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Chapter One

☐—*—☐

I felt a little odd about entering the co-ed bathroom area. The wet room where you could rinse off the worst of your grime, the sauna and the plunge pool were all co-ed, with doors leading off to the separate men’s and ladies shower areas. A big sign overhead read “NO NUDITY”, and appeared to be adhered to, for the most part.

Which was damned good for a bunch of 18-22 year olds who were on their own for the first time in their lives.

The wet room was entered through a common entry, with a student guard tasked with checking ID’s. The pool and the field-house both fed into the check-through point, which could also be accessed from outdoors.

I’d completed my 10k run, but the unexpected downpour muddied the trails badly, and I was splattered up to my waist in grime. In spite of the condition, I was feeling good. It was the first easy run I’d had in a while, and the miles seemed to strip away the stress and pain of the last few months, leaving me refreshed, and cautiously optimistic. The rain helped to cleanse my soul, and slough off some of the resentment I’d been harboring.

I’d stayed on the plastic runner through the commons, stepping under one of the open showers fully dressed, sluicing off the worst of the mess. I didn’t even bother closing the curtain. 

The wet room was only about half-full, but I knew that would be short lived. The level of noise spilling out of the lady’s locker area indicated a full house, and I’d seen an army of grubby, rain splattered men headed this way from the outside field. I’d barely beat the crowd. Glancing around I saw a few co-eds rinsing off, a couple in swimsuits, and one in running gear. I’ll say one thing: the girls in this place were a giant step up in the looks department.

New to the campus, and having been without female company for several weeks, I was horny and frustrated. I tore my gaze away, not wanting to drive myself any crazier. And I didn’t need to be sporting a hard-on in the open area.

Stepping out of the shower, I quickly stripped off my outer clothing, until I stood in only my jockey’s, wringing out my running gear. The new arrivals were pouring in, and I managed to slip back into my shower stall, one of only six on that side of the room, inches ahead of a truly stunningly filthy guy. 

“Hey! That’s my shower,” the mud-creature announced loudly.

“Just a sec, okay? I was here first and I’m almost done,” I said. Reasonably, I thought.

“Fuck, I need it worse,” he growled. “You’re already clean.” 

I guess I could have been more accommodating, but I didn’t feel the need. “Almost done. Take it easy.”

The lines were forming at each shower, almost three deep now, and the mysterious mud-man turned and stomped off, cursing. I kept an eye open for trouble, never trusting strange males in packs, and watched the filthy fellow saying something to one of the girls across the way. She seemed to argue with him for a second before acknowledging his pointing me out. As she sauntered my way, I saw Mr. McFilthy approach the lady’s locker entrance and call out to another hottie.

The gorgeous young lady approached my shower, without comment, stepped into the entrance and lifted up a bottle of shampoo, with the apparent intent of squirting me with it. As fun as it sounded, I wasn’t playing along. I grabbed her wrist as she held it up, and turned the bottle around.

“You wouldn’t!” the girl said, surprised. 

As beautiful as she was, I imagine most guys let her get away with murder. I raised my eyebrows, and squirted her fabulous bikini clad body thoroughly, getting a chuckling response from those standing nearby. I soaked her thoroughly from head to toe while she struggled against my hand, thrashing about. She’d be rinsing off for a while. 

Just then a smoking hot blonde wearing only a towel appeared beside me. She was wielding a lipstick container, and painting her lips bright red. “Is that any way to treat a lady?” she asked pouting, nodding toward her friend. “We only wanted to help.”

She reached up with that lipstick in her hand. I wasn’t sure of her intent, but ‘help’ didn’t seem likely. Still holding the first girl’s wrist, I grabbed the new beauty by the makeup wielding hand twisted it and turned, dragging the first girl under the shower and the new girl into the back of the small cramped space. The water sprayed on her towel, and the added water weight dragged the cloth to the ground, leaving her standing in her panties. She had absolutely perfect breasts.

“Hey! Careful, I just dried my hair!” she snapped, backing up and swinging at me with her free hand. She hit like a girl. The brunette was trying to wash off the majority of the shampoo, while she was under the running water.

“Damn, ladies! What’s the deal? All this because I beat some guy to the shower?”

The blonde stopped struggling, staring at me hard. “You did what?”

“I got to the shower first. It’s the way of the world, right? First come first served. Second is the first loser and all.” The brunette tugged her hand away viciously, and used both hands to continue rinsing herself. As irritated as she may have been getting covered in shampoo, I could tell she was seriously pissed off now. “Fuck Alan. I should have known,” she said.

“Known what?” I glanced back and forth between the two beauties, my eyes straying longer than necessary on the blonde’s bodacious ta-tas. I finally released her weapon hand, but she seemed oblivious to it. The look on her face could have melted titanium. Things were not looking good for your truly.

“BT. The Big Tease. It’s a little sister thing. But it’s only supposed to be for big stuff, you know? Dogging some guy’s chick, stuff like that.” The brunette appeared beyond irritated.

“He is such an ass, Linda. I can’t believe we went along,” the blonde griped, snatching the shower curtain closed, ruining the show for those outside.

Things were looking up. Two half-naked women in the shower with me behind a closed curtain. I didn’t care how they got there. It didn’t matter how angry they were. They were there with me, and that’s all that mattered.

“And the Big Tease?” I asked.

The brunette turned down the shower level. “You know, tease some guy, get him all worked up, then hammer him down. You tell him, Eve.”

“Like I give you a big hug, but I’m secretly writing something on your back, like ‘gay’, or ‘asshole'. Pretend like you’re going to get a kiss, and pull away at the last moment.”

“And that’s if we’re taking it easy. We might take you back to our place, get you undressed, and then run you out of there to march home naked for the whole quad,” Linda explained.

“Wanna get him back?” I asked.

“Fuck yeah, he’s such a loser. I can’t believe they even let him join,” Eve growled.

“Le-gacy,” Linda answered sing-song.

I turned off the shower completely, took the lipstick from Eve, and painted up her lips, and then Linda’s. I then leaned my cheek over for a kiss, and she got the idea. In less time than it takes to tell, I had kiss marks all over my face, neck and chest. I took the lipstick, and feeling daring, I leaned down and painted a pair of lips on Eve’s left tit about an inch above her nipple.

“That looks so fake,” Linda said. She took the lipstick from me, and redid her lips, then she planted half a dozen lipstick marks on Eve’s chest, the last one’s carefully surrounding each hard nipple. “That’s better,” she announced with a grin.

Jesus, this was getting better by the minute.

“Better but not complete,” Eve answered, retrieving her lipstick. She painted her mouth again, leaned in and slid Linda’s bikini top down and off of her chest. She then placed a number of kiss marks on the brunette’s quite substantial assets. Once more the nipples were not ignored. 

“You girls are bad,” I laughed softly. Two girls. Four bare breasts. Could it get any better?

“You started it,” Linda reminded me. Then she leaned over at the waist, pulled the top of my underwear down and inch, and planted a few last kisses right at the waistline. Not to be outdone, Eve dropped down to her knees and carefully left three extremely clear lip impressions on my white Jockey’s, two of them clearly on my aching erection.

She stood, wrapped her soaked towel around her waist, and threw open the shower curtain. We must have had an audience of a dozen or more. The girls threw their hair back and marched proudly off to their locker room. At the last second Linda turned around. “Hey, what’s your name?”

“Dirk,” I answered. “Dirk Davidson”

“See you later Dirk, and thanks, that was fun,” she said turning and putting her arm around Eve’s waist, before strolling away.

There was an explosion of noise following their leaving, and I was definitely at the center of it. I was worried I might get my ass kicked, but it turned out for the best. Everyone was cleaned up except for the original instigator who was being berated by some of his bros for abusing the system. Other guys were talking about the amazing sight they’d seen, while a few were actually talking to me, trying to get the scoop.

I played dumb. “Fuck if I know what’s going on, one minute I’m cleaning up, and the next I’m in the middle of a lezbo-porn movie scene. God is good.”


Chapter Two

☐—*—☐

If I thought that was the end of it, I was sorely mistaken. When I stepped out of the locker rooms, most of the dirt and lipstick removed, I headed for the cafeteria. A tall, leggy blonde approached me. “Dirk? I’m Katy; can you wait with me for a second? I’m here for Eve.”

I was willing enough to hang out with the attractive girl, who was curious about the whole scene which had played out earlier. I explained my part of it to her, and she was laughing, especially when I told her the whole ending, after the girls had left.

Linda and Eve came sauntering up to me, with several followers in tow. Each took an arm and started pulling me along. “C’mon, hurry. We can’t get caught.”

“Caught at what?” I asked, going along willingly. Damn, these girls were good looking!

“Part two of the payback.” We were turning into the frat quad a few of minutes later, and a couple of guys met us at the entrance to the biggest building. “Dirk, this is Frank and Ulysses. Frank’s the man in charge. They’re going to help.”

Frank laughed, “God, Alan’s stirred up a hornet’s nest this time. What a weenie!”

Ulysses held out his hand which I shook. “He’s good for laughing though,” he said, his accent sounding Spanish or Italian.

“Come on!” Eve barked, pulling me into the house. It was clear to me she was used to being obeyed, and I wasn’t about to train her otherwise. Not then and there. Lunch was on, and had already started. The table was close to being full. I was seated at the last seat on one side, with Frank at the end, and Ulysses beside me. The girls disappeared; I guess there was some kind of weird thing with guests going on.

Lunch was served at the table, nothing fancy, sandwiches and fries, but it was tasty. The guys seemed amiable enough, and I was telling them a little of my recent history, and what had brought me to their campus, several weeks into the semester.

Three more brothers showed up in the dining room, and our mark Alan was among them. I saw him headed my way. He took one look at me, staggered to a halt, and almost shouted, “What the Fuck?”

Frank took the lead. “Hey Alan, didn’t think you’d make it. Have you met Dirk? He’s a transfer and a legacy. We’re just trying to figure out if we have space for him in the house.”

“He’s a transfer?” Alan asked, clearly stunned. “Shit. From where?”

“Penn,” Frank said. “By the way Alan, the TriDelts called and they’re not too happy with you at the moment. What did they say, Ulysses?”

“Abused the BT, almost put a couple of the sisters in trouble. Made Eve involved in it,” Ulysses told him around a bite from his sandwich.

“Shit, it’s no big deal, right Dirk?” Alan looked nervous.

“Hell, I ain’t complaining. Maybe we got off on the wrong foot, but inviting two foxes into my shower more than makes up for it,” I said.

One of the guys who’d entered with Alan was seated opposite me. He was laughing, “Y’all missed out. He had both Linda and Eve in there with him, and Eve dropped her top. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. They wrestled a while, before the girls closed the curtain, and when they came out, Linda had abandoned her top too. Lipstick was everywhere, and I mean everywhere. Shit! Wet dream in the making. Those tits were absolutely unbelievable. Don’t know much about Dirk, but I gotta admit, the dude’s got game.”

Frank leaned back. “Well, let’s hope they don’t make the complaint formal. That’s one shit list we can’t afford to be on. Especially Linda—damn, she’s vicious. What were you thinking, getting her involved?”

Alan stood miserably, leaning from one foot to the other, waiting to hear exactly how much heat was on. I almost felt sorry for him. I mean, seriously, how bad could it be?

Alan finally started working his way around the table, looking for a seat. Frank stopped him. “Bud, until word comes down, I think we gotta put you on probation. Hate to do it.”

“Aw, c’mon Frank. Nothing happened! I exaggerated the facts a bit, that’s all. They’ll get over it.”

Bad timing. Or maybe perfect timing. Eve and Linda waltzed in, headed toward me. They paused in mid stride. “Get over it? I’m tempted to break ties, unless I can get some assurances that this shit won’t happen again. We only do a handful of BT’s a year. You guys should know better.” Linda sounded furious, standing there with her arms crossed, glaring at the entire group. 

God, she was a looker. She’d been a sight in the shower, but dressed up, Wow! I only now realized I was seated before campus royalty. 

Eve came around the table, and gave me a hug. “On a brother, too! What were you thinking, dip-shit?”

“I didn’t know. I swear. I’m sorry, really I am, I was just tired, and dirty, and grouchy, and I fucked up, alright? I blew it.”

“Dirk says we should let it ride. No harm no foul. I guess you’ve got that going for you. We’ll talk about it tonight.” Eve turned to face Frank. “Is the mixer still on?”

“Absolutely. We’ll take care of Alan, okay? No need to take this any further, is there?”

Linda was standing beside me. “What do you think, Dirk?”

“Let it go, for me, please. I don’t want to be causing trouble for my brothers when I’m just getting to know them. I’m certain we can deal with it internally.”

Eve was tugging me out of my chair, “Let’s go. We promised you the tour, least we could do after this fuck up.” She glared at Alan who was definitely sweating. 

By the time we got outside, the girls were laughing hysterically. “This is going to be epic! I mean, everybody’s in on it. I can barely wait until tonight.”

We were headed toward the center of campus, and I was still confused, quiet, going along for the ride. “Want to fill me in?”

Linda, the same Linda the guys called vicious, put her arm around me and gave me a squeeze. “You’ve been great, Dirk, truly.”

“You can make the mixer tonight, right? If you don’t it’ll spoil everything,” Eve said.

“So it’s not over yet?”

“Hell no!” Linda said, her arm warm around my waist. “This is going to be the Ultimate Tease! It’ll be classic.”

“You got that pledge lined up for Alan?” Eve asked.

“Marie? In the bag. She’s so desperate to join I think she’d do almost anything,” Linda said.

“Almost anything? I guess that might even include Alan Richards.” 

They giggled wickedly, and I was happy I wasn’t in his shoes. 

They left me outside the Math building. “Class calls. But don’t you dare be late!” Linda told me, giving me a kiss on the cheek. 

“Trust me, it’ll be worth it.” Eve giggled, and gave me a hug and a kiss. 

This was turning out to be one of the best days of my life.

“Wait! What’s late? When should I be there?” I asked, realizing I was still in the dark.

“Eight o’clock,” Linda yelled down from the steps.

I checked my watch. Seven hours and five minutes until show time.

Those would probably be seven of the longest hours of my life, waiting to see those two again.


Chapter Three

☐—*—☐

I was sharing a beer with Frank and ‘Tank’, another brother I’d just met. It was quarter to eight, not a chance in hell I was going to be late. Once more I was giving out some details of the shower action, including the whole lipstick bit. When I told them about Eve’s application of lipstick marks to my underwear, maybe embellishing the tale a tad, I was suddenly a hero, getting high-fives all around. “About time somebody got to her,” Tank laughed.

“I can’t say I ‘got to her’, but it was sweet. And those two sets of tits? Awesome,” I admitted.

“I bet.” Frank said. “Listen, you’re not in some fraternity already are you?”

“Nope. No frats at the last school. What was with telling him I was from Penn?” I asked.

“They’re a strong chapter, that’s all. Good school too.”

“What was your last school,” Tank asked.

It was a subject I’d hoped to avoid. “Harvard.”

Tank looked at me wide-eyed. “What the hell are you doing here? Fail out? Run out of cash?”

“No. It’s a long story. Mom’s not well, and I’m all the family she has, so I’m trying to stay nearby. Could be a semester, could be years. I’m flying by the seat of my pants at the moment,” I admitted.

Frank poured me another beer. “Sorry to hear it. Family’s important. I’m surprised you didn’t take some time off.”

“Light load this semester, three classes. I want to see how it goes before making any big decisions.”

“Harvard’s loss is our gain,” Frank said. “And if you’re looking for some campus family, we should talk. I think you’d be a great fit.”

“Thanks.” I raised my glass, toasting his beer. “I mean it. You guys are great, even if you’re a little hard on Alan.”

“Shit. Hard? He’s lucky the Big Tease is all he’s getting. He’s on shaky ground as is. If the girls pressed it, we’d have to do something severe. I’m glad they’re going at it this way,” Frank said.

“No shit,” Tank added. “After that fuckup taking those restricted books from the library, he needs to be on his best behavior. I don’t care who his old man is.”

“Looks like it’s show time,” Frank said, with a nod toward the entrance. 

A bevy of beauties was making their entrance, and turning the heads of most of the guys present. They split up at the entrance, and I watched in admiration as Eve, Linda, and another stacked blonde made their way toward us.

The new girl went straight to Frank and collected a kiss. “If it isn’t our favorite Sigs,” she said, stealing his beer.

“And our newest favorite,” Linda said, walking up and giving me a big kiss. Surprised the hell out of me.

Eve slid in after her, and if possible, gave me an even better kiss, her tongue parting my lips and tangling with mine for a moment. She stayed by my side and I offered her my beer.

“Good thing you made it. You wouldn’t want to be on our shit list. You could have blown everything,” Linda said softly.

“Not a chance,” I said. “Wild horses couldn’t have kept me away. Hell, if I’d known the kind of greeting I’d be getting, I would have been here an hour early and nailed my feet to the ground.”

Linda giggled. “That would be a shame. We couldn’t dance with you then, and trust me, that’s going to be a show you wouldn’t want to miss.”

“Want to fill me in?”

“All you need to do is go along. For tonight, the two women everyone on campus wants are yours, as far as anyone here has to know. Everything’s cool, Frank?” Eve asked.

“Everyone who needs to know is in. This will be legendary.”

The new girl laughed. “I can’t believe you two. This is absolutely wicked. I’m so jealous.”

“You can still play, Sharon,” Linda said.

“No. Frank and I are a known thing. It’s too complicated to try to play that off. No, I’m happy enough to be in the know on this one.”

Linda gave a nod toward the other side of the room. “Hey, Marie’s making her move. Over in the corner.”

I saw where they were looking. Alan was by himself, sitting in a chair, and a cute little blonde was parked on the arm, sipping a beer. Were all these girls blonde? Linda was about the only brunette TriDelt I’d seen so far. That’s a lot of peroxide.

Eve grabbed me by the hand, and tugged me forward. “Time for our show, let’s go.”

Music was playing and a few couples were dancing in the middle of the room. Within seconds, I had two gorgeous girls dancing with me, up close and intimate. I was sandwiched between them, and they were grinding against me at every opportunity. We were only ten feet away from Alan and company, and we certainly had his attention, as well as that of most of the house. Frank and Sharon were dancing nearby, and as the floor got more crowded, the three girls shared their attention between both Frank and me. I’m proud to say I got the lion’s share of it.

“Sharon?” Linda teased, when the stunning blonde slid in front of me and gave me a full body massage with her ample tits.

“Okay, so I lied. I’ll play along a little.” She giggled and rubbed her hand against my crotch. “Oooh, someone likes this game!”

Eve was bent over, rubbing her ass against Frank’s front. “He’s not the only one.”

When a slow song finally came on, I was holding both the instigators, and they were taking turns kissing me thoroughly. I was beginning to wonder if I wasn’t the unknowing object of the tease. Even if I was, it was worth it. 

I had my hands on their asses, and was squeezing and fondling them. “That’s it, Dirk. Make it look good. Shit, this is making me hot,” Linda whispered, while Eve tickled my tonsils.

“If Marie doesn’t make her move soon, I swear I’m going to come right here on the dance floor,” Eve gasped, grinding against me.

I couldn’t respond with Linda’s tongue in my mouth.

“Fuck. There they go. Finally,” Eve said. She turned to Frank. “Key?”

He passed her a key. “Second floor, third door on your left.” 

“Sheets?” she asked.

“Last door on the right. Top two shelves of the closet.”

She leaned in for a kiss. “We owe you big guy. Give it about fifteen minutes.”

“No, we owe you. This should be epic. Tank will be on guard duty, and Useless is in charge of the hallway.”

With those cryptic remarks lingering behind us, I was trotted upstairs by my two lovely monsters. God, I’d hate to be in Alan’s shoes.

Linda unlocked the door, passed the key to Eve, and drew me in. “Jesus, what a pig!” 

The room was a mess. Clothes on the floor, books scattered, bed unmade.

“Quick, we have to strip the bed. God only knows the last time those sheets saw the inside of a washing machine. While we’re at it, let’s neaten up a bit. We don’t need any distractions.”

We tore the sheets off the bed, and tossed them in the closet. We kicked the loose clothes under the bed, and I was running around, picking up loose items and tossing them into the closet as well. I cleared some plates, glasses and empty bottles off of the desk, stuffing the trash can, while the girls made the bed. Then to my amazement they were stripping off their clothes. 

I stood and stared.

Linda laughed.

“Come on, studly. Your role isn’t done yet. Get with the program.” 

By the time I was down to my boxers, they were only wearing panties, those incredible tits bared for all to see. They each moved to opposite sides of the bed, and climbed under the sheets. 

Eve giggled. “Alright, Hotshot. Get in here and pretend that you like us. It’s almost show time.”

I squeezed between them and we started up where we’d left off downstairs, except my hands were a little more active. I was in heaven. My hardening cock had no idea it was all a show.

Linda finally decided to share a bit of information. “Your job is to make this look good. You can’t actually fuck us, but it damned better look like you are. You okay with that?”

“Whatever you want. Trust me.”

“We’re going to. Don’t let us down.” Linda whispered. “Now it’s time for dress rehearsal. Eve, stand by the door, and let me know how it looks.”

She climbed on top of me, grinding against my hard-on. “Ready?”

“Ready,” Eve answered, grabbing her phone and taking a picture.

My heart was pounding like a jackhammer. A gorgeous girl I’d know all of half a day was sitting astride me, absolutely perfect breasts hanging freely only inches from my face. I don’t know what I’d ever done in my life to deserve it, but I was going to praying to somebody that night.

Linda reached between us, and I felt her hand pull my hard-on out through the leg of my boxers. “Now remember, you can’t really fuck me, but make it look good.” Her hand argued otherwise, as I felt her slide my cock inside of her. She eased back, moaning. “Shit, that’s good,” she said loud enough for her audience. She eased up and down my shaft, slowly at first, then she sat up, pulling the sheet around her waist, her glorious upper body fully exposed. She bounced up and down, fucking me hard. “That’s it, right there, oh Fuck, Fuck, Fuck!” She cried out. Then she winked at me and slid off, carefully placing my cock back in my shorts.

“How was that?” she asked.

“In-fucking-credible,” Eve laughed. “We are so going to blow their minds. Switch with me.”

Eve lay on the bed and opened her legs. “Come to Momma. But be good!”

Linda laughed. “She means behave. You’re not allowed to be good, understand?”

I stretched out over her, kissing her, while grinding my cock against her panties. “How’s this?” she asked her partner in crime.

“Bor-ing. Come on, you can do better than that.” Linda said, camera-phone in hand.

“Slut.” Eve snapped. She opened her legs wide. “Put them on your shoulders, and act like you want me.”

With her ankles by my ears, I pressed against her. “I don’t have to act,” I confessed.

She reached between my legs, pushing my boxers down and freeing my cock. “Now be good, okay?” With those words, she pulled me closer, and I was sliding against her. Her silken panties were all that was separating me from heaven. “Okay, now, pretend like you’re going to fuck my brains out.”

I pulled back and slammed my cock against her, almost knocking the wind out of her. Within seconds I was pummeling against her tight pussy, only that damn wisp piece of material separating us. I thrust harder and slower with my hips, running my full length against the top of her pussy, causing her to moan loudly. It was rough on me, but oh so worth it.

“Fuck, Eve, that’s hot. It’s perfect.” Just then we heard a key turning in the lock. Linda scrambled into our bed. I continued thrusting against Eve, and she reached down and slid my cock under her panties, rubbing against her flesh. Her hand guided me across the top of her pussy, making a tunnel of her palm, sliding my meat across her clit repeatedly. 

Linda could see what we were doing, and poked her. “Careful babe, you’re playing with fire.”

Eve moaned. “Right. That’s why he was so wet.”

Linda leaned over. “Show time.” She kissed Eve hard, while I continued the charade, sliding my cock back and forth steadily, her wetness moistening the bottom of my shaft. Things were getting intense.

Alan and Marie tumbled into the room, already undressing, when he noticed what was going on. “What the Fuck!” he yelled. 

I spread Eve’s legs wider, holding her ankles, and tilting her legs back even further, my hips on autopilot, going a mile a minute. Her hand was still cupped over my cock, keeping me in place. The friction between her skin, her panties and her hand was driving me crazy.

I didn’t even look back toward out new audience. Linda, on the other hand, rolled off of her friend and sat up, keeping the covers around our waists, hiding the most incriminating of evidence about our doings. 

“Oh! Hi Alan. When you left with Marie, I thought we’d borrow your room since Dirk doesn’t have one yet. You don’t mind, do you? Frank said it was alright.”

His answer was almost drowned out by Eve coming hugely against my cock, screaming out. When I released her legs she grabbed the back of her knees and yanked them back even further. I pulled back too far, and felt the pressure of pounding against her pubic bone, almost bending my cock in two, until it slid down and entered her, all the way to the root.

I stopped moving, afraid. I hadn’t meant for it to happen, but I was balls deep in the prettiest girl I’d ever known.

Eve cried out, staring at me in wonder, and gasped. I leaned down and whispered. “Shit, I’m sorry.” I couldn’t resist grinding into her for a bit. 

She whispered through gritted teeth, “Fuck, that hurt.” I could see tears in her eyes. I suddenly felt like a beast. She glared at me. “Don’t screw this up,” she growled. “Make it look good. The whole world is watching, dickbreath.”

I rocked my hips against her, sliding in and out, never wanting to pull out of her. She released her legs, moaning. “Damn, that was incredible,” she announced. I slowly withdrew, giving her a kiss. She bit my lip hard. “You owe me big time, asshole,” she hissed.

I heard Tank speaking. “Sorry about that dude. We were talking about moving you up to the third floor. Tough way to find out about it.”

Eve slid out from under me, rolling me onto my back. Linda carefully climbed on top of me, holding the sheets around her waist, hiding where I was entering her, until I was once more balls deep in a heavenly beauty. She went to town on me, fucking me like a wild woman. “Make me come as good as her, Dirk,” she said loudly.

Eve leaned back against the headboard, smiling. “Wow, that was incredible!”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Alan screeched. I could see them now and he appeared apoplectic. He didn’t even notice Marie stripping down to her panties beside him. “First he takes my shower, then my dinner chair, and now my bed! Are you fucking insane?”

I thought he was going to jump me, but Tank was much bigger than him and had his arms around the guy before he could lose his cool. I looked past our immediate audience, and saw the hall behind them was completely filled. Hands were raised high in the air, cell phone cameras pointed our way. Ulysses appeared to be doing his best to keep them in line. Eve was right, we had quite the audience. This wasn’t going to stay secret.

Linda was moaning, riding me hard, leaning over me and letting me pound up into her. I pulled her head down to mine and whispered, “I can’t last much longer.”

“Just a little more, please,” she gasped, closing her eyes and laying on my chest. I held her hips and fucked her like a maniac, the bed bouncing, until Eve sat up and held onto the sheets before everyone got more of a show than we intended. 

“Hey, a little privacy would be nice,” Eve said crossly.

With all the cameras filming away, and at least twenty bodies struggling for a view, privacy was the least likely thing we’d be getting. Those tits of hers were on show, and driving a lot of young men crazy. Present company included.

“I’ve got to come soon,” I whispered to the trembling Linda. I slowed down my pace before I reached the point of no return. It hadn’t been five minutes altogether, but it was five minutes with the most beautiful girls I’d ever seen. Holding back was torture.

“Don’t you dare come until I get mine,” she said, groaning lustily.

I was in agony, wanting to come so bad, but I fought it, holding still while she used me. “Fuck!” she finally screamed, grinding down against me. It was incredible. A burst of applause from the hallway had Alan spinning around, in spite of Tank’s grasp.

I felt Linda’s hands quickly tuck my aching cock away. I was on the verge of blowing any moment. The mere action of touching me nearly set me off. I closed my eyes, trying to think of anything other than what was happening to me. I groaned as she moved against my aching cock, and then she was surreptitiously straightening her panties, and rolling off of me. She looked over at Eve, “I’m not done yet, how about you?”

“Not by half.” Eve sat up, straightening out the sheets a little. Both hers and Linda’s tits were on full display. “C’mon Alan, let’s put all this behind us. Let bygones be bygones. Close the door, and we can all party together.” She beckoned him forward with a wave.

His shocked look was worth the torture I was undergoing. Tank stood back as Marie pulled at our poor mark’s pants. “Come on Alan, it’ll be fun,” she said. When he started yanking his own pants off, Marie left him and climbed into the crowded bed, straight up from the bottom, sliding up under the sheets. She went straight for me, and within seconds was kissing me. “I bet you’re not done for the night,” she said, straddling me and grinding down against me. Fuck! That was the last thing I needed. I was about to erupt, and I tried to turn my hips to relieve the pressure.

Alan announced, “Show’s over,” and closed the door before dropping his underwear and walking toward the bed. He was grinning hugely, stroking his cock as he walked. The door behind him quietly re-opened and a few of the watchers even spilled into the room.

When he approached Eve’s side of the bed, the girls all tumbled off the opposite side, dragging me with them. Alan looked confused, until the flashes went off.

The girl’s all stood in their panties, bowing for the audience, while Frank came in and gave me a high-five. “Fucking amazing. It looked so fucking real, I almost came just watching.” 

Everyone was laughing and clapping, pouring into the room. Alan stood there dumbfounded, still clutching his cock. 

Linda walked over to Alan and poked him in the chest. “Now that’s a Big Tease.”

He looked like he wanted to do something stupid, but Marie was at his side in a moment, hugging him. “It’s not all tease, baby. I swear.”

He looked down at her, and gave her a hug. “Fuck me! Fine. You nailed me. Fuck. Just tell me you’re not moving me to the third floor.” He said it with an accepting grin. I was absurdly proud of him; I didn’t think I’d be able to take it as well.

Frank went over and gave him his own beer. “Are you kidding? You’re a legend now. Way to take it like a man.”

Alan slowly shook his head. “Shit. I knew it was too good to be true. I mean, what’s the chance? Those two, at the same time? Those two? I fucking knew it. I just knew it. No way. No fucking way.”

Everyone was laughing and the crowd broke up as the show participants got dressed. I hoped nobody else noticed the huge bulge in my boxers that didn’t appear likely to go away any time soon. Talk about tease! Alan wasn’t the only target that night.

We left Marie with Alan, to assuage his bruised ego, and moved into the crowd, who wanted nothing more than to slap my back, hug the girls, and get us to tell more details about the set up.

“You weren’t really fucking?” A couple of the guys asked me. I saw Eve was in listening distance. I was going to stick with the story. 

“God, I wish. Could you imagine? Eve and Linda? I probably wouldn’t have lasted ten seconds.” I laughed loudly. “Hell, what can I say? It was definitely the best sex I never had. And the worst case of blue balls I’ve ever experienced. I’m dying over here.”

“Damn, that was fucking incredible,” Tank said, standing next to me, and handing me a fresh beer. “I’ve never, ever seen anything close to that hot. I bet those videos will be starring in a lot of wanking sessions. I’m going to get copies of as many as I can. Absolutely legendary.”

I was trying to make my way to either Eve or Linda, but they kept slipping away, and I was intercepted over and over again, by envious guys, and even a few eager young ladies. I wanted so badly to grab one, any one, and get my rocks off. But the show must go on.

Frank pulled me to one side eventually, “Dude. You have to join. The story will be absolutely lame if you don’t. Trust me, you belong with us.”

“I’d love to, but I don’t know what kind of commitment I can make. I might not even be around next semester.” 

“Shit. That don’t matter. And look around. Now you’re the legend. Even dry humping those two puts you at the top of every most envied list on campus. You’re going to have hotties at your beck and call for as long as you want.”

“Just one, right now, would be nice. I’m fucking aching. As sweet as that was, I’m still about to blow.”

He was right. I could see a lot of those girls, who might never even have given me the time of day, giving me that ‘come hither’ look. Truth was, they’d all be a letdown after tonight. I’d have gladly fucked any one of them 24 hours earlier. Now, given half a chance, I’d use one, but I’d still be fantasizing about the dream team that almost was. 

I felt arms wrap around my waist, and turned to see who my latest suitor was. Linda smiled up at me and gave me a kiss. “You were perfect. Absolutely perfect. Thank you.”

“No. You were the amazing one. I can’t believe you pulled it off,” I told her returning her hug. It felt genuine.

“Great team, huh?” She smiled.

“Like everyone’s saying: legendary.”

“Sorry it couldn’t be the real thing,” she said, getting a laugh out of everyone around us.

“Not half as sorry as I am, believe me.”

“See you around?” she asked, turning away to entertain her many admirers.

“Like a stalker,” I yelled over at her, once more on the teasing end of the brothers, for the one that got away. 

Ulysses had made it into my orbit. “I did not think it would be much believable, with Eve there. Everybody knows what a tease she is, but doesn’t put out. When she screamed, I wanted to kill you and take your place.” He was smiling as he said it, but I was getting a little weirded out by our international brother.

I did my best not to show it as I responded. “All part of the show, bro. Part of the show.”

Frank and Sharon showed up again as the evening grew late, peeling me away from the latest crowd. The party was breaking up, and the main room was less than half full. 

Sharon pulled my head down, speaking loud enough to be heard over the music. “You going to tell me the truth?”

I leaned down and kissed her on the cheek, then whispered in her ear. “You heard my story. I’m sticking to it. You’ll have to get any other truth you want out of the evil twins.”

She smiled for me. “Good. Keep it that way.” She pulled me closer and surprised me by kissing me hard. “One helluva show Dirk. My panties are still wet.” She poked Frank. “This one’s a keeper. Don’t you dare let him get away.”

“I know, I know,” he said, shaking his head. “He’s a tough one.”

I was having the time of my life, even if I was suffering from the worst blue-balls ever. I realized I knew what I wanted. I grabbed Frank by the shoulder “Come on, let’s talk. Tell me what I need to do to join.” The release would have to wait a little while longer, although there was one cutie in the corner giving me the eye. I’d given her a nod earlier. I hoped she’d stick around a while.

Our conversation was interrupted by more applause and laughter. Alan was coming down the stairs, with the lovely Marie by his side. He stopped and stood with his hands clasped over his head, then leaned down and kissed Marie hard on the lips, resulting in even more clapping and whistles. 

He spotted me, and came jogging over, and stuck out his hand. “Truce? Please tell me it’s over.” He laughed as he said it.

I shook his hand, “It wasn’t me. I swear those girls are pure evil. But I think they’re satisfied now.” Even if I wasn’t.

“Thank God. We’re cool?”

“Cool as the other side of the pillow,” I assured him, smiling at the cute little pledge clinging to his side.

He grinned, “Hell, I’m not complaining anyway. Best show I could ever have dreamed of, and the hottest girl in the house to boot,” he chuckled, hugging the diminutive Marie.

Frank and I settled down in the dining room, nursing our beers, as the remnants of the party slowly dispersed. I was still keeping my eye out for Eve and Linda, even though I knew it was wishful thinking. The hottie I’d scoped out was definitely lingering. I was hopeful.

I was feeling the effect of the never-ending beers, as we talked about the fraternity history, and my new role as a pledge. They were already a couple of weeks into the process, and I’d need to do some catching up. “A few of the guys will probably try to pile the hazing on, but we’ll straighten them out. Trust me.”

“I can take it,” I assured him. 

“You’re sure you want to do this?” he asked. “You’ll be with them,” he pointed out the pledges cleaning up after the party, all of them wearing the same color t-shirts, and working under the watchful eye of Tank. 

“Tank’s the pledge-master?” I asked. 

“Yeah, and he’s a big fan, so you got that going for you.”

“Cool. Thanks. I’d like to join, if it’s alright with the rest of the guys.”

I saw him looking over my shoulder, and I heard Eve’s sweet voice. “So you made him a brother yet?”

“You sure as shit better,” Linda added. 

I felt their arms slide around my shoulders. God, please, let it not be a dream.

“We can’t just make him a brother. He has to pledge like everyone else,” Frank told them.

“Oh, come on Frank, you can do it,” Eve said.

“Girls, please. This is serious. Eve, I’d never tell you how to run your sorority. We have to do this our way.”

“Shit. Well, are you done with him tonight?” Linda asked.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a box. “One more thing. This is one of the original six pledges pins. Only three are left.” He pinned it to my shirt. “You lose it, and we’re all fucked. Remember that.”

“I won’t let you down,” I said. “And thanks.”

“He’s all yours ladies. We’ll wait for tomorrow to make it official. Otherwise Tank would have him out there cleaning up like the rest of them.”

“If he did, he’d be cut off for the whole fucking year,” Linda warned.

I stood laughing. “I’m going to be a regular pledge. I’ll do shit jobs, and push-ups, and memorize names and whatever it takes. It’s only fair. I want to be a real brother,” I told the girls.

“Alright. It’s just a pain, you know. I’m going to catch so much hell dating a pledge,” Eve griped. “Fuck, I can hear it now.”

“We’re going to catch hell dating a pledge.” Linda told her.

“Yes we are,” Eve laughed. “You ready?” she asked me.

Dating? Me? Both of them? The tease must still be on. And I knew, without a doubt, I was the new target. Revenge for sliding into Eve, maybe? Probably. Fuck.

“I guess. Ready for what?” I asked, still stunned by the idea of having any kind of ongoing relationship with these two, even if I was doomed to public humiliation.

Eve leaned over and whispered in my ear. “We’re going back to my room, and do all those things we never actually did.” She sat up and addressed her partner in evil. “Right, Linda?”

“And more,” Linda answered, leaning into my side.

Eve stopped and turned to Frank, “And not a word to anybody, right? Maybe we can keep it a secret until he’s done pledging.”

“Not a word. But you know we have at least six more weeks of pledging to go, right?”

Linda groaned, “Don’t remind us.”

“And Dirk, you might want to start learning the Greek alphabet.”


Chapter Four

☐—*—☐

As we walked across the quad, I couldn’t take it any longer. “Listen, I’m sorry Eve. It was an accident.” I stopped walking. “Am I the butt now? The new tease? Is this the BT?”

Eve turned and faced me. “We should punish you. You knew the deal.”

“I know. I tried to stick to the rules,” I pleaded.

“Please!” Linda interjected, grabbing my shoulder and turning me toward her. “You almost came inside of me in front of a dozen witnesses!”

“But I didn’t,” I argued, “and I’ve been suffering for it for the last few hours. Do you have any idea how difficult that was? Have you even seen yourself in a mirror?”

Eve leaned against me, “Yes you have. But you popped my cherry, and somebody’s gonna pay.”

“Your cherry?” I asked, hardly believing it.

“Don’t look so surprised,” she said, with a steely look.

“Damn. I really did screw up. Okay, I guess I deserve it,” I finally gave in. “Is Frank still in on it? I mean, the whole brother thing. Are they going to torture me if I stick with the program?”

Linda slid in close, her hand going around my back, and sliding down to my ass. “Fuck if I know what they’re up to. No, this is between the three of us.”

“And you did stick to the plan, and kept our little secret to boot.” Eve told me, running a hand across my chest. “I guess you should get a few brownie points for that.”

My cock was throbbing again, and I figured old ‘Rosy Palm’ was going to get the workout of a lifetime when all this was over.

“So,” Linda said, pulling my head down kissing me softly, “since you’ve gone ahead and ruined Eve, we figure you need to finish the job. You can’t poke her a couple of times and walk away.”

“Yeah,” Eve echoed, pulling me over for another kiss, “and Linda’s been telling me she’s dying for the real thing, after the teasing you gave her back in Alan’s pigsty.”

“The teasing I gave her? Fuck! You two almost killed me!” I grabbed Linda’s head and kissed her hard. She opened her mouth to me, and I savored her tongue exploring my mouth. “You have no idea how difficult it was to keep from coming the moment I entered you.”

Eve tugged me away, “What are we waiting for, then? My bed awaits.”

As we walked the rest of the way, I was floating on air. “Best fucking day of my life,” I said out loud.

“Seriously? Blue balls and all? Believe me, it’s going to get even better from here, isn’t it, Eve?”

Eve laughed. “Shit. Sonnets have been written about her mouth. I think there was even a doctorate’s thesis on it.”

Linda chuckled. “It was bullshit; I was never even with the guy. And the sonnet was ridiculously lame. Seriously, rhyming ‘cinder’ with Linda?”

I walked through the girl’s house up to the second floor under the watchful eye of a handful of their sorority sisters. The place was gorgeous, the opposite of the place we’d just left, where everything was utilitarian. There was art on the wall, rugs, carpets, hell, the place even smelled nice. The wall alongside the stairwell held portraits, and I saw Eve’s picture was the last one at the top of the stairs. It was nice digs.

Eve had a big room on the end, right on the corner with a great view of the quad. Where every other room on campus seems to have a tiny twin bed, she had a spacious queen sized mattress, covered with a down spread and a mound of decorative pillows. The windows were framed in dual drapes, and a roll top desk stood in the corner. The royalty lived well.

I entered her decadent domain trembling with desire. Linda closed the door, and the two of them undressed me, until I was completely naked. I was hard and more than ready, aching to be with one of them.

They had me sit on the end of the bed, and the beautiful twosome slowly undressed each other for me. “Do you think we got away with it?” Linda asked.

“Our hero sold it well. Climbing out of the bed with that huge tent in his shorts helped.” Eve answered, dropping to her knees and easing Linda’s panties slowly down her hips.

I couldn’t let it slide. “Five more seconds, and that would have changed. Shit Linda, that was asking a lot. How you can expect a guy to be inside you and not blow immediately is beyond me.” 

“You’re telling me? That’s the story of my life.” She sounded sad, or disappointed. “Hell, two minutes is more than I can usually hope for. You did good tonight, Buster.” She stood enticingly, lifting each leg individually while Eve pulled her panties off of her feet.

“Eve did good tonight, didn’t she?” Linda said, while Eve stood up. She moved behind Eve and dropped to her knees, slowly sliding her friend’s panties down. “Jesus, girl, you’re soaked!”

Eve giggled, blushing. “What do you expect? I got fucked.”

Linda smiled. “Hardly. You got poked. Now you’re going to get fucked. But the first load’s mine, like we agreed?”

“However you want to play it,” Eve assured her, getting down on her knees and moving between my legs, Linda at her side.

Everything they had said about Linda was true. Eve worked with her licking my cock and sucking it nicely, but Linda had the moves. She took me down her throat, pushing her face into my pubes and fucking my cock with her face.

“Showoff,” Eve teased, reaching over and squeezing Linda’s tits while the sultry brunette made me fall in love. Her mouth was magical. Sonnet? I’d write an entire novel.

I leaned back and enjoyed the show, watching her beautiful face going down on me. I knew I wouldn’t last long.

Eve crawled onto the bed with me. “Don’t hold back,” she told me before devouring my face. When she came up for air, she giggled. “She’s the only girl I know who can come from giving a blow-job. You’re a lucky guy.”

“Luckiest guy in the world right now,” I gasped, while Linda sucked me forcefully. I reached down and stroked her hair. Damn she was amazing.

“Go ahead. Fuck her face. Grab her head and fuck her nasty little mouth. She loves it. She’s such a little cum slut.”

I took her advice, sliding forward, pushing Linda back on her heels. I grabbed her gorgeous face, and slid her back and forth on my cock. She opened her mouth wide, and let me slide down her throat, making the sexiest noises each time I passed her tonsils. I was getting seriously riled up. I held her face still and plunged into her mouth over and over, pulling her head hard against my belly as she took the entire length. Eve was rubbing my back, whispering to me, “She’s ready to come, can’t you see? She’s holding back now, right on the edge. Come for her. It’ll get her off.”

I couldn’t have stopped if I tried. I stood up with my legs spread wide and fucked her face hard, hearing her gasping every time I pulled back to the edge of her full lips. Just as I was about to blow, she pulled back, sucking on the head, her hand stroking me at the edge of those red gatekeepers to her mouth. With a groan I filled her mouth, and watched in amazement as she leaned her head back, her eyes sightless, her hand squeezing me tightly, moaning around my cock. I shot stream after stream into her mouth. After the first couple she pushed forward hard on my cock, taking me down her throat and letting me finish there. Then she leaned back, gasping, her hand between her legs. Her whole body was trembling.

It took her a few seconds for her to pull herself back together. She finally sat up, and smiled, opened her mouth for me, showing a white mess, her tongue writhing like a snake. Then she swallowed, and showed me her empty mouth, tongue extended. 

“That was a nice start,” she said with a grin. “But now it’s time for the real deal.”

I thought I was worldly. I’d had plenty of girlfriends, starting at age 14. I’d been with college girls, high school girls, summer flings, and even a couple of older women, although at under 30 years old, I guess you couldn’t call them cougars. My senior year of high school had been fantastic, but that paled against my first year of college, when the Harvard campus and Cambridge in general felt like my private playing field.

Nothing, however, had prepared me for these two. Their beauty, their bodies, their status, their playfulness, their mischievous ways, all combined, elevated them rung by rung over all of my previous conquests. Add in Linda’s incredible oral display, and I was in a constant state of sensory overload.

When Linda spoke of a ‘real deal’ and nodded behind me, I turned and saw Eve lying in wait, her legs together and almost coquettishly turned to the side, her arm casually crossing her chest, hiding those wonderful tits. 

I went to her, lying beside her, and taking her in my arms. “If I’m dreaming, don’t you dare pinch me. I never want to wake up. Never.” I kissed her bare shoulder, peeking at the swell of her breasts, still hidden behind her arm.

She was turned partly sideways, and Linda had stretched out next to her, relaxing, and watching. “I think I’ll leave you two alone,” she said softly, her hand on her friend’s bare shoulder.

“No, please,” Eve pleaded. “Stay here with me.” She suddenly sounded nervous.

Linda stretched out, reaching her hand out and smoothing Eve’s blonde tresses back. “Of course, if that’s what you want.”

I eased Eve off of her side and onto her back, pulling her arm away from her chest, getting a good look, before I put my face over hers and kissed her. She was slow to respond, gradually overcoming this new shy nervousness that she was displaying. As we became more familiar with each other’s ways, I moved closer, dragging my leg over hers. She turned toward me, our legs tangling, my hardening cock brushing her hip. I reached for her breast, toying with her nipple, feeling it responding, lengthening and hardening between my fingers.

I pulled my lips off of hers, kissing her face, her neck, tasting her skin, nibbling her ear lobe, inhaling her scent deeply. Every so often, I’d brush her lips with mine, only to continue my exploration seconds later. I wanted so badly to dive between her legs and fuck her senseless, but I wanted her first time to be as good as I could make it. I worked down her body, taking my time, dragging every exquisite moment out, running my teeth across the soft skin of her shoulder, my hands touching her, and caressing, softly, gently, learning her body.

She allowed me to concentrate on her full tits as long as I desired. She responded to everything, making the most delightful sighs and noises, driving me crazy. Her nipples were perfect little jewels, resting atop silver dollar sized dark pink patches that rippled and swelled with need. I could suck them deep into my mouth, flicking my tongue across the sensitive tips, or bathe them with my tongue, drawing circles around the object of so many men’s desire. They were mine, and I was laying claim to them.

She trembled as I moved lower, feeling the smoothness of her stomach against the roughness of my face. Momentarily I thought of the abrasiveness of my unshaven chin and cheeks scraping against her silken skin, then abandoned that thought and moved further down.

I opened her legs, sliding between them, getting a close-up view of her smooth pussy, a small patch of curly blonde hair, sitting above it, teasing me. I ran my fingers through that curly patch, tugging and teasing softly, in anticipation.

I slid down further, opening her legs widely and gazing upon her. She had the most innocent looking pussy, a simple slit hiding everything inside. With a soft touch she opened a hair, her puffy lips parting enough to expose an inch of smooth fold at the top of her moist slit, finally separating into two darker wrinkled lips that protruded up just enough to be seen. I targeted those lips, sucking them, drawing them forth, occasionally lapping away between them, and staying outside of the Promised Land. I lengthened my tongue, penetrating her slightly, working from the edge of her sweet taint, all the way up to the protected little clit that was naughtily hiding from me. 

Her whines and whimpers told me she wanted more, and I tongued her deeply, tasting her, feeling her obscene tightness. I licked one finger and pressed into her, my mouth working its way upward, teasing her now, running circles around her buried clit, pushing the skin back, beckoning it to come out and play. Her scent was intoxicating, clearing my mind of all thoughts except those of the wondrous Eve.

My finger was moving smoothly, and I ventured to add a second, exploring her depths, playing with her, doing my best to turn her on at least half as much as I already was. 

My jaw was starting to ache, so I drew my tongue back in for a rest and sucked gently on her clit, while my fingers moved faster, her wetness easing the going. I turned my hand upward, caressing her upper surface, seeking out the rough patch that experience dictated would have her trembling. Her loud moan told me I had locked onto my target. I shortened my movements, rubbing her gently, my fingertips pushing upward, while my sucking continued. I brought my tongue into play, massaging her clit gently, then a little harder when her groans grew continuous.

I had almost forgotten sweet Linda. Her head appeared next to mine, and she spoke softly. “You’ve almost got her. Don’t change a thing; keep doing whatever you’re doing.”

Eve wasn’t as close to coming as I’d hoped, and it took several more long minutes of the same attention before I felt her tense up, her leg muscles tightening. “That’s it, right there,” she gasped, and within moments I felt her complete surrender as that beautiful creature came for me. I slowed down, licking her pussy softly, my fingers easing in and out, while she caught her breath.

I knew she’d be sensitive, so I gave her a couple of minutes of gentle attention, sliding my tongue inside of her, sucking and nibbling on her lips, before I went back to work. 

This time my goal was to get her hot enough to beg for it. I felt her moving, getting more comfortable, and opening her legs wider. “Jesus, Dirk, what are you doing to me?” she murmured.

I didn’t attempt an answer, moving back to what had worked so well the first time. I reached inside of her, back to my designated target, massaging her firmly. My lips once more drew on her hard little clit. I drew my teeth against the little fold of skin above it, careful not to hit her ultra-sensitive button.

Linda wasn’t completely neutral. I felt her push at my hip and I twisted my waist sideways, leaning against Eve’s thigh, while I exposed my rod to Linda’s questing hand. Moments later, her mouth was working diligently to ensure I was ready for Eve’s big moment.

At last I heard the words I had worked so patiently for.

“Take me, Dirk, please,” she said softly, her fingers running through my hair before she cupped the side of my head and drew me upward. 

That was Linda’s cue as well and she released me, as hard and ready as I was ever going to be. 

I stealthily wiped my mouth with my hand before rising above her, guiding my raging hard-on to her entrance. I had a little help from our dear friend Linda, who pointed me in the right direction. I felt the head slide between Eve’s nether lips, and with a push, lodged my head in her entrance. I braced myself, one hand on each side of her smooth shoulders, and looked down into her burning eyes. 

“Don’t stop,” she said softly.

I pushed forward, barely moving, opening her as I went. My preparations had her ready, and I was able to make one slow smooth stroke into her, pushing hard at the end until I bottomed out. Her face had a pained look for a second, and I pulled back, easing my way completely out, the head sliding past her entrance, and nestling there. 

The first few minutes were like that. Long easy strokes, stopping before I was fully lodged, avoiding that last bit of discomfort she’d seemed to have with my length. I could test that later, but this time I wanted nothing to interfere with her pleasure. As the going became smoother and easier, I felt her press back against me, welcoming my implacable thick invader.

She closed her eyes and leaned her head back, savoring the sensation. But I wanted more, so much more. I grabbed her legs, lifting them and opening them. I rose up on my knees a bit, and worked her more thoroughly, fucking her faster and harder, delighting in her tightness. I pulled her legs together, making her even tighter, and pushed them back, tilting her hips up, allowing me to thrust upward into her, faster and more urgently. I was able to look down and watch my thickness slide into her on each stroke. I pushed deeper and found I could fuck her harder without bottoming out on each stroke. Throwing caution to the wind, I went into overdrive, pounding her, sawing in and out of her tightness as hard and fast as I could.

Her sudden orgasm surprised me, her legs scissoring apart as she came hard on my cock, almost kicking me in the head. Grabbing her legs behind her knees, I opened her wider and kept up the steady, driving, breaking in of her virginal pussy, no longer watching the amazing show between her legs, but watching her gorgeous face as she submitted to me. Her eyes were fluttering as she started a series of small, beautiful orgasms, her breath catching and her upper body flushing deeply. Her nipples were hard and screaming for attention. I leaned over her, my shoulders holding her legs open, my hands seeking out her perfect breasts. Squeezing her nipples, I slowed my motions, long stroking her, while I concentrated on the feeling of being inside of her, my hands massaging her chest.

That was a mistake, as the urge to finish surged through my overworked nervous system. “I’m going to come for you, Eve. I’m going to come so hard,” I warned her.

“Not inside of me,” she moaned. “Come on me, I want to see it.”

I hammered her hard, all my efforts concentrated on my own impending release. When I reached the point of no return, it was only with a superhuman display of willpower that I pulled out of her, quickly grabbing and stroking my cock, while I squeezed out my release across her sexy flat belly. My first rope landed on her left tit, each subsequent one falling short of the last, until I was finally squeezing out the last few reluctant squirts directly over her clit. 

“See? Now you’ve been fucked,” I heard Linda remind her, before leaning over the thoroughly used goddess, and tracing my leavings with her tongue. As she lapped up my juices, I groaned.

“Kiss her,” I said hoarsely, relinquishing my hold on Eve’s legs, and stroking her thighs gently as she stretched them out.

“Silly boy. That was for show. We’re not like that,” Linda teased.

“Please,” I begged, “Kiss her for me. Let me see the show.”

She looked back at me, and gave me her delinquent little cockeyed grin. She moved up the bed, and reached her cum coated tongue out and pressed it against Eve’s lips. Eve opened her mouth and their tongues collided, while Linda lowered her face until their mouths were tightly pressed together. 

I watched in horny amazement, stroking my shaft. Before they were finished, I was hard enough to ease my cock back into Eve’s opening, wrenching a moan from her. Linda pulled away, with a teasing dash of her tongue against Eve’s lips.

I pushed firmly, settling in between her legs, screwing her gently as my full hardness returned. With a vengeance.

“More?” she asked softly, cautiously.

“As much as you’ll let me,” I told her, grabbing her by the hips, and slamming my cock into her, hard.

Linda walked on her knees over to me, and gave me a kiss. “I guess you liked our little show.”

“I loved it,” I told her fervently. “Did you enjoy it?”

She hesitated a minute, blushing. “It was hot doing that for you. I just wish it was her licking your cum off my body, and sharing it with me.”

I stopped my gentle fucking of Eve, and took Linda’s face in my hands, kissing her warmly. “I believe that’s one wish that we can make come true.”

It took a while, and left me drained for the night, but with Eve’s help, I kept my word.

THE END
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Thanks for reading The Big Tease. It was a fun story to write, with characters that continuously surprised me during the writing process. If you enjoyed it, please consider taking a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer.

I also love to hear from my readers, so consider tweeting me, visiting my website, or joining my mailing list to let me know what you think.

The series that launched my writing was Convenience vs. Need. Its online popularity was well beyond my expectations, with the first chapter generating well over half-a-million views. I’ve updated those stories, and created a new seven book series titled A Matter of Convenience. I’ve included the first chapter of the first book, The House That Lust Built to give you a taste. I hope you enjoy it.


The House That Lust Built

Volume 1 of A Matter of Convenience

When Karen first started working with us, I didn’t pay her much attention. She was several years older than me, almost 30, and rather plain. She had a kid and a live-in boyfriend. Not exactly what a guy two years out of college, and fresh out of his first serious relationship would consider part of the talent pool.

Most of the 20 or so people in the office were older than I was, and they were often eager for news of my dating life. It seemed like the whole lot of them lived vicariously through me. They were full of advice, most of which I blissfully ignored. I’m sure I kept them entertained with my shenanigans. I may not have been the world’s most successful Romeo, but it was certainly not for lack of trying. And I did have my occasional successes, just none recently.

When Karen was tasked to work with me on a new project, things started to slowly change. The only other person on the project was Brenda, a thirtyish chubby married brunette who was a bit of a prude. Karen would grill me on my dating, and talked openly of sex. I’d never met anyone like her. Brenda would act offended, but always managed to stay nearby and soak up the conversation. There was some friction between the two of them, both being new, and I think Karen went a little overboard at times just to irritate Brenda. Our discussions got more and more overtly sexual and even included some minor office grab-ass.

One thing led to another, and before long I had Karen giving me handjobs in the closet at work, after hours, and on the way back to the office from lunch. She wouldn’t do any more, she said, since she was living with a guy. Our conversations were intensely personal and she had confessed almost every detail of her life to me. She lived with the guy for convenience. She rented a small townhouse she could barely afford. With him as a roommate, she could just barely make ends meet. She couldn’t rent out the only other bedroom, since that was her six year old kid’s room. She was usually strapped for cash, and didn’t enjoy our work that much, but it paid the bills. I bought her lunch on occasion, and the first time she leaned over and gave me a handjob on the way back to the office, I realized she was like nobody I’d ever met.

Her sex life was less than fulfilling, to hear her tell the story. She wasn’t a fan of oral sex—she doled it out to her live-in as a reward for good behavior. She was getting laid about once a week, and doing the oral about once a month. The more we talked about it and how much her boyfriend loved it, and the hoops he would jump through to get it, the more I was convinced I had to move past the hand stage, and into a more intimate sexual relationship. I thought I should have a fairly decent chance since she clearly didn’t love the guy. When it came right down to it, she paid him in sex to be her roommate and share the bills. I don’t know what it was about this skinny, bigmouth, dirty-blonde but something certainly pressed my buttons. 

Over a period of several weeks I had been hounding her to get more intimate. I was treating her to lunch, using the drive to describe to her how badly I wanted to go down on her, figuring if I could get her pants off, there was a decent chance of reciprocation. I enjoyed the handjobs, it was the only sex I was getting, but I wanted more.

“You know Karen, we could head to my place for a break. I would love to make you squirm on the end of my tongue.” I was teasing her one evening around 7 p.m. She stayed late at work once a week, every Wednesday, since it was the only chance she had to get caught up. Craig, her live-in, picked up the kid and watched her on those nights. You can bet I stayed late Wednesdays.

“God, Jack! Don’t talk like that around here, someone could hear you,” she admonished me.

I took her hand and placed it on my ever-present erection. “I get so hard, just thinking of licking your pink.”

“Jack, don’t! You are so bad. You know I won’t do that. I’ve told you, I’m in a relationship.”

“And you’re telling me you don’t want to trade up?”

I’m not sure why I said that. I wasn’t really looking for a relationship with her. I just wanted in her pants. I was actively dating other women, and she knew it. In detail. If I was having more success in those arenas, I probably wouldn’t have even brought it up.

“You don’t want an old woman with a kid, you’re just horny.” She was squeezing my cock through my pants, which was a good sign. With the place all but empty, I knew I’d be getting my handjob soon.

“You always make me horny, babe,” I said.

I stood up and drew her after me, down the hall, to a small utility room. She came along reluctantly, offering minimal resistance. It was all part of the game; this had become our Wednesday evening ritual.

She entered the room behind me, and I opened my pants. My dick flopped out, hard and ready. She sat on a ten-gallon bucket, spit in her palm, and started beating me off. 

“You have such a pretty mouth—” 

Okay, so maybe I wasn’t the smoothest. You can’t say I didn’t try.

“No. No way. You know this is all you’re getting, now lean back and enjoy.” We went through this all the time. Me, constantly pushing the envelope, and Karen fighting me off.

Karen normally talked incessantly. This was an odd occasion. She was quiet for once, while she slowly worked her hand up and down my cock. After a few minutes of her stroking my dick, she broke the silence. 

“Are you still working on buying that house over on Preston?” she asked me, as she worked her hand back and forth. It usually took her several minutes, and she would change hands several times. She had recently taken to letting me play with her breasts while she worked me, in order to speed things up I figured. 

I unbuttoned the top of her shirt, and slipped my hand inside her bra. Her nipple was hard as usual. She might fight the game, but she seemed to enjoy it. She just had her own rules. My job was to get her to bend, or even break them.

“Yeah, but the house won’t appraise, it’s in such bad shape. The lot is great and the foundation and frame are solid, but it’s only livable on about half the main floor, and not at all on the top floor. I need to come up with about another eight grand to get in it.” My hips were thrusting in time to her stroking, and I was feeling good.

“You’ve got the money, why don’t you just do it?” She was in a pensive mood tonight. She often teased me about my relationships while whacking me off. Tonight she was a little distracted. 

She seemed to think I was loaded. I was an engineer, and she was a graphic designer. I earned easily double what she did, but it still didn’t stretch that far. If I hadn’t received a sizable bonus for completing a tough project ahead of schedule, I wouldn’t even be thinking of buying my own place. I was tired of paying rent, and thought I might be able to stop, given the right circumstances.

“It’ll drain me to buy the place. It needs a lot of repairs. At least the kitchen is new. On my salary alone, I won’t have enough cash left over to do all the work it needs. I can’t afford to pay rent while trying to get the place habitable. I’m hoping for another bonus when we finish the project. If it’s enough, I might go ahead and pull the trigger.”

Out of the blue, she leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. For the first time. Just once, then she smiled a wicked smile and continued the stroking.

“Oh shit, do that again,” I begged her.

“Did you know Debbie broke up with John?” 

Debbie was a friend of hers. Another single mom, Debbie was 25, and a knockout. She tended to overdo the make-up, with too much eye-shadow, eye-liner, heavy face powder, and bleached blonde hair, but she was a looker none-the-less. Her body was what dreams are made of, enough to overlook too much rouge and lipstick. I had tried to get Karen to set me up with her in the past.

“Really? Great! You gonna hook me up?” I asked her, leaning forward, trying to get my erection closer to her mouth. I had removed my hand from her tit, and was rubbing the back of her head; of course she knew all my tricks, and twisted away from the encouragement with a little laugh.

“Well, she’s got a problem. She needs a place to live. She moved in with that bastard John, let her apartment go, and now she’s up shit creek. She’ll be staying in my living room for a while. Craig acts like he isn’t happy about it, but I know he’ll be trying to get in her pants. Since he hasn’t been getting in mine.” She leaned forward, and took half my cock in her mouth, and with her lips tightly circling the shaft, she slowly drew her head back, holding just the head in her mouth for a few seconds, before she let it pop free from her lips.

“Jesus. That was nice, babe. Don’t stop,” I pleaded, gasping.

“How would you like this every night?” she asked, before repeating the long slow suck.

“Hunh?” Give me a break, I was young and a little slow on the uptake. Besides, there wasn’t much blood reaching as high as my shoulders.

“I was talking to Debbie. You know my lease expires at the end of next month. If you bought that house, maybe we could all live together. Debbie could stay home and watch the two kids, and you and I could work and bring in the money.”

“Karen, I don’t even know Debbie, and that would be kind of odd, her in the house—”

“I don’t mean just live together, I mean live together. We could take turns sharing your bed. We’d each have our own room, but you could have either one of us pretty regular.” She was really excited by the idea, and was stroking me agonizingly slowly, while pleading with me. I was rewarded with another slow teasing lick. “Think about it Jack, you said it has five bedrooms. What are you going to do with that many bedrooms? The extra income would be the perfect solution for fixing the place up. I could pay, say, five hundred a month? We could all save money.”

“Are you serious? What does Debbie think of this?”

“Debbie would do anything to stay home and raise kids. She hates working. She wants to be a homemaker. She’ll clean, she’ll cook, she’ll watch the kids, and I’m sure she’ll fuck your brains out if you let her be a mommy. I know she thinks you’re cute,” she said, accenting the last statement with another deep suck.

“Oh, that’s nice. Suck me off, so we can talk about this more seriously without the distraction,” I told her.

“Wouldn’t you rather have the real thing?” she asked. Like she didn’t know. She knew everything I liked and wanted, I’d been bugging her about it long enough. Man this girl was the queen of the hard sell. She was definitely in the wrong profession.

“Are you kidding? Of course! What’s the catch?” I asked her.

She stood up, unbuttoned her pants and stepped out of them. “Here’s the deal. Friday, you give Debbie the keys to your apartment. Then Debbie and I can spend Friday and Saturday convincing you what a good idea this could be for all of us.” She leaned over, wiggling her butt at me. “No other strings attached. I haven’t told her about this little plan, but I know how badly she wants to stay home. And she doesn’t want to get married again. Both our kids could use a man around the house, and you know that Craig is a pretty sorry excuse for one. What do you say? Is it a deal?”

“Friday and Saturday, huh? Why not?” I told her, sidling up behind her, grabbing her skinny ass cheeks in my hand.

“Good, now come get a taste of what the good life could be like.” She again gave me her mischievous smile.

I rubbed my cock up and down across her pussy lips, mostly by feel; she was not one of those women who maintained a closely cropped rug. I slipped my cockhead between her shiny wet lips, feeling the moist warmth. I couldn’t play around too long; I was heated up from the discussion and the work she’d done so far.

I thrust up inside her, and she pushed back, with a pleased groan. “Damn, you’ve got a nice cock, Jack. Craig has a needle-dick. It’ll be nice to be filled for a while.”

“You could have had it at any time,” I reminded her, slowly stroking her pussy. She was wet and the going was easy. After only a few thrusts I was bottoming out, forcing a sweet little grunt out of her.

“You now I wouldn’t cheat on him. I don’t do that. But things are changing. Right now we’re not even speaking. He’s been talking about a new apartment, but I won’t discuss it with him. I think he knows that no matter what, after next month it’s over. As it is now, we’re just sharing a roof. He hasn’t gotten any of this in three weeks, and isn’t likely to get any more. Not if I’m getting yours,” she told me, with another wiggle of her  boney rump. “You wouldn’t want your girls cheating on you, would you?” 

Man she was talkative. I was fucking her with long, steady strokes and it didn’t slow down her conversation a bit. 

“You know, I need to hook you up with Krista some time,” she was telling me, as I sped up and started pounding her harder. “Ooooh, gentle lover. Not too rough, now. Oh! That’s it.” She gave me a nice little moan. “You know that little fantasy you have about using the backdoor? Krista loves it in the ass. She doesn’t look like much, but I bet I could get her to give you a treat, under the right circumstances, of course ….”

She was crazy. She just kept on with the jabbering. I pushed my cock deep into her pussy, with a series of small thrusts until I was balls deep. All of it.

“That’s nice right there. You feel so thick inside me, Jack. Can you imagine Debbie licking your balls while you fuck me? I bet she’d do it. Ask her Saturday. What do you want for dinner Friday? Or should I just let Debbie make one of her specialties? She’s really a great cook.”

Incredible. She was wonderfully tight. I was fucking my brains out, and she was making dinner plans. I knew I wouldn’t last long now, so I started pounding her hot little twat even harder. “Whatever, I figure fur-burger would be nice.”

She giggled. I’m fucking my heart out, and she giggled. “You’re so nasty. That’s for dessert. I’ll have her make one of her favorites. You know you can still date other women. We won’t be jealous. Neither of us is really that into dating. I think Debbie needs to get it pretty regular, but I don’t think that would be a problem for you, do you?”

“Fuck, Karen, you’ve got a sweet pussy. I’m gonna come soon. You are so tight.” I was really screwing her deep and fast now, working up a sweat. I couldn’t help but think this would be fun to do on a regular basis. A little quiet might be nice, but the pussy was prime.

“I know you are baby, I can feel it. I like it. Come inside me.” She was smiling at me, an affectionate look on her face, nothing like the pure lust I’m sure I was showing. For some reason, she always managed to make me feel like some kid she indulged.

I finally exploded, deep inside her, telling her how fucking hot she was. I came over and over, then stood there, breathing heavily, while my cock enjoyed the sensation of her pussy walls squeezing away at me. She was doing some kind of Kegel exercise, and it was as if she was milking me dry.

“Do you like that, lover?” she asked me teasingly. “That was so sweet, I haven’t had a nice thick dick in me for far too long. I think I’d like to have you do me like that a little more often. Would you like that, baby?”

“Fuck yeah! That was intense. So you really think Debbie is up for this?” I asked her, the idea starting to do wonders for my previously wilting cock.

“Absolutely. I’m sure she’ll go for it. I’m telling you, this weekend you better be ready, because she can be very convincing.” She was still working my dick with her pussy. I don’t even know how she could concentrate on it while running her mouth.

“And if we do this, no teasing right? If I want it, I’m gonna get it?” I didn’t want some bait-and-switch game, getting a little action to start, and soon finding myself in the once-a-month blowjob rut. I had grasped her hips and was making some small in-out movements.

Karen pulled off my semi-hard dick, and turned on the water in the utility sink, wetting some paper towels. She stuck a couple between her legs, then turned and used a few more on me, cleaning me up. 

“Well, I’m pretty sure you’ll get as much as you want, but we can discuss that this weekend. I gotta get home; Debbie picked up Ashley for me, and is expecting me. Plus I want to tell her the good news.”

(—*—)

When I saw Karen the next day, she was eager to get me alone to talk. It was driving me crazy. I would normally have had lunch with her, getting my rocks off and finding out the information, but some dingleberry had scheduled a working lunch meeting. It wasn’t until around 3 p.m. that I was able to get her to go outside with me for a walk. We headed down to the shore-trail, and ambled along. 

Karen got straight to the point. “Debbie is so into this. She was almost crying last night. Don’t be a bastard now and take advantage of her because you know how bad she wants this.” 

“Christ, Karen! Of course I’m going to take advantage of her,” I told her. “I thought that was the plan!”

“I don’t mean that. I mean, well, just don’t be mean. She really has been fucked over by the last half-dozen guys in her life. She could use a decent relationship for once.” 

“You crack me up. You call this a decent relationship? She doesn’t even know me, and she’ll be my shack-up sweetie just to stay home and have a roof over her head? While you two take turns warming my sheets?” I laughed. I was surprised when she slapped my arm.

“Don’t be an ass, Jack! You can be such a jerk. Think of how bad her life has been, if this is the best thing that has come her way in a long time. She’s been on her own since she was seventeen, been a mom since she was twenty. I’ve had good times and tough times, and I’m pretty sure this can work ‘cause you’re really a good guy; poor Deb is just desperate for some stability of any kind.”

I had been thinking about it a lot, wondering mostly how I’d explain living in sin with two single moms to my parents. Then again, they were a long ways away, and I could always claim it was a purely platonic relationship, just renting out spare rooms.

Only a few hours earlier, I had set up an appointment with my realtor for that evening to make my formal offer on the house. I was putting almost 40K down on the house, to be able to get into it. I would be almost broke, but I was determined to get a tax break. The potential benefits had finally made up my mind for me. But I wasn’t about to let these girls know that. Not yet.

“Listen,” I said. “I think you know me pretty well by now. I’m not going to fuck either of you over. I kind of like the idea of this thing. There’re some issues and details to be worked out, but hey, that’s what we have this weekend for.” I reached across and held out my spare keys.

“I know,” she told me, as she took them. “Your aura is way too bright and too blue. I know you think I’m silly, but I’m positive we’ve been together in a previous life. I just know you too well. You’ve always been good to me.”

Oh. Did I forget to mention that my friend Karen was deeply into the whole numerology, psychic, and past-lives thing? Sometimes I felt she was a certifiable nut. A fun, cheerful, sexy, certifiable nut. What the hell was I getting into?

She reached over and took my arm and held it tight. Almost desperately so. “Please, let this thing play itself out. I know it’ll be great for all of us. Give it a chance.” Her head was leaning against my shoulder and we’d stopped walking. We had circled the property perimeter, and were almost back to the building.

“I’m going into this with a very open mind. If we can work the details out, I’d be willing to give it a try. No guarantees - but I’m open to the idea. Let’s leave it at that for now.” 

Karen took off at 5:00 p.m. sharp as she did four days a week. I went out and bought a love nest. 

I won’t go into the details, but the house was a shambles. I was getting the place for little more than the value of the land. If I could fix it up, it would easily be worth three times what I was paying for it.

I would be taking possession in less than three weeks, if we didn’t hit any bumps in the road. At that time only one bathroom would work, the kitchen would be in good shape although it wouldn’t have any appliances, and the bedroom on the main floor was livable. My first job was to re-roof the place. Then I could consider the rest of the work ahead of me. 

It looked like I was going to be busy.


Other books by TT Tales

Please visit your favorite eBook retailer to discover other books by TT Tales:

The House That Lust Built

A Matter of Convenience

Projects and Polyamory

Taking Care of Business

Travel Trysts (Spring 2015)

Too Many Choices (Summer 2015)

Cleaning House (Summer 2015)

It All Falls Down (Fall 2015)

A Matter of Taste Series

Taste is Everything

Lessons in Good Taste 

Mary XXXmas 

Seducing Blue

Ultimate Fantasy Football 

Vegas Gamble

OEBPS/images/image_6b60cd3b-b4d4-41db-8e3d-be66e30c6496.001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_8a87ae5f-84fe-4588-a913-8ab6bbd1f3055320376553908728434.jpg
gall Tales 7

Teasing Never Felt So Good





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		Chapter Four

		Acknowledgements




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning






