decide that’s all you want.” 
 
    She sniffed again and nodded. “What happened with Ms. Fox?” 
 
    “Frustrated. Bad weekend. I don’t know, I wasn’t really thinking. I guess it all boils down to me being kind of shitty.” 
 
    Katee arched an eyebrow. “You’re really going to tell me right now that you were the one who thought to ask her to dance? To grab her butt like that?” Ned froze, and she had her answer. She chuckled. “Oh wow. She really did tell you to…” 
 
    “Sh sh sh sh,” Ned said, looking around. “She’s… she’s trying to help me. In a way. Our detentions together, it’s more like… like bullshit sessions. About being a decent person and learning to grow up a little. Getting me some self-confidence.” 
 
    “That’s… weird, but sweet.” 
 
    “Oh she’s… she’s great.” 
 
    Katee’s phone buzzed. She dug it out and looked at it. “Paul.” 
 
    “I won’t keep you.” 
 
    “Ned… I… of course I want to be friends again. But it’s still really all confusing for me and I…” 
 
    “No. Hey. It’s okay. I mean it when I say you take all the time you need. If you want to play some Horse or something, give me a shout sometime. Or whatever. Anything.” He slapped the ball out of her hands and dribbled it fast and low. “The ball-” 
 
    “Don’t say it,” Katee groaned. 
 
    “-is in your court.” 
 
    “Oh, I hate you.” 
 
    He stood up, and stopped dribbling. His sweet face went soft and kind. “I hope with all my heart that’s not true. But I care enough about us that if it is, I won’t bug you again.” 
 
    Katee rushed forward and hugged him. He encompassed her with his arms, and it felt so good and right, not all awkward and stiff like with Paul. But she really was so confused. She pulled back, sniffing. “I should probably… um… text him and…” 
 
    “Yeah. Hey, he’s on the team too, right?” 
 
    “He is.” 
 
    Ned grinned. “Good. Then you’ve got a reason to come cheer me on.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    “What have you done with a woman?” Lucy asked Ned. 
 
    “You mean… like… sex?” 
 
    Lucy smiled. “Yes. Have you ever kissed someone?” 
 
    “Other than you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah. Well… yeah, but friendly, you know?” 
 
    “Anything else?” 
 
    “Um. I felt Lindsey Lander’s boob once. At a party.” Ned winced. “We were playing Truth or Dare. It was… kinda more like I brushed it.” 
 
    Lucy chuckled. “That’s okay. There’s no need to be embarrassed. We all need to start somewhere. Here’s the thing about kissing a woman for the first time, Ned. Ask first. You don’t want to throw yourself at someone and make the whole moment feel uncomfortable. It’s nice to be asked. Of course, there are exceptions, things you’ll learn to read by body language. If a woman spends a date touching your arm-” Lucy touched his forearm and the hairs stood up straight “-or kind of rubbing you like this-” she moved her hand up to his shoulder and brushed it gently, back and forth, back and forth “-those are pretty good signs she’s interested. And of course there are some big moments, moments when you have to go for it. But if you’re not sure, ask first. And even if you are sure, it doesn’t hurt.” 
 
    They stared at one another. Ned felt like he should say something, but he wasn’t sure what. 
 
    “Ned.” 
 
    “Y-yeah?” 
 
    “This is the part where you ask me if you can kiss me.” 
 
    “Oh.” Ned swallowed. His first real kiss and it was going to be with a teacher. “Um. Ms. Fox, would you, um, like to…” 
 
    She sucked her teeth. “Try again. Take a breath.” 
 
    He did, then rapid-fire asked, “Would you like me to kiss you?” 
 
    “Nope, that’s not it either. You’re making it sound like I should pick where we’re going for dinner or something. Be confident. Confidence is what makes the man.” 
 
    “Okay. Okay.” He drew another breath. “Ms. Fox, I’d like to kiss you now, if that’s all right?” 
 
    “Yes Ned. I’d like that.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh God,” Lucy said, raising a hand to her face and laughing into it. “You were so close. I see what we’re working against now. Stop with the doubt. When you have the yes, move.” 
 
    “I’m hopeless.” 
 
    Lucy dropped her hand and poked his chest. “No. You’re not or I wouldn’t have committed to this. But I’m serious when I say you need to ditch the mopey self-doubt. It’s not attractive. Self-deprecation is funny once in a great, great while but not as a lifestyle choice. You’re an intelligent, caring young man and with some work you’ll be handsome to boot.” 
 
    “Some work?” He squinted at her. “Wait. Handsome? Really?” 
 
    “Yes, really.” Lucy reached up and tugged at his long hair. “First off, get a haircut. Regularly. Like… once a month. Shave frequently. You’re joining the basketball team?” 
 
    “Yeah, we start practice soon.” 
 
    “Good, good. Keep up the physical side of things. Not that you are out of shape, but don’t let yourself slouch. Lots of proteins, cut the carbs, hit the weight room. Try to get some meat on your bones.” 
 
    Ned rubbed the back of his neck. “I’ve never really used the weight room outside of PE when I was a freshman.” 
 
    “Okay. That’s not a problem. Ophelia… Ms. Harper is a close friend of mine. I’ll ask her to show you the ropes. Maybe in private, so you don’t feel so embarrassed?” 
 
    “That would be awesome,” Ned said, visibly relieved. “Anything else?” 
 
    “I noticed you like body spray. Don’t go so crazy with that stuff. Buy some bars of soap, use deodorant. Body spray says you couldn’t be bothered to shower and you want to hide the funk.” 
 
    “Ah, jeez,” Ned said, but he grinned too. “Okay, okay.” 
 
    “It’s all pretty basic stuff,” Lucy said. “At least you don’t dress like a dork. It would be pretty hard to pull off an all-new wardrobe overnight. Women don’t need big life changes out of you. It’s about stepping your game up in little ways and then building layers onto that. That’s it. Do that much, try to stay in shape, and keep on being the guy Katee fell for when you were kids and you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “The guy I was when we were kids liked action figures and riding bikes through mud puddles.” 
 
    Lucy laughed. “Ned, when we’re eighty, we all should be so lucky as to love mud puddles still. Those things aren’t the core of what made you you. That was the boy who gave her a friendly hand when she needed it without expectation. You were there for her. Learn to be that guy again, and she’ll never stop loving you. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    Ned nodded. “Ms. Fox?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Could I give you a kiss?” 
 
    Lucy smiled back at him. “Yes.” 
 
    Ned hesitated, just a flash of a moment this time, then stepped forward. With his hands at his side, he stooped down and pursed his lips. 
 
    His nose bonked against Lucy’s, and they both took half a step back. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Try again.” 
 
    He almost said something to that but caught himself and moved in again. This time, he kept his eyes open and brought his lips to hers. There wasn’t much more to it than that. Their lips pressed together and then he pulled away. 
 
    “Okay. Hm.” 
 
    “It was bad?” Ned asked. 
 
    “It didn’t have any passion. We’ll get you there. When you think about kissing me, when you fantasize about it, how do you imagine it?” 
 
    “Um-” 
 
    “Don’t tell me,” Lucy said. “Show me.” 
 
    “Do I ask again or-?” 
 
    Lucy grabbed his hands and put them at her cheeks. His eyes widened, but he came in for the next kiss, his lips pressing harder against hers, his tongue jabbing at her lips. She laughed and pulled back. 
 
    “Easy with the tongue, tiger, at least at first. It’s something you should build up to. Try again.” 
 
    Ned’s hands came to her cheeks again, and he cupped them more naturally. This time, he pressed his lips to hers firmly, his hands trembling, his eyes wide. She was going to tell him to not stare at her quite so brightly, but slowly his eyelids drooped of their own accord. 
 
    “Good,” she whispered against his lips. “Keep going. Let your hands wander.” 
 
    Ned’s breath quickened, and one of his hands dropped to Lucy’s shoulder. He swallowed, but kept his lips firmly against hers. She slipped the tip of her tongue against his lips and he opened his mouth, just the tiniest bit. His breath tickled her lips and she shivered too, her hands coming to his sides. His free hand went to the back of her head, his fingers gliding down her braided hair, then back up again. 
 
    “Pointers?” he asked, his voice more a croak. 
 
    “Nooope,” Lucy said. “Enjoy the moment, Ned.” 
 
    He crushed his lips back against his teacher’s, the hand on her hair moving up and down faster. She took the hand at her side, brought it around her back, and placed it firmly just above her ass. Ned gulped and she laughed softly against him. The hand on her hair went to her shoulder, then tentatively, so tentatively she thought he might bolt, he moved it to one of her breasts. 
 
    “Bold move, for a first kiss,” she whispered, her eyes sparkling. 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “I’d stop you if it was too much. But over the clothes today.” 
 
    Today. 
 
    “Um. Um. Yeah.” 
 
    He kissed her again, hungrily this time. Sloppy, but he would get the idea and she was heating up too fast to care that his mouth opened more or his tongue sort of stabbed at her. His hand at her breast cupped, squeezed, and she whispered, “Yes, like that… not hard but…” He squeezed again, using his actions for his words, and she moaned, her lips pulling free of his as her head rolled to one side. “Kiss my neck now.” 
 
    Ned did, his breaths racing in and out, tickling her skin as he brought his lips along her jaw to her neck. When his lips brushed her there, Lucy’s foot shot behind his ankle and she pulled tighter against him, gasping. 
 
    “P-push me back, back towards the desk, that’s it, oh fuck, please keep kissing me there…” 
 
    Ned grunted and guided her back carefully, his gaze flicking over her shoulder. “Your laptop…” 
 
    Lucy nodded frantically and untangled herself long enough to turn and move her laptop to her chair. She came back to Ned, this time the one to lean up and do the kissing. She moved his hands to her waist and her ass and he squeezed, moaning against her lips. Slowly he pushed her back, back, back until her ass hit the desk. The English teacher wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him back further with her until she was laying on the desk, Ned over her, his breaths hard, frantic. His cock through his jeans rubbed against her belly and he started pumping back and forth, grunting rhythmically, dry fucking her as he kissed her harder and harder. She hadn’t meant to take it this far but oh God, it was good, and she was so wet. 
 
    “If I…” he breathed against her lips. “…if I keep… doing this… I’m going to…” 
 
    “I know, I know…” Lucy panted. She pushed him back gently, grabbing for a box of tissues. “Do it into one of these. I want to watch.” 
 
    Lucy sat upright as he hurried down his jeans. His throbbing cock sprang free of his boxers and he spat into his hands three or four times before reaching down and stroking his glistening tip. Fuck, but he was big, and the sight of his hands on that monster blurring up and down made her want to do it herself. No. Had to pace herself. She wanted to draw this out, have some fun with it.  
 
    Her student watched her with half-lidded eyes and an almost pained grimace. “Oh, oh fuck, Ms. Fox, I’m…” 
 
    “Come for me, Ned, come for your teacher, I’m going to be such a slut for you this year and it all starts now…” 
 
    “Shit!” he grunted, and came into the tissues, pumping back and forth for a long, long time. Only at the last did she remember the janitors. Couldn’t have them finding the tissues. She hurried to her closet and pulled out her lunch bag. She dug out a smaller sandwich bag and hurried back to Ned. 
 
    “No tissues or condoms in the garbage,” she said. “I’ll take care of them but we have to be careful not to leave any evidence.” 
 
    “R-right,” Ned said. “How did I do?” 
 
    Lucy dropped the tissues into the bag and sealed it before leaning up and kissing the young man again. She held the back of his head and spoke looking into his eyes to give him the full effect of what she was feeling. “This is no bullshit. I’m going to go straight home. I’m going to pull out my vibrator. And I’m going to think about what we just did until I’ve come over and over and over again. You did that to me.” 
 
    “Awesome,” her student breathed. Then he grinned, one of his honest ones, the ones that transformed his face into handsome. “One last kiss for extra credit?” 
 
    “Mm, I don’t think you need it, but it never hurts to be an overachiever.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    The last football game of the year ended in a heartbreaker for the Badgers. They came close, just a field goal away from the game going into overtime, but the distance was daunting and as it turned out, just a few yards too far. 
 
    “We needed our teacher cheerleaders,” Simon said glumly in class the Monday after the game. 
 
    “Ohhh, you’re blaming me?” Candace asked. 
 
    “Shit, if you’d been there with Ms. Fox, Ms. Marie, and Ms. Harper, we’d have played like superheroes.”  
 
    “Aw, poor babies. I’m sorry. I was there in spirit. So were Lucy, Anna, and Ophelia. And Charity too.” 
 
    She had a hand on her mouse, ready to bring up the day’s presentation on savings options, but Aiden looked despondent for a change and wouldn’t meet anyone’s eyes. “Aiden? You okay?” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah.” He finally looked at Candace and smiled tightly. “Yeah, just… you know. Disappointed. But we did our best.” 
 
    “Remember that,” Candace said, standing up and coming around her desk. “If I’m right, you’re probably thinking of a dozen ways you could have played differently, calls you would change…” 
 
    “Yeah,” Aiden said. Gabrielle laid a hand on his knee and his hand covered hers. She didn’t pull it away, and Candace didn’t have the heart to chastise her for it. 
 
    “It hurts,” Candace said. “I’m not going to try to take that away from you. We all have regrets and little moments we wish we could go back and redo. But it’s how you pick yourself back up and move forward that really defines you.” 
 
    “You sound just like Coach,” Simon said, and Aiden nodded. 
 
    “It’s good advice. And everybody that lives any amount of time will give it to you. You can’t dwell on what ifs. Of course, that’s easy to say, harder to do. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “It is,” Aiden said. “We have college ball at State next year, but… this was it, you know? Our last postseason game in high school. It sucks to be done with that.” 
 
    Candace clicked her tongue against her teeth. “Stand up. Both of you. Come on, up.” The boys did, and she came to them. “There is one cure-all for all of life’s megrims.” 
 
    “Megrims?” Jimmy asked. 
 
    “Umm, life’s what-ifs,” Candace said. She opened her arms and hugged Aiden. It wasn’t a sexual gesture, just a friendly one, and he embraced her back for a long moment before letting her go. She came to Simon, and he gave a pleased sigh. 
 
    “I would feel a thousand times better if I could just motorboat you for like… three seconds,” he said, and Candace smacked him. 
 
    “Sit down. Are you two playing basketball with Jimmy and Miguel?” 
 
    “They’re too cool for basketball,” Miguel said. 
 
    “Pffft, you see me try to run?” Simon asked. “I’d have a heart attack by halftime.” 
 
    “I’m going to do track in the spring,” Aiden said, “but I don’t want to wreck my knees trying to do too much, not with college.” 
 
    “That reminds me, what is everyone going to do after graduation? Have you all started making plans?” 
 
    They talked about that for a while, Candace leaning against her desk. Almost everyone was planning on going to college except Briana, who was moving in with her older sister in Cleveland. 
 
    “My grades just aren’t there,” Briana said. “I can try to go to college but I know I’d just end up partying out and be in crazy amounts of debt, so I might as well try to get a job and figure out what I want to do. I know, I know, I’m throwing away my future. My parents have given me that speech a dozen times.” 
 
    “I’m not one to judge,” Candace said. “It sounds like you know your limitations and you’re trying to do your best.” 
 
    “Want to tell Mom and Dad that?” 
 
    “Not on your life,” Candace said. She looked at the clock on the wall and sighed. “I guess we’d better get started on savings.” 
 
    “Mrs. Sparks?” Gabrielle asked. “Can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Sure. But we do need to do today’s coursework.” 
 
    “I know. But I’m really curious. You talked like you had regrets. Do you mean getting married? Or… having a baby?” 
 
    “Ohhh,” Candace said. Her hand moved to her stomach. “No. I don’t regret a thing about Kelly except that I didn’t tell my husband sooner that I needed a baby in my life.” 
 
    “Is that why you two are getting a divorce?” Jimmy asked. 
 
    “No. He cheated on me. But even before then, we knew we wanted different things. He wanted his career and a wife to come home to, but not a family. There’s a difference there, a subtle one. He wanted all the things that come with marriage. Someone in his bed, someone there to pick up after him, someone to take care of all the bills. I think if I hadn’t put my foot down early he’d expect me to have cooked and cleaned for him all the time too.” Candace sighed. “I really shouldn’t be sharing this. But it’s important too, I guess.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s Family and Consumer Sciences, right?” Jimmy asked. 
 
    Candace let out a choked laugh and sniffed. “Yes. The truth is, and this doesn’t just go for the girls, sometimes we’re afraid to be alone. And because we’re afraid, we allow ourselves to be stuck in situations where we’re miserable, but we think whatever’s next will be worse. That’s not healthy. You don’t need to be in a defined relationship. You don’t need to be in a relationship at all. If you find someone wonderful, someone who lines up with you and cares for you as much as you care for them, you grab on and you hope romance lightning hits you. But if you’re in a relationship where you’re not happy, try to remember it’s okay to be alone. You are worth so much more than… than apathy, than someone who…” 
 
    She broke down. It wasn’t a flood of tears, but it was enough. The students looked at each other and Aiden was up first. They all came to her, hugging Candace as she hugged Aiden and Simon, not with any of the building lust between them, but as friends. 
 
    They never did get to the lesson that day, but that was all right. Everyone chimed in with some stories about relationships. Miguel talked about a relative who was married to a woman for nearly thirty years, then at sixty, left his wife out of the clear blue to live with a high school sweetheart. Simon talked at length about his parents’ divorce when he was young, and Briana shared that she thought her own were heading in that direction. Gabrielle shared a tearjerker about losing her virginity to a guy she thought she loved and who blabbed about having sex with her the next day, even sharing some pictures he snapped when she fell asleep.  
 
    Aiden was mostly quiet the whole time. Jimmy was the last to speak at length, talking about a summer romance that ended because she was going to college. Everyone looked at Aiden expectantly and he shrugged uncomfortably. “You all know me,” he said. “I don’t commit to anything. I don’t hate women, but I’m not really interested in a relationship.” He looked at Gabrielle. “If I hurt you…” 
 
    “You never promised me anything,” she said, sniffing and smiling, though it seemed pained despite her words. “You were up front about that.” 
 
    “Still… I know you wanted more.” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    Candace spoke up, her voice soft. “We sometimes can’t help who we are. That’s going to mean people get hurt. All you can do is try to cushion it and be honest.” 
 
    Gabrielle leaned over and kissed Aiden’s cheek. The bell rang, and they stood up. 
 
    “Jimmy, Miguel, stay back for a minute,” Candace said. They did, giving each other puzzled looks. Candace waited until the others were out the door. 
 
    Jimmy gestured after them. “Should I shut it? Are we in trouble?” 
 
    “No, no, that’s fine.” Candace came to them and said quietly, “Ned Mussett’s going to be playing basketball. He’s had a lot of trouble with bullies and Ms. Fox and I were hoping to talk the two of you into keeping an eye on him. Despite his behavior at Homecoming, he’s a good man and he deserves a couple friendly guys looking out for him.” 
 
    “What’s in it for us?” Jimmy asked. Miguel punched his arm, hard. “I’m kidding, I’m kidding. Of course we will.” 
 
    “Good,” Candace said. “Too bad though. I probably would have given you handjobs.” 
 
    Both the guys stared at her, dead silent for a minute. Then Miguel sputtered, “Is the offer still on the table?” 
 
    “Shut the door, lock it, and let’s find out.” 
 
    Again as one, both guys tried to go for the door. Jimmy waved an arm grandiosely at it, and Miguel punched him again before going to shut it and lock it. By the time he came back, Jimmy was already going for the button on his jeans. 
 
    “No one needs to know about this… right?” Candace asked. 
 
    “Of course,” Miguel said. 
 
    Jimmy nodded and jerked down his jeans. “You’re the hottest bi… woman in this school. We’re not going to screw this up.” 
 
    “I’ll let you in on a little secret,” Candace said, going to him and moving his hand out of the way. “You can call me a bitch.” She gripped his underwear and pulled them down, eyeing his lengthy cock. She circled the tip with one nail and looked back up into his eyes. “You can call me a slut. You can call me your whore.” Miguel came closer, his own shorts coming down. She grabbed him through his own boxers, and looked between them. “Because that’s what I want to be to your class and I’m tired of pretending otherwise.” 
 
    Jimmy reached up and gripped a fistful of her hair. He leaned in and kissed her, hard, his tongue sliding against her lips to meet hers. She moaned against him. He pulled back and growled, “Then jerk us off, slutty teacher.” 
 
    Candace’s lips parted. Lust dizzied her, and she turned to Miguel to kiss him too. They crowded her as Miguel’s boxers came down, both of them in her hands. They weren’t gentle, grabbing her hair and twisting her head to crush their lips to hers, their tongues needing, insistent. Miguel broke apart from her at one point, a long line of spit gleaming between them, and she realized what she was missing. She stopped stroking them long enough to drop to her knees, her face just inches from their cocks. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Miguel moaned. “Are you going to suck us…?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Candace said. “I’m going to love teasing you boys throughout the semester. When I think you’ve earned it, though, these lips will be all over your nice big young dicks…” 
 
    She leaned over Miguel’s hardness and spat, once, twice, three times. Then she turned and did the same with Jimmy before they tugged her to her feet again. She gripped them and this time her fingers had an easier time sliding up and down, doubling their pleasure. 
 
    Jimmy grabbed her ass with one free hand and moaned. “Fuck me, you’ve got a ripe ass.” 
 
    Taking a cue, from her moan of pleasure, Miguel tentatively reached up and cupped one of her breasts through the fabric. “Oh shit. I’m grabbing a teacher’s tit.” 
 
    “Oh God, this is so wrong,” Candace whimpered, stroking them faster and faster. “But I’m so wet for all of you every day.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Jimmy groaned. 
 
    “The first dicks I’ve touched… outside my husband’s… since I got married,” Candace said, rising up onto her toes when Miguel started flicking open buttons on her blouse. Her lips parted, her eyes blazing with lust. He undid the top four buttons, then pulled the silky fabric over one of her breasts in a lacy black bra. 
 
    They both starting bucking into her hands at the reveal of her creamy breast and the nipple peeking through the lace. She jacked them harder and harder, stopping only to spit into her palms now and then to lube them up. 
 
    “Ungh, fuck, Mrs. Sparks, I’m going to come pretty soon…” Jimmy moaned. 
 
    She dropped to her knees and stared up at them as she fisted their big cocks, their hips jerking back and forth. “Do it, boys, come on my tits.” She stopped to tug down the cups of her bra, leaving her breasts bared to them. They groaned together, and her hands were back on them, driving up and down, fisting them fast and hard. 
 
    “Oh, oh fuck yeah, slutty teacher, going to come, going to…” Jimmy’s hips jerked forward one more time and she aimed him at her tits as he came. Shot after shot streaked against her breast, painting her. Wild with her own need, Candace moved immediately to Miguel and placed his cock between her glistening tits. She squeezed her breasts together with her hands and stared up at him, her voice a needing keen. 
 
    “Come for me, Miguel, paint your teacher’s tits, paint your teacher slut…” 
 
    “Ungh, Mrs. Sparks, that feels so good,” he gasped. 
 
    His tip jutted up through the tight valley of her skin. He nearly hit her jaw with every buck. Candace imagined abandoning the titjob and just sucking him down, driving her mouth down to his balls and drinking his tasty treat for her down, but the lustful fever hadn’t driven out the need to draw this sweet torture of her students out a while longer.  
 
    “Mm, fuck, I’m al-almost…” Miguel said, then he stiffened and jerked upwards one more time, this time actually hitting her chin. His come splashed her jaw, her neck, her chest. He shivered hard, then pulled back away, catching his breath. 
 
    Candace grinned up at them both, dripping come down her cleavage. “Mm. You boys made a mess.” She ran a finger through some of it and brought it to her lips. Jimmy gaped as she swallowed a dollop. “Delicious. Help me up?” 
 
    “Oh, oh yeah,” Jimmy said, and hurried to help her up to her feet. She gave him a peck on the corner of his mouth, and came to Miguel to do the same. Jimmy went for her desk and grabbed some tissues. He wiped her down before tilting her chin up and nodding to himself. 
 
    “So…” Candace said. “Not a word?” 
 
    Both boys, still stunned, shook their heads. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Ned thought he was pretty okay at running, but doing sprints the first day of practice, he realized how horribly wrong he was. He pushed himself way too hard way too fast, and he knew exactly why. They had a smattering of observers – parents, mostly, and Ophelia Harper, the PE teacher. But it was Katee Ned tried to show off for and ended up paying the price. 
 
    She looked good that day. Amazing, really. Her thick sweater was dressy, the sort of thing she would normally have worn on a date with a guy. Her skintight jeans definitely weren’t bad either. She cheered him and Paul on, and once or twice, Ned was almost certain her eyes lingered on him, a smile playing across her face. 
 
    When sprints were finally, mercifully over, at least that night, they took to the court for some passing drills, and Miguel Peiro surprised Ned by jogging to him. “Hey. First year, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “You want to partner up?” 
 
    “Um. Sure!” Ned said brightly. 
 
    “Cool. You know what a lane is?” 
 
    Ned did. They talked the drill for a minute, then fetched a couple balls and started trying to alternate passes with their left and right hands. Ned didn’t quite get it at first, but when they stopped to watch Paul do it with another teammate, the concept sank in. Execution was more of a hassle. He understood what they were trying to do, but it took nearly five minutes before they got a basic rhythm going, slower than any other pair but finally getting it. 
 
    Bullard Jackson, their coach, came by to watch. With memories of Mr. Jackson dressing him down after Homecoming, Ned winced. He expected the coach to get after them like he had during the sprints, but instead, Mr. Jackson nodded with the rhythm of the passes and said, “Yeah, yeah, you got it, now keep that speed and start walking left to right. Follow Miguel’s lead.” 
 
    Ned said breathlessly, “Yes sir,” and licked his lips as Miguel started to slowly pace up and down the lane, still keeping up the passing. Ned walked with him, missing the passes a few times, but getting it much faster this time around. 
 
    “Excellent. Doing excellent. Keep it up, guys.” 
 
    Miguel grinned at Ned as Coach Jackson moved on to the next pair. “Doing great, man.” 
 
    “Thanks. You’re a good teacher.” 
 
    They moved on to a three-man drill up and down the lanes. By that point Ned’s legs were screaming at him to take a break, but he pressed on. They finished the set and Ned moved off the court to grab a drink of water, sweat dripping down his forehead. 
 
    “Kicking ass,” Katee said behind him. 
 
    He nearly dropped his water bottle and turned. “Yeah? Because I feel like a mop at the moment.” 
 
    She laughed softly. “It’ll get easier. Wait until they see you shoot.” 
 
    “Hey. Thanks. You going to be a regular?” 
 
    “Off and on.” 
 
    “Ned!” Coach Jackson hollered. 
 
    Ned winced and took one more drink before wiping his lips. “Cool. See ya.” 
 
    He returned to the court, feeling her eyes on him. Wishful thinking, Ned thought, but when he turned to glance at her, no, Katee really was watching him. 
 
    He didn’t realize it, but so was Paul. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lucy walked a student through a few formatting errors while Ned waited at his desk. He pretended to busy himself with the weekend’s assignment, but couldn’t help growing hard as he thought about kissing his English teacher again.  
 
    Ask the first time, she told him. After that, be confident. 
 
    Ned smiled to himself. 
 
    When the student was gone, Lucy did her usual routine of shutting and locking the door before waiting and poking her head out again to see if anyone was listening. By that point, Ned was out of his chair and coming to her. She turned and grinned as he neared. 
 
    Without a word, Ned took Lucy by the waist and leaned in to kiss her, far more assured than his first time. His lips pressed to hers and his teacher accepted it with a pleased hum. Her fingers rose to his chest and trailed his pecs before going southward to his lower back. “If they’re anything like me,” she breathed against his lips, “the women in your life are going to like your hands doing as much of the kissing as your lips. Let them roam all over my back. Pull me in tighter. Show me how much you need me.” 
 
    Ned didn’t have to be told twice. His hands went to her back and he clutched her close, his lips more insistent, their kisses deepening and deepening. His fingers skimmed her back, trailing up and down. One went to her ass and squeezed, and she moaned again. Then he explored her back again, and her hair, running his fingers through it while their tongues danced.  
 
    “I think it’s time to show you something new,” Lucy said. She pushed him back with one hand. “Clothes are tricky, at least at first, and fumbling with them can break up the flow of a good make-out session.” She walked to the classroom’s closet and dug out a travel bag. “I’ve brought with me a few different bras. I’ll teach you how to get them off, and when you can do it without fumbling, I’ll give you a reward.” 
 
    “What kind of a reward?” Ned asked, grinning. 
 
    “Remember how we ended things last time? How’d you like me to handle that for you?” 
 
    “Um. Yup. Okay. That… that would be pretty cool.” 
 
    Lucy snickered. “Yeah. Pretty cool about sums it up. All right, first up, let’s start with the basics. Take off my blouse.” 
 
    Ned stepped in and stared down at the buttons on her blouse. He never noticed before, but the buttons were on the opposite side than he was used to. “It’s different than a men’s shirt,” he mumbled to himself, reaching for the hem of her blouse and untucking it. 
 
    “The buttons? Good eye. Yes. Women’s blouses are reversed like that.” 
 
    He nodded and started in the bottom button. “Should I be kissing you or something? Is that a dumb question?” 
 
    “You’re here to learn. You can ask any question you want and I’ll answer it as best I can. No judgment. And no, it’s not dumb. This time, focus on the buttons.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Ned said, staring at his sexy English teacher’s tummy under the blouse. “Yeah. Focus on the… on the buttons.” 
 
    Lucy giggled and stroked his shoulder. “That’s right.” 
 
    Only his trembling fingers kept him from undoing the buttons any faster. His deep breath at seeing his teacher’s breasts in a bra elicited another sultry laugh from her, and she kissed him again, needing to feel his lips before they started this.  
 
    When Lucy pulled away again, she thrust her chest out. “Think they’re all right?” 
 
    “Ms. Fox… I don’t know how to compliment you enough. Like… you’re perfect, but that’s not… it’s not enough.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ned. I think that’s a pretty nice way to say it. All right. This one is going to be the simplest of the bunch because I had to actually wear it all day.” He chuckled at that, his eyes locked on the huge swells of skin pushed up proudly by the bra. “This one has a simple set of hooks and eyelets in the back.” She turned and pointed at the clasp. “Take a close look, then go ahead and unhook them. It’s pretty simple, and it’s the most universal kind of bra.” 
 
    Ned leaned in to take a closer look. “You smell good,” he said distractedly. “I didn’t notice that last time.” 
 
    “We were pretty occupied,” Lucy murmured as his hands went to her back and traced the skin to her bra straps. A moment later, the clasp was undone and the bra slid off her shoulders. 
 
    Ned drew a deep breath. “Should I take it all the way off?” 
 
    “Not yet. You can, and soon. Hook me back up.” 
 
    He took the two straps and redid the clasp.  
 
    “Gentle. Remember, that’s going to be a pretty close fit, so pulling back like that is going to pull on our breasts. Imagine someone yanking up on your underwear in front.” 
 
    “Ouch,” Ned said, amused. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be. You’re doing great.” 
 
    “Done. I think.” 
 
    She reached behind herself and felt at the hooks. “Very good.” Lucy turned and smiled up at him. “Now this time, do it blind.” Ned, confused, closed his eyes. Lucy laughed softly, and leaned up to kiss him again. “I mean, do it while you’re kissing me.” 
 
    “Oh right right right,” Ned said. “Is it weird I’m having fun? Like… this is hot, but you’re making this fun too.” 
 
    “No attachments, now,” she murmured. “But I’m having fun too.” 
 
    He leaned in and kissed her more tentatively this time, his brow furrowed as his hands came around her back. She expected inexperienced fumbling, but nope, within about two or three seconds, he had the bra unhooked again. “If only my first couple boyfriends were as quick a study as you.” He chuckled. “Hook it, then try it one handed.” 
 
    Hooking while they made out was harder for him, but he still got it right in a remarkable amount of time. He dropped a hand down to his side, and Lucy clutched it to bring it to her breast. “Get creative,” she murmured. “What do you think you’d be doing when you unhook a bra with one hand?” 
 
    “Playing a game?” 
 
    “Guess again.” 
 
    “This?” Ned asked, and squeezed her breast. For an answer, Lucy moaned and roped her arms around his neck. This time, when he freed the bra from its clasps, she tugged it free. Ned looked down and stared at her naked breasts. “Holy shit…” 
 
    “You’ve got your teacher half-naked, and only a few weeks after our tutoring began,” Lucy said. She pressed her arms to her breasts and pushed them out. “You like?” 
 
    “I love,” he said, his voice distant. “Can I, um, maybe try sucking one of them?” 
 
    “You can… but after you’ve mastered the next bra.” 
 
    He groaned but it was good-natured. She retrieved the next one and put it on in front of him. 
 
    “The clasp is in the front,” he said. 
 
    “And it’s more vertical,” Lucy agreed. “For this one, make a pinching motion like you would if you were making the money gesture.” He looked confused at that, so she lifted her pointer and middle finger together and rubbed the fingertips with her thumb. 
 
    “Oh oh oh. Okay.” 
 
    He came to her and made the gesture. The clasp almost unhooked but not quite, hanging by a thread. He finished the job, and without being told, redid the clasp with a look of concentration on his face. 
 
    “This piece… most go under… that it?” 
 
    Lucy grinned. “You got it. Now kiss me and unhook it in one motion.” 
 
    He did. They couldn’t quite mold themselves together as tightly as they had the last bra, but he figured out a comfortable distance with which to work and pulled the bra free. Without a word, he clasped it again. One hand went to a breast, and the other to the clasp. He unhooked it effortlessly, and whatever hesitation was in him fled. He dipped low enough to press his lips to her nipple, only looking up with alarm at the last minute. 
 
    “Do it,” Lucy gasped. 
 
    Ned closed his eyes and sucked her nipple into his mouth. His hand went to her other breast and he squeezed. The boyish need in him was both amusing and an immense turn-on. He pulled back, looking up at her before bringing his mouth to her other nipple. 
 
    “Some women don’t like it,” Lucy said, her breaths coming hard and fast, “but with me, you can nip just the tiniest bit.” 
 
    He did, careful not to bite down too hard, and she clutched at his head, pulling him tighter.  
 
    “Now your tongue… yesss, like that…” 
 
    Ned’s hands were on her ass again, squeezing it before coming back up to her breasts. His motions were wild and random, but he could have touched her anywhere and it would have been electric. It gave her a wicked idea, one last bit of clothing she wanted to teach him to deal with. 
 
    “One more… thing.” 
 
    Ned pulled back, wiping his lip. His cock tented his jeans. “Another bra?” he croaked. 
 
    “No. This time, I’m going to show you how to take off my skirt.” 
 
    His eyes widened. He looked down at her skirt, then back up to Lucy’s face. She nodded, and with a trembling hand, she guided his to the hidden zipper on her skirt. “They’re not in the same spot every time,” she said. “And sometimes you can just slide one off. Or up, in the heat of the moment. But today, take mine off, Ned.” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Fox,” he whispered. He unzipped her slowly, kneeling to finish it. When the fabric started to slid down, he took it and guided it down far enough that she could step out of it, still in her heels. The skirt in his hands was completely forgotten about as Ned stared at the bikini briefs cupping her sex. 
 
    “Now slide my panties down and take your first look at a pussy.” 
 
    Ned handed her the skirt wordlessly. His fingers traced up the sides of Lucy’s legs to her panties, and he slowly eased them down. “Oh shit,” he whispered as her clean-shaven mound came into view. He paused as if steeling himself, then pulled the panties down the rest of the way, gaping at her slick folds and her prominent hood.  
 
    “Do you see how wet your teacher is for you, Ned?” Lucy asked. He nodded, stills taring. “You did this to me. That’s all the confidence you should ever need. Today, I want you to use your fingers on me. And only your fingers. I won’t need much to get off, and we’ll get into the specifics another day. Right now, I want you to take three of your fingers and slide them very gently into my pussy lips here.” 
 
    She showed him and he nodded distractedly, his hand coming up. There was a shout in the hallway and laughter, and they both shot the door a look. But the noise faded and Ned looked back up at Lucy. She gestured at her mound, and he gently pressed his fingers to her pussy – then slid them inside. 
 
    “Yes, that’s good, gentle like that, that’s got me feeling nice and full,” Lucy whimpered. “Go ahead and start sliding them in and out. You can go a little faster, but I want you to focus on what I do right now.” 
 
    Ned nodded, still struck speechless. Lucy reached down with one hand and tapped her hood. “This is the hood of my clit. Right underneath it is my most sensitive spot. I’m sure you knew that.” He nodded again, and she smiled. “Every woman likes theirs played with a little different. I’m never the same day to day. Today, I’m going to rub it fast and hard, because I’m already almost there. Christ, I’m surprised I haven’t come already.” 
 
    Ned finally broke his silence with a chuckle, but watched raptly as she rubbed her clit with two fingers. The circles really were fast and hard, and already she could feel the pleasure pulse inside her as Ned’s fingers worked their magic inside her slick walls. 
 
    “I have a free hand,” her student said. “Can I try?” 
 
    “Of course,” Lucy said, pleased that he was taking the initiative. “Thank you for asking.” 
 
    She moved her fingers to her mound, rocking back and forth on his inside her. His free hand came to her clit, and he emulated her motions as best he could. 
 
    “Pinch it just a little, not much more than a nudge… yessss, just like that, Ned, now circle it a-again…” 
 
    “Like that?” 
 
    “Uh huh, uh huh, fingering me… so good… fuck, this is so wrong… my student…” 
 
    Ned breathed harder and harder, and his pace inside her quickened. Lucy shot a hand out to grip his head and almost yanked him to her cunt to lick it, to stuff his tongue inside her. Instead she rocked back and forth, trying to get as much of him inside her as she could. Delicious heat rolled through her and she hit the edge, her head dropping to her chest. 
 
    “Oh, oh Ned, I’m coming so fast, I’m coming so fast for you…” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” he breathed. 
 
    “I… I… coming!” 
 
    It felt like she fell down a sharp, steep hill, but at the end of it came a burst of pleasure. She laughed her way through it desperately, knowing how insane this was, how taboo. Her student just fingered her to one of the best orgasms of her life, and yet she wanted more, wanted him to eat her out, to lay her out on her desk and fuck her, to push her down to her knees and make her suck him until he exploded deep down her throat. 
 
    “K-keep going… stud…” 
 
    Ned shoved his fingers in and out of Lucy, his pace wild and uneven. The fingers on her clit were rough but she loved it. Every sensation sent sparks through her. She rode the edge after coming down from her first orgasm still rocking hard on his hand, still so close. Just minutes later she exploded again, no warning. A sharp cry left Lucy clapping a hand over her mouth. Ned shot to his feet, looking worried. They listened, but there was no response. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m going to need a gag if you’re going to make me come like that,” Lucy croaked. 
 
    “You really…?” 
 
    She swooped in to kiss him, hard. “Twice. And now it’s my turn.” 
 
    He watched, slack-jawed, as Lucy undid the button on his jeans and unzipped him. When his big cock was freed, she went to her desk and pulled out a bottle of lotion. A few spurts later and she returned to him.  
 
    “Tissues,” he said. 
 
    “No. After that, you can pick what you want to come on. My tits.” She gripped his cock, and he moaned. “My ass… or my face.” 
 
    “Oh fuck. Y-your face. I want to see it on your face.” 
 
    “Good choice.” 
 
    Lucy knelt and stared up at him, her eyes fiery and her lips parted. With both hands wrapped around his cock, she jacked him fast. Oh, how she wanted to bring her lips to his tip and suck him down, but Lucy refrained. Instead, she stroked all the way to his base with one hand slower than the other, which jerked his first inch faster. It wasn’t long before he began to tense. 
 
    “Mmmm, Ms. Fox… I… I’m going to…” 
 
    She aimed him at her face and closed her eyes. Instinctually she opened her mouth and he grunted. Warm streaks hit her forehead, her nose. She aimed him lower and three fat shots hit her tongue. She closed her mouth and swallowed, grinning as she let him go. 
 
    “Oh. Oh fuck,” he said. “We did that. We actually did that.” 
 
    Lucy wiped the globs away from her eyes and stood upright. She brought the come to her lips and teased it off with her fingers. “You’re delicious, Ned.” 
 
    “Th-thanks. Holy shit.” 
 
    She snickered and picked up her panties off the floor. “You are a natural when it comes to your fingers. That was great for me too.” She kicked off her heels and tugged on her panties. “Some grooming advice. Buy yourself a pair of safety scissors and a good razor and shave yourself. Trim your pubes down first as close as you can get, then shave them like your face.” 
 
    “That seems dangerous,” Ned said, glancing down at his softening cock and his bush. 
 
    Lucy laughed. “Tell you what. I’ll buy the supplies, and next time, I’ll teach you how to groom yourself. Someday I’ll show to shave a woman.” 
 
    “Whoa.” 
 
    “Trust me, you’re the one who’s going to be doing me the favor.” Lucy worked on her skirt next, watching him as he zipped himself up. “How is basketball going?” 
 
    “Good. I’m so sore I can barely lift my arms above my shoulders and my legs want to murder me, but Coach Jackson says I’m doing great.” 
 
    “Ophelia said you picked up on things quick in the weight room.” She also said she wouldn’t have minded riding Ned’s face while he was sprawled out on the weight bench, but Lucy didn’t mention that part. 
 
    “She did? Aw, that’s cool. She’s great. Almost as beautiful as you.” 
 
    Lucy blushed. “That’s sweet of you, but I should be so lucky to have as tight a body as her.” 
 
    “Hey, no,” Ned said, coming to her. “If I can’t insult myself, you can’t either. You are crazy hot, Ms. Fox. And it’s more than that. You’ve got the softest eyes and your smile is so sweet. If I wasn’t crazy about Katee, I’d be an idiot not to be falling for you.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Lucy said, touched. 
 
    “And I’m not just saying that because I think your boobs need just one last bit of help with those bras.” 
 
    She laughed, and turned so he could help her put one of the bras back on. He cupped her breasts and moaned, his cock already rising again against her butt. 
 
    “You’re kidding me,” she said. “Already?” 
 
    “Sometimes I don’t even go down all the way, not really,” he said, giving her one little playful pump before stepping back. 
 
    “God, I’m only a few years older than you, but I don’t remember any of my boyfriends having that kind of superpower.” 
 
    Just as Lucy finished up with the last of her buttons on her blouse, someone knocked lightly on the door, then tried the knob. “Ned? Ms. Fox?”  
 
    It was Katee. 
 
    Lucy walked to the door and opened it, smiling. “Here to collect your man from detention?” 
 
    “Oh, um…” Katee blushed hard. “I’m… um… dating Paul.” 
 
    “So I hear.” 
 
    “Ned’s not, like, trying to touch your butt again or anything?” 
 
    “Oh, I should be so lucky,” Lucy said.  
 
    “Ms. Fox!” Katee said, grinning. “Scandalous!” To Ned, she said, “Mr. Jackson asked me to come see if you were about done.” 
 
    “Just finished,” Ned said, and Lucy choked on a laugh.  
 
    “Until next week, Mr. Mussett,” Lucy said. 
 
    “See you, Ms. Fox,” he said. 
 
    “Bye Ms. Fox,” Katee said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Katee walked with Ned down the hallways of the school, trying to keep up her side of the conversation while thinking about two very odd things. Though not a virgin, she wasn’t all that experienced, and she kept trying to justify what she noticed. Maybe the room didn’t smell like sex. Maybe it was her imagination. But what hadn’t been was Ms. Fox’s slightly smudged makeup. Not bad, not much more than an errant wipe, but it was noticeable. 
 
    The smell of sex… and smudged makeup. 
 
    Katee kept glancing sidelong at Ned. No. That couldn’t be right, could it? 
 
    Ned and… Ms. Fox? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    The first game of the season saw Ned feeling pretty fantastic about himself, even if he thought his newly shaven crotch made him look and feel like he was ten again. When Ms. Fox taught him to trim himself, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other and killed half their time together making out, her jacking him, him fingering her again. The following week she taught him how to shave her, and that had been a wild, intimate lesson on how to take care of a woman. 
 
    Knowing that her reaction was real was something else. Ms. Fox always seemed so wet and ready for him, and not even the trolls could take that away. Chad and Jorah caught wind of him joining the basketball team and tried to make jokes at his expense about handling his balls every time they passed him in the hallway, but even by their idiotic standards, it was weak stuff and Ned shrugged it off. Whatever shit talking they wanted to do rolled off him now. They drew a dozen tiny dicks on his locker one day in permanent marker, but instead of being humiliated about it, Ned found a marker of his own and wrote “Chad” and “Jorah” under them. That landed him in the principal’s office, but Mr. Smalls couldn’t keep a straight face trying to discipline him. 
 
    The game came and went. Ned burned with pride when he sank his first two-pointer soon after Coach told him to get in the game in the second quarter. Katee roared her approval in the crowd, along with his parents. He followed that up with a pair of threes later in the game, and walked away feeling pretty good about himself, even if Paul managed fourteen points. Then again, the other boy played in the game much longer than Ned. 
 
    They won the game by five, a close one that had the Honeypot hometown fans stamping their feet and cheering the boys on as loud as they could at the end. After the game, Ned couldn’t stop grinning. He should have done this years ago. It was so fun. His parents met him on the court, hugging him hard and telling him how proud they were. That felt pretty good, but even better was all the slaps on the back from his classmates and friends. 
 
    The team took to the locker room. Coach Jackson looked as tired as they were, but he praised them all in a brief speech and told them he expected twice the effort the rest of the season. “You spoiled me. I’ve seen your best and I want more,” he said, and they cheered. 
 
    After he grabbed a shower, Ned was pulling on his clothes when Jimmy thumped the locker next to him. Ned jumped a foot and Jimmy laughed. “Sorry, man, sorry. Hey, there’s a group of us going to grab some pizza. You want to come?” 
 
    “Me?” Ned asked. 
 
    “Sure. Why not?” 
 
    “Um. Yeah. That’d be awesome.” 
 
    “Cool.” Jimmy turned and bellowed, “Paul! Bring that fine ass of yours to Cerruti’s.” 
 
    “You buying?” Paul asked. 
 
    “Fuck no.” 
 
    “Ugh, fine.” 
 
    Katee waited for them outside, talking with Aiden, Gabrielle, and Briana, three of the most popular seniors. All four of them whooped and cheered as the basketball guys emerged. Katee ran to Paul first, but even as oblivious as Ned usually was, he felt a sharp pang of pride that it was him she looked at while she hugged her boyfriend. She blushed, and Ned felt a wave of dizzy happiness wash over him. 
 
    She came to him next. “You were as amazing out there as I always thought you’d be,” she said. 
 
    “Aw, hey…” Ned said, and embraced Katee. His oldest friend. They held the hug maybe a moment too long, but he didn’t care. She felt so right in his arms. Even more right than when he was making out with Ms. Fox. 
 
    Paul glared at him over Katee’s shoulder when they broke apart, but Katee didn’t see. She praised Jimmy and Miguel too. Jimmy told her the plan to get pizza, and she was in. So were Aiden, Gabrielle, and Briana. Ned was going to be surrounded by Honeypot High royalty, and he felt immediately bashful about it. But he was determined too to show Katee he was getting some confidence back, so instead of giving in to his urge to go home instead and play video games, he followed behind the pack, feeling good but wildly out of his element. 
 
    It was hard not to like Cerruti’s. The place was bright and garish, with lots of neon signs on the walls, pool tables and skeeball in the back, and a huge soda fountain selection, its local claim to fame. The atmosphere came with a steep price, though, and Ned realized he wasn’t going to be able to pay for much more than a soda. When they took up chairs around a pair of tables and started arguing over what they wanted, Ned begged off. 
 
    “Man, my nerves, you know? Just going to have a soda I think and come down.” 
 
    In the way best friends had of picking up on unspoken signals, Katee rolled her eyes. “Ugh. Does anyone else here like chicken and pepperoncini?” Gabrielle was the only other one who did, and Katee smacked Ned’s arm. “See, you are not making the two of us feel fat by ordering one all to ourselves and not having you eat a few slices.” 
 
    “Aw, man,” Ned groaned. Chicken and pepperoncini was their go-to compromise pizza at Cerruti’s, the one they could always order and both enjoy.  He knew the move for what it was – Katee was telling him she’d pay and not to worry about it. Still his best friend, even now. 
 
    They ordered and grabbed their drinks. “You play pool?” Paul asked Ned. 
 
    “I do. Not great, but yeah.” 
 
    “Ooh, let’s do a mini-tournament,” Briana said. They quickly set up brackets, organized by Briana. Ned and Paul would play at one table, Katee and Aiden at another. Paul racked them, and Ned broke – poorly. 
 
    “Aw man,” he said, as the balls barely broke apart. 
 
    “Let me show you how it’s actually done,” Paul said, bumping Ned’s arm hard as he passed. 
 
    From there, the game was entirely Paul’s, save for one all-too-brief rally from Ned that saw him knock in two balls. Paul played like he was angry, stopping often to poke Katee with his cue or pinch her ass. She laughed at first about it, then started to look annoyed, but she didn’t say anything. Neither did Ned. 
 
    When Paul sank the eight, he blew off Ned’s “good game” with a lazy shrug. “It was for me,” he said. 
 
    Ned grinned sheepishly at the joke, even if he felt like he pissed the other guy off, and went back to the table. Jimmy and Briana were up next. Miguel came over and plopped down next to Ned. 
 
    “He’s an asshole,” he said. 
 
    “Who? Jimmy?” Ned asked, confused. 
 
    Miguel chuckled. “Paul.” They watched Paul rope his arms around Katee’s waist and glance in their direction. “He’s jealous of how she still looks at you.” 
 
    “Oh, um, we’re just friends. You know?” 
 
    “Maybe. But he doesn’t know that.” Miguel punched Ned’s shoulder. “Or her.” 
 
    “What?” Ned asked. 
 
    “You’re a dead man walking and you don’t even know it. I’ll bet you a buck when she finishes that game, it’s not him she wants to hang out with next. It’s you.” 
 
    Ned blushed at that. “I hope so,” he said quietly. “But I want her to be happy. If that’s with him, that’s okay.” 
 
    Miguel studied him. “You’re a really good dude, you know that?” 
 
    “Aw, thanks.” 
 
    “No. I mean it.” Miguel leaned in closer. “I gotta be honest. Some of the teachers, they wanted us to keep an eye on you. Make sure Chad and Jorah and anyone else aren’t giving you too much shit.” 
 
    “Oh jeez. I thought it was weird how you guys have been looking out for me.” 
 
    “Maybe that was why at first,” Miguel said. “But this, here, we didn’t invite you because we were told to. We invited you because we wanted to.” He shrugged. 
 
    “Hey. Thanks.” 
 
    “By the way. Jorah? You want to see something funny, try out for track in the spring. He runs like he’s wearing a thong and it’s jammed all the way up his ass.” 
 
    Ned laughed hard at that, and Miguel looked awfully pleased with himself. About then, Aiden and Katee’s game wrapped up. Judging from Katee’s grimace, she hadn’t done well. Paul pointed to a pair of stools near the pool tables and said something to her. Katee looked in the table’s direction, hesitated, then held up a finger to him. 
 
    Miguel, without a word, smirked, picked up his soda, and sucked the rest of it down until he was slurping on the ice loudly. Ned blushed again, and kicked his foot under the table. 
 
    “Hey guys,” she chirped. “You want to play some skeeball?” 
 
    Miguel stood up. “I think I got next game with Gabrielle. Thanks though.” 
 
    Ned, fighting the hope beating so hard in his heart, looked up and smiled. “Yeah. That sounds fun. If you don’t mind losing again.” 
 
    Katee said, “Oh my God, do you not remember the thousand other times I’ve beat you?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    They headed for Paul first, who took one look at Ned and told them they should play. Katee sighed so quietly Ned almost didn’t hear it. The skeeball machines were unoccupied and they took up spots beside each other. 
 
    “Katee, I don’t want to stir up any crap between you two.” 
 
    She leaned down and fed quarters into her machine. “No, it’s okay. Paul’s just been… weird. He doesn’t like me having friends away from him. Especially… well…” 
 
    “Me.” 
 
    She nodded and picked up the first of her balls. “It’s not you, Ned. It’s so very not. He needs to figure out how to deal with things.” 
 
    They started to play, saying nothing for most of that first game except for shit talking. They were pretty evenly matched, neither doing particularly poorly or great, but Katee hit a string of low numbers at the tail end. 
 
    “So what are you up to with Ms. Fox during detention?” she asked casually. 
 
    Ned froze for a split second, but thought he recovered nicely. “Just a lot of life lesson type stuff. She’s really great to talk to. You know? Just getting stuff off my chest. And she’s given me some tips about grooming and self-care and a lot of that. It’s been awesome.” 
 
    “I thought… that day I came to grab you…” 
 
    “What?” Ned asked, panicking but trying desperately not to show it. Had she heard what they were doing? 
 
    “Hey guys!” Briana called. “Pizza.” 
 
    “Ah, I’m probably just being crazy,” Katee said. She rolled her last ball, and nudged him. “You actually won one.” 
 
    “It’s because I’m the best!” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Katee felt like a ninja or a spy. Or a spy ninja. Maybe a ninja spy. She moved through the hallways throughout the weeks after Cerruti’s with an eye on Ms. Fox and on Ned any time she saw them. The pair were careful, but they couldn’t hide the occasional secret smile or lingering look when they passed each other. It wasn’t the sort of thing anyone would notice unless they were looking for it, and Katee was looking for it. 
 
    Were they… intimate? Yes, Katee thought. But how much so still remained a mystery. Much as she might want to, she couldn’t just stand outside Ms. Fox’s door when Ned had detention in there, not without calling attention to herself – and them. She didn’t want Ned or the likable young teacher to get in any trouble. Yeah, it was certainly morally questionable that a teacher would sleep with a student, but Ned was eighteen and Ms. Fox gave no indication she was making moves on anyone else in the school. Was it okay? No. It wasn’t. Katee knew that, but she wasn’t entirely sure what the knowledge meant, or if she wanted to act on it. 
 
    Appeasing Katee’s mind too was Ned himself. He seemed so much like his old self. Confident again, and charming. He was even building up other friendships too. Sure, he always had friends like Cliff, but those two had never quite connected the way good friends should. Also, Cliff was all kinds of crazy. Like…drank-all-the-political-Kool-Aid crazy. But Miguel and Jimmy were pretty normal guys, horny and kinda future frat boys-in-training, but that was exactly the sort of friend Ned needed. 
 
    Well… besides her. Katee missed him, and she missed him hard. Paul grew more and more jealous, and she knew without much of a doubt in her heart she needed to cut it off with him. Gone was the playful, polite guy she first went out with, and in his place was a possessive, irritable jerk. It was all going to blow up sooner rather than later.  
 
    Class ended, and Katee took her time getting to her locker. That afternoon was another one of Ned and Ms. Fox’s study sessions, and with the weekend ahead, the whole of the building would be eager to leave as soon as possible. Katee hoped this was finally the day she could catch Ned and Ms. Fox, whatever they were doing. 
 
    And what were they doing? Her feverish mind loved to ponder the question. Ned looked better and better every day between steady exercise and eating protein-packed meals to help him gain some muscle. He wasn’t ever probably going to be ripped or musclebound, but he invaded her dreams, more than he ever had before – and that had already been plenty.  
 
    The dreams were the best. She had this recurring one of driving to Ned’s house and knocking on the door. Ms. Fox would answer, dressed only in a thong or sometimes a corset, and she would guide Katee into Ned’s bedroom, her curvy butt swaying with every step, her thong disappearing into the crack of her ass. Ned would be there in bed waiting, stroking his cock, and Ms. Fox would push Katee towards him, telling her it was time. Always at that point Katee woke up, straining to make the dream last a little longer, to let Ned take her from behind, the way she always wanted to try but had yet to let any guy do to her. 
 
    Paul. She was with Paul. But he was always temporary. Katee had never made him any promises. She told him she wanted something light and temporary, and she didn’t want a bunch of romance, just someone to have fun with. She only let him have sex with her twice, once not long after Homecoming, when she was so confused about what was going on with Ned, and after the first basketball game of the season, when he roped her into it by guilt-tripping her about cheering louder for Ned than him. 
 
    Both times were pretty dull. Katee had good sex before – her summer boyfriend that year was kind of small, but his fingers and his tongue more than made up for it. But Paul was all about his own ego. Despite Katee obviously not really getting into it, he would always finish and preen like he just gave her five orgasms and blew her mind. She had to end things before he would get hurt any more than he already would be. Even if she didn’t plan on being with Ned straight away – she still wanted him to lose his virginity, if he hadn’t already – Katee knew she would be better off single. 
 
    But was Ned still a virgin? That was the question she hoped to find out that night. She took her time at her locker, talking to her friend Hattie and making plans to see a movie the next day. Paul snuck up behind her and wrapped his arms around Katee. She fought the urge to roll her eyes. 
 
    “You coming to practice tonight?” 
 
    “I can’t. I’ve got a project I’m working on and then I need to go to my aunt’s. It’s her birthday tonight.” 
 
    “Text me the address. I’ll come by.” 
 
    Oh God. End this. Put him out of his misery. 
 
    Katee turned in his arms and pecked the corner of his mouth. “You’re cute. Let’s meet up Sunday. There’s something I want to talk to you about.” 
 
    He stiffened, and she could feel the wounded anger rolling off him. “Okay. Well… see you Sunday then.” 
 
    Katee watched him walk away, his shoulders tensed. If he had a tail, he would have swished it. Katee shut her locker and knocked her head against it. 
 
    “Things not going so well with him?” Hattie asked. 
 
    Still with her forehead to her locker, Katee shook her head. “I’m going to break up with him.” 
 
    “Ouch. Sooooo… if he’s on the market…” 
 
    Katee groaned. “Oh, you’re awful. No, I don’t care if you date him. But he’s clingy.” 
 
    “I call it caring.” 
 
    “Super clingy.” 
 
    “Looking for a commitment,” Hattie said. 
 
    Katee laughed. “Go for it. You have my blessing.” 
 
    After that, she headed for the computer labs. The anime and gaming kids hung around for a while after school every Tuesday and Friday playing board or phone games and talking. Ms. Hudgens, the pretty programming teacher, stayed after with them. Katee popped her head in and asked if she could use a computer for a few to do research. Ms. Hudgens, seated at the middle of the table with two of the four senior boys, looked up, red-faced, and chirped that sure, Katee could come in and do whatever she needed done. 
 
    Katee took a seat at a computer in a corner, feeling like she just missed something. One of the senior students started talking in a slightly louder-than-necessary voice what he thought of an episode of the latest anime fad. Out of the corner of her eye, Katee watched Ms. Hudgens squirm. It was subtle, but it was there. She would tense just a tiny bit, her lips would part, and her cheeks would flush even hotter. 
 
    Katee then realized she couldn’t see the hands of the two guys sitting next to the teacher. 
 
    Oh. My. God. 
 
    It had to be her imagination. Had to be. Katee refocused on the computer, not needing to do research at all, but clicking through random articles, barely reading them. Finally she stood up and thanked Ms. Hudgens, who looked up with a distracted smile and nodded.  
 
    When she closed the door on the computer lab, Katee heard a breathless giggle from within. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and started for the English classrooms. To get there, she had to pass by the administrative offices and the Family and Consumer Science classes. The principal’s office was all locked up, but from within, Katee thought she heard a distinct wail and a rhythmic smacking. Katee stopped to listen, and she heard someone – the pretty secretary Charity, maybe? – yell, “Shove that thing inside me, you fucking pig!” 
 
    Warmth and shock flooded Katee. She kept moving, looking around, feeling guilty even if she had no real reason to. 
 
    From within Mrs. Sparks’ classroom, she heard a sound like… well, like grunting. Katee frowned, then moved closer to the wall to listen. Yeah. Someone was definitely panting or grunting or something in there, like they were doing exercises. 
 
    “Aw, Mrs. Sparks, jack my fucking cock,” Aiden said. 
 
    “You like that?” Mrs. Sparks asked. “You want to come all over your teacher’s big fat tits again?” 
 
    “Fuck no. I’m coming over that ass this time.” 
 
    “Aw shit yeah,” Simon, another classmate, grunted. “We’re going to take that ass one of these days.” 
 
    “Mm, promise?” Mrs. Sparks asked, her voice going light and singsong. 
 
    Katee gasped and clamped a hand over her mouth. Waves of heat pulsed through her at the thought of the redheaded teacher jerking off big Simon and incredibly handsome Aiden. She stumbled forward, wanting to shove her hand down her pants, wanting to finger herself. 
 
    Ms. Fox’s room. Katee looked around. If she was going to listen in, this was the time. Nothing moved that wasn’t in a classroom or the gym. And how Katee burned when she stepped in close and heard. 
 
    The sound was faint, so faint she almost thought nothing was going on, that it was background noise. But then she heard Ned take a sharp breath and say, “Like that?” 
 
    “Yes. W-with your tongue, I like it a little random. Go hard a while, then… then tease me. But when I tell you I’m close, or I say keep doing that… keep doing… that.” A sharp hiss. “Oh fuck, oh, oh Ned… yes…” 
 
    Katee, her eyes huge, looked around. No one. With her ear practically pressed to the wood, she listened. Maybe it was her imagination but she thought she could actually hear Ned licking. But it was too rhythmic for that. 
 
    “Remember… what I taught you… about the g-spot?” Ms. Fox panted. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Ned said. 
 
    “Ohhh, ohhhh! Yes! Right there, God, I love those fucking fingers…” 
 
    Katee’s mouth fell open, her breaths deepening. She squeezed her thighs together and closed her eyes, imagining it. Imagining Ned on his knees, fingering the busty blonde teacher, licking her clit, her pussy 
 
    “Alternate it… with…” Ms. Fox stopped talking, then let out a long, wordless cry. “Nnnnnnuhhhh!!” 
 
    “Come for me, Ms. Fox,” Ned said. His tone was completely new, unfamiliar. Growling, needing. It was the sexiest thing she thought she ever heard from him. “Let me feel my pussy quake all over my fingers.” 
 
    “Your pussy!” Ms. Fox cried out, and Katee squeezed her thighs even tighter, mouthing the words.  
 
    Your pussy. 
 
    Her fingers snaked into her waistband, and she looked around again, her breath so hard, so fast. She was sure if Ned and Ms. Fox stopped what they were doing for even a few seconds, they would hear her, but Katee didn’t care, she was gone to her lust now, slipping her hand into her panties, fingering her wet slit.  
 
    Your pussy, Ned. Your pussy. It’s always been your pussy. Now and forever. 
 
    “Mmmgh! Fuck! I’m c-coming!” Ms. Fox gasped. 
 
    Something wet squicked inside. Ned’s fingers, Katee thought feverishly, pumping in and out of their teacher’s cunt. Oh fuck, oh fuck, this was wrong, this was so wrong, but it was the hottest thing she’d ever heard or done and she was already squirming, already rising and falling on her toes, her folds so tender, needing this so much. 
 
    Slurping. “I love the way you taste,” Ned said. 
 
    “Mmm. You did so good, I think I’m going to give you one more lesson before I send you on your way. How to come down your slutty teacher’s throat.” 
 
    Katee shivered, fingering herself even harder. Lucy Fox, on her knees, sucking Ned off. It sent waves of jealousy and heat through her in equal measure. Oh, she wished she could watch, that it could be her, on her knees, pulling Ned’s cock from Ms. Fox’s grasp, sucking him down, bobbing down his length. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Ned gasped. “That feels amazing!” 
 
    Slurp. Pop. “Tell me to take it. Tell me to suck it.” 
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    Pop. “Suck what?” 
 
    “Suck my cock, Ms. Fox.” 
 
    “Gurk gurk gurk.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Katee mouthed. 
 
    Another lewd pop. “This first time, don’t hold back. Grip my hair like this. You can be a little rough and fuck my face. Enjoy yourself. Just warn me when you’re close.” Another couple gurk sounds, and she heard Ned whisper something under his breath in the same disbelieving tone as Katee felt. Pop. “Tell me, though, after those orgasms, you deserve to choose. Want to come on my face, my tits, or in my mouth?” 
 
    “Uh… um…” Ned said. “Y-your mouth. I want to see you swallow it. I love watching you swallow my come.” 
 
    “Mm, I love it too,” Ms. Fox said. 
 
    Somewhere deep in the school, a door opened and closed. Katee yanked her hand free and stepped back, tensing, but no one came into view and she heard the outer doors to the school whoosh open. Licking her lips, she stepped back against the door and shoved her hand back into her panties. Her palm rested against her clit as she imagined Ms. Fox in there, gripping Ned’s cock and sucking it deep over and over and over again. 
 
    “That’s so good,” Ned grunted. “Ungh, fuck, Ms. Fox.” 
 
    “Urk urk urk!” 
 
    Oh Ned, when she takes your virginity, I’m going to want to do this every chance we have, I’ll suck you down like her, I’ll do this any time you want me to because I know you’ll do it for me too. Oh… oh fuck I’m close, I’m close, Ned, my Ned, I’m yours, I’m yours, and you’re… 
 
    “Mine…” she whimpered under her breath. 
 
    Katee’s mouth fell open, her eyes half-lidded. She pumped her fingers once, twice, three times and she was over that cliff, coming so hard she had to clench her jaw to keep from crying out. Her wet fingers slid free and she slumped gently against the wall, sucking them, tasting herself, imagining the noises inside were coming from Ned grunting that he was coming for her, coming down her throat instead of Ms. Fox’s. 
 
    The fingers slid free, and she raised the hand to her forehead, smiling. Soon, she promised herself and Ned. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Ned wasn’t terribly great about checking his school email. He missed the counselor’s announcement to the senior class that applications to State could be filled out starting that day – which was nearly a week ago. That wasn’t really a problem, since they could be sent in as late as the end of February, but it made Ned ponder a question he was afraid to get the answer to. Did Katee still want to go to State with him? 
 
    That had been their plan the last couple years. Neither of them really knew what they wanted to do with their careers yet or what their majors would be but they both had been to State often enough to watch games and visit the campus for school organization activities that they liked it a bunch. It was a big campus, but friendly and fun. Close to home, but not too close. 
 
    He hoped she still wanted to go there. He planned to, but if it was going to make things too weird, there was always Wickmont University, also pretty close to home and a really cool college too. 
 
    But Ned didn’t want to go to Wickmont. He wanted the future he and Katee talked about. If that was as friends, that was okay. If it would be in a relationship, well, he’d be the luckiest guy alive. 
 
    His mom and dad watched him amusedly as he chewed his food way too long at breakfast, every bite turning into a long, drawn-out affair as he thought about his college conundrum. Then they watched him idly play a video game in the living room, staring at the same screen for over five minutes at one point without moving or taking any action against the barbarian hordes pressing in at his kingdom. 
 
    “Honey,” his mom said, “would you take out the garbage?” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah. Sure,” Ned said, his eyes a million miles away, his voice dreamy. Three minutes later, he blinked as his mom clapped her hands in front of him. He stared up at her, confused. 
 
    “The garbage?” 
 
    “Oh. Oh yeah.” 
 
    He took it out, then stared at his car at the curb. He lost another minute thinking about walking with Katee through the autumn leaves at State like they had their junior year when they went to watch a big playoff basketball game with their parents.  
 
    “Why don’t you just ask her, dummy?” he said to no one in particular, then raced inside to grab his keys and his phone. His parents were sitting at the kitchen table, working on a grocery list, and didn’t look up. “I’m going to be… a while, I think. I need to go talk to Katee.” 
 
    “Have fun,” his mom said. “Tell her we miss seeing her around.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Ned said, but he was already going. 
 
    When the door shut behind him, his dad looked up from the list and mumbled, “About time.” 
 
    His mom sighed. “I just hope they’re careful.” She considered that, then added, “Although they would have some really cute babies.” 
 
    “Don’t even joke about that until they’re out of college.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ned realized he didn’t know if Katee was out with friends or Paul, so he called her on the way. She picked up after a single ring, upbeat. “Hey Ned! What are you up to?” 
 
    “Not much. Hey, I had a question to ask you and it’s kind of important. Not, like, relationship stuff, but… look, are you around? It’ll only take a few minutes.” 
 
    She laughed. “I… yeah. I’m around. I’m meeting up with Paul in a few hours, but other than that, I’m free.” 
 
    “Cool. I’ll see you in a few.” 
 
    He hung up, and tried his damnedest not to speed too much getting to her house. He felt dizzy with possibilities, and terrified, and for once in his life, kind of okay with all of that. He was probably making this weird, but it was Katee. She knew he was one hundred percent weird anyways. 
 
    Katee and her parents were seated in the living room, her mom browsing a tablet while Katee and her dad watched a TV show. Her dad looked up and grinned. 
 
    “Ned! Thank God it’s you and not the other one.” 
 
    “Dad,” Katee said, but she was smiling too, and her eyes sparkled in a way Ned hadn’t seen for too long. His heart swelled up and he grinned back. 
 
    “No kidding you, that tensed-up turd sits here and tries to talk to me like he’s reading off cue cards. ‘How are you today, Mr. Thurston?’ ‘What do you do for work? Oh, that is very interesting. Do you enjoy it? This chicken teriyaki is delicious. Is that thyme?” 
 
    “Honey,” Mrs. Thurston said, nearly as lightly as Katee. 
 
    “What? He didn’t even know Last Fires of Absalom VIII. How am I supposed to have a conversation with a kid about anything if he’s never played Last Fires of Absalom VIII?” 
 
    “Uh,” Ned said, grinning and rubbing his neck. “I’ve never actually played it either.” 
 
    Mr. Thurston shot to his feet and jabbed a finger in Ned’s direction. “Blasphemer! Get out! Get ouuuuut!” 
 
    “Or stay,” Katee said. 
 
    “Would you like a slice of pie?” Mrs. Thurston asked. “We have some leftover from last night. Strawberry. It’s very good.” 
 
    “Well, I only came to talk to Katee for a second.” 
 
    “Oh, have some pie. Whipped cream?” 
 
    Katee cocked her head and grinned at Ned, her smile going even wider. Ned’s own widened in response. “Sure. I’d love some.” 
 
     Mrs. Thurston went to get him a slice, and once he was armed with delicious pie and a mountain of whipped cream, Katee led the way to her bedroom. She closed the door after him, held up one finger, then poked her head out of the room. Her mom said, “On my way to the bathroom, sweetie,” right outside her door. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Katee said. “And you couldn’t use one of the other two?” 
 
    “Clogged. Your father, I swear.” 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    “Okay, okay.” 
 
    Katee closed the door again, then turned on some music. “Sorry about them.” 
 
    “Mm,” Ned mumbled around a mouthful of pie. “Forgiven.” 
 
    She giggled and sat beside him on the bed. Not too close, but comfortable. “So what’s up?” 
 
    “Let me finish this pie first and then I’ll make things weird.” 
 
    “Um. Okay.” 
 
    He did, with overemphasized moaning. For some reason, that made her blush, and hard. Ned caught her eye and licked the spoon lewdly. For that, she grabbed the plate and unfinished pie from him and dropped it on her desk before plopping back down next to him. 
 
    “You’re done. Now talk.” 
 
    Ned lost his smile. “Did you get the email from Mrs. Gavin?” 
 
    “Mm, I… oh, yeah, about the applications to State?” 
 
    “Yeah. Listen…” Ned took a steadying breath. Gotta jump sometimes, he thought. “What we talked about, us going together, that’s still something I want. I know things have been weird between us, but I still really like that idea that we’d be close. And whether or not that’s as friends or something else, that doesn’t really matter to me. I want to know I can call you up and go hit the cafeteria or hang out or something. But, and this going to sound like old indecisive me, I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. Wickmont’s applications open up in a month. I could-” 
 
    “No. No!” she said. “Are you crazy? You’re not applying to Wickmont. I mean, you totally should, just in case State doesn’t take us. But just as a backup school, you ding dong!” 
 
    “Katee, I-” 
 
    “You’re right. Things are weird between us right now. But if you and I don’t go to the same school I’m going to be driving to yours and you’re going to be driving to mine and that’s a lot of money in gas. So don’t be an idiot. We’re going to go to the same school and we’re going to keep being awesome. Unless… it’s you that doesn’t want to be around me.” 
 
    Ned stared at Katee and swallowed hard. “There’s nothing more in this life I want than to be around you. I know you’re with Paul and I’m not going to try to come between that. But for my sake and for yours, I’m going to tell you right now, I’ll always want you. In just about every way that can mean. I’m sorry I didn’t have the guts to tell you that for so long. But I’m telling it to you now so you can see where I’m coming from. I’d follow you anywhere you wanted me to go, and I’m yours, if you decide you want me too.” 
 
    Katee stared at him a long, long time. Finally, she whispered, “God, if you gave me that speech years ago, we’d have been married at… like… fourteen.” 
 
    “Too late?” 
 
    She took his hands, and he wasn’t sure whose were trembling. Maybe they both were. “It’s never too late. Go to college with me.” 
 
    Ned nodded, wondering if he should kiss her. Then he thought of Paul, and the moment faded. He squeezed her hands. 
 
    Katee hesitated. “Ned, the other day, I-” 
 
    “What did he say?” they heard Katee’s dad whisper outside. 
 
    “Shut up!” Mrs. Thurston hissed. 
 
    Katee laughed and pulled her hands free. She rubbed her eyes of the tears that had just started to form. Ned did kiss her then, just on the cheek, but he held it for a long moment. Then he was out the door and into the hallway, past Mr. and Mrs. Thurston. Mrs. Thurston held up her hand, and whispered, “High five toll.” 
 
    Ned laughed, and slapped her hand. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Katee smiled to herself all day up until the point when Paul texted. She knew it was over, but she still had to get the painful part out of the way. He wasn’t really so bad, she thought to herself. Sure, he was clingy and kind of emotionally a mess, but he really had been so kind to her in the early days and it wasn’t his fault she was in love with someone else. 
 
    In love. 
 
    She was in love. With Ned Mussett. 
 
    Of course, she always had been. 
 
    Katee told Paul she wanted to meet up at the sandwich place where they ate before Homecoming. Neutral ground, Katee thought. She showed up five minutes early, ordered fries and a vanilla milkshake, and sat at a corner table, dipping the fries one by one into the milkshake and taking tiny bites off the ends. Paul pulled into the parking lot right on time, and she saw him check himself out in the mirror. She should have broken up with him after Homecoming. This had been a mistake – her mistake. She owned that. 
 
    He came in, saw her, raised a tentative hand, and went to the counter to order. After grabbing a drink, he came to the table, trying his best to grin casually. 
 
    “Are you really dipping the fries into the milkshake? That’s weird.” 
 
    Katee looked up, then back at her milkshake, and suddenly she wasn’t hungry anymore. She pushed the fries and the shake at him, and his smile disappeared.  
 
    “I was only kidding.” 
 
    “I know,” Katee said. 
 
    Paul leaned down to kiss her and she gave him her cheek instead. His eyes clouded, and his hands went to his belt, fidgeting. “Fuck.” 
 
    “We need to break up,” Katee said mutely. The words were colder than she intended, and she watched Paul’s face shatter. “I’m sorry. I let you get too close. Let you think this was something more than what it was.” 
 
    Paul turned and yelled at the counter, “Can I get that to go instead?” 
 
    “Paul…” 
 
    “What? It’s fine. It’s totally fine. No drama, just some fun, right?” He grabbed a handful of her fries and dunked them into the milkshake. He pulled them free and jammed them into his mouth, then picked up her napkin and spat into it. “That’s gross.” 
 
    “Can we do this quietly, please?” 
 
    “Sure.” He slid into the booth across from her and hunched over, glaring. “You were always his. I never stood a chance.” Though he promised to be quiet, he nearly shouted, drawing the eye of every person near them. A guy with two kids told them to look at their food instead. 
 
    “Maybe we should do this outside.” 
 
    “No, we’re going to do it right here.” 
 
    “All right.” Katee drew a breath. “Yes. I… I care a lot about Ned. I told you that straight from the beginning.” 
 
    “And I asked you to give me a fair chance. What does he have that I don’t?” 
 
    Now that pissed her off. “He’s kind. Compassionate. He values my opinion and he listens to it.” 
 
    “I’m not kind? I don’t listen to you talk for an hour about your friends’ problems? About your cousin’s cat?” 
 
    “That’s what I mean,” Katee said. “Ned never makes me feel like it’s a chore to listen to me, like something he needs to check off in the friendship box.” 
 
    “Unbelievable. You’re really trying to make this my fault.” 
 
    “No. I’m not. You asked what I see in Ned and not you. Please. Stop yelling.” 
 
    Paul looked around and realized they were being stared at. He took a deep breath, then focused again on Katee. “How do I fix this?” 
 
    “There’s nothing to fix. It’s over.” 
 
    He sat there, glowering at her. For a long minute, there was silence, then the server at the counter called uncomfortably, “Um, number forty-seven?” 
 
    Paul stood up. Without a word, he stomped towards the counter, grabbed his sandwich, and walked out. The woman with the kids leaned towards Katee and said, “You should be glad you got away from that one.” 
 
    “Good on you, honey,” another woman said. 
 
    “Hey, if you’re single…” one man who had to be in his sixties said hopefully. 
 
    The woman with him reached across and smacked him in the forehead. “Jesus, Lou, she can’t even be twenty yet.” 
 
    Katee laughed, and to her surprise, it sounded pretty steady. She ate one more handful of fries, stood up, and picked up the remains of her food to dump it in the trash. With every step she took out of that place, her heart rose higher and higher, until it felt like she was flying. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    “There’s not much in this world that smells better than fresh baked cookies,” Candace said. “This is always my favorite part of the year, teaching you all how to bake.” 
 
    “I’m a pretty big fan too,” Simon mumbled around a gooey double chocolate cookie.  
 
    Each of them made a small batch of their favorite cookies. The mixed smells of chocolate chip, snickerdoodle, and peanut butter cookies filled the air. Heaven. It was pure heaven. They were gathered around the tables, plates of their creations being passed around. The chocolate chip cookies were always Candace’s favorites, but there really wasn’t a bad cookie in the bunch. Even Gabrielle, the worst of the bunch at cooking, got this one right, even if she didn’t think so. 
 
    “Mine are crunchy and flat,” she grumped.  
 
    “Nah, they’re great,” Simon said. “All you need is a little milk.” 
 
    “It’s the great cookie equalizer,” Candace agreed. Speaking of, she needed to pump. She headed for her desk and her baby bag, pulling out her breast pump and a bottle. When she turned, every eye was on her. Confused, she stared back until she realized what she might have accidentally implied. “Oh God, I didn’t mean… um… my milk. Again.” 
 
    Aiden glanced at the others, then back at her. “And why not?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jimmy said faintly. “I think a little of your milk would go great with these cookies.” 
 
    Candace’s cheeks burned. She thought of how things went last week, when she was on her knees between Simon and Aiden, jerking off both their cocks until they were ready and then bending over her desk so they could come across her ass. Aiden took it further, tugging down her panties and licking his thumb before teasing her asshole with it. Simon joined him wordlessly, and while he plunged four fingers in and out of Candace’s sopping cunt, Aiden fucked her ass with his thumb, neither man saying much of anything as their teacher bucked back and forth on the desk, crying out through three – three! – orgasms. 
 
    “Um. Okay. There’s some in the fridge, but I need to save a couple bottles for Kelly. So maybe you could add it to some regular milk?” Candace asked. 
 
    Gabrielle walked to her slowly, putting a swish to her hips that drew Candace’s eye. The young woman was so sure of herself, far more than Candace had been at that age. She took the pump and the bottle and put them back in the bag. 
 
    “I don’t think any of us want it cold today,” she said. 
 
    Candace was so preoccupied watching her she never noticed Brianna come up behind her. The other young woman’s hands went to Candace’s hips, and she turned to see Briana coming in, lips parted. Candace, shocked, let the student kiss her, moaning with need as Briana’s hands rose to the hem of her blouse. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Jimmy breathed. Beside him, Miguel nodded, then walked to the door, his eyes never leaving the trio of women. He locked the door, and as if the click started something, Briana and Gabrielle lifted Candace’s blouse up and over her head. Candace stared at them both in turn, then slowly reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. The girls helped her out of it, dropping it onto her desk. Candace ran her hands up and down the young women’s backs, then sat on the edge of her desk, pulling them with her. 
 
    Gabrielle and Briana looked at each other. Briana giggled, and Gabrielle leaned in hesitantly to kiss the other girl. Their lips smacked together, and Briana whispered a breathy, “Oh wow…” Gabrielle turned her head towards Candace, and the redheaded teacher kissed her too. 
 
    “Fuck,” Miguel moaned. 
 
    Jimmy, the most eager and least shy of the boys, unzipped and dropped his jeans and boxers far enough he could spit into his hand and stroke himself. The others weren’t far behind, even Aiden, who looked pleasantly dazed by what was going on. 
 
    Briana whispered in Candace’s ear, “Can we try it? Sucking your milk?” 
 
    “It’s what I’ve wanted for so long,” Candace told her. “Go ahead, darling.” 
 
    Briana giggled nervously, then leaned down and sucked one of Candace’s nipples into her mouth. Candace returned her attention to Gabrielle and the two kissed long and lewdly, tongues clashing, hands all over each other. Gabrielle’s shorts slipped down – whoops, how did that happen? – and Candace ran her fingers along the young woman’s taut, slim bottom. The girl grinned and leaned down to take the other nipple into her mouth, both of them sucking. 
 
    “Aiden,” Candace said. “Come here and help Briana out of her jeans. I think they deserve something for helping me with my milk, don’t you?” 
 
    Aiden, perhaps for the first moment of the entire year, cracked. “Yuh… yuh huh,” he said, staring at Candace’s hand sliding into Gabrielle’s teeny thong. He didn’t move, though, and finally Simon rushed forward. 
 
    “Well, if he’s too brain-dead…” 
 
    Candace laughed throatily. Her milk started to dribble out and Gabrielle and Briana moaned at that. Briana broke away from the nipple long enough to wiggle her butt at Simon as he reached around her and undid the button on her jeans, sliding them down. Her panties were cute, white and ruffled and Simon stared at the press of her sex against the fabric. He pulled them down and growled, “Goddamn, that pussy’s beautiful.” 
 
    “Jimmy, go turn on the fans,” Candace said. Jimmy rushed to do what he was told, helping create some background noise that would, hopefully, block the sounds they were about to make. 
 
    Candace ran her hands across the girls’ pussies, then slid three fingers into each of them. They were so young, and so very tight. Both of them moaned and Briana giggled again as their teacher began to finger them slowly, their cunts making wet squelching noises. 
 
    Simon stood back up and the guys formed a tighter circle as they spat in their hands and jerked their cocks, watching the two girls suck from Candace’s nipples and be fingered. Gabrielle tugged down her panties the rest of the way, giving them an unobstructed view and looking over her shoulder when Miguel moaned softly. 
 
    “Push up, Mrs. Sparks,” Briana panted. “Let’s get those panties off you.” 
 
    Candace sat up just far enough Briana and Gabrielle could push up her skirt and tug down her panties. The guys stroked their cocks harder as the girls slid fingers along their teacher’s pussy lips, up and down and teasing her clit when they neared it. Candace fingered them harder in return, her chest rising and falling. Milk started to trickle down her breasts as all three focused on getting each other off. Gabrielle leaned up again and kissed her, giving her a taste of her own milk, warm and sweet. Then the girl started rocking hard back against her hand, looking over her shoulder at her own ass. 
 
    “Oooh…” she moaned. “You’re so, nnngh, good at this…” 
 
    “Fuck,” Briana said brightly, starting to rock too. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” 
 
    “My good students,” Candace said, the fingers in her pussy driving her brainless, wild. “My guh-good students… good girls…” 
 
    Briana giggled. “Your good girls, your good slutty girls, Mrs. Sparks, you can tell us to lick your pussy any time and we’d do it.” 
 
    Candace looked her in the eyes. “And what if I wanted to eat you out, hm? What if I wanted to taste that yummy student pussy on my lips?” 
 
    Briana’s smile faded and she moaned again, “Mm hm…” 
 
    Candace’s blazing gaze fell on the guys. “And you? If I told you I don’t give a damn about budgets or household planning or any of it and wanted to spend my class on my knees in the middle of you, would you think badly of your slutty teacher?” 
 
    “Fuck no,” “n-no,” “oh fuck,” and a simple grunt blended together, making her laugh throatily as she fingered the young women. 
 
    “Get some chairs, boys,” Candace said. “When I’ve made these dirty girls come, I’m going to want to feed each of you my yummy teacher slut milk.” 
 
    Almost immediately that set Briana off. She jerked forward, yelping, “Oh, oh! Mmmm! Mmmm!” She shot upwards and kissed Candace again, sloppy, hard, her pussy walls throbbing against Candace’s fingers. She shoved her own harder and faster into Candace’s pussy, a manic pace compared to Gabrielle’s erratic one. Candace moaned too, her pussy so wet she was leaving a tiny puddle on her desk. 
 
    “I’m so wet for you girls…” 
 
    Gabrielle stared up at her, eyes sightless, her tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth. She whimpered, “I’m wet too… can you feel how wet your good girl is for you?” 
 
    “Yes, baby,” Candace said, and pulled her fingers free from Briana to bring them to Gabrielle’s lips. “Do you want to taste your friend?” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    Candace fed Gabrielle her fingers. Gabrielle licked them tentatively, then with more enthusiasm, and finally sucked on them. She looked aside at Briana and blushed, and Briana was there, kissing her cheek, her shoulder. It was when Gabrielle let Candace’s fingers go and she shared a kiss with her best friend that she finally came, keening against Briana’s lips as she froze up. Her orgasm lasted a long minute, then she was coming down with a light, musical laugh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Briana said. “We need to do that-” 
 
    Whatever else she intended to say was cut off by the sound of the bell letting the school know class was done for the day. “Shit,” Miguel said, staring down at his rock-hard cock. 
 
    Aiden stood up and grabbed his clothes. “Stay here. I’ll go tell Coach Jackson you can’t make it for a while. Uh… we…” 
 
    “You left such a mess and I’m not letting you go without cleaning up,” Candace suggested. 
 
    “Perfect. Lock the door behind me. If I don’t knock four times, it’s not me or it means I’m not alone,” Aiden said. He grabbed up his clothes, took in the three naked – or semi-naked, as Candace was still in her skirt – women, groaned, and tugged on his jeans. He had to adjust himself so his length rested against his leg, then he was out of there, practically running. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The final bell rang, and Katee threw everything into her bag in a hurry before shooting to her feet. She didn’t even hear a classmate’s words to her as she rushed out the door and down the hall to Ms. Fox’s English class. 
 
    She was all nerves and trembling excitement. All day had been like that. Tonight was the night everything would change. She had an idea, something wicked and fun, and it meant confronting Ms. Fox, which might be scary but it was going to be so, so worth it if she agreed. 
 
    Hurrying down the hall, Katee never saw Paul watching her, lips drawn back in a grimace. He followed her, pushing through the crowd of students. She did see Aiden rush out from the Family and Consumer Science room, blushing as she remembered the words that came from Aiden and Simon. He looked like he was in as big a hurry as she was, jogging up towards the gym. 
 
    Ned was just coming out of Ms. Fox’s class when she got there, looking over his shoulder. He saw Katee and froze before someone cursed him out and told him to get out of the way. He did, laughing sheepishly and rubbing the back of his neck. His signature move, Katee thought, and gave him her best smile. 
 
    “Basketball practice?” she asked him. 
 
    “Yeah. Not looking forward to it. I slept like crap last night.” He gave her a one-armed hug and she nestled against him, liking the new smell of him, clean and soft and understated. So very much fresher than his old habit of dousing himself with body spray. And his haircut, too. Was that all Ms. Fox? He pulled away. “What are you up to?” 
 
    “Just wanted to pop in and get Ms. Fox’s opinion on my application to State.” 
 
    “Oh, good God, you’re on the ball. I haven’t even looked at the paperwork.” He glanced down the hall. “I gotta run.” 
 
    “Text me later?” Katee blurted. 
 
    Ned grinned. “Yeah. Sure thing.” 
 
    “Cool,” Katee said, and fought down the urge to giggle. She felt like she was twelve again around him, all left feet and stammering over every word. He took off, but looked back over his shoulder at her. That sent a delicious shiver down her spine, and she headed into the classroom, pulling the door closed behind her when she realized only Ms. Fox was left. 
 
    “Katee! Good to see you!” 
 
    “You too, Ms. Fox. I was hoping I could talk to you about something?” 
 
    “I overheard,” Ms. Fox said, standing up and coming around her desk. “I’d be happy to. You’re the first student who’s asked me.” 
 
    “Actually,” Katee said, and blushed hard. “It’s about something different. I mean, I’ll definitely come around with my application when it’s done, but, um…” 
 
    “What is it?” Ms. Fox asked, her smile going puzzled. 
 
    “I know,” Katee said softly, feeling the heat rush up through her spine. Ms. Fox flinched for the briefest of moments, her eyes widening, her lips parting. 
 
    “I’m sorry?” 
 
    “About… what you’re doing for Ned. About his self-confidence and… and…” Ms. Fox was no longer smiling. Ms. Fox looked terrified. “The other stuff. I listened… last time.” 
 
    Ms. Fox rushed forward, and for a brief, terrifying moment, Katee thought the other woman was going to strike her. Instead, Ms. Fox went for the door, locked it, and took Katee by the arm. She gently led her to her desk and they sat on the edge. 
 
    “I… I…” Ms. Fox started. “It’s, um… please. Please, oh God, don’t say anything. This could mean more than my job. My career, my everything…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Katee said. “I’m not going to tell anyone. I swear.” 
 
    Ms. Fox stared at her with dumbfounded gratitude. “Thank you.” 
 
    “It’s because of what I said to you, isn’t it? That day we were getting ice cream and all saw each other?” 
 
    The English teacher smiled. “That was a very small part of the machinery, but it did make me think. I saw a bright, charming young man who needed help seeing that in himself. When I heard you and Ned were having some trouble, I talked to him about it, then I got him in detention and we started our… lessons.” 
 
    “Have the two of you… slept together yet?” 
 
    “No. I was planning on taking that step this Friday.” 
 
    So soon. Oh, Ned… we can be together so soon. 
 
    The butterflies in Katee’s heart took wing, and she asked softly, “Ms. Fox?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I had a different idea. What if… what if it was the two of us that helped him together? At the end?” Katee swallowed. “Would you… would that be too weird?” 
 
    Ms. Fox held her eyes and reached a trembling hand out to Katee’s hip. “No. I think that would be… perfect.” 
 
    Katee moved. She didn’t intend to do this, hadn’t planned on it, but she moved. Ms. Fox gave a quick, “What-?” and then Katee’s lips were on hers, tears slowly falling down her cheeks. Ms. Fox’s eyes went wide, then her trembling hands came up and she gripped Katee’s cheeks, kissing her back. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Aiden finished with Mr. Jackson. The coach wasn’t thrilled about the news two of his best weren’t going to be joining them soon, but he knew he didn’t have much of a choice and sent Aiden on his way with an exasperated sigh. Aiden grinned to himself and left the gym at a slightly slower pace than he rushed for it. The woman of his dreams, his favorite fuck fantasy, was about to be his. Oh, sure, they already did just about everything else under the sun apart from sex, but finally he was going to sink his cock in Candace Sparks, the hottest woman he’d ever known and likely would ever know. 
 
    For about the thousandth time that semester, Aiden thanked her husband Robert silently for being such an idiot. 
 
    Something was weird, though. Down the hallway, someone was crowding Ms. Fox’s door. Paul Everly. Aiden didn’t much care about Paul either way. He could be a good guy, but lately he acted like a real strung-out prick. In a class together, they had a group project a couple weeks ago, making their own business, complete with floor plans and a business model. Paul thought no one was listening to him and snapped at two of the group like a rabid dog. Aiden thought it was going to come to blows. Of course, everyone knew why he was so tense. His girlfriend, Katee Thurston, was still pretty crazy about Ned Mussett, one of the few genuine good guys of the school. Aiden wouldn’t have minded a crack at Katee himself if he wasn’t so preoccupied with Mrs. Sparks and she wasn’t so clearly in love with Ned. 
 
    Paul saw Aiden and moved away from the door. He started towards the gym, nodding at Aiden when they passed each other. Aiden nodded back, and looked over his shoulder at the guy. 
 
    Weird. 
 
    His thoughts shifted back to Mrs. Sparks, and he grinned to himself. About to fulfill a high school dream, he started to harden again, and by the time he got to her door, he had his zipper undone again. 
 
    * * * 
 
    As Miguel and Simon removed Candace’s skirt, so too did Lucy to young Katee. As Candace eyed the students seated before her, Lucy eyed Katee’s eighteen-year-old pussy, neatly shaven and glistening with a hint of wetness. The two teachers didn’t know they were moving in parallels, bringing down the last of their walls together. 
 
    “We’re all clean,” Aiden said. “All of us got tested when we thought this might happen.” 
 
    “We’re on our shot,” Gabrielle said, stroking Candace’s bare ass. 
 
    “I want all of you,” Candace said breathily. “I shouldn’t. It’s wrong. It’s so wrong.” 
 
    “None of us are ever going to say a word,” Simon said, maybe the quietest she heard him the entire year. 
 
    Candace came to him and gripped his hardness as she straddled his lap. “Promise?” she whimpered. 
 
    Simon dipped his head and sucked at her tit. His eyes locked on hers, and around her nipple, he said with the rest of the guys, “Promise.” 
 
    And with that, the redheaded teacher sank down onto the first cock of the afternoon, sighing with pleasure finally realized. 
 
    Meanwhile Katee bucked, a fist going to her mouth. She bit down, whimpering into her own flesh as Ms. Fox took her first long lick of her student’s pussy. Her blonde hair fanned across the desk, her butt rising and dropping back to the wood. Her teacher watched her try to fight for air as her tongue slid through Katee’s sweet folds, all the way to her delicate clit. Only then did Katee make a sound, a whispered, “Oh my God oh my God oh my God…” 
 
    Lucy lifted the girl’s legs and pulled them over her shoulders. Katee knotted her ankles together, still panting against her fist, trying to press her pussy even harder against Lucy’s mouth. Her first lesbian experience and it was with the sexy teacher who was showing the love of her life how to be a man. A teacher and a student. 
 
    “Ms. Fox…” she whimpered. “Mm, please, don’t stop…” 
 
    In the other classroom, Simon sucked the milk greedily from Candace’s breast, staring up at her as she rocked on his cock. She stroked his head and said, “So full… so full…” 
 
    Gabrielle and Briana whispered to each other, then strutted towards Miguel and Jimmy. “She’s not the only one in this room that knows what to do with a cock,” Gabrielle said as she knelt in front of Miguel. 
 
    “Mm, Jimmy, look what you’ve got for me,” Briana said, dropping between the other guy’s knees. 
 
    Between the two guys, Aiden stroked his dick idly and said, “Hey, what about me?” 
 
    “Awww, poor Aiden, first in line all semester and now he has to wait,” Jimmy said. Aiden elbowed him.  
 
    “Come here,” Candace said. “I think I can help you out.” 
 
    As Gabrielle and Briana took their first teasing licks and sucks of Miguel and Jimmy’s cocks, Aiden stood up and moved with no hurry to Candace. She twisted her head and reached for his bobbing prick. She stared up at him and guided him to her mouth, sucking him down halfway to his root on her first go while still rocking her hips on Simon’s lap. Simon pulled away from her nipple and grinned. 
 
    “Our teacher’s good at multitasking,” he said. 
 
    “Gwark!” Candace said around Aiden’s cock, trying to confirm that yes, she was indeed very good at taking two cocks at once. 
 
    Aiden ran a hand through her hair and pressed it to the back of her head. “Ah, fuck, that’s good,” he moaned. 
 
    Behind them, Briana and Gabrielle bobbed their heads up and down on Jimmy and Miguel’s dicks. Gabrielle gripped Miguel’s base and jacked him off while she sucked his first few inches while Briana drove her face down all the way to Jimmy’s balls on each thrust. Jimmy held out a fist, and Miguel muttered, “You’re such a dork,” but he bumped fists with him anyways. 
 
    In Ms. Fox’s room, Katee rode the first of her orgasms, clutching Lucy’s head as she sat up on one elbow, pressing the older woman’s face to her cunt. Her orgasms clutched her hard, making her laugh and sob all at once, pleasure and release flooding her senses. Finally her trembling fingers let Lucy go. 
 
    Her pussy juices glistened on Lucy’s chin when the other woman pulled away, and Katee curled a finger at her. Lucy came up the student’s body to kiss her with a lewd smack of their lips. 
 
    “I’m not done with you yet,” Lucy promised the young woman. 
 
    Her hand slid back down to Katee’s pussy, making Katee squirm as Lucy slid two fingers into her tight embrace. “K-keep kissing me,” Katee begged, and Lucy did just that, exploring her plump lips with the tip of her tongue. Katee trapped it between her lips and met it with her own as her hand went to Lucy’s ass, squeezing. 
 
    “I f-fingered myself right outside your door when I heard… mmmm… heard you two…” 
 
    “Naughty girl,” Lucy said, and leaned down to kiss the small of Katee’s neck. Her lips traveled up to Katee’s ear and she whispered “Did you come?” 
 
    “Mm hm… so hard…” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Katee squeezed the sexy blonde teacher’s ass. “I w-want to see you two… together.” 
 
    “Ooh, I wonder if Ned would like that?” Lucy asked, then nibbled on Katee’s earlobe. Her blonde hair spilled against Katee’s, a cascade of shades, and their lips came back together again as Lucy brushed the other woman’s clit.  
 
    “The three of us…”  
 
    “Yes…”  
 
    “I want to watch him take you… then taste you when he’s…” Katee’s eyes rolled up as Lucy began to rub her clit in wide circles with the palm of her hand, her deft fingers playing inside her. “Oh, oh Ms. Fox, you’re so… so good at that…” 
 
    Lucy kissed her again. “When he’s what?” 
 
    Katee tried to focus though she was already rocking and rolling again, trying to grind into Lucy’s fingers. “When he’s… he’s…” 
 
    “Say it.” Lucy kissed her again and traced down the side of Katee’s cheek to her jaw, kissing her there as Katee panted harder and harder, her breaths nearly keens. “Tell me what you want to see. What you want to taste.” 
 
    “Your pussy! When he’s fucking you!” 
 
    “What else, Katee, tell me what else, tell me your fantasies.” 
 
    “I want us… t-to blow him… together… I want him to fuck me f-from behind… I want to… to… oh God, Ms. Fox!” Katee cried out. She came yet again, the pleasure so much her back shot up, her ass rising off the desk and slapping down. And Lucy was kissing her again, their fierceness evolving into something sweeter as Katee cried. Not tears of passion this time, or pain, but of the sweet knowledge that soon everything she ached for would be hers. 
 
    She would be together with Ned. Finally. 
 
    In the other room, Gabrielle, Briana, and Candace rode Jimmy, Miguel, and Simon side by side while Aiden watched, his hand whipping up and down his cock. The three women rocked so hard against the guys’ thrusts that their tits bounced and their asses clapped off the guys’ hips. No one said much of anything, making feral grunting and moaning noises as they fucked each other’s’ brains out. Candace couldn’t keep sucking Aiden’s cock as fervently as Simon was fucking her, but he sure didn’t seem to mind the show. 
 
    “I’m… close…” Simon finally grunted. 
 
    “In me, in me, in me,” Candace chanted as she bounced hard on her student’s lap, her big tits brushing his chest. “I want – unnngh! – want… all of you… coming in me…” 
 
    Miguel and Jimmy looked up at Gabrielle and Briana. Gabrielle tossed her hair back as she rocked her hips like a fast wave. “You heard her, boys. Better save it for our teacher.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Jimmy groaned. “I’m so close too.” 
 
    “Then you’re next,” Briana said. 
 
    Simon grabbed Candace’s waist and began to punch up at her with his cock, his thrusts erratic, his eyes wild. Candace gripped his shoulders and hung on, slamming her hips back against him. 
 
    “Come in me, baby, come in your slutty teacher…” 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    Simon jerked upwards one more time, his cock spurting deep within Candace’s folds. The warmth and dirtiness of it made her gurgle with pleasure, her fifth or sixth orgasm since this all started with the girls sucking her milk. Then Jimmy was there, helping her off. Simon’s come trickled out of her puffy lips and along her leg. The sight incensed Jimmy, and he grabbed hold of Candace as he kissed her. She could barely hang on around his neck as he guided her to one of the tables nearby and laid her across it, fucking into her with hard, short pumps. The legs of the table rose and fell in time, banging out a rhythmic tune. Behind them, Briana dropped to her knees before Simon and sucked his slick, deflating prick into her mouth, gobbling him down with desperate cries of need. “Urkh! Urkh! Urkh!” 
 
    “That’s it, that’s it, suck me…” Simon moaned. 
 
    Aiden moved to Gabrielle as she bounced on Miguel. She eagerly reached for his cock and jacked him while she thrust down at the other senior. All three of them watched Jimmy strain into Candace, her red hair spilling down the other side of the table, her hands clawed and scraping at Jimmy’s back. Wham, wham, wham went the table, and Candace giggled at the sound, a low throaty noise that only added fuel to the raging fire. 
 
    Jimmy’s fucking reached a frenzied pace. He grabbed one of his teacher’s tits and squeezed, moaning wordlessly. She clutched his neck and brought him down to kiss him one more time, her legs roping around his ass as he pumped into her. Their tongues swirled together, and Jimmy let out one more sharp grunt before exploding inside her, shot after shot of him adding to what Simon had already given her. When he pulled out, their mixed come drizzled out of her pussy onto the tabletop and dribbled down on the floor. 
 
    “You’re next,” Aiden told Miguel. 
 
    “Not going to argue with that.” 
 
    Gabrielle stood up and Aiden guided her to the table next to Candace. He bent her over the table, ass thrust high, and plunged into her. Miguel liked the sight of that so when he came to the teacher, he guided her onto her feet and bent her over just the same, both the teacher and the student side by side, bouncing back and forth with every hard thrust from the guys.  
 
    Briana meanwhile pulled away from Simon’s glistening cock and took Jimmy’s in her mouth. He sighed contentedly and patted her head. “I love this fuckin’ class,” he told Simon, and Simon nodded vigorously. 
 
    Candace’s ass bounced back and forth against Miguel’s hips. Something brushed her fingers. Gabrielle. The young woman looked at her unfocused, dazed, and grinning loopily. Candace returned the grin and clutched the young woman’s hand as their young men fucked them. Every thought left Candace’s mind except sated need. It was all so fucking intense and amazing. And they still had more than half the year to go. 
 
    Cocks. Cocks. Cocks. She barely registered that Simon was standing in front of the table, jerking his already recovered dick. Candace saw and whimpered with pleasure. They could go forever. This could never end, not with four men and two equally insatiable young women. She could be their fuck toy, a never-ending trove of blowjobs, pussy-licking, fucking, jerking, titjobs, whatever they wanted. She dropped her head and keened, wailing hard at the idea of being passed around the rest of the year. Blasts of warmth filled her again, Miguel making messy squelching noises as his hips slammed against her ass a few more times. Then he was pulling out, and Jimmy said something to him about their basketball practice. Miguel groaned, watching Candace reach for Simon’s cock with eager, mindless lust. 
 
    “Every Fri… Friday…” Candace cooed. “We’ll do this. You can use me however you want. Every Friday.” 
 
    Miguel and Jimmy looked at each other, and Miguel breathed, “Awesome.” They hunted for their clothes as Gabrielle and Briana took her by the arms and helped her off the table. She turned, and there was Aiden, naked, ready for her. At eighteen, he was a sculpture of the perfection of youth, cut, lean, muscular. There wasn’t an inch of him she didn’t want to devour, and the fact that he was staring at her in much the same way made her so impossibly turned on, even after all this. 
 
    Wordless, he took her back to her desk and sat her on the edge, molding her exactly the way he wanted. She blushed at his scrutiny, and trembled as his hands stroked her cheeks. He came in for a long, searing kiss, leaving her breathless, leaving her panting his name without even realizing it. Gabrielle and Briana tended to Simon somewhere behind them, one of them yelping and laughing as Simon plowed into her, and the other urging them on breathily. But in that moment, all Candace knew was her star student, the stud she burned for. 
 
    He smiled, and then he was inside her. 
 
    It was not love, not for either of them. They would talk about that, and soon, Candace warning him what this could never be and Aiden telling her that he liked her quite a bit but he had college and a life after that. But it was a deeper connection than Candace would have with any other student, either in that class or in any to come. He owned a piece of her soul, a quiet, reflective part of her filled with nothing but the best memories. It was about more than the sex. It was about him awakening a desire within her, a realization that she deserved better. She would forever be grateful to him for that, and in his frequent trips home, they would often get back together and relive the joyousness of their time that senior year. But there would come a day, a few years down the line, when Aiden’s visits slowed to trickle and finally stopped altogether. And though she got an invitation to his graduation and thought about going, Candace Sparks instead quietly closed that chapter of her life – and then, the following Monday, fucked the everloving hell out of four of her students as a personal in-joke to honor that magical first time with Aiden, Simon, Miguel, Jimmy, Gabrielle, and Briana. 
 
    But that day, Candace clung to Aiden, and when she came one last time, she let loose with a quiet, pleased laugh, the last of the ephemeral bindings of her old life finally and truly gone. Aiden laughed with her, and kissed her, and soon, he came too. 
 
    * * * 
 
    At home, all Aiden could think about was the mind-blowing sex Friday, the kind of thing you live through and never quite believe it. He didn’t stop smiling. 
 
    But late that night, as he rested in bed listening to music through a pair of earbuds, he idly thought back to walking down the hall and seeing Paul outside Ms. Fox’s English class, as though he were listening in. 
 
    The memory held him for a while and he wasn’t sure why until he started to drift off to sleep. Then a realization hit him, just an idea why Paul might be there, but it had the ring of truth to it, and Aiden sat up, blinking. 
 
    “Oh shit,” he whispered. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Candace pulled into the parking lot at the same time as Charity, but they weren’t the only ones in the lot. Aiden sat on the tailgate of his truck, a box of doughnuts at his side along with two tall coffee cups. 
 
    “Oh no,” Candace whispered to herself. “Aiden, this can’t be more than what it was…” 
 
    He jumped off the tailgate as she came to a stop, looking grim. That was… odd. Charity got out too and walked to them, looking curious. Candace stepped out, and Aiden offered her a hand. 
 
    Quietly, she said, “Aiden, we can’t be… like a couple. That… that can’t happen.” 
 
    “What?” Aiden asked, then his gaze fell to their hands. “Oh God. Sorry. No.” He watched Charity approach, then turned his attention back to Candace. “That’s not why I’m here. I need to talk to you. In private.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s the best idea.” 
 
    “It’s not about you and me, I swear.” 
 
    “Is everything all right?” Charity asked. 
 
    “I think so. Give us a minute?” 
 
    Charity nodded and looked at the box of doughnuts, then at Aiden. “Nooo! You’re the Doughnut Bandit!” 
 
    “The what now?” Aiden asked, amusement cracking his dark expression. 
 
    “The one who’s been leaving doughnuts in the break room.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Aiden chuckled. “My mom runs a bakery. When she has extras or I stop in, I grab some for you teachers. My dad’s a professor and used to teach high school, so, you know, gotta look out for the team.” 
 
    “You’re the best. And maybe I should get together with Candace sometime to properly thank you.” 
 
    Aiden stared at her. “You know?” 
 
    “Oh yes. But don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.” 
 
    “Then maybe you should hear this too.” Aiden took a deep breath. “This might be nothing. But… is there a chance Ms. Fox might be seeing someone at school? Like… us?” 
 
    Candace couldn’t help looking surprised, then she stammered, “She… she… no, that would be…” 
 
    Aiden held up a hand. “I’m not judging, especially not after what we’ve done.” Quickly, he filled them in, and soon both Charity and Candace were looking just as grim as he was. 
 
    “Paul is Katee’s boyfriend, right?” Charity asked. 
 
    “Was,” Aiden said. “They broke up.” 
 
    “Oh no,” Charity said, going ashen faced. 
 
    “If he was jealous enough…” Candace said. 
 
    To Aiden, Charity said, “Thank you. I think… yes. We can take care of this but I need your help. Keep an eye on Ned and Katee this week. And Paul.” 
 
    “I’ll rope in the rest of the class,” he said, more to Candace than Charity. 
 
    “Good, thank you.” He nodded, and left them to it. 
 
    Candace turned to Charity. “We should tell Lucy.” 
 
    “And Katee. She was never in Lucy’s classroom that night. Not for a minute. They need to get that story straight.” 
 
    “I’ll let them know. What do you have in mind?” 
 
    “Best you not know until it’s done.” 
 
    * * * 
 
     Charity was, above all else, clever and analytical. In that moment in the parking lot, she saw the play before Paul had even made it, so she was completely unsurprised when he walked into the administrative office that very same morning. 
 
    “Hey, uh, I want to schedule a meeting with Principal Smalls,” he said. 
 
    “Oh?” Charity asked, feeling surprisingly calm and collected. “And what can I tell him it would be about?” 
 
    “It’s… sort of private,” he said, grinning like a fox let loose in a grocery store’s meat aisle. 
 
    “Well, okay,” Charity said. She checked Pedro’s digital schedule and smiled brightly. “He’s busy through most the week, but how does Friday sound?” 
 
    “Nothing sooner?” 
 
    “No, sorry.” 
 
    They set a time, and Charity watched him turn around and practically strut his way out of there. Her smile vanished, and she brought up the audio recording program she was using to loop together the juiciest bits of her various recordings throughout the year. There was so much of it. Maybe not enough to land her Pedro’s job after all, but she had a better idea now. 
 
    * * * 
 
    At lunch, Ned came out of class and spotted Katee in the mass of students down the hallway. She waved and he waved back. She looked cute that day in the pinkest of pink hoodies and warm-looking sweats. Her hair was done in a long, simple braid that, to him, looked straight out of a magazine. Not that he was biased or anything. 
 
    His heart swelled, and Ned thought amusedly about how just a month or two ago, he would have let Katee go because he was afraid of saying anything to her. Now he walked to her with purpose, without even really giving it much thought, and without a word, he wrapped an arm around her and gave her a one-armed hug, even as she was talking to a friend. She nestled into him, smiling, and Ned kissed the side of her head before letting her go and going for his locker. 
 
    A minute later, she came to him, still smiling. “I liked that.” 
 
    “The hug?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was nice.” He looked away, feeling bashful, but happy. “Hey, you want to grab lunch with me? I want a wrap. My treat.” 
 
    “Sure,” Ned said. “One condition.” 
 
    “What’s that?” she asked as he shut his locker door.  
 
    “Assuming I can lose my virginity by then, go to prom with me.” 
 
    Katee laughed, and it was so soft and beautiful and he knew, if she wanted it, his heart was hers, forever. “Prom isn’t for months yet.” 
 
    “I know. But I’m not making the same mistake as Homecoming. Tell me you’ll go with me.” 
 
    Katee looked up into his eyes. “Of course I will.” 
 
    “Sweet. I’m thinking a plaid tuxedo.” 
 
    “Oh, that would be awesome.” 
 
    “You serious?” 
 
    “No. God no. You wear a plaid tuxedo and I’ll wear a teddy bear suit.” 
 
    Ned considered that, and sighed happily. “You’d still be the hottest girl there.” Katee laughed again, quieter this time. “I’m sorry about Paul.” 
 
    “Me too. But I’ve got my Ned back.” 
 
    “And I’ll always be here for you. I was stupid not to fight for us.” 
 
    “I was stupid for pushing you away.” 
 
    “We’re both dumbasses.” 
 
    “Hey now!” Katee protested, but with a rush of heat that left her delightfully brainless, she leaned up and kissed him in front of at least ten or twelve other students. An outburst of whispers and whistles greeted them, but neither of them cared. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    Friday. 
 
    The meeting with Paul and Pedro went pretty much exactly as Charity thought it would. Paul walked in looking like he might break into a song and dance, and Pedro ate up his story with glee, no doubt thinking he could use this to extort sexual favors from the gorgeous English teacher. 
 
    When Paul left, Pedro came out to the main office. He licked his lips and told Charity, “I need you.” 
 
    She went to the door, locked up, and put up the “Back in Fifteen Minutes!” sign. Time to roll the dice. From her desk drawer, she pulled out her phone and brought up the finished audio file. 
 
    Pedro already had his belt undone and his trousers halfway down when Charity came in the room. She pushed him backwards into his chair and he grinned up at her. “You want it bad, huh? Good. Me too. You wouldn’t believe the story I just heard about your friend Lucy. What she’s been up to with two of her students.” 
 
    Charity stood between his legs and gripped his tie. “Shut. Up.” 
 
    Pedro’s smile lessened. “What did you say?” 
 
    “I said shut the fuck up. This relationship is about to change. Forever. You don’t tell me when we’re going to screw. I tell you. From this point forward, you are my bitch servant, Pedro.” 
 
    “Now hang on-” 
 
    She pressed play on the phone. Charity’s voice filled the office. “I’m tired of being led around like this. Tell me I’m going to be considered.” 
 
    Pedro, on the recorder, let out a wheezing laugh. “Baby-” 
 
    “Don’t call me that.” 
 
    “Right. Look. It’s real simple. I can’t give you the assistant principal’s job. All I can do is keep chipping away at the board until they say yes. And I’m not interested in doing that unless you’re paying in pussy or blowjobs.” 
 
    “You’re a fucking prick.” 
 
    Charity hit pause at that point. “There’s a combined sixteen minutes of you coercing sex out of me, asking the moms of students to show you their tits in response to their kids getting in trouble, and a particularly embarrassing bit of you getting hot and noisy with Gloria McKnight.” Gloria McKnight worked in the cafeteria, which in itself didn’t make the hookup at all embarrassing. But Gloria McKnight was also in her early sixties and weight just a shade under two hundred and fifty pounds. She was also very married. “I’ve also got twenty minutes of the school board talking inappropriately about the women who teach here, as well as some comments about legal-aged students that would wreck their personal and professional lives. So don’t even think about approaching them.” 
 
    “What do you want?” Pedro asked. 
 
    “Paul Everly. His story was mistaken. It never happened. Here’s the truth, and this is no lie. He’s dangerously jealous about Katee Thurston breaking up with him and more or less dating her friend Ned Mussett. This is him, trying to tear down their house.” 
 
    “I can see that,” Pedro said, his voice huffy. “Any idiot could.” 
 
    “Good. Squash the report and anything his parents bring to you. Say we had security camera footage of that day, you reviewed it, and you saw nobody come in or out of Ms. Fox’s class after school except her. Tell them just what I’ve told you. Paul is trying to smash all his ex’s toys. And if anybody comes to you about any of my friends sleeping with students, you protect us.” 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “For now…” Charity pulled up her skirt, and pulled down her panties. She sat on the edge of his desk and spread her legs wide. “…get to work.” 
 
    * * * 
 
     Ned soared through the week, as happy as he could ever remember being. It wasn’t his imagination anymore. His friendship with Katee was going to bloom into something new. Was he scared? Absolutely. But he knew now the unknown was worth the risk. Every smile she gave him, every time they hung out, whether it was for a minute or an hour, every time they touched, he fell harder and harder for her. 
 
    But there was one last thing to take care of before he and Katee could really go out. His virginity. 
 
    Ms. Fox eyed him with open amusement throughout the week. Just tiny looks that no one really caught, because no one was really paying attention apart from him. She never managed to captivate her classes quite the way she so naively hoped at the beginning of all this, but she had Ned’s attention, his friendship, and his adoration. 
 
    But not everyone was so happy. 
 
    The trolls kept trying to make his life miserable, but their efforts dashed against his good mood. Funny how people could dominate and control your life until you gained a wider perspective, how a taste of confidence could give you armor. 
 
    One day, when Ned was walking around the school with Katee and Hattie, the trolls hooted and shouted, “Microdick has two girlfriends!” 
 
    Katee looked like she was going to start throwing punches. Ned, tired and sort of weirdly amused by the trolls, told her and Hattie, “Go get any seniors you can find. Anyone over eighteen.” 
 
    “Ned-?” Katee started. 
 
    “Trust me.” Just weeks ago, the thought of staying near the trolls would have scared the shit out of Ned, but now he walked to them and leaned against the wall, grinning at their girlfriends. Katee and Hattie hurried away. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Jorah asked, confused. 
 
    “You going to tell a teacher we were picking on you, microdick?” Chad added, trying to grin. 
 
    To their girlfriends Milla and Letitia, Ned said mildly, “How’s it going?” 
 
    “What do you care?” Milla spat. 
 
    Ned smiled tightly. Soon Katee came jogging back, followed by at least a dozen seniors, including Aiden, Gabrielle, and Briana. “Oh, you brought friends?” Jorah said, pushing off the wall. “Going to fight us, Aiden?” 
 
    Aiden fixed the trolls with a dark and stormy expression, and snapped, “You dumbasses causing trouble for him again? I thought we were past this. Sorry, Ned. I got this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Ned said. “And no, we’re not going to get into a fight. Everyone here is over eighteen, right?” The group looked at each other and nodded or said yes. “Good. Form a wall. Anyone sees a teacher or someone younger coming, block their view.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” Chad asked. 
 
    “You keep calling me microdick. I figured your girlfriends would want to see the truth.” With a dizzying sense of wondering what the hell he was doing, Ned glanced at Katee, blushed, and unzipped his jeans and shoved them and his boxers down. Everyone gasped and murmured. 
 
    “Holy shit, Ned,” Katee said. 
 
    “Jesus!” Aiden said, staring. “I thought I was big.” 
 
    “Wha-what the fuck, man?” Jorah screeched. “Put that away!” 
 
    “Still think it’s a microdick, assholes?” Ned asked, stretching and yawning. “Or maybe yours is bigger. Want to drop your pants and compare?” 
 
    Yeah, that shut them up. 
 
    Afterwards, as they walked around again, Hattie said quietly, “So, ah… if things don’t work out with Katee…” 
 
    “They’ll work out,” Katee said immediately. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe I should get your number, just in case,” Ned said. 
 
    “They’ll. Work. Out,” Katee said. 
 
    But the trolls weren’t the only ones out for his head. Ned felt Paul’s eyes on him every day. The other boy seemed darkly amused at first, then angrier and angrier, going so far as to shoulder check him in the hallway when they passed, muttering under his breath, “She’s mine, fuckhead.” Ned wasn’t sure what to do about it, but he warned Katee not to be alone around him, that he was getting angry and violent. There wasn’t much they could do – Principal Smalls never punished anyone, as far as they knew. They had to wait it out, both agreed, but they vowed to each other to be careful. 
 
    It was wishful thinking that Ms. Fox would take his virginity that Friday afternoon. Instead, when he showed up, she kept the classroom door unlocked and they kept up a steady, if disappointing, conversation about plans for the upcoming Thanksgiving break. Ned remembered one of their first talks together, about tempering his expectations, and he didn’t push things. He figured this was a test, and disappointment aside, it was always nice to talk to Ms. Fox. 
 
    In the last few minutes, Ned said, “Hey. Thank you again for all this. I think things are going really well with Katee. We’re going to go to prom together. I’m happy. And I’m not scared of going after what I want anymore. That’s because of you.” 
 
    “Aw. Ned, that makes me so happy too. She’s a great girl, and I think you two are going to be amazing together.” She checked her watch. “Go on. Get up to practice.” 
 
    “Are you coming to the game tomorrow?” Ned asked, rising to his feet. 
 
    Ms. Fox gave him a wide smile. “Absolutely. Can’t miss my star student slam dunking.” 
 
    “Yeaaaah, don’t think that’s going to happen, but thanks for the vote of confidence.” 
 
    She laughed. “Come here.” Ned did. He lifted a hand to her cheek and raised an eyebrow. She nodded, and he leaned in for a gentle, long kiss. “You’re going to be great tomorrow. Have fun. Be yourself.” 
 
    Ned thought that was an odd thing to say about a basketball game, but thanked her and headed to practice. Lucy stared after him for a long moment, smiling to herself. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The team dressed in the locker room, buzzing cheerfully as they readied for the game. Ned hoped he played well. His family, the Thurstons, Katee and Ms. Fox would be in the stands, and he thought he saw Aiden, Simon, Gabrielle, and Briana too. The game wasn’t a big one, but he still felt the weight of not embarrassing himself too badly in front of so many friends and family. 
 
    They went out on the court and warmed up to the cheer of the building crowd. Good turnout, maybe half the bleachers filled. The other team was a pretty even match, with a few standout players saddled with an inexperienced team, not entirely unlike the Honeypot Badgers. Coach Jackson wanted his best out on the court for the first quarter, pushing the other team hard and fast, and Ned was surprised to find his name was among the starters, along with Miguel, Jimmy, and Paul.  
 
    They got the tipoff, and Miguel led the charge, sweeping down the court and passing when the other team thought he was going to shoot… right into Ned’s hands. Ned moved on instinct, shooting from just inside the three for the first score of the game. The crowd erupted, and Ned blushed when he heard Katee in the front row shouting his name. He glanced in her direction and grinned. 
 
    The first quarter was like a couple heavyweights throwing nothing but haymakers at each other. Both teams scored fast and often, with a minimal amount of fouls called by the refs. Though Ned might dread the sprints they ran in practice, he relied on them now to keep his momentum going, sinking four… five… six baskets in rapid succession. He didn’t mean to be a ball hog, but the other team gunned for Miguel, their standout and best shot.  
 
    On his last shot, Paul broke his route and bounced hard off Ned, sending him sprawling. The crowd murmured at that, and Katee and Ms. Fox might have shouted something, but all Ned heard was Paul snapping, “Watch your feet, dumbass.” 
 
    “Play your role, play your role,” Coach Jackson shouted. “Let’s go, boys, get back into it.” 
 
    One of the other guys helped Ned up, and they hustled down the court to watch in futile disappointment as the other team made an easy layup. Coach Jackson swapped Ned out at the game and clapped his shoulder. 
 
    “You all right?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, I’m good.” 
 
    “Get some water. You’re killing it out there and I’m going to want you back.” 
 
    When Ned eventually went back in, it was to sub in for Paul. Paul didn’t like that, and shoulder checked him on the way out. The crowd openly booed him now, and Paul raised his hands in a great big shrugging gesture at them. Katee shouted, “Don’t be an asshole, Paul!” 
 
    Instead of letting it get to him, Ned felt sorry for the guy. He could understand Paul being upset that Ned and Katee always had a deeper connection. That was human. But taking it out on him in the middle of a game was pretty damn childish. Whatever. Ned returned his focus to the ball. By the half, the Badgers had a solid twelve-point lead. Nothing huge, but enough  
 
    “Holy crap, man,” Jimmy said as they came off the court. “MVP playing out there.” 
 
    Ned grinned. “Hey, thanks.” 
 
    In the locker room, Coach Jackson gave Paul one hell of a talking-down about sportsmanship and leaving emotions off the court. He praised the rest of the team, and told some of the junior players to be ready because it was their turn to shine. They came back on the court and the last half of the game started with Paul staring at Ned on the sideline with eyes that burned like lasers. 
 
    Ned couldn’t focus like that. He crept closer and said, “Look, man, can we do this another time?” 
 
    “You’re a loser. That’s why she didn’t want you to begin with. It’s why she’ll come back to me. You’re a loser and you’ll always be a loser.” 
 
    Ned sighed and shrugged. “I tried.” 
 
    They found themselves back in the game late in the third quarter. Coach Jackson grabbed Paul’s arm and warned him not to try anything. Paul yanked free of him and hustled for his position. The next time they got the ball, Ned ran down the court with it, keeping his arm up, getting ready to pass. Paul cruised behind him, stuck a foot out, and Ned tripped over him. The crowd was on its feet now, booing. Katee streaked halfway across the court before Jimmy caught her and pulled her back. For some damn reason the game was still going, and Ned shoved himself upright, chasing the teams down the court just in time to see Lem, a young teammate, steal the ball and run right back. 
 
    Lem was lightning fast with his hands but not so fast on his feet, and by the time he reached the three-point line, he needed to pass. He tossed it to Paul, and Ned spotted his opportunity. He had to pass behind Paul to get to his spot, and when he did, Paul raised his hands, going for a jump shot. Ned pulled the ball from his fingertips, and before Paul could turn around, Ned made the shot for an easy three. 
 
    The crowd roared, and even Coach Jackson wasn’t trying too hard to hide his fits of laughter. He did pull them out the next chance he got, and told Paul flat-out, “You’re suspended. Two games. Sit your ass on the bench and don’t lift it until after the game.” To Ned, he said simply, “Nice shot.” 
 
    “Thanks, Coach. Won’t happen again.” 
 
    “I hope you wouldn’t have reason to.” 
 
    The game wrapped up uneventfully after that, save for an opposing player nailing an outstanding three pointer from nearly the half-court line. It was too little, too late, and the Badgers won by ten. When it was time for the teams to shake hands, Coach Jackson said to both Ned and Paul, “Let’s keep it respectful out there.” 
 
    “Tell it to the tiny-dick asshole who stole my girlfriend,” Paul said. Ned sighed and started onto the court. Paul shouted, “Hey. Hey! I’m talking to you-” 
 
    Katee was on him, finally unrestrained. She grabbed his arm and Paul, reflexively, fired an elbow back. He only hit her boob, but it still drew shocked gasps and shouts from the crowd. Ned, eyes wide, didn’t think. He moved. He came for Paul and threw the one and only punch of his entire life, hitting the other senior in the ear. It was a horrible punch, too wide, but Paul staggered away clutching his ear. “Ow, ow, ow, you punched me in the ear!” 
 
    “My hand! Shit!” Ned said, shaking his fist and wincing at the pain. 
 
    The crowd roared its approval and the Badgers rushed back, separating Paul and Ned. But Ned couldn’t be kept from Katee. With Ms. Fox watching from the stands with a wide smile, he held Katee’s shoulders and looked her up and down. “Are you okay?” they shouted at each other over the noise. She laughed, he joined in, and before Ned thought about it too much, he leaned down and kissed her, good and hard. 
 
    If the crowd was loud before, now they nearly brought the roof down. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Katee peeked out the back door of the school. No one out there, save for the opposite team loading up onto their bus and their various family members. No one from the Badgers had parked on this side of the building, including their families. She pushed out into the crisp air, giggling. Ned was right behind her as they raced for her car. 
 
    “We gotta beat these other cars,” Katee said.  “I don’t want to get snagged up and risk Mom and Dad seeing us.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To celebrate. Text your parents. Tell them you’re going out to dinner with me and not to worry.” 
 
    “Oh cool, where are we eating?” Ned asked. 
 
    “Mm, it’s a new place. They have great legs and breasts.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, chicken. Good call.” Ned said, already pulling out his phone. As much as he’d grown, he would never lose some of that childish naivete, and Katee loved that about him.  
 
    They drove to the outskirts of the city, not to any restaurant, but to a long line of pleasant houses. “What are we doing?” Ned asked. 
 
    Katee reached for his hand as they approached a single-story home with an attached garage standing wide open. She squeezed as she spoke. “I love you, Ned.” 
 
    Shocked, he said, “I… I love you too. And I have for a really long time.” 
 
    “Me too.” They turned onto the driveway and pulled into the garage next to a familiar car, one from the school. Ned’s eyes widened. Katee killed the engine and looked him in the eyes. “I’ve known. For a while now.” 
 
    “A-about…” 
 
    “Ms. Fox. And you. And I’m not going to tell anyone, ever. It’s our secret. The three of us. So… you want to lose your virginity tonight to your girlfriend and your hot teacher?” 
 
    Ned fought the urge to jump out of the car and drag her inside. Instead, he scrunched up his lips as if in thought, and said, “I don’t know. My parents wanted to get Chinese tonight…” 
 
    She kissed him. Their hands came up to each other’s faces and they kept at it for a good long while, even after Ms. Fox leaned out and pushed the button for the garage to close. When Katee finally pulled away, she was rosy-cheeked and breathing harder. “Let me rephrase. Ned.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “If you don’t get inside this minute so Ms. Fox and I can bounce on your dick like a pogo stick, I will be very cross with you.” 
 
    “Ah, well…” A lightbulb went on inside his skull and he groaned. “Ohhhh. ‘They have great legs and breasts.’” 
 
    “Was I wrong?” 
 
    “Nooope.” 
 
    They shot out and slammed the doors in their haste to get inside. Ms. Fox beamed at them both and said, “Well, hello.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lucy and Katee needed some time to get ready. Ned just showered and reapplied his deodorant, so felt reasonably ready. Funny, but even after everything he and Lucy did together, he was still nervous. Having Katee there was new and exciting, and the thought of the two women together with him in bed was beyond crazy. He wondered if they might kiss. He wondered if they might not do something more. God, he hoped so. 
 
    After he brushed his teeth in a spare bathroom, he stripped down to his boxers like Lucy instructed him, and was just finishing a glass of water in the kitchen when he heard Katee call, “Ned, we’re ready.” 
 
    Fumbling the glass and catching it just in time, Ned said, “Coming.” 
 
    He headed for the master bedroom, his pulse quickening. Should he have taken that second shower? Brushed his teeth longer? He thought of a thousand little things like that until he hesitantly pushed open the door. 
 
    And then all thought fled him. 
 
    They stood in the center of the room together, Katee blushing, Lucy looking like devilish fire, especially in a red bra and panty set that matched Katee’s black one. Both of them really did up their makeup too, giving them a glamorous, sexy appeal – not that they needed a boost in that regard.  
 
    “Well, it’s your final exam,” Lucy said, curling a finger at him. “Come show Katee what you’ve learned this semester.” 
 
    “You look…” Ned started, staring at Katee. “…even better than my dreams. And I thought those were perfect.” He slowly approached. “I’m the luckiest guy alive.” Finally he looked at Lucy and smiled. “Twice.” 
 
    He came to them. His fingers rose to Katee’s cheek and she nestled against his hand, smiling at him. “My Ned. She found you again.” 
 
    “Thank you for giving me another chance,” he said, and leaned in to kiss her gently. She sighed against his lips, pleased. Then he turned and guided a hand to the small of Lucy’s back, pulling her to him next. He kissed her gently too. “I’ll never forget what you taught me.” 
 
    “Then I’ve done my job,” Lucy said, and patted his butt. “Take care of us, and you get your choice. Lose your virginity to me… or her.” 
 
    Ned turned and blinked at Katee. She nodded. “The way I’ve always wanted it,” Ned breathed, and came to her again to kiss her with more passion, more intensity. His hands went high on their backs, and without breaking the kiss with Katee, he unhooked their flimsy bras. 
 
    Katee pulled back, keeping her elbows pressed against the fabric to keep it in place. “Oh you’re good,” she said. With a wide-mouthed grin, she dropped the bra, revealing her breasts to him for the first time. They were as big as Lucy’s with no sign of a tan line. He moaned, then they both looked aside at Lucy, who slid her own bra off and tossed it aside.  
 
    Ned kissed them again, alternating between the two swiftly with growing hunger. His hands slid all over their backs, brushing their butts but never quite settling there until he wanted to push them back towards the big, stripped-down bed. Then he let his hands dip lower, squeezing their juicy butts and grunting his pleasure. 
 
    “Stand right there,” he said, and knelt in front of them. He reached up and guided their panties down, pausing for just a moment to stare at Katee’s wet, ready lips. Reverently, he leaned in and kissed her hood. 
 
    “Ned…” she whispered. 
 
    He looked up at her, not saying a word but letting his eyes do the talking. Then he turned and did the same to Lucy, stroking their hips as he thought about how strange the semester had been and how it had all come to this. 
 
    “Lay down on the bed,” he told them. “Side by side.” 
 
    They did as he told them, scooting up to the head of the bed and resting on the pillows there as he stripped out of his boxes and followed after them, his sexy teacher, his equally sexy best friend. The two twisted their heads to look at each other, smiled, and leaned in to kiss gently. Ned froze, watching them. Their kiss didn’t last too long before they broke apart and looked at Ned. 
 
    “We… maybe had some fun together. After I found out,” Katee said, taking Lucy’s hand. 
 
    “Wow,” Ned said. “You two… together?” 
 
    “In just about all the ways you think,” Lucy confirmed. 
 
    Katee looked at her again and grinned. “Well… you wouldn’t let me have a turn licking your pussy the last time. I think we might have to change that tonight.” 
 
    “But first…” Ned said, and came the last few feet, kneeling between Katee’s bent legs. Her ankle crossed over Lucy’s, and Ned glanced at their teacher. He leaned over and kissed her pussy again, then brought his lips back to Katee. His girlfriend tensed as his lips pressed to her mound, to her hood, to her clit. This he licked tenderly, gently, making it a silent promise to return soon. He took her hand as he brought his lips lower. Her fingers clenched his as his tongue slid through her delicate lips, tasting her for the very first time. 
 
    “Ned…” 
 
    He pulled back just far enough his words would tickle her skin. “You’re so beautiful, Katee. Every day, I see you and I think that. The most beautiful woman in the world.” 
 
    “My Ned…” 
 
    He returned to her folds, licking her slowly at first, marveling at the sweet, fragrant taste of her. Different than Lucy, lighter. Realizing he wasn’t paying their teacher any mind, he reached out with his free hand and brushed her pussy lips. 
 
    “Mm, you two should be together this first time,” Lucy said, stroking the back of his hand. 
 
    “Ah, I think I can take care of both of you,” Ned said. 
 
    “Oooh, confident. I like that.” 
 
    Ned chuckled, and focused on the task at hand. He let go of Katee’s hand to spread her lips wide, while with his other hand, he traced up and down Lucy’s pussy, not quite pushing his fingers in but gliding just inside her lips. The two women shared a lengthy, passionate kiss, their hands at each other’s chins and cheeks. Ned watched as he licked and rubbed, his cock rising. It grew difficult to not shoot up the bed and take Katee right then and there, but he held himself in check, his licking growing in intensity at the sight. 
 
    He slid two fingers into Lucy’s pussy and she moaned against Katee’s lips. They both looked down as Ned began to pump the fingers in and out. He would do this four or five times, then stop to rub her clit, never the same way twice in a row, and always with different speeds. It drove Lucy wild, as it always had since she first taught him the trick, and her thighs clamped together, trapping him there. He grinned and licked at Katee’s pussy faster, bringing his tongue now all the way up to her clit and teasing her at the same time as he teased Lucy. The tandem licking and fingering drew breathy gasps and moans from the pair.  
 
    “Your tongue… mm… feels so good…” 
 
    “Wait until he fills you up,” Lucy said.  
 
    “Ooooh…” 
 
    With purpose now, Ned drew his tongue against Katee’s clit. Just as fast he moved back down to her pussy, practically fucking her with the length of his tongue as he drove it deep inside her, loving her breathless moaning, her thighs trembling, her back arching. Her hands shot for his head and she clutched him to her. With his fingers pumping wildly in and out of Lucy, he sucked Katee’s clit into his mouth and tongued it with hard lashes, then teases around its edge. 
 
    “Oh, oh fuck, Ned! Oh my God, NED!” Katee cried out. Her hips jumped up hard and he dropped the hand at her hood under her ass, still sucking, slurping, licking her clit. She came and he felt a savage pride at that, but first and foremost in his mind was the sheer pleasure of her pleasure, how much he needed to make her come again and again. He could live the rest of his life right here between her thighs, and he ate her with all the love and passion of his years of worshipping her. 
 
    And Katee wasn’t the only one coming. Lucy clutched his hand, watching the young man go, watching the two lovers finally seeing their lust fulfilled as Katee came and came. It was so hot, so fucking taboo, and she couldn’t help her own reaction, the heat building within her until she felt that old, lovely drop, her jaw hanging open, her eyes rolling back, her thighs clamping to Ned’s hand. 
 
    “Ohhh, ohhh, right… there!” she cried out as she came. Katee’s lips sought her shoulder, her cheek, and Lucy twisted as she came down, clutching the young woman’s face, kissing her fervently. 
 
    Ned moved, his breaths hard, jagged. He dropped to Lucy’s pussy and started licking, his head bobbing up and down with lightning-fast strokes of his tongue. He pumped three fingers into Katee, hard and fast, and she dropped a hand to join to his, playing with her clit as he finger-fucked her. The young woman twisted, still keeping Ned’s fingers inside her as she bent down to suck at one of Lucy’s big tits. Ned watched, eyes huge, but he never broke stride, licking and slurping on Lucy’s cunt as his girlfriend sucked and licked a nipple. 
 
    The drop came again, and Lucy shouted, “Oh, oh, my students, my stuuuudents!” She came so hard her eyes rolled up. She could take no more. Her hand swatted at Ned’s head, tapping it when she found it, and he sprang up, pulling his fingers from Katee’s pussy and positioning her so she was on her knees. He knelt behind her, spread her cheeks apart, and shoved his tongue back against her pussy, his nose pressed against his lover’s bud. 
 
    Katee bounced back against him, but soon she cast a fiery glance over her shoulder. “Ned, Ned, it’s time, I can’t wait, I need you…” 
 
    He rose up, his lips slick with her need. She twisted around and rose onto her knees too, kissing him, tasting herself. Ned’s eyes widened but he was too gone to give it much thought, clutching her head as he kissed her deeper, harder. 
 
    “I love you,” he whispered against her lips, “I love you so much, Katee.” 
 
    “I love you, I love you, I love you…” 
 
    Lucy watched as Ned guided Katee onto her back, stroking her side and kissing the tears rolling down her cheeks. She knew on some distant level she should tell them to wear a condom and be safe, but they had so long ago passed the point of taboo that she didn’t care if Ned spilled inside Katee or herself. She twisted onto her side, stroking her two lovers with brushed of her fingertips as Katee spread her hips wide and Ned lined himself up to her entrance. 
 
    “Oh, my Ned…” Katee whispered. He leaned down, kissed her again, and slid into her for the first time. 
 
    “Oh… oh wow,” he breathed, a hint of the old goofy teenager in him showing through one last time. Katee giggled and roped her hands around his neck. “I’m glad it’s with you the first time.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    They begin to move together in humankind’s oldest rhythm, and Lucy quietly slid backwards and started to sit up to give them some time together. Both of them looked over and Katee reached out. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “This is your first time together. It should be special.” 
 
    “Ummm, no,” Katee said. “You being here makes it super special.” 
 
    “The specialist,” Ned confirmed. 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s a word,” Lucy said, but she started to move back towards them. 
 
    “See, anyone can lose his virginity in a sweet, tender moment. We had that,” Katee said. “Now I think we make it especially memorable by, oh… what do you think, Ned? Having her sit on my face while you fuck me?” 
 
    “Yup,” Ned said, looking about a thousand kinds of pleased. “That would make it memorable.” 
 
    “It’s his first time inside a pussy, and it’ll be my first time eating one,” Katee said. “Two firsts, all at once.” 
 
    “Well… you put it like that,” Lucy said, and scrambled over to kneel over Katee’s face. The student giggled and clutched at Lucy’s butt. Lucy watched Ned as she settled down onto Katee’s face. 
 
    He groaned, “Oh, fuck, that’s hot.” 
 
    Katee gripped their teacher’s thighs and took her first enthusiastic lick. “You taste good, Ms. Fox.” 
 
    Lucy looked down, lips parted, and she rolled her hips on Katee’s face. Ned started to ease deeper into Katee. Her slick walls sheathed him closely but accepted him deeper and deeper. “I’m not hurting you?” 
 
    “Noooo,” Katee whined. “Deeper.” 
 
    Ned licked his lips and stared down at the joining of their bodies. His big dick bulged lewdly out of Katee and he slowly kept pushing in, inch by inch. Lucy watched too, lips parted, until he reached Katee’s depths. She curled a finger at him and he leaned forward. They shared a kiss as Katee lapped at Lucy’s wet cunt. 
 
    “Now… fuck her,” Lucy breathed, and Katee shivered in anticipation. 
 
    Ned nodded, and pulled back to her entrance to begin an unsteady rhythm. She felt so good wrapped around him, warm and wet and welcoming, as though her body was inviting him in with every thrust. In just minutes, Katee’s knees jerked with erratic frequency, her pleasure evident in the little breathy keens she made against Lucy’s pussy. “Ah, ah, ah,” she panted, and it sent wild waves of stunned disbelief through him. He was making Katee feel that good. Him. This was real. This was happening. They were together. 
 
    Lucy saw some change in him, some fundamental dawning. Ned lost his bewilderment and focused on the body beneath him and the one in front of him. He grinned, and not for the first time, she saw the man he would be in just a few years. He reached out and ran a hand up Lucy’s breast, teasing her nipple with his thumb. He didn’t stay to play long, bringing the hand to her neck, where he discovered two or three detention sessions in that Lucy liked to be touched. 
 
    She rocked her hips faster on Katee’s eager tongue, tongue flicking across her lips as she stared into her student’s eyes. The hand went to her mouth and she took his thumb and sucked it, bobbing her head back and forth like she was giving him a blowjob. That left him bucking harder into Katee, and the young woman gasped, “Oooh! Like that! Just like that!” 
 
    “Always listen to what they tell you,” Ned told Lucy, and she let his thumb go to chuckle darkly. 
 
    “Bring that thumb to her clit,” Lucy said. “She’ll love that too.” 
 
    Ned did, still fucking Katee fast, and when he brushed her clit with his wet thumb, Katee nearly threw Lucy off her. “Oooooh, uhhhmmmm, fuck, fuck, Neeeeed!” 
 
    She came for him, and for just a moment, the man reverted back to boyish astonishment, as though he couldn’t believe he just made Katee come. Lucy giggled again. 
 
    “Let me, let me…” Katee panted, and pressed up at Lucy’s thighs. Lucy lifted her hips so the young woman could look at Ned with the same wonder in his eyes. “You… you… with your dick… no guy has done that, not… not… not sleeping with me.” 
 
    “Holy shit, for real?” Ned asked. 
 
    “Uh huh. Can… would you mind doing something for me? Something I fantasized about?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Pull out. Ms. Fox, I promise, I’m going to get you there.” 
 
    Lucy chuckled. “I’m not worried about it in the slightest. This won’t be our only time together. Play. Experiment.” 
 
    Ned eased out of Katee with a wet slurp, and Katee slid out from under Lucy. She sat up and twisted around until she was on her hands and knees. “Always wanted to try it this way but with other guys it didn’t seem right…” she said, looking over her shoulder at Ned. 
 
    “I love this butt,” he said reverentially. 
 
    “Way to ruin it,” Lucy said, laughing. She settled onto her back in front of Katee and watched Ned get closer and grip his cock to slide it back into Katee. When he did, Katee’s eyelids fluttered and she dropped her head. 
 
    “Oh. Oh yes… that’s hitting… just the right s-spot… now fuck me. Fuck me hard, baby…” she whimpered. 
 
    Katee’s head dipped until she was resting with her forehead against Lucy’s mound. Katee finally looked up as Ned began rocking her back and forth. Her tongue snaked out and drove against Lucy’s bud. The sight of the sweet young woman, her breasts bobbing, her cheeks flushed, blonde hair wild and hanging down nearly across her eyes, was as hot as anything that had come before. Lucy dropped a hand to her head, stroking her hair as Katee licked and tended to her clit, in remarkable control given how hard Ned was fucking her. The boy looked like he might blow at any moment, but Lucy knew from experience his staying power was tremendous.  
 
    His balls thwapped against Katee’s skin. His grunts too were just as rhythmic. “Fuck. Katee. Unnnngh. Ungh. Fuck!” Katee herself was a hotbed of noise, from slurping on Lucy’s clit to responding to Ned’s hard fucking with soft keens of pleasure and pleas for him to keep fucking her. The sounds and the sight of Ned, with some new lean, hard muscles to him gained over the weeks of basketball, pounding into Katee was enough to make Lucy dizzy with lust. She lost focus, lost her thoughts, and gave herself over to the waves of heat and the inevitable drop. Coming, again, coming… 
 
    “Coming… so hard for you…” she gasped, and dropped back, jerking, clawing at the sheets, at Katee’s hair, her own breast. She crested, and Katee stared up at her, a devilish grin on her face. Lucy scrambled to get on her hands and knees with the young woman, kissing her glistening lips fervently. “Did so good, ate me, made me come…” 
 
    “Best… teacher… ever,” Katee panted, and they held each other, laughing, kissing, touching as Ned kept going and going. Katee’s pleasure hit her in small, hard waves, and Lucy could see it in her eyes, the pleading neediness. Exhaustion won out before her need did, and she collapsed forward on arms too shaky to hold herself upright. 
 
    “Ned…” Lucy warned, and Ned slowed, but Katee shook her head, tears of pleasure falling down her face. 
 
    “Finish, finish in me, please, Ned, I’ve waited so long for you…” 
 
    Ned thrust into her like that, but it wasn’t long before he said, “I have to see your face, Katee, I need to see your face when I come.” 
 
    Lucy helped her young student flip over, and Ned cradled Katee in his arms. He kissed her as he slid inside her again, and this time, he held nothing back. With Katee’s mouth wide open and Ned with his forehead next to her head, he pumped into her hard for a few minutes. Then he pulled back just far enough to stare into Katee’s eyes, and she held him, one hand on his shoulder, the other at his face, the two of them sharing their love without being able to speak. He came, and the future was theirs. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    “So then what?” Ophelia said. The Boob Crew was gathered around her kitchen table. An appetizer tray and a chicken casserole sat in the middle, completely forgotten about as Lucy talked about her wild night with Ned and Katee. 
 
    “Well, Katee was pretty well done, but I was still kind of… mm…” 
 
    “Horny,” Candace said. Save for when Kelly was born, she never looked so happy or fulfilled herself, with a cheery red glow to her cheeks. Her Friday antics with Aiden and the others had continued, and she was now one seriously well-fucked woman. 
 
    Lucy blushed, and nodded. “Once we took showers, I rode Ned and Katee curled up with him. It was so innocent and sexy all at once.” 
 
    “Think you’ll do it again?” Charity asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” Lucy said, smiling into her gin and tonic. 
 
    “That’s a yes,” Ophelia said, laughing. “If only I had the right class, with the right students.” 
 
    “Same,” Anna Marie said dreamily. 
 
    “And what’s going on with Paul and Pedro?” Candace asked Charity. “Is Lucy in any trouble?” 
 
    “Not a bit. Pedro’s under my boot now.” Charity settled back, looking satisfied. “Literally, actually, when we hooked up yesterday.” 
 
    “You’re still sleeping with him?” 
 
    “Mm hm. He’s on a diet plan and showering. Regularly. I have him on a short leash and he likes it. Again, more literally than you’d probably care to imagine. But as for the Boob Crew, he’ll protect us and every other woman teaching there. I’m running the show now, even if it’s still his name on the office door.” 
 
    “Well, then… to the Boob Crew,” Lucy said, raising her glass. “Thanks for taking me in.” 
 
    Candace lifted her own drink. “And here’s to all sorts of debauchery to come.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    This is far from the last of the adventures of the busty teachers at Honeypot High. Keep an eye out for the next in the Perfect Scores series, Extracurriculars – coming soon! 
 
      
 
    Thanks very much for reading! 
 
      
 
    Find me on Twitter at www.twitter.com/IanSnowWriter  
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