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CHAPTER 1
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ONE WEEK LATER, EARLY Sunday morning
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SARAH WAS IN THE MIATA, hitting 80 on the country road going away from State College.  Then 85.  Then 90.  She loved driving fast, but this time it wasn’t for her.  It was her passenger.

“Can you slow down a little?” Mike said nervously.  For the umpteenth time he checked and re-checked his seat belt.  Then he was gripping the arm rests so hard you could see the white of his knuckles.

“I can’t hear you Mickey, you have to talk louder!” Sarah shouted over the wind.  She had the top down. There was laughter in her voice.  She loved driving fast, and seeing Mike squirm from her driving made it even more fun.

“We oughta at least play Bruce Springsteen or something,” Mike yelled over the win.

“Okay, here we go, let’s hit Thunder Road!” Sarah yelled, laughing.  She upshifted and threw the Miata past 100.

30 minutes later they were in a small town, at an antiques show.  “Like this?” Sarah asked, looking through a box of old postcards.

Mike looked at them.  “No, too new,” he said, rejecting them.

Sarah looked at the postmarks.  “New?  They’re from the 70s,” she said, holding the postcards that were mailed decades before she was born.

“It’s not vintage unless it’s 50s or older,” Mike explained.  “Some 60s sell, like Kennedy and King.”

Sarah nodded, looking through more boxes.  Then her attention was drawn to a rack of clothes.  The sign on the rack said “Lightly Worn.”  There were used clothes in boxes too. Mike watched her as she went through the racks and boxes.

Sarah had her long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail with a black scrunchie.  She was wearing a turtleneck sweater, skinny jeans and flip flops.  She looked like a typical college student, albeit one who was strikingly beautiful.  Mike watched as she picked out a dress and a couple of turtlenecks.  “Mickey, look at this, all just five bucks,” Sarah said excitedly.

“Watch out, that one has a tear,” Mike said pointing to the bottom of the dress.

“Yeah, I know, I’m going to hem it,” Sarah said.  “It’s too long anyways.  See?”  She held the dress up to her body, and moved her finger to where the new hemline would be.

Mike saw she planned to shorten the dress to way above her knees.  WAY above. It would really show off her long beautiful legs.   At that moment, there was nothing he wanted more than to see Sarah in the dress.  Except, maybe, for her to pull the scrunchie from her hair.  To let her hair down for him, not Marco or some other guy.

He knew he was staring at her again, so he sputtered out, “So you know how to sew?”

“Of course I know how to sew,” Sarah said with a laugh.  “All girls know how to sew.  Just like all boys know how to fix cars.”

“Well ...,” Mike said uncomfortably.  

Then Sarah laughed again.  “I’m just kidding Mickey.”

Mike felt relieved.  Grinning back, he said “Actually, I’m pretty good with nuclear reactors.  It’s just math really.”

“Okay, next time I need to fix my nuclear reactor I’ll know who to talk to,” Sarah joked, laughing again.

Mike and Sarah spent the morning going to yard sales and antique shows, hopping from place to place in the Miata.  Mike did this most Sundays to replenish his stock of vintage postcards for his eBay store.  This Sunday was different though, because Sarah had offered to drive him.

“So guess what?” Sarah asked when they stopped for lunch.

“What?”

“I broke up with Marco,” she announced.

Mike’s head shot up.  “You did?  Why?” he said, shocked.

“I just wasn’t feeling it anymore,” Sarah said with a shrug.  

“Oh.”

Silence passed over them.  Now that she was available, Sarah expected Mike to ask her out.  It was clear he was crushing big time on her.  He looked at her all the time.  Like, ALL - THE - TIME. 

Sarah was used to guys looking at her, but Mike was something else.  Seriously fixated on her.  It kinda freaked her out at first, but now she was used to it.  Mickey was harmless.  It wasn’t like he would ever be violent with her.  And, to be honest, she kinda liked the attention.

Sarah had already decided that if Mike asked her, she would go out with him.  She would have sex with him too.  Not exclusively.  She didn’t want a boyfriend, not so soon after Marco.  But she liked Mike, and it wasn’t because of the money either.  So, she would go out with him and have sex with him.  

Mike surprised her when he asked “So are you okay?  Are you sad?”

“Well ... yeah, sort of,” Sarah said honestly.  There was always sadness when a relationship ended.  Always “what might have beens.”  

She broke up with Marco, not the other way around.  He was handsome, he had a great body, he had the kind of alpha personality she was always attracted to ... yet, something was missing.  

Marco didn’t really care about her.  He liked her on his arm, he liked fucking her, but he didn’t care about her.  Not really.  And yeah, Marco was a big macho man, an alpha, a top.  She didn’t expect him to be all gushy emotional with her.  But shouldn’t she at least feel like he cared about her?  At least a little?  So, that’s why she broke up with Marco.

“Well, okay,” Mike said, giving her a concerned look.  “If you need someone, I’m here for you.”  Then he reached over and hugged Sarah.  It was another one of those hugs.  The kind that touched her soul.  Like that day when he gave her the tuition money.

As they hugged, Sarah realized Mike wasn’t going to ask her out.  He wasn’t going to make a move on her.  

And for the life of her, she couldn’t figure out why.

They were sitting across from each other while eating their fast-food sandwiches, in the grass and leaning against trees.  Sarah had kicked her flips flops off and was enjoying the cool fall grass on her bare toes.  

It was the first time Mike had gotten a really good look at her feet.  As he suspected, they were beautiful, just like the rest of her.  Being a petite girl, her feet were small.  They were slim with an elegant arch.  Her skin was smooth and completely unblemished.   Her toes were small and pretty, and they were painted a sweet light pink.

“What are you looking at?” Sarah asked with a laugh.  She knew though, of course, what he was looking at.  Sarah knew she had pretty feet, and she’d pegged Mike early on as a leg man.

Mike flushed with embarrassment.  He sputtered, “I’ve just never understood how girls can wear flip flops all the time.  It’s almost winter.  Don’t you get cold?”

“What about when we wear skirts in the winter?  Have you ever thought we get cold then too?” Sarah said, grinning at him.

“Oh ... yeah,” Mike said, realizing the truth of what she was saying.

“Oh, yeah,” Sarah said, mockingly repeating his words, but she had a grin on her face so he knew she was joking.  She put her foot on his knee and playfully kicked him for being a clueless boy.  But then she kept her foot on his knee.  Now her pretty foot was practically in Mike’s face.  It took all his will power to keep from grabbing her foot with both hands and caressing her elegant arch and pretty painted toes.

Sarah knew she was flirting with Mike.  It was partly just how she was.  She flirted with everyone.  But partly she was trying to figure Mike out.  Here she was, practically inviting him to make a move on her, to lean over and kiss her, but he wasn’t doing anything.  Maybe he was just too inexperienced to pick up on her signs.  Or maybe ....

She said, “Mickey, can I ask you a question?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“I mean ...,” Sarah began, not knowing how to ask.  Finally, she indirectly asked by saying, “Some of the girls at Tri-Delt think you might be gay.”  She said it apologetically, as if saying “it’s them not me.”

Mike’s jaw dropped.  “Why do they think that?”

“Well, I mean, Barry Manilow?” Sarah said with a half laugh.

“But ... who doesn’t like Mandy?  Or Looks Like We Made It?  Or I Write the Songs? His music catalog is deep.”

Sarah couldn’t help rolling her eyes.  “Mike, will you stop fucking with me?” she said with exasperation.  “Come on.  No one likes freaking Barry Manilow.”

“I’m not saying I like him,” Mike sputtered, trying to find the words to explain.  “I mean ... if life is like a movie, music is the soundtrack.  And sometimes Barry Manilow’s songs fit what’s going on in your life.  I mean, for some people, Copacabana is their theme song.”

“Like who?” Sarah said skeptically.

“I don’t know ... like Marco,” Mike said with a grin.  They both laughed.  Then he got serious and said, “I’m not gay Sarah.”

“So, you’ve had girlfriends?”

“Of course I’ve had girlfriends,” Mike said crossly.

“Who?”

“No one you would know.”

Sarah frowned at that.  “You know, I’m not stuck up.  I know a lot of people.  I have a lot of friends.”

“I’m not saying you’re stuck up,” Mike quickly said.  “You just don’t run in the circles I do.  I mean, I bet you’ve never been in the math building except for your dance classes.”

Sarah shrugged.  He had her there.

“Okay, well ... are you a virgin?” Sarah asked.

“No, I’m not a virgin!” Mike said indignantly.  

“Okay, okay, I’m just curious,” Sarah said.  After a moment she said, “I see you’re not asking me if I’m a virgin.  Thanks a lot Mike.”

Mike hesitated, then admitted “I saw you with Marco.  At the Crypts.”  He was talking about seeing Sarah getting fucked by Marco in the darken hallway of the Crypts.

Sarah flushed red, looking down, shamefaced.  “How much did you see?” she asked.

“I saw ... a lot,” Mike said, his cheeks going red.

Sarah’s cheeks got even redder.  “That got kinda ... wild,” she admitted, feeling completely embarrassed.  She had other guy friends – other buds – so at that moment she expected to get “The Lecture” from Mike.  How it wasn’t good judgment to fuck in public, how she had to be careful, how guys like Marco weren’t good for her, how she didn’t want to get a slutty reputation.  

But after a moment, Mike said “You looked really beautiful.”  Then, feeling embarrassed, he added with a forced laugh, “You only live once, right?”

Sarah stared at Mike, her lips parting in surprise.  “You know Mickey, I never know what you’re going to say,” she said, grinning at him.

Looking at Mike’s face, Sarah saw embarrassment but also something else.  Excitement?  Was Mike aroused thinking about that night, when Marco fucked her at the Crypts?

Sarah glanced down at Mike’s lap.  His pants were tented.  He was aroused!

Mike saw where she was looking, and his cheeks got even more red.

Sarah gently asked, “Mickey, did you kinda, you know ... did you like seeing me with Marco? Did that get you hot?”

Mike looked like his head was going to explode.  He looked beyond flustered.  We   quickly got up, brushing the leaves off his butt.  “We better get going,” he hurriedly said.  “The yard sales will be closing soon.”

Sarah got up too.  She was grinning inside.  Well, that answered part of the question.  Mike definitely wasn’t gay.  She still didn’t understand why he didn’t make a move on her.  He was shy and naive, but even he couldn’t miss all the openings she’d given him.  

And Sarah now knew something else too.  Mickey had a kinky thing going on.  He liked to watch.

[image: ]

“CAN WE STOP THERE?” Mike asked.  It was a multi-family yard sale in an old, empty parking lot.

Sarah looked at the other side of the street.  Paradise was there.  It was possible someone from Paradise might be at the yard sale, and she didn’t want to be recognized, not in front of Mike.

“I, um, I kinda have to get back Mickey,” she said.  She continued to drive past the yard sale and Paradise.

“Okay, no problem,” Mike said, but he noticed how she appeared nervous when she looked at the gentlemen’s club.
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CHAPTER 2
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THE NEXT SATURDAY
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SARAH NERVOUSLY GOT off the plane.  She was at La Guardia airport just outside New York City.  Leaving the security area, she saw Jeremy waiting for her.  It was awkward meeting him.  But then, realizing she was supposed to be his girlfriend, she hugged him.

“I didn’t know you meant New York City,” Sarah said as they got into the taxi for the drive to the city.

“You would have if you gave me your number,” Jeremy said.  “Look, I understand you need to be discreet.  I need to be discreet as much as you.  If I have your cell, that means you have mine.”

Sarah hesitated, thinking about it.  Then she relented and exchanged cell numbers with Jeremy.

“We’re going to a dinner party,” Jeremy said.  “We should talk.”

“Okay,” Sarah said warily.

“My last name is Chambers,” Jeremy said.  “I’m 34.  I grew up in New Jersey.  I went to NYU.  I’m divorced.  No kids.  I work on Wall Street.  I’m a broker.”

“Okay,” Sarah said, nodding.  “I got it.”

They were silent for a few moments.  When Sarah didn’t say anything, Jeremy said, “This is when you tell me about you.  Listen Sarah.  I’m not trying to stalk you.  But if you’re my girlfriend I should at least know your last name, and what you do.”

Sarah hesitated.  Then she said “My last name is Summers.  I go to Penn State.  I’m a sophomore.  I’m majoring in dance.”

“And you’re 20.”

“Yes.”

“So, if we ever go to a bar ....”

“Don’t worry,” Sarah said.  “I’ve got a good fake.”

Jeremy grinned.  “And you like to drink?” he asked.

“I’m a college student,” Sarah deadpanned.

Jeremy laughed.  “And what’s your favorite?  Vodka?  Tequila?  Bourbon?”

Again, with a straight face, Sarah said, “Yes.”

Jeremy laughed again.  “Okay,” he said with a grin.  “And you’re into dance, huh?  Have you ever been to Broadway?”

At that moment they were driving through Times Square.  Sarah stared out the window, at the bright lights of Broadway just blocks away.  Staring at her dream.  

“No I’ve never been here,” she said softly.

“So, how did we meet?” Jeremy asked.

Sarah thought about it.  “Do you like football?” she asked.

“Of course I like football.”

“So we met at a Penn State game,” Sarah suggested.  “We met a month ago.  At, um ...” Sarah searched her memory and then said “At the Pitt game.  You took me to Letterman’s after.”

“Yeah, okay, that works,” Jeremy said with a nod.  “Letterman’s ... they’re famous for Ruebens, right?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never been there,” Sarah said.

“Then why Letterman’s?”

“It’s where rich people go after football games,” Sarah said.

“Okay,” Jeremy said with another laugh.  “I’m not rich by the way.  My ex got the house.  Half my salary goes to alimony.”

Sarah shrugged.  She didn’t feel sorry for Jeremy.  If she had to pick sides, she’d side with his ex-wife probably.

Jeremy put his hand on Sarah’s knee.  He didn’t ask permission, and Sarah didn’t stop him.  He had bought her after all.  For the next 24 hours, she was his property.  The thought made her shiver inside.

“Is this your best dress?” Jeremy asked, thumbing the hem of her skirt.

“Yes,” Sarah said.  The message he left with Jerry was to dress for a cocktail party.  She was wearing her nicest little black dress.  “Is it okay?”

“Yes it’s fine,” Jeremy said.  He edged his hand under the dress.  His cock stiffened as he felt the heavy lace of her stocking tops.  “God you’re sexy,” he gushed.  He moved to kiss Sarah but she turned her head.  He frowned but didn’t press it, respecting her no kissing rule.  He kept his hand up her skirt though.
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THE PARTY WAS AT A huge opulent penthouse apartment off Central Park.   Jeremy might not be rich, but his friends were.  Sarah was used to interacting with rich people, as most of her friends at Penn State were rich.  So, after some nervousness, she relaxed and started to have fun.  Since, according to their story, she and Jeremy had only been dating for a month, she didn’t feel like she had to be too affectionate or touchy-feely with him.  She stayed by his side most of the time of course, and held his hand and kissed his cheek, but she talked to other people too.

One person in particular she talked to was Gordon.  He was from the UK and had a charming British accent.  He was also gorgeous and looked fit in his tailored suit.  He had the confident, alpha personality that always attracted Sarah.  Gordon seemed to be taken by her too.  He went out of his way to talk to her.  Since Sarah was playing Jeremy’s girlfriend, she tried not to talk to Gordon too much, but she did flirt a little with him.

“Your new girlfriend’s a knockout Jeremy,” Jeff said.  They were standing across the room looking at Sarah.  Sarah was talking to Gordon.  “Where’d you find her?”

“Penn State.  She’s a student there,” Jeremy said.

“Student?” Ellen said, a laugh in her voice.  She was Jeff’s wife.  “What is she?  19?  Kind of young for you, isn’t she?”

“She’s 20,” Jeremy said.  “And I don’t think of her as young.  Ripe is the better word.  Perky.”  He grinned at Jeff and Jeff grinned back, just 2 guys and their locker room talk.

Ellen glared at both Jeremy and her husband Jeff.  She had just had their second baby.  She’d worked hard to get back to her pre-pregnancy weight, but no one would call her ripe.  And definitely not perky.

“Anyway, after the hell Cassie put me through, I think I’m entitled to an upgrade,” Jeremy added, giving Ellen a mean smile.

Ellen gave Jeremy another glare.  Ellen was good friends with Cassie (Jeremy’s ex-wife).  Jeremy grinned inside, enjoying Jeff and Ellen’s reaction.  Sarah WAS a knockout.  She was easily the most beautiful girl he had ever met – the prettiest girl at the party by far—and the fact she was only 20 was a bonus.  He wanted to make them all jealous and envious, especially his bitch ex-wife Cassie.

“Where is my dear ex-wife?” Jeremy asked, looking around.

“She heard you were bringing your new girlfriend.  Of course she’s not coming,” Ellen said.  Her words came out like a hiss.

Jeremy shrugged.  He didn’t care.  Ellen would tell Cassie how gorgeous Sarah was, and how young, and getting it second hand that way was even better.

“Looks like Sarah enjoys Gordon’s company,” Ellen said, smiling a bitchy grin.  Sarah was still talking to Gordon.  They were standing close together, and laughing.  It was pretty obvious they were making eyes at each other.  

“Exactly how well do you know her, Jeremy?” she asked spitefully.  

Jeremy looked over at Sarah.  He saw her flirting with Gordon and glared at Sarah.  

Ellen saw Jeremy’s glare and saw an opportunity to score points for her friend Cassie.  “Maybe Sarah’s looking to upgrade too,” she said with a malicious laugh.
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JEREMY’S APARTMENT was also on Central Park.  Not as big or opulent, but with a better view of the park.  “God Jeremy, this is what you call not being rich?” Sarah asked, looking around his house with wonder.

“What were you doing with Gordon?” Jeremy said abruptly, irritation in his voice.

“What?” Sarah said, caught off guard by the abrupt change of subject.

“Gordon’s a son-of-a-bitch,” Jeremy said angrily.  “He’s been trying to get me back ever since I fucked him over on the Harris deal.”

“Jeremy—.”

Jeremy grabbed Sarah’s arms and got into her face.  “You don’t flirt with other men when you’re with me!” he said angrily.  “You don’t disrespect me!”

“I’m sorry,” Sarah said, feeling scared.

Abruptly Jeremy put his hand up Sarah’s skirt and grabbed her pussy.  “I fucking paid for this!” he said angrily.  “This fucking belongs to me!” he yelled, squeezing Sarah’s pussy hard.

“Jeremy, please, that hurts ...,” Sarah said pleadingly.

Jeremy dragged Sarah to his bedroom.  He moved so fast Sarah couldn’t keep up and her heels dragged along the hardwood floor.  He threw Sarah onto the bed.  As she fell the skirt of her dress flared up, exposing her long stockinged legs and garter belt.  

Jeremy kicked open her legs and took off his pants.  Sarah saw his cock for the first time.  Jeremy was a big man, and his penis was big to match the rest of his body.  He was probably about the same size as Marco.  Long and thick.  But Jeremy’s cockhead was fatter, and his shaft got thicker at the base.

Jeremy pushed Sarah further up the bed and got between her opened legs.  He was on his knees, positioning himself to enter her, when Sarah reminded him, “Jeremy – condom.”

Jeremy glared at her.  He was still pissed at Sarah, and he wanted her bad.  Because of the combination, he wasn’t thinking.  He just wanted to fuck the slut hard.  

“Jeremy, baby,” Sarah said in a reasonable, soothing voice.  “I don’t know who you’ve been with, and you don’t know who I’ve been with.”  

Jeremy continued to glare at her.  But her words must have reached him, because he rolled on a condom.  Then he was positioning himself between Sarah’s legs again.  Without any foreplay, he dug his toes into the mattress and pushed hard into Sarah’s pussy.

Sarah gritted her teeth as he penetrated her.  She was barely even wet so it hurt, especially with how fat his cockhead was.  Jeremy didn’t give Sarah a chance to get used to his size.  Immediately he was pounding away at her, slamming her hard and fast.  It was almost like he was punishing her.  Or maybe he was punishing someone else, like his ex Cassie, or her bitchy friend Ellen, or his rival Gordon.  Maybe he was punishing all of them.

Jeremy tried to kiss Sarah as he fucked her.  Sarah turned her head again, and that seemed to make him even angrier.  He fucked her harder, so hard her head hit the bed’s headboard with each powerful thrust.

When he was done, Jeremy collapsed on top of Sarah, panting.  He pulled out and rolled off Sarah.  He was still panting from his orgasm.  He collapsed onto his back next to Sarah.  Sarah immediately turned away from him.  She curled up into a ball, her eyes wet with tears.

“Grow up,” Jeremy said harshly.

“What?” 

“Grow up,” Jeremy repeated.  “Take off the condom,” he ordered.

“Fuck you,” Sarah said defiantly.

Jeremy grabbed a big handful of Sarah’s hair and pulled her towards him.  “I said take off the condom!” he hissed.

Sarah yelped when he grabbed her hair.  She rolled the condom off his cock.  Even half hard he was still big.  Jeremy let go of her hair.

“You didn’t cum,” he said.

“I’m fine,” Sarah said.

Jeremy rolled onto his side, looking at Sarah.  He moved his hand to her pussy.  Sarah squeezed her legs together.  “I’m fine I said,” she protested.

“Stop fighting me!” Jeremy growled.  He jerked Sarah’s hands above her head.  He used one of his big hands to pin her hands there.  With his other hand, he roughly pulled her legs apart.  Then he began fingering her.

“Let me go,” Sarah whined.

Jeremy ignored her.  He kept fingering her.  He wanted to make her cum.

Sarah felt exposed, with her hands pinned over her head and her skirt bundled up around her waist.  Jeremy was a big strong man.  An angry man.  She was vulnerable.  Helpless.  He was fingering her and she couldn’t do anything to stop him.

Soon Sarah’s eyelids got heavy lidded with arousal.  Her nipples got hard and poked through the material of her bra and dress.  Her breathing got heavier.

Jeremy watched Sarah’s arousal grow.  She got sleepy eyed, her cheeks flushed, and her lips parted as she breathed harder.  She looked even more beautiful, even more sexy than before.  Jeremy knew his way around a girl’s body.  He found her hard clit and he played it, like a pianist working a grand piano.  Soon Sarah was groaning and pushing back against his hand.  Then her back was arching up off the bed, and she was wailing a soulful moan as her body came.

Sarah panted as she came down from her orgasm.  Jeremy was eyeing her and grinning.  He had been around the block a few times and was reading her like a book.  “So that’s your thing,” he said with a chuckle.  “You’re a submissive slut.”

“Fuck you Jeremy,” Sarah said.  She got out of the bed and fixed her clothes, like she was leaving.

“Wait, come on,” Jeremy said, rushing to her.  “Okay, I’m sorry.  I’m sorry I said that.  I’m sorry I got rough.  Being around those people, it always makes me crazy.”

“Then why do you hang with them?” Sarah asked.  “I thought they’re your friends.”

“Don’t you have friends that drive you crazy sometimes?” Jeremy asked.

That made Sarah stop.  Yeah she did.  Most of her friends, actually.  They were always fighting, in competition with each other, always trying to one-up the other person.

“Look, it’s late,” Jeremy said reasonably.  “You can’t leave.  Where would you go?”  With a good-natured grin he added “I did pay for all night.”

Sarah stayed.  Jeremy gave her a few moments alone to compose herself.  She took off her dress, heels and lingerie, brushed her hair and fixed her makeup.  

Sarah put on Jeremy’s shirt.  She knew men liked when girls did that, and after all she was supposed to be his girlfriend.  The shirt was big on Sarah, so she rolled up the sleeves.

When Sarah came out Jerry had opened a bottle of wine.  He was in a robe.  His face brightened seeing her in his shirt.  

As they sipped the wine, Jeremy couldn’t take his eyes off Sarah.  That’s how beautiful she was.  She was a girl you couldn’t take your eyes off of.  

“You impressed my friends tonight,” he said with a grin.  His hand was on her knee.  He was casually caressing her inner thigh.

“How often do you get together?” she asked.

“Too often,” Jeremy said with a laugh.  “I’ve known most of them forever.  Went to college together.  We’re friends I guess.  Sometimes we’re business partners.  Sometimes rivals.  Actually I’m glad Gordon’s hot for you.  He really is a son-of-a-bitch.  I want him to eat his heart out you’re with me.”  For a few moments, Jeremy focused his attention on Sarah’s long, perfect legs, especially her toned thighs. He said,  “I suppose you’re used to men being hot for you.”

Sarah shrugged slightly but didn’t answer.  Jeremy laughed.  “So we should talk about moving forward,” he said.

“Moving forward?” Sarah said, not understanding.

“Do you work at Paradise for beer money?” he asked.  “Or—.”

Sarah interrupted him and said “I pay my own tuition.”

Jeremy slowly nodded.  “So a thousand bucks a night is a lot better than forty buck private dances,” he said.

Sarah shrugged, as if saying “yeah, and?”

Jeremy chuckled again.  “So, here’s what I’m thinking,” he said.  “I like you.  I know I’m an asshole sometimes, but hopefully you’re not completely disgusted by me.  I’d like to see you again.  I’d like to make this a regular thing.”

“Alright ...,” Sarah said with a hesitant nod.  Jeremy had scared her, but she never felt like she was in any real danger.  And a thousand dollars was a lot of money.  “I’d like that,” she said.

“Good,” Jeremy said.  “But there’s one condition.  I don’t want to use condoms.”

“Jeremy ...” 

“You’re on the pill I assume?” Jeremy said.

“I’m not,” Sarah said.  “It fucks up my hormones.”

Jeremy’s eyebrows rose at that, clearly surprised.  And maybe ... intrigued?

“No problem.   I’ll pull out when you’re ovulating,” he said.  “And if we’re together when you’re ovulating, I’ll wear a condom.  I promise.”

Sarah thought about it for a few moments.  Then she nodded her head yes.

“Good.  So, I’ll get tested, and you’ll get tested,” he said with a “See?  It’s simple” shrug.

“What about other people?”

“What other people?”

“Other people,” Sarah repeated.  “Like, my boyfriend?”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, we broke up,” Sarah said honestly.  “But he wants to get back together.  Or maybe there’ll be someone else.  And what about you?  I’m sure you have other girls.”

“Actually, no,” Jeremy said with a laugh.  “I work all the time.  I try to avoid seeing my ex, but when I do it’s like an anti-sex drug, like reverse Viagra.”  He chuckled at his own joke.  Then he looked at Sarah and said, “And is it so hard to believe that after you, other girls don’t measure up?”

Sarah shrugged, not really believing his bullshit.  But still, a thousand dollars a day was a lot of money.  “And what about me?” she asked.

“Make him wear a condom,” Jeremy said.

“I’m not going to make my boyfriend wear a freaking condom,” Sarah said immediately.  In actuality, she did usually make her boyfriends wear condoms.  She didn’t want to get pregnant and be a single mom like her big sister.  But she wanted the right to choose, she wasn’t going to let Jeremy or any man have that power over her.

“But you don’t have a boyfriend,” Jeremy reminded her, grinning at her.  “So, until then?  Okay?”

Sarah looked at Jeremy, considering. Finally, she nodded.
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CHAPTER 3

“So, how’d your date go?” Angie asked as Sarah sat down next to her.

“Freako, sort of.  But it didn’t suck,” Sarah said. “Not completely.  Jeremy has issues.”

“Of course he has issues,” Angie said knowingly.  “Why else would he want a GFE?”

Sarah shrugged.  “I guess you’re right,” she said with a laugh.  The two were silent for long moments as they looked into the big wall mirror and worked on their hair and makeup.  Jeremy was – whatever.  She had something else she was curious about.

“Hey, can I ask you something?” Sarah asked.  “About Buddy.”

“My boyfriend?”

“Yeah,” Sarah said.  “You said he comes here sometimes?  What’s that like?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean ... like ...,” Sarah sputtered.  She didn’t know how to ask what she wanted to ask.

Angie read her thoughts.  She said, “What does Buddy think when I do privates?  When I do the walk of shame?”

“Yeah ... I mean ... yeah ...,” Sarah sputtered.

“I told you,” Angie said.  “He likes it.  He gets off on it.”

“Seriously?” Sarah said, her eyes going wide. “Even when ... you know ... when you go outside with customers?”

Angie shrugged.  “Some guys are into that,” she said.

“Wow,” Sarah said, feeling shocked and looking down at her feet.

Again, they were silent for long moments.  Then Angie asked, “Do you know someone like Buddy?”

Sarah didn’t answer immediately.  Then she said, “Maybe ....”
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SARAH WENT WITH MIKE to the Friday night movie.  They were showing another Debra Winger movie, An Officer and a Gentleman.  Afterwards, Sarah asked “You feel like going to my house?  We’re having a party.”

“Well, not really,” Mike said.  He had his earphones around his neck, and they were connected to a Walkman in his pocket.

“You don’t like my friends,” Sarah said with a frown.

“It’s not that,” Mike quickly assured her.  “They’re okay, I guess.  It’s just ... I don’t feel comfortable around people.”  Then he added “I like being around you though.”

“Mickey, god,” Sarah said with a laugh.  The things he said.  The way he wore his heart out on his sleeve.  Yet, he didn’t seem to understand the impact of his words.  Sarah liked that.  It made him authentic.

“You go though,” Mike said.

“No, I’m good.  Honestly sometimes I can’t stand them either,” Sarah said with a laugh.  Her laugh died out as she remembered that Jeremy said a similar thing about his friends.

Mike looked at her.  “You wanna get high?” he said, grinning at her.

Sarah’s lips parted in surprise.  She was shocked.  “Oh my god Mike, are you a freaking stoner?” she said with a laugh.  She grabbed his arm. “Let’s go,” she said with another laugh.
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SARAH HAD NEVER BEEN in Alpha Omega Theta.  She doubted any of her sisters from Tri-Delt had either.  AOT wasn’t a popular frat.  

Sarah saw it was run down and messy inside.  There was the smell of beer everywhere, although that wasn’t unusual in frats.  Guys turned to look at her as Mike led her to his room.  Sarah smiled and said hi, and they grinned and said hi back.

Sarah noticed one boy in particular.  He was tall and had curly dark hair.  Olive skin.  The most beautiful brown eyes she had ever seen.  They made eye contact and he smiled at her.  Sarah caught her breath looking into his eyes.  Wow.  He was gorgeous.

Mike’s room was on the top floor.  Unlike the rest of the house – and unlike her room – his bedroom was neat.  Everything in its place.  Even his bed was made.  He also kept the window open, so his room smelled clean and fresh.

They sat under the window, facing each other, as they smoked a joint.  Sarah’s back was against the wall, and Mike’s against the dresser.  They were close together with their feet almost touching, even with their knees bent.  Mike had a big collection of vinyl LPs.  They were listening to Fleetwood Mac playing on a turntable as they got high.

Sarah took another long drag and rolled her head back, resting against the wall behind her.  “God Mike we’d you get this?  It’s really good shit,” she sighed, closing her eyes.  It gave Mike a chance to look at her.  Sarah’s long, wavy blonde hair was tied back in a scrunchie.  She was wearing a turtleneck and short skirt, with black tights and black Converse high tops.  The cotton of the turtleneck was extra clingy (maybe it was static) so it clung to her breasts, so much he could clearly see the outline of her bra and the lace of the bra cups.  God she was so sexy, and so beautiful.  Mike had never seen a girl so beautiful, not in any magazine, TV or the movies.  Or watching porn on the internet.

Mike suddenly realized Sarah’s eyes were open.  She was looking at him as he stared at her.  She had a knowing grin on her pretty face.  She knew he was checking her out.  Feeling embarrassed for staring at her, he blurted out “Why do you wear turtlenecks all the time?”

“What?” she said with a laugh.

“You’re the only girl I know who wears turtlenecks,” Mike said.  He quickly added, “You look awesome in them.  I’m just wondering.”

“I don’t know,” Sarah said, shrugging.  Then she giggled, looking embarrassed.  She was definitely high.  “When I was a kid, I saw a vampire movie.  It so fucking freaked me out.”

Mike’s eyes went wide.  “That’s why you wear turtlenecks?  To protect against vampires?”

“Don’t tell anyone,” Sarah implored, hiding her face in her hands and giggling again.  “I swear Mickey I’ll kill you if you tell anyone.  I’ve never told anyone before.”

Mike’s heart stopped.  She was telling him her secrets.  Things she never told anyone else.  He was special to her.  He had to be. 

“I’ll never tell anyone,” he promised.  He said it like a solemn oath.

Sarah smiled at him.  Then she asked, “So, um, who’s that guy?  The tall guy with black hair?”

“That’s Lorenzo,” Mike said.

“Lorenzo,” Sarah repeated with a thoughtful nod.  “So, he’s Italian?”

“I think so,” Mike answered with a shrug.  Then he got it.  Lorenzo was Italian, just like Marco.  Sarah was into Italian guys.

“Are you Italian?” he asked.

“Mostly,” Sarah nodded.

Mike’s heart sank.  Sarah was into Italian guys, and she was interested in Lorenzo.  He wasn’t Italian.  He was just a nondescript white guy.

There was a loud knock at his door.  Then suddenly a big group of the AOT brothers burst into his room.  “Hey Mike, having a party up here?” Lorenzo said with a laugh, carrying a bottle of tequila.  They all smiled at Mike, like he was their buddy.  But no one had ever come into his room before.  They barely talked to him in the common rooms.  He knew they were here because of Sarah.

Mike watched as Sarah stood up, a big smile on her face.  In the years that followed, he would see this many times – Sarah switching over into full social butterfly mode.  She was incredibly outgoing and bubbly, and could always charm a room (especially one filled with men).

Sarah walked over to Lorenzo.  She was smiling and looking into the big Italian’s dark eyes.  Mike watched with despair as she reached back and pulled the scrunchie from her hair, letting out her long blonde hair.  

Not for him.

For Lorenzo.
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SARAH GIGGLED AS SHE let Lorenzo lead her to his bedroom.  It was right next to Mike’s. She was drunk as well as high now, after taking shots of tequila with Lorenzo and his friends.

“I’ve seen you around,” Lorenzo said, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her onto his bed.

“Have you?” Sarah asked.

“With Marco,” he said.

“Oh,” Sarah said.  She wasn’t surprised.  The Italian community was small at Penn State.  “We broke up.”

“Yeah, I heard,” Lorenzo said.  “You deserve better anyway.  Only fags wear those wrestling uniforms.”

“Well ...,” Sarah began, about to tell him they were called singlets, and she was impressed by wrestlers.  Such an alpha sport, one man pitted against another.  But then his lips were on hers, his tongue pushing into her mouth.

Sarah kissed Lorenzo back.  She was big time attracted to him.  He was her type.  Tall, fit, handsome.  Italian.  Confident.  Aggressive.  Lorenzo was a real man.

Lorenzo’s hands were on Sarah’s body as they sucked face.  He groped her tits.  He yanked off her turtleneck and bra, then his lips were on her hard nipples.  He pushed his hand up her skirt.

Sarah’s hands were on Lorenzo too.  She undressed him, urgently unbuttoning his shirt.  She liked his body.  He had muscular arms and a chiseled chest.  His stomach was firm, with a six pack.  Sarah caressed him, ran her fingers over his muscles.  And she let him touch her, anywhere he wanted.  Her head was spinning from the weed and tequila, and also from lust.

Sarah was used to getting fucked regularly.  Marco used to fuck her almost every day.  But they were broken up almost 2 weeks now, and she’d had no sex all that time.  Dancing at Paradise only made it worse.  God she needed this!  Her body needed this!  She hadn’t realized it until now, but she majorly needed laid!

Lorenzo reached up Sarah’s skirt and jerked down her tights and thong panties.  He tugged her skirt up around her waist, and fingered her pussy.  “Oh god,” Sarah moaned, rolling her head back as he stuck a thick finger into her.

Then Sarah was working on Lorenzo’s pants.  “Yes,” she breathed when she saw his cock.  His cock was big and hard.  Sarah liked hard.  She especially liked big. She scooted down the bed and took him into her mouth.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Lorenzo moaned as he felt Sarah’s sweet mouth around his shaft.  He knew Sarah Summers of course.  Knew of her.  Everyone did. Prettiest girl on campus, in the state probably.  And now she was in his bed, with his dick in her mouth.

Sarah leaned back, her lips wet from her spit and his pre-cum.  A line of spit traveled from her lips to his cockhead.  She looked up at Lorenzo with heavy, lust-filled eyes.  “Where’s the condom?” she asked.

Lorenzo wanted Sarah bareback, but mostly he just wanted her.  So he pulled a condom from his wallet.  Sarah took the foil package from him.  She tore it with her teeth, then rolled the condom on his shaft.  

Lorenzo pushed Sarah onto her back.  He kissed her and fondled her naked tits.  Then, holding his shaft with one hand, he positioned his cock and pushed into Sarah’s pussy.

“Oh god,” Sarah groaned, her head rolling back.  She so fucking needed this!  Lorenzo’s cock was thick and he was stretching her.  She loved the feeling of being stretched!  

Then Lorenzo was fucking her hard.  He had her legs over his shoulders and he was banging her.  As he fucked her, he kissed her, and groped her tits.  
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MIKE WAS IN HIS ROOM, disheartened.  Once Lorenzo and his friends came into his room, it was like Sarah forgot all about him.  She didn’t even say anything to him when she left with Lorenzo to go to his room.  

Mike thought about that song, Something About Midnight.  It went:

Then she leaves with someone you don't know

But she makes sure you saw her

She looks right at you and bolts

As she walks out the door

But Sarah didn’t look at him when she bolted with Lorenzo.  She wasn’t trying to make him jealous.  To her, he was just one of her buds.  He was friendzoned.

And why would Sarah be interested in him?  He wasn’t tall, dark and handsome like Lorenzo.  Like Marco.  He was just geeky Mike who liked Barry Manilow and spent most of his life in the math department building.

Mike could hear Sarah and Lorenzo having sex in the next room.  The walls of the frat house were thin.  He could practically hear every moan, every grunt as Lorenzo fucked his goddess.  Fucked the girl he adored.

Although despondent, Mike was hot too.  Sarah was so pretty and sexy and hearing her having sex with Lorenzo aroused him.  Just like seeing Sarah having sex with Marco that night in the Crypts had aroused him.

Mike took out his cock from his pants.  His penis wasn’t big, and he thought that was another reason Sarah wasn’t interested in him.  Marco had a big cock – he saw it when he fucked Sarah in the Crypts.  And one time in the communal bathroom, he saw Lorenzo’s cock when he stepped out of the shower.

Mike’s penis was only about 4 inches long, and thin.  Much smaller than Marco’s and Lorenzo’s.  He had PTSD about his small size, as one time a girl laughed at him when they were doing it.  Well, she didn’t laugh, but she grinned when she saw his dick for the first time.  

In his 25 years, Mike had had sex with 3 girls, and none of them were worth remembering.  To him it’d been great.  But he didn’t think any of the girls enjoyed it.  That was another reason Mike had anxiety issues about sex with girls.

Lorenzo and Sarah were still going strong in the next room over, and Mike could hear everything.  His cock was hard.  He began jerking off the way he always did.  He made a circle with the thumb and forefinger of his right hand and wrapped it around his hard shaft.  Then he moved that circle up and down his hard cock as he listened to Lorenzo fuck Sarah.  
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SARAH WAS CLOSE.  “DON’T cum yet,” she said pleadingly.  “Just give me a minute ....”

Lorenzo held off.  He continued to fuck her hard and fast, but he managed to hold off from cumming.

And then Sarah’s orgasm hit.  She screamed as orgasmic pleasure flooded her body, her back arching and her toes curling as she came hard on Lorenzo’s big thick cock.

Moments later, Lorenzo’s body tensed and he groaned, as he came inside Sarah, in the condom.  Lorenzo pulled out and collapsed onto his back next to Sarah.

In the next room over, Mike clearly heard when Sarah screamed out her orgasm.  At that moment, he came too.
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SARAH’S BODY WAS STILL tingling from her orgasm, but now her head began to spin from the alcohol and weed.  She felt like she was going to throw up too.

“I need to go,” Sarah said as she wrapped a blanket around her.  

“Wait, stay,” Lorenzo said, grabbing her as she rose out of his bed.

“No.  I need to go,” Sarah said again.  She pulled away from Lorenzo’s grasp and, on shaky knees, staggered out of his room.

Sarah fell into Mike’s room.  “Mickey I’m going to throw up,” she said in a desperate, little girl voice.  Mike hurried Sarah to the toilet.  Because he was paying, he got one of the bedrooms that had a small half bathroom.

Sarah collapsed to her knees and threw up into the bowl.  Mike held up her long hair as she threw up.  Then he helped her wash her face and spit mouthwash twice.  He led Sarah back to his bed.  Mike forced her to drink a whole glass of water and swallow 2 Advils.  Then Sarah collapsed on the bed, passing out.

The blanket fell open as Sarah collapsed on the bed, exposing all of her.  Mike allowed himself to look.  God she was so pretty.  Her long lush blonde hair spilled over her pretty face and down her shoulders.  Her body was petite and tight.  She wasn’t overly curvy, but she was incredibly toned and firm, like a dancer’s body (which made sense since she was a dancer).  Her breasts were small like the rest of her.  They were perfectly shaped small mounds with upturned nipples.  Her legs were slim and shapely.  They were so long, it seemed like they went on forever.  

Sarah still wore the short skirt.  It was bunched around her waist, so he could see everything.  Mike saw she was completely bare of hair, like a newborn baby.  Her pussy lips were red and swollen though.  From getting fucked hard by Lorenzo.

Mike was hard again.  He took out his cock and stroked himself as he looked at Sarah.  It would take longer this time, even with Sarah’s beauty before him, because he’d cum just moments before.

Mike’s eyelids got heavy as he circle-jerked himself.  He had smoked as much as Sarah and had drunk almost as much. He wasn’t used to so much weed and alcohol.

The worst thing happened.  Mike passed out next to Sarah, with his cock out and his hand around his rapidly shrinking shaft.
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CHAPTER 4

Mike slowly woke up.  When he opened his eyes, he saw Sarah sitting against the bed’s headboard, looking at him.

“Hey Mickey,” she softly said to him.  “How do you feel?”

“Hungover,” Mike said, pressing his hands against his eyes to stop the pounding.

“Yeah.  Me too,” Sarah said with a half laugh.

When Mike pulled his hands away, he saw Sarah looking at him.  She had a curious, mischievous smile on her pretty face.  

“What?” Mike asked.

“Mickey,” Sarah said gently.  “When I woke up, I was naked.  And you were ... well ... your penis was out, and your hand was around it.  Like you were masturbating when you passed out.”

Mike’s eyes went wide.  He frantically looked at himself.  Was his dick still hanging out?

“I covered you with a blanket,” Sarah said when he realized a blanket was covering him.

“Mickey honey,” Sarah said with a gentle voice again.  “Last night, were you masturbating, looking at me?”

Mike’s cheeks went red.  He felt anxious and flustered, so much so it felt like his head was going to explode.  It was like the other day when Sarah asked if he got aroused watching Marco fuck her in the Crypts.

“It’s okay Mickey,” Sarah quickly assured him.  “It’s flattering actually.  I’m just wondering ... could you hear me with Lorenzo last night?  Did you masturbate then too?”

“Sarah, I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Mike sputtered nervously.  “I don’t want to talk about this!”

“Okay Mickey,” Sarah said, that mischievous smile on her pretty face again.  “But I want to tell you something.  Let’s go get breakfast.”
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THEY TOOK MIKE’S CAR.  When Sarah saw it she laughed.  It was an old station wagon.  “I’m not going to say anything,” she said laughing.

“What?” Mike said.  “Okay it’s not trendy.  But it’s reliable.  Functional.”

Sarah laughed again, shaking her head.  Of course Mike would drive a nerdy station wagon.  What else would he drive?

They went to Sarah’s favorite greasy spoon diner for breakfast.  It was called the Naked Egg.  “So, are you pissed I bailed on you last night?” Sarah asked as their food arrived.  It was her way of continuing their conversation from before.

“No,” Mike lied.

“Really?  You’re not mad I hooked up with Lorenzo?”

“You were drunk,” Mike said, giving her an excuse.

“And high too,” Sarah said.  “But that wasn’t it.  To be honest, I needed laid.  I haven’t gotten any since I broke up with Marco.” 

Mike looked at his plate, not saying anything.

Sarah had that mischievous smile on her face again.  She asked, “Does this weird you out, me talking like this?”

“No,” Mike said immediately.  He was lying.  Although he wasn’t sure if “weirded out” accurately described how he was feeling.

“Does it, like, get you hot?” she asked with that mischievous smile.

“Why do you keep asking that?!” Mike said with exasperation.

“I’m just trying to figure you out,” Sarah said.

“Well, don’t!” Mike said crossly.  “Maybe I don’t want to be figured out!”

With a smile, Sarah teased, “So, you won’t get mad if I see Lorenzo again?” she asked.  “I mean, his bedroom is right next to yours.”

“You know he’s an asshole, right?” Mike said.  “A major player.”

“Exactly my type,” Sarah joked with a laugh.  “Don’t worry Mike.  I know he’s an asshole.” Thinking about his impressive manhood, she joked, “He has some redeeming qualities.  Well, one actually.  A big one.”

Mike grimaced.  He looked crushed.  Devastated.

Then Sarah got it.  Mike was insecure about his smallish penis. 

She knew it was small because she’d seen it that morning.  It was cute though.  A cute, small penis.  Sarah thought that fit Mike.

She judged she needed to change the subject, as Mike was getting too agitated.  So, she asked, “Mike, do you know what the Paradise club is?”

Mike looked up, surprised by the non-sequitur.  “The gentlemen’s club?” he said.  “Yeah – I pass by it all the time going to yard sales.”

Sarah hesitated a moment.  “If I tell you something, do you promise not to tell anyone?” she asked.

“Yes, of course,” Mike quickly said. His goddess was about to tell him another secret!  Of course he wouldn’t tell anyone!

Sarah said in a whispered voice, “I work at Paradise.”

“You waitress there?” Mike asked.

“No Mickey,” Sarah whispered.  “I dance there.”

It took Mike a moment to get it.  Then his lips parted in surprise.  “Oh,” he said in a low voice.

Mike knew Sarah paid her own tuition.  He asked, “Is that how you pay for school?”

Sarah nodded her head yes.  “But it’s not just the money,” she said.  “I like erotic dancing.  I think I’m an exhibitionist.”

“Oh,” Mike said again, looking thoughtful as he processed all of this.

“I’m a freak, Mickey,” Sarah said.  “People think I’m sweet because I have blue eyes and blonde hair, but I’m not.  I like sex.  Probably too much.  I’m not sure if I’ll ever get married.  I mean, I want to.  But I’m not sure I want to have sex with the same man for the rest of my life.  That’s kinda why I broke up with Marco.  I wanted someone new.”

Sarah gave Mike a moment to process all that.  Then she said, “See?  I’m a freak.”

“No you’re not,” Mike insisted.  But honestly, he didn’t know if she was or not.  He didn’t have the real-world experience to judge. 

They were silent for long moments.  Then Sarah said, “Anyways ... I just wanted to get that out there.  Because we’re friends.”

“... thanks,” Mike said, his heart in his throat.  He was flattered she shared so much with him.

“Marco’s the only other person who knows,” Sarah said.

“Why did you tell him?” Mike asked, alarmed. 

“Because he was my boyfriend,” Sarah said.  “I have to work late nights.  I had to tell him, or he might think I was cheating on him.”

“But you broke up with him.  He might tell people,” Mike asked, still looking alarmed.

“Don’t worry,” Sarah said.  “I took care of that.”

“How?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“I’m not sure,” Mike said, looking down at his food.

Sarah took a slice of bacon off Mike’s plate.  After taking a bite, she said, “I told him I’ll still have sex with him, as long as he doesn’t tell anyone.”

“I thought you said you’re not feeling it with him anymore,” Mike said.

“Not emotionally.  But he’s great in bed,” Sarah said with a shrugged.

Mike stared at her for long moments.  He said, “Maybe you shouldn’t tell me so much.”

Sarah laughed.  “It feels good to tell you Mickey.  It’s like going to confessional,” she said.  And then with another mischievous grin, she said, “And if it gets you hot, then it’s a win-win, right?”

Mike winced at her words.  His cheeks flushed red again with embarrassment.

Sarah gently said, “It’s okay Mickey.  Maybe we’re both a little freaky.  At least now we have each other to talk about it, right?”

Mike looked down, staring at his barely eaten plate of pancakes and bacon.  He no longer had an appetite.
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LATER, BACK AT AOT, Mike went into the bathroom for a shower.  He was wearing a robe.  As he walked in, Lorenzo was just finishing his shower.

“Hey Mike, buddy, how you doing?” Lorenzo asked, grinning.  He was toweling off, but stark naked.  Mike averted his eyes but he couldn’t help seeing that Lorenzo had a ripped body.  Also, his cock was way longer and thicker than his own, even though he was soft.  It was heavy and flopped back and forth against his muscular thighs whenever he moved. 

“I’m fine,” Mike said, looking away from Lorenzo’s naked body.

“So, Sarah sleep in your room last night?” Lorenzo asked.

Mike nodded.

Lorenzo grinned.  “You get some of her?” he asked.

Mike shook his head.  “We’re friends,” he said.

“Friends.  Okay, I get it,” Lorenzo said, laughing.  “Well, just so you know, that chick has one sweet pussy.  Fuck is she tight!  I’m thinking Marco must have a pencil dick, or else he never fucked her, that’s how tight she is.”  Lorenzo laughed and slapped Mike on the back, like they were best friends.

“So, you’re friends with Sarah,” Lorenzo said.  He was finally getting to what he wanted to talk about.  “You know why she broke up with Marco?”

Mike did know.  Sarah “wasn’t feeling it anymore” emotionally with Marco.  But he wasn’t going to betray any of her confidences, and definitely not to this asshole.  “She didn’t say,” he lied.

Lorenzo looked at Mike, deciding if he was holding back.  Then he shrugged a whatever.  “She’s coming over tonight,” he said.  “You’re her friend?  I’m cool with that.  Hang with us.”

“Okay,” Mike said slowly, wary for whatever trap he was trying to pull.

As if reading Mike’s thoughts, Lorenzo said “I’m not Neanderthal like Marco.  Sarah has guy friends, I’m cool with that.  I’m not going to fuck up like Marco.  A guy gets a chance with a girl like Sarah Summers, you do whatever you can to hold onto her.”  He grinned and smacked Mike on the back again, causing his big cock to slap back and forth against his muscular thighs.  “You find a girl with such a sweet pussy, you hang onto her, right buddy?” he said with a laugh.

Mike got into the shower.  He hated Lorenzo, even more than Marco.  He hated the thought of Sarah with that asshole.  It got him sick. 

But then, why was his dick so hard?
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“YOU’RE BACK SO SOON,” Mike whispered to Sarah later that night in the AOT game room.  “You said Lorenzo was an ass.”

“You sound jealous Mickey,” Sarah whispered back, a teasing grin on her beautiful face.  “I told you I might see him again.”  Then lowering her voice even more, she said “Turns out Marco knows Lorenzo.  Hates him.”

Mike grinned.  “You mean Marco knows you’re here?”

“Of course he knows I’m here.”

“So, you’re here just to make Marco jealous,” Mike said.

“Well, not just that,” Sarah said, looking past Mike over his shoulder.

At that moment, Lorenzo walked up to Sarah, brushing past Mike.  Sarah smiled into his eyes as he approached.  Lorenzo swept her into his arms and kissed her.  Sarah wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back.  He was taller so Sarah had to get on her tip toes to kiss him.  The sight made Mike sick.  Worse, he saw Sarah had worn her long, beautiful blonde hair down for her new boyfriend.

Sarah wasn’t the only girl there.  Most of the frat brothers were with girls.  There was a lot of partying the next couple hours.  A lot of drinking and joints passed around.  Mike watched Sarah drink and smoke a lot, even more than last night.  She got more and more wasted.  A couple times she smiled and batted her pretty eyelashes at him, but mostly she only had eyes for Lorenzo.

The lights went off and someone put a Netflix movie on the big TV.  The movie was only a subterfuge for making out.   Soon the movie was forgotten, and the game room was filled with sounds of kissing and soft moans. 

From where he was sitting across the room, Mike watched Sarah making out with Lorenzo.  His tongue was down her throat, and his hands were all over her, groping her tits over her clingy turtleneck. 

That sight was bad enough.  But Mike also saw that Sarah’s hand was in Lorenzo’s lap.  She was rubbing his cock over his jeans.  It was too much.  Mike got up and went upstairs to his room.

Mike sat on his bed, his knees up.  He hit his hands against his head.  He was mad, pissed, and jealous!  He was fucking horny too!  His cock was so hard it hurt!  He knew it was because of watching the asshole Lorenzo kissing and pawing his goddess Sarah.  Why did Sarah with another guy get him so aroused?  What the fuck was wrong with him?!

There was a knock on his door.  Mike opened the door.  Sarah was there, standing by herself.

“Hey Mickey,” Sarah said, grinning at him.  She was slurring her words, clearly drunk.  “Just checking on you.”

“Are you okay?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, just a little drunk,” she said, walking into his room.  As she passed, she tripped over her own feet.  Mike had to catch her.  “Okay, a lot drunk,” she admitted with a drunken giggle.

Sarah managed to stand up.  Mike looked at her.  His eyes drifted to her chest.  He suddenly realized she was braless under the clingy turtleneck.  He didn’t notice before.  But then, right now it was obvious, because her nipples were hard and poking through the soft cotton material.  “You look ...,” Mike said, struggling to find the right word.  “... natural.”

Sarah laughed. She knew he was talking about her braless tits. “I’m just being me Mickey,” she teased.  Then she moved close.  She was so close Mike could smell the strawberry vanilla scent of her shampoo. 

“So, I saw you watching,” she whispered.  “You get hot watching Lorenzo kissing me Mickey?”

“I ah ...,” Mike sputtered.

“I think you did, right?” Sarah said.  She glanced down.  Mike’s pants were tented with an erection.

“Can I ask you something?” Sarah asked.  She moved even closer so now Mike felt her breathing against his face.

“Yes ...,” he managed to say, his heart in his throat.

“Why haven’t you ever hit on me?” Sarah asked.  She moved her hand between their bodies to Mike’s crotch.  She cupped him there, finding him hard.  She squeezed and kneaded his erection through his pants.  “Don’t you want to fuck me?  Everyone wants to fuck me.”

“Sarah ...,” Mike groaned, his eyes rolling back into his head.  She was going to make him cum.

“Hey babe,” came a voice down the hall.  It was Lorenzo.  Sarah immediately pulled away from Mike, straightening her skirt.  

Sarah gave Mike a slight smile as Lorenzo walked in.  Then she turned and gave her new boyfriend all her attention. 

“I missed you baby,” she cooed, wrapping her arms around him.  Mike watched as they kissed.  It was a long, wet kiss.  It was so long that Sarah wrapped her leg around Lorenzo, and Lorenzo had his big hands on her ass.

Their kiss finally ended.  “Hey buddy,” Lorenzo said, his arm possessively around Sarah.  “Can I borrow your room?  It’s Alex’s turn tonight.”

“What?” Mike said, not understanding.

“My roommate, Alex.  He’s got our room tonight,” Lorenzo said.  “Can I borrow your room?”

Mike’s jaw dropped.  He was shocked.  Lorenzo wanted to borrow his room.  To fuck Sarah.  To fuck Sarah in his bed.

Sarah smiled sweetly at Mike.  “It’s okay, isn’t it Mickey?” she asked, batting her eyelashes at Mike as she leaned into Lorenzo’s hard body.  She had her arms around her new boyfriend.

Moments later Mike was outside his bedroom, in the hallway.  Lorenzo was with Sarah in his room, with the door closed.  

Mike collapsed onto the floor, sitting with his back to the wall.  He knew he should leave but he couldn’t move.  Soon he heard sounds of passion from inside his room.  He heard kissing.  Clothes coming off.  He heard Sarah say, “Where’s the condom?”  Then he heard Sarah groan, “Oh fuck you’re so big.”  Mike knew Lorenzo was inside her now.  

Mike heard his bed scrapping against the hardwood floor as Lorenzo banged Sarah.  “Fuck you’re so big!” Sarah said again, more urgent this time.

“You like big babe?” Lorenzo asked as he pounded her with his big cock.

“Oh god I love big!” Sarah gushed, delight in her voice.  “You’re such a man Lorenzo!  Fuck me with your big cock!”

Mike couldn’t take anymore.  There wasn’t any place in the house to go, so he went outside to his car.  Fortunately, it wasn’t too cold.  As Mike fell into a fitful sleep, his last thought was Sarah screaming, “I love big!” 

Sarah had touched his erection.  And she saw it this morning. She knew he had a small dick.  She knew he wasn’t a big man like Lorenzo.
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CHAPTER 5

Mike woke to knocking on his car’s window.  He barely heard the knocking.  He had his earphones on, and the Walkman was on repeat.

He opened his eyes.  It was Sarah.

“Mike!  What are you doing in there?!” she said, banging on the window.  Mike unlocked the door, and she got in. 

“I’ve been banging on the window forever!” Sarah said as she shivered from the cold.

“I was listening to music,” Mike said.  “I go to sleep that way sometimes.”

“Oh my god, you’re such a music man,” Sarah said with a roll of her eyes.  “It’s freaking cold Mickey.  You could have died out here.”  She wrapped her arms around herself.  “Turn the heat on.  God I’m starving.”

They went to the Naked Egg Diner again.  

“Are you okay?” Mike asked as Sarah sipped coffee.  She liked it with vanilla flavored cream and 2 sugars.  He felt awkward over what happened last night.  

“I’m okay,” she said, brushing loose strands of hair behind her ear.  “I’ve got a headache.  And I feel a little queasy.”

Their food arrived and Sarah dug in.  She was famished.  Mike had learned her favorite meal of the day was breakfast.  For a skinny girl, she could eat a lot at breakfast and never gain a pound.  Mike figured all the dancing she did for her major gave her a high metabolism, and she was blessed with good genes too.

“God this is so good,” Sarah said, taking another bite of sausage gravy and biscuits.  

“I thought your stomach’s queasy,” Mike said.  

“I just needed something in my stomach,” she said, taking another bite.  Then she scooped up some scrambled eggs and covered it in sausage gravy before putting it in her mouth. “God, I love sausage gravy,” she gushed.  “It’s like an orgasm.”

Mike laughed.

“So, what happened last night Mickey?” she asked between bites.  “How did Lorenzo and me end up in your room?”

“You don’t remember?”

“It’s all fuzzy,” Sarah said, pressing her hand against her forehead.  “I drank so much.  I think I kinda blacked out.”

Mike stared at Sarah.  She didn’t remember what she did?  She didn’t remember groping his dick?  She didn’t remember asking if he wanted to fuck her?

“You don’t remember what happened with Lorenzo?” he asked.

“I remember that,” Sarah said with a laugh.  “Sort of.  I know we did it.  I feel normal again.”

“Normal again?” Mike said, not understanding.

“When I don’t get enough sex, I start feeling agitated,” Sarah explained.  “Sorry, is it too early to talk about this?  I told you I’m a freak.”

Mike took a moment to respond, processing what she just told him.  But still, his instinct was always to make Sarah feel good about herself.

“You’re not a freak,” he assured her.  “You like sex.  It’s human nature. What’s wrong with that?”

Sarah smiled gratefully at him.  She brushed another loose strand of hair behind her ear.  She had her hair down.  She looked beautiful, even this early in the morning and kind of hung over.  But Mike knew her hair wasn’t down for him.  It was left over from being with Lorenzo.

“So, Lorenzo’s talking like he wants to marry you,” Mike told her.

“He is?” Sarah said with a laugh.

“Do you feel that way about him?”

“I just met him Mickey,” Sarah said with a shrug.  “He’s just a fuck buddy.”

Mike felt relieved.  Lorenzo didn’t mean anything to his goddess. It was just sex.  That was bad enough.  But at least it was just physical.

Sarah saw Mike’s relief.  She liked the way he cared.  It made her feel good.  Also, she liked the way he wore his emotions on his sleeve.  It made it easy to be with him.  He didn’t play head games.  

Still though, she needed to keep Mike off-balance.  It’s just how she was.  So she looked out the window, pretending to be thinking about Lorenzo.  She mused thoughtfully, “But you know ... he’s so gorgeous ... and freaking awesome in bed.  I like him.  He’s nice to me.  I don’t know Mickey.  Maybe he could be the one.”

Mike’s face fell at her words, despondent, like his life was over.  Sarah grinned inside.  For some reason, she found it fun torturing him.
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CHAPTER 6

During their next “date,” Jeremy first took Sarah to a boutique for a new dress.  “That won’t do,” he said, frowning at the outfit she’d brought from home.

Sarah tried on a halter dress.  It went down to her ankles and had a long slit up the side.  But Jeremy rejected it.  “She’s too flat chested for that dress,” he told Barbara, the saleswoman.  Barbara nodded, agreeing with Jeremy either because she agreed with him, or to get on his good side. 

“Let’s try that one,” Jeremy said, pointing to another slinky, black number.

“I can’t believe you just said that,” Sarah angrily whispered.

“Calm down Sarah,” he told her.  “I need you to look good tonight.”

The next dress was short, ending way up her thighs.  It was long sleeved and, in the front, went up to her neck.  The back though was completely open almost to her ass.  The dress was also skintight.

“Perfect,” Jeremy said approvingly.  “She’ll need hose – thigh highs,” he ordered Barbara.  “And those high heels” he said motioning to a display stand.

“What about bra and panties?” Sarah whispered to Jeremy.

“Not in that dress,” Jeremy said.

“Jeremy – I’m not comfortable,” Sarah said nervously.  “I feel exposed.”  If she moved the wrong way, she might expose the side of her breast, even her nipple.  And the dress was so short she didn’t feel comfortable without panties.

“You take your clothes off for a living,” he reminded her.

“But we’re not at Paradise,” Sarah said, feeling flustered. 

“Touché,” he said with a chuckle. 

Compromising, he allowed Sarah to wear panties – a thong – but no bra.  There was no hiding bra straps with the backless dress. 

Sarah though was flustered.  She wasn’t a prude, she went braless sometimes, and sometimes didn’t wear panties (like sometimes under pantyhose).  But this was the first time a man was telling her what to wear, and what not to wear.  It reminded her that Jeremy had bought her.  He was her property.

In the taxi, Jeremy put his hand on Sarah’s leg, where her skirt ended.  It was telling how short the skirt was, because his hand was just inches from her pussy.  He caressed her thigh, his fingertips grazing the lace of the stocking tops.

“Do you have it?” Jeremy asked.  He was asking about the results of the STD test.

“Yes,” Sarah said with a nod.  She handed it to him.  He scanned it.  Sarah was clean.

“Good,” Jeremy said.  He handed his test over.  He was clean too.

“So, I’m glad that’s done,” Jeremy said, grinning on her.  “Now I can save money on condoms,” he joked with a chuckle.

“Yes,” Sarah agreed with a nervous laugh back.  “But if we’re going to keep doing this, I want monthly tests.”

“You don’t trust me?” 

“I don’t know you, Jeremy.  And you don’t know me either,” Sarah pointed out.

“Have you been with anyone since the test?” he asked.

“That’s none of your business,” Sarah said.  “All that matters is, if I have, I made him use a condom.”

Jeremy grinned at her.  “So, how’s your boyfriend like wearing a condom?”

“Don’t be a dick,” Sarah said with a scowl at him.

Jeremy laughed.  “You’ve got spirit Sarah,” he said, grinning.  “I like your sass.”  

Jeremy moved his hand up Sarah’s leg, under her dress.  His fingertips touched her panties.  “I like this too,” he said touching her pussy.  “Did I tell you?  You have an amazing pussy.”

“Thank you,” Sarah said, her cheeks going red.

“Seriously,” Jeremy said, brushing his fingertips across her pussy over the lacy panties.  “I’ve never felt a pussy like yours.   Have you heard that before?  From other men?”

When Sarah didn’t respond, Jeremy said in hard voice, “Answer me Sarah.”

“Yes, I’ve heard it before,” Sarah finally said.  Then she added “But, boys will say anything.  What else would they say?”

“True,” Jeremy said with a shrug. “But since I’m paying, I have no reason to lie to you.  Right?”

“I guess,” Sarah said with another shrug.  “Can you tell me where we’re going?”

“Have you ever been to purgatory?” Jeremy said.

“Um ... no,” Sarah said.

“Well, get ready,” he joked with a chuckle.  “We’re going to an art show.  An opening.  The artist’s a friend.  Unfortunately, of both me and my ex.  So yes, that’s the purgatory part.  You’re going to meet Cassandra.”

“Okay,” Sarah said, with a wary half laugh.

“But after purgatory you go to heaven,” Jeremy said.  He grinned.  “I guess that’s how it works.  I don’t know, I never went to church.  Anyway, after the art show we’re going to Broadway.  To see Hamilton.  Would you like that?  There’s not much dancing, but—.”

“I’d like that,” Sarah answered suddenly super excited.  She was going to Broadway!  To see Hamilton!

Jeremy smiled.  “Then after the show, we’ll go to my place.”  He moved his hand under Sarah’s dress again.  He brushed his fingertips across Sarah’s pussy lips again.  “I’ll admit, I’ve thought about you a lot since the last time.  I can’t wait to get inside you again.  Especially skin-to-skin.”

Sarah nodded but didn’t say anything.

“I’m not going to make it that long though,” Jeremy said, looking into Sarah’s beautiful face.  “Do you understand what I’m saying Sarah?”  He put his hand behind Sarah’s neck and pressed her down.

Sarah knew what he wanted. And she wasn’t surprised.  She was paid for, after all.

She glanced at the uBer driver.  Jeremy was speaking softly, but the driver had probably heard much of what he said.  The driver glanced at Sarah in the mirror.  For a moment they made eye contact.  The driver was grinning.

Sarah’s cheeks flushed.  Jeremy pressed on the back of her head again.  Sarah knew she had no choice.  This is what Jeremy paid for.

Sarah got on her knees, on the floor of the car.  It was hard because it was a small car.  Sarah worked on Jeremy’s belt and unzipped his pants.  She took out his cock.  Again, it was difficult in the confided space, because he was big and was already rock hard.

“Oh yeah,” Jeremy groaned as Sarah took his cock into her mouth.  She bobbed up and down on his shaft, her long blonde hair draping over his lap.  She used both her mouth and hands, sucking and stroking up and down his shaft.  She could tell he was about to cum.  

Sarah paused and looked up at him.  His cockhead was still partially in her mouth, touching her lower lip.  “Jeremy,” she said.  “Don’t cum on my dress.  You said I had to look good.”

“Then make sure you swallow it all,” Jeremy snapped, his voice hard and impatient.  He was annoyed she stopped working on him when he was so close.  He put his hand on top of her head and pushed her back down.

Moments later he came.  He came a lot, and Sarah’s cheeks ballooned out and her throat muscles worked extra hard to swallow it all without gagging.  

When it was over, Sarah struggled back onto the seat, next to Jeremy.  Jeremy had his head rolled back against the seat, still panting.  His cock was still out.  He stuffed it back into his pants and fixed his shirt.

Sarah’s face and hands were a mess.  “Jeremy, I need to—.”

Jeremy understood.  He said to the driver, “Buddy, turn on the light.”

“No Jeremy ...,” Sarah said, glancing at the driver.  She wanted to go someplace, a restaurant or bar maybe, where she could use the bathroom.  

“Just do what you need to do,” Jeremy snapped.  “We’re late.”

Sarah glanced at the driver again.  He was looking at her in the mirror.  He knew she had just gone down on Jeremy.  He was looking at her like he wanted to be next.  She turned her eyes away, not wanting to see him watching her.

Sarah used wipes on her hand, then fixed her makeup.  As she did her lips, she felt the driver looking at her again.  Jeremy was looking at her too.  “Fuck you’re beautiful,” he gushed.  With both men looking at her, after what she’d just done, Sarah had never felt more like an object.

They finally arrived at the art gallery.  As they got out of the car, the driver asked Jeremy “Is she your wife?”

Sarah expected Jeremy to say, “No, she’s my whore.”  

But instead, Jeremy said, “She’s my girlfriend.”

As they walked to the door of the art gallery, Jeremy took her hand and pulled her close.  “I need you to be charming tonight,” he said.

“I can do charming,” Sarah said softly.

“I don’t want you to talk to Gordon,” he ordered, squeezing her hand hard.

“You’re hurting me,” Sarah whined.  “I won’t.”

Jeremy looked at Sarah.  He ran his eyes up and down her body.  “You’re going to have every dick hard,” he said grinning at her.  Then he pulled her close.  “But you’re mine.  Remember that.”

Inside the gallery, Jeremy led Sarah to the bar.  He ordered 2 champagnes.  As he handed one of the flutes to Sarah, the bartender said to Sarah “I need to see your ID.”

Sarah fished her ID out and showed the bartender.  The bartender looked at the ID, then Sarah, then nodded. 

Sarah gulped down the champagne to calm her nerves and get over what happened in the taxi.  Then she downed another.

“So that’s her,” Cassie said, looking at Sarah from across the room.  Cassie was Jeremy’s ex-wife.  

“Yes, that’s her,” Ellen said.  They both looked at Sarah with envy and unbridled hate.  They were both 35.  They worked hard to keep their looks and figures and were mostly successful.  But the flower of their youth was long past.  And, even on their best day, they had never been as beautiful or sexy as Sarah.

“How’s it going Jeremy?” Jeff asked in a different corner of the gallery.

“Life couldn’t be better,” Jeremy said with a grin.  He lowered his voice conspiratorially and added, “Sarah just blew me in the taxi over.”

Jeff gawked at Jeremy, and then Sarah.  “Fuck man, you’re killing me,” he said enviously, looking at Sarah again.

“Dump Ellen and get yourself an upgrade,” Jeremy suggested.

“I actually love Ellen,” Jeff insisted.

“Yeah right,” Jeremy scoffed.  “You’re just worried about the money.”  Jeff married into money.  Ellen was a trust fund baby.

“Yeah, and how’s that working out for you?” Jeff said deridingly.  He knew Cassie got half of Jeremy’s portfolio.

“I put my dick in that beautiful 20-year old’s tight pussy.  Her mouth too, whenever I want.  That’s how it’s working out for me,” Jeremy said with a superior laugh.
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SARAH STUDIED THE ART.  She had taken art history last year but didn’t understand anything that she was seeing.  She sensed someone beside her.  It as Gordon.  “I see you’re not in love with our resident artist,” he joked with a grin.

“Everything’s awful,” Sarah said.  “Why’s he so popular?”

“Oh, Sebastian is very popular among Society wives,” Gordon said, talking about the artist.  “You haven’t seen him yet?  He looks like one of those men from paperback covers.  Long flowing hair, perfect tan, unbuttoned shirt, big muscles.”

“I don’t like men who have hair longer than me,” Sarah joked back.  They laughed.  “So, what do you mean he’s popular among society wives?” she asked.

“He’s a distraction for bored wives who have too much time on their hands and workaholic husbands,” Gordon said.

“So, they have affairs?” 

Gordon didn’t answer, but his smile said yes.

“Are you a distraction too, for society wives?” Sarah asked, an intrigued smile on her pretty face.  She emphasized society wives so as to put quotes around it.

“Only for the pretty ones,” he answered.  He grinned at Sarah and added, “Like you.”

Sarah laughed.  “I’m not a wife.  Jeremy and I aren’t married,” she said.

“Girlfriends work too,” Gordon assured her, giving her a lecherous smile.

“Well, I’m not society,” Sarah said.

“No, you’re not.  Thank god for that,” Gordon said grinning at her.  “Why are you with Jeremy anyway?  You should be with me.  I’m richer.  Better looking.”

“And modest too,” Sarah joked with a laugh.  “I shouldn’t even be talking to you,” she confided, glancing warily at Jeremy.  

“Oh, is Jeremy jealous?” Gordon asked.  He was clearly enjoying himself.  “He was never jealous over Cassie.”

Sarah looked at Gordon, intrigued.  “Did you have an affair with Cassie?” she whispered.

“I’ll take the fifth,” Gordon said.  “But you have to admit she’s attractive.”

“I’ve never met her.”

“The woman over there,” Gordon said, motioning with his eyes.  “The blonde.  Jeremy likes blondes.”  Looking at Sarah’s long blonde hair, he added “Obviously.”

Sarah looked.  She saw a 30-something blonde, big chested, fashionably dressed.  She was on the arm of a much older man.  He must have been in his 50s.  “Who’s she with?” she asked.

“That’s Bert.  He owns half of New York.  Mean son-of-a-bitch,” Gordon said.  “I suppose they’ll get married.  She’ll be his trophy wife.  It’s all relative you know.  Jeremy has you.  Bert has Cassie.”  
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SARAH TRIED TO ENJOY Hamilton.  She did enjoy it.  But her first trip to Broadway wasn’t as magical as she hoped it would be.  She knew it was because of her role.  She was Jeremy’s paid escort.  And she was still thinking about the scene at the art gallery.

“I saw you talking to Gordon,” Jeremy said with a scowl later when they were in his apartment.

“Just a little,” Sarah said.

“I told you not to talk to him,” he said, glaring at her.

“You told me to be charming,” Sarah said.

Jeremy continued to glare at Sarah.  Still, he liked her sass.  Her defiance.  Especially with how beautiful she was.  It got his dick hard.  

He pushed her against the wall.  “Put your hands up,” he ordered.

“What?’

“Do it!” Jeremy angrily said.  He grabbed Sarah’s hands and jerked them above her head.  “Keep your hands there,” he ordered.

Jeremy took a step back and looked at Sarah.  With her hands above her head, the short dress rose to just below her panties, completely exposing her stocking covered legs.  Jeremy focused his gaze on her thighs.  On the lacy stocking tops and her bare skin above.  Her panties covered her pussy.  The panties were delicate black silk.

Jeremy moved closer.  He curled a finger in Sarah’s thong panties and abruptly pulled, easily tearing the delicate material.  Sarah yelped.  “Keep your hands up!” he hissed.

Jeremy took a step back again and looked at Sarah’s pussy.  Her pussy was a short slit, with lips just a shade darker than the surrounding skin.  The lips were tightly pressed together.  She was completely bare of any hair.  Jeremy was breathing harder looking at Sarah.  She was perfect.  He couldn’t wait to be inside her.  Especially tonight, as he’d be skin-to-skin inside her without any condom between them.

Jeremy moved closer, so his face almost touched Sarah’s.  He moved his hand down to her pussy.  With a finger he slowly stroked her slit.   “I don’t want you to talk to Gordon,” he said.  

“I barely talked to him,” Sarah said.

“He wants to fuck you,” Jeremy hissed.  “They all want to fuck you. Probably they’re fucking their wives right now, thinking about you in this dress.”

Sarah didn’t respond.  It annoyed Jeremy even more.

“You don’t think I’m handsome enough for you,” he said.

“Jeremy ...,” Sarah said.  She was breathing harder now.  His finger was getting to her.

“Probably you’re used to pretty boys like Gordon,” Jeremy said.

Again, Sarah didn’t respond.  Her cheeks were flushed as Jeremy fingered her.  He was barely touching her, teasing her.  He stroked up her lips, then brushed his fingertips over her clit.  He did it over and over again, touching to tease, but not to let her cum.  Sarah looked at Jeremy with heavy-lidded eyes, breathing hard.  

“You probably can’t believe you’re with me,” Jeremy said.  “You never thought an ugly guy like me would be stroking your pussy.”

“You’re not ugly Jeremy,” Sarah said.

“But not handsome like Gordon.”

“I barely talked to him.  You told me to be charming.”  Sarah was practically panting now. 

“Jeremy?” she said desperately. She brought her hands down.  She put her hands over Jeremy’s, guiding his hand, pressing his hand harder against her pussy.  “Make me cum Jeremy.”

Jeremy laughed.  He hurriedly unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.  He rammed his hard cock into Sarah’s pussy. 

“Oh god!” she moaned.  She grimaced at the sudden penetration, but there was so much pleasure to go with the pain.  

“Fuck!” Jeremy groaned, his head falling to where Sarah’s slender neck met her shoulder.  He was inside her without a condom for the first time, skin-to-skin, and her pussy felt FUCKING INCREDIBLE!  Her pussy was soft, smooth and tight.  It was like a velvet glove tightly massaging his cock.

Jeremy fucked her hard.  Each of his thrusts drove Sarah onto her tiptoes in her new high heels.   Jeremy’s fat cock head and thick shaft were stretching Sarah’s pussy, and she loved that.  She loved the feeling of being stretched!  Jeremy kissed and bit Sarah’s neck as he fucked her. 

He found the zipper of her dress – it was on the side, under her arm.  He hurriedly unzipped the dress and pulled it down, so now the black dress was bunched around her waist.  Jeremy roughly groped her little A-cup tits and pinched her nipples as he fucked her, kissing and biting her shoulders and neck.

“Oh fuck, oh god, oh fuck, fuck!” Sarah cried as she came.  Her orgasm exploded through her body.  Then Jeremy was cumming.  He rammed his cock hard up into Sarah.  Once, twice, three times, four times.  Each time he flooded her pussy with his sperm.

When they were finally done, Jeremy collapsed against Sarah’s body, pressing her against the wall.  They panted into the other’s face.  Jeremy looked into Sarah’s face.  She looked incredibly beautiful with her hair messed up and her cheeks flushed.  At that moment, with his bare cock still inside her, he felt incredibly close to her.  He moved to kiss her.  But just before his lips touched hers, she turned her head so he kissed her cheek instead of her lips.

Jeremy glared at Sarah.  The tender moment was broken.  Gone. He pulled out and pushed her against the wall.  Not roughly, but definitely a push away from him.  “Get cleaned up.  Fix your makeup,” he ordered her.  “Leave the stockings on.  And the heels.  I’m not done with you.”

Sarah was still breathing hard as she went into the bathroom.  She leaned with both hands on the sink, giving herself a moment to catch her breath.  Her body was still tingling from the hard fucking and orgasm Jeremy just gave her.  No, he wasn’t a handsome man.  But he knew how to fuck.

Sarah’s dress was still bunched around her waist, like a wide belt.  She shimmied it down her long legs.  Her inner thighs were moist.  Jeremy’s cum was spilling out of her, so much so the tops of her stockings were getting wet.

Sarah used tissues to wipe her thighs and pussy.  She brushed her hair and fixed her makeup.  Then she stood up straight and looked at herself in the mirror.  Her cheeks were still flushed from the fucking, and her nipples were still hard.  There were marks on her neck and shoulder where Jeremy bit her.  

Sarah lingered in the bathroom.  She knew she was stalling.  No doubt Jeremy was still annoyed with her. 

She was finding GFE to be hard.  How do you act like a man’s girlfriend if you don’t feel like his girlfriend?  If there weren’t feelings there?  Sarah wasn’t even sure if she liked Jeremy.  Sometimes he was nice to her.  Sometimes he opened up and she saw a wounded person there, and at those times her heart went out to him.  But most times he was cruel and demanding.  If this was how he treated his wife Cassie, then she wasn’t surprised they divorced.

Finally, Sarah opened the door and left the bathroom.  She was naked except for the hose and heels.  Her high heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she walked to the living room.

Jeremy was sitting on the plush sofa.  He was drinking a scotch and watching Fox news.  

Sarah walked over to him.  She saw his glass was mostly empty.  She straddled his legs so she faced him.  He looked up at her face.  Sarah grabbed the bottle of scotch and refilled his glass.  Then she wrapped her arms around his neck and looked into his eyes. 

“I don’t think you’re ugly,” she told him.  “The first time I saw you in Paradise, the first thing I thought was you looked really distinguished.  I’m sorry I talked to Gordon.  I was nervous with Cassie there.  I just wanted to talk to someone, so I wouldn’t have to face her.  And I’m sorry about kissing.  This is the first time I’ve done this.  It’s just how I feel.  I can’t help it.”

Jeremy looked into Sarah’s beautiful face as she spoke, not saying anything.  Her words charmed him, and his anger faded.  “What do you mean this is your first time?” he asked.

“I’ve never done overnights before,” Sarah said.  “You’re the first one.”

Jeremy nodded, processing her words.  He looked pleased to be her first one.  He reached up and cupped her small breasts.  He gently squeezed and fondled them, while rolling her nipples with his thumbs.

Sarah could feel his erection.  He had zipped himself back up.  She reached down and pulled his cock from his pants.  He was hard again.  She guided him into her.

Sarah groaned as he penetrated her.  “You’re freaking big Jeremy,” she gushed.

Jeremy grinned.  “You like my cock?” he asked.

“Yeah, I do,” Sarah said, kissing his cheek and running her hands through his hair.  “I like big.  I like the way you stretch me.”

Sarah began moving up and down on Jeremy’s cock.  He had his hands on her ass and legs, feeling her firm sexy thighs tense with the movement.  “Oh fuck I love being inside you,” he moaned.  “Your pussy feels so fucking good.”

Sarah nodded, her breathing heavy.  His cock felt good inside her.  It felt better skin-to-skin.  His cock was big enough to touch all those girl places inside her, the ones that gave her pleasure.  

“Can you cum again?” Jeremy asked, looking into her beautiful face.

“I think so,” Sarah said with a strained face.

“Go ahead and cum for me,” he said.  “I want to watch you cum.”

Sarah nodded.  She moved up and down, moving slightly forward and to the right, adjusting the angle of his cock inside her.  She closed her eyes and bit her lip, her face straining as she worked on her orgasm.  Her long lush blonde hair had fallen over her face.  Jeremy reached up and moved her hair aside.  He wanted to watch her young, pretty face as she came.

“Oh ... god,” Sarah groaned, and then she was cumming, thrusting up and down hard on Jeremy’s shaft.  Her head rolled back and her mouth opened, and she practically screamed as orgasmic pleasure ripped through her body.

Sarah collapsed onto Jeremy’s chest, panting.  “That was ... awesome,” she gushed, smiling at him.  He moved her hair aside again and looked at her face.  God she was so fucking beautiful.  The most beautiful girl he had ever met in his life.  She was here, with him.  And he had his cock inside her.

“Make me cum,” he told her.  “I want to cum inside you.”

Sarah nodded.  She began moving on his cock again.  She squeezed her pussy muscles, giving more pleasure to his cock.  She pulled his hands up to her breasts, inviting him to touch her.  “Cum for me Jeremy,” she urged him.  “Cum inside me Jeremy. I want you to.”  

Sarah fucked him harder.  As she did, she kissed up his neck and caressed his arms and back.  Jeremy’s hands were all over her, her tits, her ass, her stockinged legs.  Then he was cumming.  He cried out and his body bucked as his cock exploded inside Sarah.

They fell asleep in Jeremy’s bed.  In the middle of the night, Jeremy woke Sarah up and he fucked her again.  Then, in the morning, Jeremy fucked Sarah again, the fourth time in less than 12 hours.  It had been years since he had so much sex.  He was surprised he could get hard and cum so often.  But he was incredibly attracted to Sarah.  She was his fuck toy.

After they were done fucking, Sarah moved towards the bathroom to clean up.  She had to catch her plane home.

Jeremy grabbed her hand, stopping her.  “Why don’t you stay?” he said.  “We’ll do something today.  I’ll show you the city.  It’ll be fun.  You can go home tomorrow morning.”

Sarah hesitated.  She said “Jeremy ... it was just for one day.”

Jeremy shrugged.  “A thousand a day, I get it.  I’ll pay you another thousand.”

Sarah’s eyes went wide.  Two thousand dollars!  And another day in New York City! 

“Okay,” she said, trying to hide her excitement.  “I just need to make a couple calls.”

First, she called Lorenzo, to break their date tonight.  He didn’t pick up.  She was relieved because it was easier not to talk to him.  She left a message, making up a lie about having to do something at Tri-Delt.

Then she called Mike.  He picked up on the first ring.  “Hi Sarah,” he said.  It was clear he was excited she called him.  There was a happy smile in his voice.

“Hey Mickey,” Sarah said, whispering so Jeremy couldn’t hear.  “Um, I’m sorry, I can’t go antiquing with you today.”

“Oh,” Mike said, clearly disappointed, the smile fading from his voice.  “Are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine,” Sarah said.  “I’m in New York City.”

“New York?” Mike said surprised.  “What are you doing there?”

Sarah hesitated, then said “I’m with a friend.”

Mike was quiet for a moment.  Then he asked, “A guy friend?”

“... yes,” Sarah said after a moment.  She frowned into the phone.  Really, it was a frown at herself.  Why was she telling Mike the truth?  Why wasn’t she lying to him like she did with Lorenzo?

“So ... you’re dating this guy?” Mike asked.

“Mickey, it’s kinda complicated,” Sarah said.  “Don’t tell Lorenzo, okay?”

“Of course not,” Mike assured her.  “Well, have fun in New York.  I’ll miss you today.  I’ll eat some sausage gravy and biscuits for you.”

Sarah smiled.  After hanging up, she hesitated a moment before going back to Jeremy.  She realized it didn’t bother her to break the date with Lorenzo.  But she regretted canceling the antiquing with Mike.  She would miss him too.

She wondered if she should tell Mike about her GFE’ing with Jeremy.  After all, he already knew about Paradise.  And if she told him, he would know Jeremy wasn’t her boyfriend.

But then Sarah wondered why that mattered to her.  Did it matter to her?

She frowned at the wall as these thoughts flittered through her head. 
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CHAPTER 7

Because Sarah hadn’t planned a second day with Jeremy, she didn’t have anything to wear.  She showed him what she had in her overnight bag.  He said “Put that on.  And that.”

So, Sarah put on black tights, a bra, thong panties, and a black turtleneck.  Jeremy gave her a long look, inspecting her.  “Put on the high heels,” he told her, meaning the heels she’d worn the day before.  Sarah did.  Then he inspected her again, making her turn around so he could see her ass.  He nodded, liking what he saw.  “Perfect,” he said.

Sarah knew the outfit was too revealing.  The turtleneck ended at her hips so her ass and legs were completely exposed in the tights.  It was like wearing a shirt with pantyhose.  And the stiletto high heels gave the outfit a slutty look.  But she didn’t have anything else to wear, and Jeremy liked it.  Fortunately, the tights were opaque black.  Anyways, she was in New York and didn’t know anyone here, so it wasn’t like she would run into anyone she knew.

They were about to leave his apartment when Jeremy stopped her.  “Wait,” he said, his eyes going up and down her body again.  “No way I can make it all day with you looking like that,” he said, cupping and squeezing her breasts over the clingy cotton of the turtleneck.  He put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down, to her knees.  Sarah knew what he wanted of course.  She took his cock out and went down on him.  

Sarah was good at giving head.  Even in her young life, she’d had a lot of practice.  She licked Jeremy’s shaft up and down, sucked on his balls, caressed his ass and the back of his legs.  As she sucked him in her mouth and stroked his shaft with one hand, she used her other hand to tease his sensitive asshole.  Jeremy didn’t last long.  When he came, Sarah managed to swallow all of his cum so as not to soil her turtleneck.  Afterwards, Sarah brushed her teeth and fixed her hair and makeup.  Finally, they left Jeremy’s apartment.

“Where do you want to go?” Jeremy asked once they were in the taxi.  He felt content, with his lust for this beautiful, sexy 20-year-old girl sated (at least for the moment).

“Well ... I’ve always wanted to go to MOMA,” Sarah hesitantly suggested.

Jeremy nodded.  “MOMA,” he told the driver.  He reached over and took Sarah’s hand.  He smiled at her and squeezed her hand.  She smiled back.  They held hands like that.  As the taxi made its way to the Museum of Modern Art, Sarah looked out the window, fascinated by New York City.   While Sarah looked out the window, Jeremy looked at Sarah.

Inside MOMA, Sarah held Jeremy’s hand while they toured the exhibits.  She walked close to him, leaning into him at times.  This was GFE after all and he was paying a lot of money, so she tried to act like his girlfriend. 

For his part, Jeremy enjoyed having a girl as young and beautiful as Sarah on his arm.  Almost without exception, every guy there checked her out.  He felt proud to have such a head turner on his arm. 

His ex-wife Cassie was attractive, and she was no stranger to male attention, especially when she had been younger.  But the attention she got from men was nothing like Sarah.  Men practically stopped in their tracks to stare at Sarah as she walked by.  With her tight ass and long legs on full display, many of the men were practically salivating.

About an hour into their tour of MOMA, Jeremy abruptly pulled Sarah into his arms and moved to kiss her.  “Jeremy, what?” she asked pulling away from his lips.

“Ellen and Jeff are over there,” Jeremy whispered.  “And Cassie too.”

Sarah understood immediately.  She let Jeremy kiss her, conscious that it was a show for his ex-wife and friends.  It was their first kiss.  Sarah had to admit that Jeremy was a good kisser.

“Uh, hey you guys, you should get a room,” Jeff said with a chuckle.  He was standing next to them along with his wife Ellen and Jeremy’s ex, Cassie.  Cassie’s new boyfriend Bert was there too.  Cassie and Ellen were glaring hatefully at Sarah.  Bert though, like Jeff, was checking Sarah out in her revealing outfit.

“Hello Cas,” Jeremy said to his ex.  He had his arm possessively around Sarah’s waist.  “This is my friend Sarah.”

Cassie nodded curtly at Sarah.  She looked Sarah up and down, giving her a scathingly disapproving look.  She turned back to Jeremy and said, “You know my boyfriend Bert.”  The men shook hands.  Bert shook Sarah’s hand too.  As he said hello, however, he was looking at her mouth, not her eyes.  

The 3 couples decided to go to lunch.  They went to the 21 Club.  From the way they talked about it, Sarah guessed it was a famous restaurant.  She had never heard of it.  When they arrived, she didn’t like it.  It was old fashioned and stuffy inside.  She didn’t say that of course.

They sat at the bar while their table was being set up.  Sarah sat on a stool, with one long leg over another.  Jeremy had his hand on her knee.  She looked stunning, and incredibly sexy in the revealing outfit.  And very young, especially among the rest of them who were in their late 30s and 40s (and Bert was older than that).  She could almost pass as Jeremy’s daughter, that is of course, if he didn’t have his hands all over her.

Both Jeff and Bert stole glances at her.   Cassie and Ellen stood a few feet away, whispering to each other.  Sarah knew they were critiquing her outfit.  She tried to ignore them.

Sarah ordered a vodka martini.  It was only noon, but she needed the liquid courage.  The bartender asked for her ID and she used the fake again.  The bartender didn’t card Cassie or Ellen, and they glared at both the bartender and Sarah.  Jeremy saw their glare and he grinned inside.  He was loving this.  He gave Sarah’s knee a squeeze.

They sat at a booth.  Jeremy was on one side of Sarah, and Bert on the other.  Cassie and Ellen dominated the conversation, talking about society and the New York elite, all topics Sarah knew nothing about.  It was clear they were talking down to Sarah.  They were ignoring her, speaking over her head, and by doing so, they were trying to demean her.  Sarah was fuming inside.  But she kept her mouth shut, not wanting to make a scene.  She figured lunch would be over soon and she would never have to see the bitches again in her life.

As lunch was ending, Sarah felt a hand on her leg.  It was Bert.  His hand was on her upper thigh, dangerously close to her pussy.  Ellen was talking to Cassie and not looking their way.  Jeremy and Jeff were talking about a business deal.  Bert took the opportunity to lean towards Sarah and whisper into her ear “You’re a very lovely girl.”  He smiled at her, looking at her mouth.  Bert was one of those men who looked at a girl’s mouth instead of her eyes.

“If you get tired of Jeremy, you should call me,” Bert whispered.  Sarah’s eyes went wide.  His girlfriend Cassie was right there!

Sarah stopped in the bathroom before leaving the restaurant.  Cassie entered a few moments later.  “I hope you’re not after Jeremy’s money,” Cassie told Sarah.  “I took most of it.”

Sarah didn’t want to get into this with Jeremy’s ex.  She moved to the door but Cassie blocked her way.  “Excuse me,” she said trying to get by Cassie.  But Cassie again moved to block her way.

“What exactly are you wearing?” Cassie said mockingly, giving Sarah a derisive up and down look.  “Is that what sluts wear on campus nowadays?”

Sarah’s face turned red.  She knew Cassie was right, she was dressed like a slut.  “Look, I know you hate me,” she said, flustered.  “I don’t like you either.  Let’s just leave it at that.”

“Just leave it at that,” Cassie said, mockingly repeating Sarah’s words.  “Is that what college girls do today?  Passive aggressive?  Who do you think you are?  How dare you try to take my man?”

Sarah didn’t understand Cassie’s point.  “You and Jeremy are divorced,” she protested.

“I saw Bert looking at you!” Cassie hissed.  “You think I didn’t?  You walk in here dressed like a whore.  You think you’re better than us.  Younger, prettier.  You think they all want to fuck you.  Well, guess what honey.  They want to fuck all of us.  That’s how men are.  They fuck you, and then they throw you away.  Make sure you get a good prenup.”

“I need to go,” Sarah said trying to push past Cassie to the door.

But Cassie, who was at least 25 pounds heavier, pushed Sarah against the wall.  “Stay away from my man!” she hissed, anger and hate in her eyes.  “If I see you around Bert, you’ll regret it, I swear to god you will! 
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CHAPTER 8
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A FEW HOURS AFTER TALKING to Cassie
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MIKE MET SARAH AT THE University Park Airport just outside Penn State.  She collapsed into his station wagon, emotionally and physically exhausted. 

“Thanks for picking me up, Mickey,” she said, sounding exhausted.  She had rushed to the airport after the horrible lunch.  She got the first flight home.  She was still wearing the turtleneck and black leggings, although she’d replaced the high heels with sneakers, so now she looked more like a college student.

“Are you okay?” Mike asked worriedly.

“Yeah,” she said, but she wasn’t okay at all.  “Can we go someplace?  I really need a drink.  Not your place.  I don’t want to see Lorenzo.  Just someplace.”

They went to Zenos.  Mike ordered a beer.  Sarah opted for vodka.

“What happened?” Mike asked.

“God Mike it’s so fucked up there,” Sarah said.

“What?  The guy you were with?”

“The whole thing,” Sarah said, shaking her head.

“So ... who were you with?” Mike hesitantly asked.

Sarah paused, wondering how much she should tell Mike.  But she needed to tell someone, and Mickey was easy to talk to.  “His name’s Jeremy.  He lives in New York.  Sometimes I see him.”

“New York?  How’d you meet him?”

Sarah shrugged evasively.  Mike could tell she wasn’t going to answer so he didn’t pursue it.  Instead, he asked “So, he’s a fuck buddy?  Like Lorenzo?”

“Sorta, I guess,” Sarah said with a laugh.  “But God he’s so fucked up.  He’s divorced, and his ex-wife is freaking crazy.  They all are.  All the wives.”  Sarah told Mike about Cassie and Ellen, and the other wives she’d met so far in Jeremy’s circle.

“They sound like the Stepford Wives,” Mike said.  “It’s an old movie.  The wives are pretty, but they turn out to be mean and nasty.”

“Ha ha.  That’s exactly what they are, Stepford Wives,” Sarah said with a laugh.  “God I’d hate to be in their group.”

“But you are, right? I mean, if you keep dating Jeremy.”

“I’m not exactly dating him ...,” Sarah said, her voice trailing off.  She brushed hair out of her face as she thought about Jeremy.  The money was good.  It was exciting to be in New York City.  But his friends freaked her out. 

“It’s like a soap opera there,” she told Mike, remembering what Gordon said.  “There’s a man, Sebastian.  The Stepford Wives take turns doing him.”

“They cheat on their husbands?” Mike asked.

“I think they all cheat,” Sarah said, leaning close and talking in a low voice.  “Bert – that’s Cassie’s boyfriend – he hit on me, with Cassie right there.”

“Shit.  That’s fucked up,” Mike said, looking astonished.

“Cheating happens Mike,” Sarah said with a shrug.  Everyone cheated.  Mr. Moretti cheated on his wife with her mom.  And with her! 

For not the first time, Sarah wondered if her mom cheated on her dad.  Was that why he left when she was 10?  Without even saying goodbye?

Yes, Jeremy and his friends were fucked up.  But her life was fucked up too.  She took solace in Mike, though.  In his world, married people didn’t cheat on each other.  Sarah thought he was naïve, but it was a good kind of naïve, the way people should want to be.

“Anyways ...,” Sarah said, twirling a long blonde lock in her finger.  Mike watched her.  They were sitting next to each other, so he had a good view of her.  Her turtleneck ended at her slim hips, and she wasn’t wearing a skirt, only black tights.  He could see all of her long, lovely legs.  The sight was ... distracting.  He forced himself to look away.  He didn’t want to get an erection, because he was trying to be there for Sarah as a friend.

“So, what are you going to do?  Are you going to see Jeremy again?  And what about Lorenzo?”

“Oh, are you Lorenzo’s wingman now, covering his back?” Sarah teased, smiling at him.

“I’m not his wingman,” Mike said disgustedly.

Sarah heard the disgust in Mike’s voice and laughed.  “Then what?” she asked.

Mike grinned at her and said, “I’m your wingman.”

Sarah laughed again.  She reached for his hands and squeezed them.  “Mickey, you make me laugh,” she said with a big smile on her face.  She held his hands for a long moment, but then the moment got awkward.  She let his hands go.  “Anyways ...,” she said, brushing stray blonde locks out of her face again.

As if remembering, Mike said “I got you something.  I found it at a yard sale.”

Mike handed Sarah a small box.  Sarah’s eyes went wide with excited anticipation. She loved gifts.  Who didn’t?

“Oh my god!” she said gleefully when she opened the box and looked inside.  “It’s a garlic charm!” she said, squealing with delight as she held up the gold chain with a gold garlic charm attached.  

“It’s from a place called Gilroy in California,” Mike said, grinning at her.  “The man I bought it from said they grow so much garlic there you can smell it from miles away.  Now you have something to ward off vampires.”  Mike took a chance and touched the turtleneck, just below her ear.  The touch was like a caress, as he stroked up and down.  “Better than this,” he said.

“Oh my god Mickey,” Sarah said with a laugh in her voice.  She turned and held her hair up, exposing her neck.  Mike fastened the chain around her neck.  Before he could move away though, Sarah let her hair go.  Her long blonde hair tumbled down onto his face and hands.  Her hair was lush and thick, and incredibly soft.  He lingered there for a moment, with his nose in her hair.  He smelled the strawberry vanilla of her shampoo, and the perfume she dabbed behind her ears.  It was intoxicating. He wanted to hold her, hug her.  

Sarah turned to look at him.  She was smiling into his eyes.  “You’re right, it is better than this,” she said, taking his hand and moving it back to her neck.  Mike stroked her again with his fingers.  This time there was no doubt he was caressing her.  Sarah let him, continuing to smile into his eyes.  She let him caress her.  Mike had a soft, gentle touch.  And Sarah was extremely sensitive below her ear.  They both were breathing harder.

Mike’s urge to hug her, to pull her into his arms, was even stronger.  Maybe if he had, their lives would have been different.  Maybe all the pain they had to live through, wouldn’t have happened.  Maybe they would have been able to live in Mike’s naïve world, where married couples didn’t cheat, where couples in love lived happily ever after.

But that didn’t happen.  Because at that moment Sarah’s iPhone rang.  Sarah looked at the caller ID.  It was Jeremy.  
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CHAPTER 9

“Where are you?” Jeremy asked on the phone.  “I’m at the airport.”

“Jeremy I’m not in New York.  I’m back home,” Sarah said.

“That’s what I’m saying,” Jeremy said impatiently.  “I’m in State College.  At the University Park Airport.  Where are you?  We need to talk.  Meet me in the bar.”

Mike drove Sarah to the Carnegie Inn.  “I’ll wait for you,” he said.

“No Mike,” Sarah said.  “I don’t know how long I’ll be.”

“It’s okay, I’ll wait,” Mike assured her.

“Mike ... this is a freaking hotel,” Sarah said.  “I might be here overnight.  What are you going to do, sleep in your car again?”

Mike frowned out the window.  He was mad, jealous, hurt.  After what happened in New York, Sarah was going to spend the night with Jeremy?  Really?  She was going to dump him again for another asshole guy?  He was mad at himself, too, because he was hard in his pants, and there wasn’t anything he could do about it.

“Can you turn on the light?” Sarah asked.

Mike turned on his car’s dome light. 

“Can you hold this?” she asked, handing him a small round mirror.

Mike held the mirror and watched as Sarah brushed her hair and put on new lipstick.  The lipstick was reddish brown, and it gave her pouty lips a wet sexy look.  

Then Sarah took off her sneakers.  She stuffed the sneakers in her bag, and slipped her slim, pretty feet into the black high heels Jeremy had bought her that weekend.  “Can you keep my bag?” she asked, motioning to her overnight bag.

“I thought you’re sleeping over,” Mike said.

“I won’t need the bag,” Sarah replied.

Mike nodded.  He asked, “You want a ride home tomorrow?” 

“You’d really do that?” Sarah asked, surprised.

Mike was so jealous his gut hurt, but he managed a grin.  “I’m your wingman right?”

“Okay then,” Sarah said, grinning back.  “But early, okay?  I’ve got class.”

“Sure.”

As Sarah got out of the car, she happened to look down.  She saw that Mike had an erection – he was tenting his pants.  She could tell he was upset and jealous, but still he was aroused by the idea that she was going to spend the night with Jeremy.  She grinned inside at the kinkiness of her friend.

Mike watched Sarah walk into the hotel.  As she passed under a street lamp, he got a good look at her.  Her ass and legs looked amazing in the black tights, and they were on full display with the turtleneck ending at her waist.  She looked so sexy in the high heels.  He ached for her, both in his heart and in his crotch.

Mike had a wild idea.  He knew it was crazy, but the more he thought about it, the more he had to do it.  He waited for Sarah to go into the hotel.  Then he followed her.  He wanted to see what Jeremy looked like.

Sarah walked into the bar.  Immediately heads turned to look at her.  She self-consciously tugged the turtleneck down.  It didn’t help, her tight sexy ass was still on full display.  She saw Jeremy in a booth.  He motioned her over.

The bartender instantly pegged Sarah as a hooker.  Then he reconsidered when he saw her face.  She was too young and pretty to be a prostitute.  But then he didn’t know what to think when she walked over in her 4” stiletto heels to the much older man in the corner booth.

“I didn’t get a chance to give you this,” Jeremy said.  He slid over an envelope.  Sarah looked inside.  It was the $1000 for the second night.

“I left early,” Sarah said pushing the envelope back.

“I want you to have it,” Jeremy insisted, pushing the cash back towards her.  Sarah wasn’t going to say no a second time.  She needed the money.  So she took it.

Long blonde locks partially covered Sarah’s face.  Jeremy brushed them aside and looked into her eyes. 

“I know my friends can be mean,” he said.  “Next time don’t run away.  We’ll just go to my place, drink and laugh at them.”

Sarah laughed.

Then she asked, “Jeremy ... did Cassie cheat on you?  Is that why you divorced?”

“Why do you ask?”

Sarah hesitated, then admitted “... something Gordon said.”

Jeremy was silent for a few moments.  It angered him that Gordon had talked to Sarah.  But he didn’t want to scare Sarah away, so he kept his anger in check.  He finally said, “I suspected she had affairs.  I suppose Gordon just confirmed it.  But I cheated on her.  That’s why we divorced.”

“Oh,” Sarah said.  She wasn’t surprised.

“By then we hated each other,” he said with a shrug.  “She caught me with my secretary.  I think she was happy to catch me.  Cassie’s a vindictive bitch.  She told everyone I cheated.  She used it to get a better settlement.”

“I’m sorry Jeremy,” Sarah said, feeling sympathy for him.  At some level, she was glad it was his secretary and not one of the Stepford Wives.

Jeremy brushed more hair from Sarah’s face.  He moved closer to her in the booth.  “It turned out okay,” he said smiling at her.  “I’m here with you.  And Bert’s stuck with Cassie.”  He added with a chuckle, “He’s the one I feel sorry for.”  He brushed his fingers along her cheek.  “You know what I’ve been thinking about all day?”

“What?”

“When we kissed, before,” he said, grinning lustfully at her.  “You’ve got the sexiest lips.”

“Whenever I talked to Bert, he looked at my mouth,” Sarah told him.

“Really?” Jeremy said with a chuckle.  “Probably Cassie’s blowing him right now, but he’s thinking of you.  Cassie’s got thin bitchy lips.”

“And she wears too much lipstick,” Sarah said with a mean grin back. 

“Now you’re getting it,” Jeremy said grinning back.  He moved closer so their faces were almost touching.  He grabbed her hands under the table, preventing her from moving.  “Don’t pull away.  I’ve paid you to be my girlfriend.”  Then he leaned in and kissed Sarah.

Sarah did pull away at first.  But she knew he was right, he had paid for her.   So, she gave into it.  She even kissed him back.  It was no hardship because he was a surprisingly good kisser.  

Mike watched Sarah kiss Jeremy from a darkened corner of the bar.   He didn’t understand why she was with him.  Jeremy was older than Sarah, easily in his 30s, and he wasn’t handsome or athletic.  So why was Sarah with him?  

Jeremy was pushing his tongue down Sarah’s throat.  Then his hand went to her breast, fondling her.  Sarah immediately put her hand over his, stopping him.  “Not here,” she whispered to him.

“Then come up to my room,” Jeremy said.  Sarah nodded.  She took his hand and let him lead her out of the bar.  As they walked, Jeremy wrapped his arm around her waist, possessively pulling her to him.  The Carnegie Inn was actually a motel, so they went outside to climb the stairs to his hotel room. 

Mike burned with anger and jealousy at what he saw.  He also burned with lust.  He had another wild idea.  Without thinking about, he followed Jeremy and Sarah outside.
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JEREMY WAS ALL OVER Sarah as soon as they entered his room.  He yanked off her turtleneck and then her bra, pulling so hard he ripped one of the straps.  Then he hurriedly pulled the black tights off her long lovely legs.  Sarah’s high heels fell off her feet in the process.

Jeremy hurriedly undressed and then climbed on top of Sarah.  He fondled her body everywhere, especially her breasts and ass.  He tried to kiss her but Sarah turned her head.  She was back to her no kissing rule now that they were alone, and it frustrated and angered Jeremy.  Wanting to fuck her though, he contented himself with kissing and sucking her neck and shoulders.  Then his hand went to his cock.  He guided his cock into to her pussy.  

Jeremy looked into Sarah’s beautiful face as he entered her.  Sarah breathed hard and grimaced as his big cock penetrated her.  “Fuck ...,” she breathed as she looked back into his face.  

“God yeah,” Jeremy moaned as he slid his cock into her.  Her pussy felt so good!  She was incredibly tight and smooth, like a silky glove.  He had never felt a pussy so good.  He pushed all the way in, and then he had to stop and be still, or else risk cumming too fast.  Especially since she was so pretty and her body so tight and firm, it was hard not to cum fast.  “Just wait a second,” he said, panting.  He pinned her arms to the bed so she couldn’t move.  After gathering himself, he said “okay” and he began moving in and out of her.

Sarah looked up into Jeremy’s face as he fucked her.  “You feel so good inside me Jeremy,” she said.  She was breathing hard too, and she said it because she wanted to make him feel good, but also because it was true.  Jeremy had a big cock and he really stretched her.  Sarah loved the feeling of being stretched.

“Do I really?” Jeremy asked, smiling.  He was clearly pleased with her praise.

“Oh yeah,” Sarah said, smiling and beaming into his eyes.  She reached up and caressed his arms and chest.  Jeremy groaned as she sexily ran her long fingernails down his chest.

“If you do that again I’m gonna fucking cum,” he moaned.

“Go ahead and cum baby,” Sarah said with a smile.  She ran her fingernails up his arms.

“I want you to cum,” he said, trying to hold off.

“We have all night,” Sarah said.  She wasn’t sure if she was going to cum.  Jeremy was a good lover and he felt good inside her, but she was still getting over the horrible day in New York City with Jeremy’s bitchy ex-wife and crazy friends.

Then Sarah glanced at the window.  She almost screamed when she saw someone looking in the window.

Then she realized it was Mike!  Mike was watching Jeremy fucking her!

And suddenly, a switch turned inside Sarah’s head.  It was like how it felt dancing at Paradise, with all those men focused on her and lusting over her body.

And those feelings were magnified now, because it was Mike looking at her!

Jeremy was fucking her hard and deep, and he was moments away from cumming.  And now, Sarah felt like she was gonna cum too!

She pushed hard against him, meeting his thrusts, her body getting more into their sex.  And suddenly they were both cumming.  And Sarah’s orgasm was so intense, she screamed and clawed into Jeremy’s back.

Sex with Jeremy had always been good.  He was well endowed and a good lover.

But it had never been this good!  Her orgasm had been amazing!  It had been a freaking Mo orgasm!

It was only the fourth Mo orgasm of her life.  Once with Mr. Moretti.  Once with the big football player.  Once with Bitch Boy in Paradise.  And now once with Jeremy, with Mike watching.

When Sarah looked back at the window, Mike was gone.
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MIKE RAN TO HIS CAR.  He threw himself in and slammed the door.  He was frantic.

Sarah saw him!  She saw him watching her having sex with that older man, Jeremy.

Did she see what he was doing?  Did she see he was jerking off watching her with Jeremy?

Mike angrily slammed his hands against the steering wheel!  He was so mad, and ashamed and embarrassed! 

Things were going so well with Sarah.  They were good friends.  But now she probably thought he was a demented freak!  A stalker!  How could she not?
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LATER JEREMY WAS ON his back in the bed, with his arm around Sarah.  She was on her side, snuggled into him.  Her head was resting on his shoulder, and she was lightly caressing his chest.  

“How did you do this?” she asked, lightly touching his nose.  It was bent, clearly broken.

“From hockey,” Jeremy told her.  “I played in college.” 

“Oh.  Wow, that’s awesome,” Sarah said surprised.

Jeremy heard the surprise in her voice.  “I guess you don’t see me as an athlete,” he said with a chuckle.  

“No that’s not true ...,” Sarah stammered, although he was right, she didn’t see him as an athlete.  

“That’s what happens after college when you ride a desk all day long,” Jeremy said.  “You get out of shape.”

“Well ... this is still in good shape,” Sarah said with a grin, reaching down and wrapping her hand around his cock.  They both laughed.

They stayed that way for long moments, with Jeremy’s arm around her, and her body snuggled into him.  Jeremy liked holding Sarah.  She felt good.  Her petite, firm, 20-year-old body felt really good.

Jeremy stroked her long blonde hair, absent-mindedly playing with her thick, lush locks.  “Would it really kill you to let me kiss you?” he asked.

“We did kiss,” Sarah reminded him.

“You know what I’m talking about,” he said.  “Not just in public, when you’re pretending to be my girlfriend.  Now, when we’re alone.  When we’re having sex.”

“Jeremy, come on, you get it right?” Sarah said gently, trying to be firm yet understanding at the same time.  “You’re not my real boyfriend.  And kissing ... it’s better not to go there.”

“I would enjoy it better.  And I’m paying a lot,” Jeremy replied.  His voice was firm too, although not harsh.  With a grin he added, “And we’re friends, right?  I know I’m an asshole sometimes, but you like me right?”

“Of course I like you,” Sarah said.  She would have said it anyway, but she realized it was true.  Jeremy was an arrogant dick sometimes, but he was nice too.  Would it be that terrible to let him kiss her?  She had made that rule to keep something for her boyfriend.  But she wasn’t going with Tony anymore, and even though they were dating she didn’t think of Lorenzo as her boyfriend.     

Also, Sarah’s heart wasn’t easily pierced.  After growing up with an uncaring mother and being deserted by her father, she had a lot of defenses and it was hard for anyone to get close to her.  On the outside she might seem friendly and welcoming, but inside she was guarded and closely safeguarded the keys to her heart.

“I guess it’s okay then,” she told Jeremy.

Jeremy smiled.  He immediately kissed her.  He started slow, soft and gentle at first, but then more urgent.  Soon he was pushing his tongue into Sarah’s mouth.  She let him, just as she didn’t resist as he fondled and explored her body with his hands.

Jeremy was hard again.  He pushed Sarah onto her back and got on top of her.  “Guide me into you,” he told her.  He was breathing hard from the kissing and fondling.  Sarah was too.

Sarah reached down between their bodies and grasped his cock.  He was so hard.  She was surprised as he was older, and they had already done it so much.

She positioned his cock head at the slit between her pussy lips.  She was well lubricated from their fucking not too long before.  Jeremy pushed forward, penetrating her. 

Jeremy leaned down and wrapped his arms around Sarah’s neck.  He looked into her young, beautiful face.  Then he kissed her.  He kept kissing her as he began moving back and forth, taking long strokes, pulling nearly all the way out and then pushing back in hard.

It felt good, but Sarah knew she wasn’t going to cum again.  She glanced at the window.  Mike wasn’t there.
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THE NEXT MORNING, SARAH woke to Jeremy caressing her body.  He had thrown off the blankets and was fondling her breasts and sucking her nipples.  He was caressing her ass and running his fingertips up and down her long, beautiful legs.

Sarah looked at the clock.  It was almost 9am.  “Jeremy honey,” she protested.  “I’ve got to go.  I’ve got class.”

“Not yet,” Jeremy said, moving on top of Sarah’s slim, tight body.  He needed her sweet pussy one more time before they parted.  He worked his way between her legs and then pushed his hard cock into her.  He fucked her hard and fast.  When he came, he flooded her pussy with his cum.  Sarah was impressed with how much Jeremy always came, given how much sex they’d had the last 48 hours.

Afterwards Jeremy watched as Sarah hurriedly dressed.  As she pulled on the black tights, he said “No need to rush.  Take a shower first if you want.”

Sarah knew she needed a shower.  She was a mess.  She reeked of sex.  But if she got into the shower, Jeremy would probably join her and want more sex.  She needed to go.  She knew Mike was probably waiting downstairs.

“Um, thanks, but I’m already late,” Sarah said.  “I’ve got to get my books anyways, so I’ll grab a shower at home.”

Jeremy shrugged, clearly not entirely happy with her answer.  He continued to watch her dress.  He said, “So, you’re a dance major?  I suppose you want to dance on Broadway.”

“I mean, everyone wants to dance on Broadway, right?” Sarah said, trying to sound nonchalant.  Actually though, Broadway was her dream.  It had been since she was a little girl.  But she wasn’t going to admit that to Jeremy.  She didn’t want him to know that much about her.

Sarah hurriedly snapped her bra and then threw on the turtleneck, then hurriedly brushed her hair.  She put her hair up into a scrunchie.  She had no choice but to wear the high heels, since Mike had her sneakers.

“What’s the rush?” he asked.

“My friend is waiting downstairs,” she said.

Jeremy frowned at her answer.  “Your boyfriend?” he asked.

“Mike’s just a friend,” Sarah told him.  

“How about next weekend?” he said.  “We’ll go to another Broadway show.”

Sarah pursed her lips.  Without really knowing why, she said, “I think next weekend is bad.”

Jeremy frowned.  “Are you worried about Cassie?  My friends?  We’ll avoid them.”

Sarah was worried about Cassie and the other Stepford Wives, but that wasn’t the reason she didn’t want to go to NYC the next weekend.  She wasn’t sure why.  Maybe it was because of the kissing.  She didn’t want Jeremy to fall in love with her, as that would complicate things.  Or maybe it was something else.  At that moment she wasn’t sure why.  She just knew she wanted to spend the next weekend at home.

“It’s not that,” Sarah insisted.  “I’m just busy next weekend.”

Jeremy’s frown deepened.  “Is it because of this Mike?” he asked, disapproval in his voice.  

“I told you Mike is just a friend,” Sarah said.  “We’re not dating or anything.”

“Friend-zoned huh?” Jeremy said with a grin.

Sarah nodded.  She kissed Jeremy on the cheek and was about to leave when he stopped her in her tracks.

“I know some Broadway producers,” Jeremy called out.  “I’ll introduce you.”

Sarah turned to him.  Her lips parted in surprise.  Her heart began racing.  Trying to be cool, she said, “I’m only a sophomore.  It won’t help if I meet them now.”

Jeremy chuckled and said, “Who you know means everything.  That’s how life is.  And are you saying you wouldn’t quit school tomorrow if you got offered a part today?”

Now Sarah’s head was spinning.  Still, she knew this might be Jeremy’s ploy to see her more.  And not pay for it.

And she really did want the next weekend free. 

Still, she couldn’t take the chance this wasn’t real.  She might not get many chances to dance on Broadway in her life.  And as long as Jeremy paid ....

“Maybe the weekend after?” Sarah hesitantly asked.

“Good,” Jeremy said with a grin.  “I’ll call you and arrange things.”

Sarah hesitantly nodded, then she left.
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CHAPTER 10

Sarah didn’t get out of the hotel until just before 11am.  She’d told Mike to be there early, and this was definitely not early.  Would he still be there?  

But Sarah knew with certainty that Mike would be there.  No one else would wait that long, but she knew Mike would.  And she was right.  When she got to the parking lot, she saw Mike in his station wagon.  He had his foam headphones on.  The music man was listening to tunes on his Walkman.

“Mike, god, I’m sorry I’m late,” she said apologizing.  “How long have you been here?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Mike said as he pulled the headphones off.  He looked upset and anxious.  Sarah knew it was about last night.  She hadn’t planned to mention seeing him in the window.  She knew he was sensitive about the subject and didn’t want to embarrass him.

But Mike brought it up.  “Look, I went up to your room and looked in the window to make sure you were okay,” he hurriedly said, clearly nervous and agitated.  “I’m not a peeping Tom or anything.”

“Mickey, Mickey, I know,” Sarah said soothingly as she rubbed his arm.  “I would never think that about you.  I was glad to see you actually.  You’re my wingman, right?  I was glad you were out there taking care of me.”

“I was taking care of you,” Mike insisted, still looking nervous and anxious.  “That’s the reason I looked in the window.  I wasn’t spying on you.”

“No, of course not.  Mickey, I know that,” Sarah said with that soothing voice again.  “You’re my wingman.  It’s your job to look after me.”

“Right.  I was looking after you,” Mike said with a terse nod.  Then with an air of finality, he added “Okay then.”

Sarah was grinning inside.  The whole wingman thing was bullshit of course.  Mike had been spying on her.  It was his kinky thing of liking to watch. 

Poor Mike looked like he was going to have a nervous breakdown. So, Sarah changed the subject.

“Do you have my sneakers?” she asked.

“I dropped your bag at your house,” Mike said.  “I got these.”  He held up flip flops.

Sarah laughed.  “Mickey, I’ve got tights on.  I can’t wear flip flops.”  To emphasize the point, she took her right foot out of the high heel and wriggled her tights-covered toes.

“Oh, yeah ...” Mike said, staring at her feet.  Sarah had really pretty feet.  Slim, perfect feet.  And she was wearing black tights.  And sexy 4-inch stiletto high heels.  He had to force himself to look away. 

But Sarah noticed him staring.  She took a quick glance down.  He had a boner going on in his chinos.  She smiled inside.

“So, ah, you want me to drop you at class?” Mike sputtered, his throat suddenly dry.

“I missed it,” Sarah said with a shrug.  “I’m starving.  Can we go to Naked Egg?”

As she said this, she used her fingernails to tear at the feet of the tights, baring her feet so she could wear the flip flops.

Mike’s eyes were on her feet again, and on the ripped tights.  Sarah noticed of course.  Her inside smile got bigger.

Pretending not to notice, she said, “Um, Mickey?  Naked Egg?  Like, sometime today?  I’m starving.”

“Oh yeah,” Mike sputtered.  He tore his eyes away from Sarah’s feet and legs and started his car.
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SARAH TRULY WAS HUNGRY.  She ordered her normal sausage gravy and biscuits, and 2 sunny-side up eggs, and toast with butter and jelly.  She ate it all too.  Mike was amazed that a girl so tiny could eat all that.  But she could, and she never gained a pound.  No doubt she had good genes, and also majoring in dance burned a lot of calories.

“Sorry you had to ruin your tights,” Mike said. 

“Don’t worry about it Mickey,” Sarah said as she ladled eggs and sausage gravy onto a piece of biscuit.  “I’m a dance major.  I own 5 kazillion pairs of tights.”

“Oh ... yeah,” Mike said, thinking about Sarah’s long shapely legs.

Sarah laughed inside.  Not only was Mike a voyeur, he had a major leg and foot fetish.

“So, you’re not worried about missing class?” Mike asked.

“No,” Sarah said with a shrug.  “I’ll just sleep with the professor.”

Mike’s mouth opened wide with shock.

“Mike, I’m joking,” Sarah said with a grin.  “I missed Sociology, and the next deadline is a mid-term paper.  I’ve mostly got it done.”

Mike nodded.  He didn’t say anything.  He looked bothered.

“What?” Sarah asked.

Mike hesitated, then said, “Are you going to see that guy again?  He seems old for you.”

“His name’s Jeremy.”

“Okay.  Jeremy.”

“It’s sorta not your business Mike,” Sarah said with a gentle voice.

Mike frowned.  “I’m your wingman,” he insisted.  “It is my business.”

Sarah laughed.  Then she hesitated, thinking.  After a moment, she made a decision.  She said, “Do you know what a girlfriend experience is?”

“There’s a TV series ....”

“I haven’t seen it,” Sarah said, “But I guess it’s the same thing.  That’s what I do Mike.  I have GFEs with Jeremy.”  She shrugged and said, “It pays a lot.  I need the money for school.”

Mike was silent for long moments.  Finally, he said, “You have sex with him?  For money?”

“So now you’re judging me?” Sarah snapped, feeling defensive. 

“I’m not judging you,” Mike said.  “I’m just trying to understand.”

“Yes Mike, I fuck Jeremy for money,” Sarah said, her tone harsh and defensive.  “But I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t like it.  I told you.  I’m a freak. I like sex.  And the fact Jeremy’s paying me gets me hot.  Taking my clothes off in front of men at Paradise gets me hot.  I’m a freak.  Sorry if you think I’m a slut.  Sorry if you’ve lost all respect for me.”

Sarah was emotional and tearing up.  She hadn’t meant to tell Mike all this.  She’d never told anyone all this.  And, after hearing herself say it, she thought she was a slut.  She lost all respect for herself.

She didn’t ask to be this way.  She didn’t want to be this way.  But she couldn’t help it.  It was how she was.

“Sarah—,” Mike began.

“What?” Sarah snapped as tears clouded her vision.

“I like watching you have sex,” Mike admitted.  “I liked watching you with Jeremy last night.  And with Marco at the Crypts.  I don’t know why.  It makes me feel like a loser.  I guess I’m a freak too.”

Sarah’s lips parted in surprise.  She suspected all this.  But still, it shocked her to hear Mike admit it.

With a laugh, Sarah wiped tears from her eyes and joked, “I guess we’re both freaks.”

“Yeah,” Mike said with a half laugh back.

“So, since we’re both coming clean,” Sarah said.  “Why have you never hit on me?  I mean, I’m pretty sure you’re attracted to me.”

Sarah expected Mike to give her a sob story about how he wasn’t good enough for her.  How his dick was too small.  Or how he wasn’t super handsome like Marco and Lorenzo.  Or how he didn’t want a pity fuck.  She was all prepared to console his feelings and make him feel better about himself.  But then he surprised her.

“You go through guys, Sarah,” Mike said giving her a knowing look.  “You got tired of Marco. You’ll get tired of Lorenzo.  I’d rather be your friend for a long time, than your lover for a week or two.”

Sarah’s lips parted, shocked.  She couldn’t believe Mike said what he just said.

Recovering somewhat, she sputtered, “You know, there’s a thing called friends with benefits.”

Mike shook his head.  “Does that really work?” he asked.

Sarah thought about it and realized Mike was right.  She’d had a few “friends with benefits” and none of them were still friends.

Sarah smiled and said, “Mickey, you’re more worldly than I thought.”

Mike smiled back and joked, “They say you can learn everything you need to know from Star Trek.”

Sarah laughed. 

“There’s actually a book,” Mike said.

Sarah put her hands up, like warding off a vampire.  “Mickey, you’ve told me all I need to know.”  They both laughed.

After a moment, Sarah softly said, “So, I guess we’ll be freaks together.”  She reached over and squeezed Mike’s hand as she smiled into his eyes.

“Okay,” Mike said.

“Okay,” Sarah said back.
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CHAPTER 11

On Saturday, Mike and Sarah went to a big mixer sponsored by the school’s student leadership.  It was a chance for the student leaders to talk about various issues.  For Mike and Sarah (and most of the students there), it was a chance to get free beer.

After a couple of hours, Mike and Sarah were well lubricated with cheap Natty Lite from kegs, and the mixer was about to end.  They were leaving as a man approached. “Hello Giselle,” the man said.

Sarah’s head jerked to the sound of the voice and use of her Paradise stage name.  It was Trooper Buchanan!  The cop who stopped her for speeding on the way home!

“My name is Sarah,” Sarah whispered. 

“Oh, that’s right,” Buchanan said with a taunting smile.  “Sarah Summers.  Student at Penn State,” he said, repeating what he read on her ID that night.

Mike looked questioning at Sarah.  She shook her head, silently telling him not to say anything.

“What are you doing here?” Sarah asked.

“I work security for Penn State sometimes, on the side,” Buchanan said.  “Why don’t we take a walk?”

“Hey, wait—,” Mike began but Sarah cut him off.

“Get lost little boy,” Buchanan growled at Mike.  The policeman was twice Mike’s size, and it was all muscle.

Mike was frozen, unsure what to do.  He wasn’t a fighter.  He wasn’t confrontational.  It wasn’t his personality.

“It’s okay Mickey,” she said gently.  “I’ll meet you at Flipps.”

Mike frowned.  Looking at Buchanan, and then at Sarah, he walked away.
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“I’VE SEEN YOU A FEW times in your car,” Buchanan said as they walked.  “Always spending.  I haven’t stopped you.”

“Thank you,” Sarah whispered.

“You know why?”

“Because you’re my friend?” Sarah whispered.

“That’s right,” Buchanan said.  He looked Sarah up and down.  She was wearing a tailored, starched white blouse, turtleneck, skinny jeans and sneakers.  “You look good College Girl.”

“Please don’t call me that,” Sarah said.

“Why?  You’re a college girl, right?” Buchanan said with a mean grin.

“I guess.  Don’t you have a wife?”

Buchanan narrowed his eyes.  “What are you getting at?” he snapped.

“I’m getting at anything,” Sarah said softly.  “I’m just wondering.”

The glare was still in Buchanan’s eyes when he said, “We just had our second kid.  My wife’s not into sex.  A man’s got to get some.  You know?”  The cop reached out and cupped her breast over her turtleneck.  “Anyways, she’s not a looker like you.  Never was.  And definitely not after our two brats. Her tits are pancakes now.  Not like yours.”

Sarah stepped back.  “Please don’t touch me out here,” she pleaded in a whispered voice as she nervously looked around.

“Then where?” Buchanan asked.

Sarah knew what he wanted.  And she knew she had no choice, not while she worked at Paradise. 

Sarah took Buchanan to 10 Forward, the room in the math building where she taught dance classes.  Mike had shown her a little used back staircase, and she had a key to the room because of her teaching.

They made it to 10 Forward without being seen.  Buchanan looked around the room as Sarah hurriedly closed and locked the door.  He sat in a chair.  When Sarah turned to him, he said, “Dance for me.”

The last thing Sarah wanted was to draw this out.  If she had to fuck him, well, whatever.  But she wanted to get it over with.  And she didn’t want to dance for Buchanan.  It as already humiliating enough.

“I don’t have my outfits,” Sarah said.  But even as she said the words, she knew it was lame.

“You look good enough,” Buchanan said looking at her in the clingy turtleneck and skintight jeans.  “You look like the College Girl.  So, strip like we’re in Paradise.  Or for your boyfriend.  What’s his name?  Mickey?”

“His name’s Mike,” Sarah said in a soft voice.  “And he’s not my boyfriend.”

“Whatever,” the cop said with a shrug.  “Dance for me College Girl.  Strip.”

Sarah’s heart sank.  This was the last thing she wanted to do.  She was not into this.  The first time it had been wicked and so wrong, being forced by a policeman to have sex.  It had been humiliating too, but in an arousing way.  Like that time with Mr. Moretti.

But back then, she’d just left Paradise.  She’d just spent 4 hours taking her clothes off for lustful and groping men, and doing privates where the clients took liberties with her almost naked body.  Driving home from Paradise that night, her body was still tingling and aroused from all the male attention.  Probably she was going to call Marco when she got home – she was still dating him then – to come over and fuck her. 

But now wasn’t like back then.  Now she was just Sarah, a real college girl, and she just wanted to hang with her friend Mike on a lazy Saturday afternoon.  She didn’t want to be on her knees giving head to a man she didn’t want to be with.

This wasn’t exciting, or arousing.  This was just humiliating.

Sarah was resigned though.  She had no choice.  She was about to dance and take off her clothes, when Buchanan snarled, “Who the fuck is that?!”

Sarah turned to the door.  There was someone looking in the door’s little window.

Mike!

Sarah quickly got to her feet and went to the door.  “I’ll take care of it,” she said.

“Get rid of him!” Buchanan growled.

Sarah opened the door and pulled Mike in. 

“I said get rid of him!” Buchanan yelled again.

“He’ll keep a look out,” Sarah said to Buchanan.  Turning to Mike, she said, “Right?”

“I told you to get lost!” Buchanan snarled at Mike.  “You don’t listen too good, do you kid?”

Mike didn’t know how to answer.  He was an introvert and shy.  He didn’t do well with people.  Or confrontation.

“What?  You can’t talk?” Buchanan said deriding.  “I own Sarah, in case you’re thinking about being a hero.”

“Just stay here Mike,” Sarah said.  She looked at Buchanan and said, “He won’t be any trouble.”

“Whatever,” Buchanan said.  “Let’s get going.  Forget the dance.  Just take off your clothes.”  The cop knew he didn’t have much time.  His wife was at home waiting for him, and she was a bitch when he was late.

Sarah began unbuttoning her blouse.  She glanced nervously at Mike.  Everything was different now.  It wasn’t just Buchanan.  It was Mike too.

He liked watching her.  And he was going to watch.  Watch her take off her clothes.  Watch Buchanan do whatever he was going to do with her body.

These thoughts made Sarah shudder.  A moment ago, she wasn’t into this.  She wasn’t aroused.

Now she was.  Now she felt a familiar tingling between her legs.

Buchanan was impatient with how much time Sarah was taking.  He got off the chair and moved towards her.  He grabbed her blouse and tore it open, the buttons flying everywhere.

“Hey, not so rough,” Mike said, moving to Sarah’s aid.

“Stay right there kid!” Buchanan snarled, pointing at Mike to make him stay by the door.  “This slut is used to this treatment.  Do you know what she does in Paradise’s alley?”

“Don’t call her a slut,” Mike said with a glare at the cop.

“Mike, it’s okay,” Sarah said.  She didn’t want him to get into it with Buchanan.  He was a cop after all, and much bigger and stronger.  She didn’t want her friend to get hurt against the much bigger man.

Buchanan watched Mike and Sarah interact.  What they said, their body movements, the tone of their voices ....

He immediately understood.  Mike might not be Sarah’s boyfriend, she may have friend-zoned him, but he loved her.  It was obvious.

Buchanan had an instinctive dislike for Mike.  Maybe because it was clear the kid was smart and had a bright future.  Who knew where the future might take him?  In contrast, Buchanan knew he had maxed out as a cop in a cruiser, giving out speeding tickets, and working security side gigs to make ends meet.  His patrol was along the rural road from Paradise to Penn State, not exactly a glamour job that bode of future promotions. 

Also, Mike had befriended the College Girl.  It was clear she cared for him.  Whereas the only reason Sarah gave him the time of day was because of Paradise.

So, Buchanan was going to make Mike pay.  He was going to torture the kid.  It was fun.  He had power as a cop.  He liked using that power to fuck with people.  Like what he was doing now.  It got his dick hard.  It wasn’t even the sex so much.  Although that was good too.  But what really got him off was the control.  The power.

Sarah was facing Buchanan.  Mike was over by the door.

Buchanan looked at Mike.  He said, “What’s your name ... Mike?  Go over to Sarah and take off her shoes.”

“No.  I can do it,” Sarah said.

But Buchanan glared at her.  “He does what I say, or he gets the fuck out.”  He looked at Mike with an evil grin.  “And I think Mike here wants to stay.  So do what I say, kid.”

Mike moved over to Sarah.  He got down on his knees. 

“I’m sorry,” Sarah whispered as Mike untied one of her sneakers and helped her step out of it.  Then he did the same to the other sneaker, leaving her in bare feet.

“Stand up Mike,” Buchanan said with that evil grin.  “Unsnap her bra.”

“Why are you doing this?” Sarah said pleadingly to Buchanan.

Buchanan’s smile disappeared.  “Because I can,” he said.  He looked at Mike and said, “Do it kid.  Show me your girlfriend’s tits.”

“She’s not my girlfriend,” Mike said as he stood up.

“But you wish she was, right?” Buchanan said.  The evil grin was back.  “Do what I say kid.  Unsnap her bra.  Let me see her tits.”

Mike was breathing hard.  With shaky hands he unsnapped Sarah’s bra.

“Pull it off her arms,” Buchanan ordered.

Mike hesitated a moment, then pushed the bra straps off Sarah’s slim arms.  The bra fell to her feet.

Buchanan’s eyes were on Sarah’s small perfect breasts.  “I like big tits myself, but I got to say Giselle, yours are good.  The definition of perky.”

With his eyes remaining on her tits, he said to Mike, “Come over here kid.”

Mike moved so he was beside Buchanan.  Now he was looking at Sarah’s breasts too.

“First time you seen them?” Buchanan asked Mike.

No, it wasn’t the first time.  But Mike wasn’t able to speak.  Sarah’s beauty took his breath away.

“Whatever,” Buchanan said when Mike didn’t answer.  “Mike, get down on your knees and pull down Sarah’s jeans.”

This time Sarah didn’t object to the cop ordering Mike to undress her.  Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes heavy-lidded.  This was turning her on.

Mike got down on his knees in front of Sarah.  He reached for the button on her jeans but then hesitated. 

“It’s okay Mickey,” Sarah whispered.  “You can take it off me.”

Mike looked up into Sarah’s face, and they locked eyes for a moment.  Then he undid the button and pulled the zipper down.  Then he pulled her skinny jeans down her long shapely legs.

Somehow her panties weren’t pulled down at the same time.  Buchanan said, “Now her panties.”  With a laugh, he said, “With your teeth.  Pull them down with your teeth.”

Mike hesitated again.  “It’s okay Mickey,” Sarah said again.  She grabbed his hair and pulled his face so it pressed against her lacy thong.  “Just grab my panties with your teeth.  That’s it.  And pull it down my legs.”  Mike did as Sarah said.

Buchanan laughed.  “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you Giselle?”

Sarah didn’t answer.

“I think your boyfriend’s getting off on it too,” Buchanan said with a knowing grin.  Mike’s chinos were tented with his erection.

Buchanan pulled out his cock.  He was big, bigger than Marco, about the same size as Lorenzo.  (Lorenzo had loved it when Sarah told him his dick was bigger than Marco’s.)

“Mike, take off your pants,” Buchanan ordered.

“Why?” he asked looking alarmed.

“Let’s let your girlfriend compare our dicks,” Buchanan said with that evil grin.  He could tell from the size of Mike’s bulge that he had a small dick.

When Mike hesitated, Sarah said, “Just do it Mike.  So this will be over sooner.”

Mike hesitated a moment, then pulled down his pants and boxers.  Sarah watched him do it.  She was aroused and breathing hard as she looked at him.

Mike’s dick was hard, but he was much smaller than Buchanan.  A little over 4 inches long and much thinner.  His hard dick pointed straight away from his body.  In contrast, Buchanan’s cock sloped downwards.  Even though he was hard like Mike, his cock was much heavier, so gravity pulled it down.

“So, I think now we know why Sarah’s friend-zoned you, kid,” Buchanan said with a laugh.  “You’ve got a tiny dick and I think Giselle here likes them big.”

“That’s not true,” Sarah softly said, but she didn’t sound convincing.

“Yeah right,” Buchanan scoffed skeptically.  “Here you go Giselle,” he said, pushing Sarah down onto her knees.  “Blow me.”

Mike looked away, but Sarah said, “Watch me Mickey.” 

Buchanan laughed.  “So, your Mickey is one of those guys who likes to watch?” he said deridingly.  “Is that it, Mike?  You watch because you can’t get girls to fuck with that little dick?”

Sarah didn’t say anything to defend her friend.  But she was looking at Mike, her pretty face flushed with arousal.  For some reason, the look of distress on Mike’s face got her even hotter.

“Come on College Girl,” Buchanan said, putting the palm of his hand on the back of her head and pulling her to him so her lips pressed against his cockhead.  “Watch this Mike.  As I fuck your girlfriend’s face.”

And that’s what he did.  Buchanan pushed his hard cock into her mouth and began fucking her hard.  Sarah had to open her mouth wide to swallow his thick cock.  Buchanan took advantage of this by pushing his long cock into her mouth until the head pressed against the back of her throat.  Sarah gagged and struggled, finding it hard to breathe.  Within moments her chin and neck were wet with her own spit and Buchanan’s pre-cum.

But the cop didn’t want to cum in Sarah’s mouth.  He pulled out, and then roughly shoved her onto her hands and knees.

Sarah knew what was about to happen.  Still gasping for air, she managed to say, “Please use a condom.  I told you, I’m not on the pill.”

“And I told you I don’t have any, because my wife is on the pill,” Buchanan said harshly.

“I have them in my bag,” Sarah said.  Her purse was across the room along with her discarded clothes.  “Mickey, can you ...?”

Mike stared at Sarah for a long moment.  Then he went and picked up her bag and got out a condom.  He walked back – embarrassed and humiliated because his hard thin dick flapped up and down as he walked—and handed the condom to Sarah.

Sarah tore open the small square package with her teeth.  She twisted around so she was facing Buchanan.  She rolled the condom over the cop’s big, hard cock.  Then Buchanan pushed her back onto her hands and knees.

“Get in front of Giselle,” Buchanan ordered Mike.  “She can watch you jerk your little dick while she gets fucked by a real man.”

Buchanan positioned himself behind Sarah’s tight ass.  He reached down and fingered her pussy.  “You’re soaking Giselle,” he said.  The evil grin was back on his face.  “You get off on humiliating your Mickey?”

When Sarah didn’t answer, Buchanan laughed.  Then, getting serious, he lined up his cock with his hand, finding Sarah’s pussy.  He rubbed up and down with the head, and grinned at Mike when Sarah moaned.  Then he pushed his cock into her.

Sarah grunted at the penetration.  Yes, she was wet, but Buchanan was thick.  Buchanan didn’t care if she felt pain.  He didn’t have much time, he had to get home to his wife and kids.  He roughly pushed into Sarah, inch by inch.  Sarah clenched her jaw as Buchanan’s thick cock stretched her pussy.

Then Buchanan was fucking her.  Hard and fast.  It hurt, but eventually the pain turned to pleasure. 

The cop could tell she was getting into it.  “You like that cock, Giselle?” he asked between pants.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah ...,” Sarah said, the words coming out like a continuous moan.

“You like it big Giselle?  You like it?”

“Oh God I love big!  I love it!  Don’t stop fucking me!  Don’t stop!”

Buchanan looked at Mike, a triumphant smile on his face.  He felt gratified that the little dicked kid looked like he was going to cry.

But then it got worse for Mike.  Instinctively, Sarah reached back and pulled the black hair tie from her hair.  Her long blonde hair spilled down her shoulders and cascaded over her face.

At that moment, Sarah looked up at Mike’s face, who was standing in front of her.  When she pulled out the hair tie, he looked like he was in agony.  Like he was in terrible physical pain.  She didn’t understand it.  Why did pulling out her hair tie bother him so much?

There was something else in Mike’s face too.  Unbridled lust.  “Play with yourself Mickey,” she gasped as Buchanan pounded her.  “I want you to.”

Mike hesitated, then tentatively wrapped the thumb and index finger around his shaft, forming a circle.  His cock – even hard – was thin so the fingertips easily touched.  He began to move that circle up and down his hard cock.

Buchanan laughed, even as he grunted and panted from fucking Sarah’s sweet pussy.  “You see that, Giselle?” he said as he tugged Sarah’s long blonde hair so she was looking right at Mike’s cock.  “That’s called circle jerking.  You know that?  Your Mickey’s circle jerking his little dick.”

Sarah knew what circle jerking was, and yes, Mike was doing it.  She glanced up at his face.  He looked tormented, devastated, by Buchanan’s words.  Even as Mike frantically circle jerked his hard penis, he looked destroyed.

Sarah felt something explode inside her!  It was an orgasm!  A massive, super-nova of an orgasm!

It began at her clit and ripped through her body.  Her body shook and her toes curled, and she screamed so loud it was a miracle people outside 10 Forward didn’t hear her.

It was a Mo orgasm!  And again, like the last time with Jeremy, it was because Mike was watching her.

And as Sarah’s body shook and convulsed from orgasmic after-shocks, Mike grunted and came, splashing Sarah’s pretty face with his jizz.
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CHAPTER 12

Mike and Sarah were at Flipps, a local place.  They had cheeseburgers and beers in front of them.  Sarah had almost finished her burger and fries.  Mike had barely touched his.

“Sex always makes me so hungry,” Sarah said reaching for Mike’s fries.

“How can you be hungry after what just happened?” Mike said, gawking at her.  “You know, if he tells everyone you work at Paradise, you can tell everyone what he’s doing to you.  It’ll ruin his life too.”

“You think I don’t know that, Mike?” Sarah said, taking another one of his fries.  “Look.  I take my clothes off at Paradise.  Sometimes we get raided.  If we do, he’ll take care of me.  And I never had to worry about speeding.  All I have to do is fuck him sometimes.  And I don’t mind.  It’s like how I fuck Marco sometimes so he keeps his mouth shut.  I like sex.  I told you that.”

“But they’re mean to you,” Mike said.

“You haven’t figured out by now, I’m into that?” Sarah said. 

Mike was silent for long moments.  Then he said, “They call you Giselle and College Girl at Paradise?”

Sarah nodded.  “Giselle’s my stage name,” she told him.  “They call me College Girl because I play that up in my acts.”

Mike nodded.  Then he was silent again.  After more long moments, he asked “What did he mean by Paradise’s alley?  He asked me if I knew what you did in Paradise’s alley.”

Sarah gave him a look.  She said, “Mike, you already know I have sex for money, right?”

“Do you have sex with anyone who asks?” Mike asked.  “I’m not judging you,” he hurriedly said.  “I’m just trying to understand.”

“I don’t do it a lot,” Sarah said as she took another one of Mike’s fries.  “It wouldn’t be special then.”

“Special?”

“Getting paid to have sex is exciting,” Sarah said.  “And if it’s someone I’m not attracted to, it’s even more exciting.”

After a moment, Sarah added, “I told you I’m a freak.  Do you believe me now?”

“You’re not a freak,” Mike said immediately.

“I am a freak,” Sarah said.  “Just like you’re a freak.  I’m not the only one who got off on what happened today.”

Mike winced like Sarah had hit him.  “I don’t want to talk about it,” he said tersely.

“Mike, don’t hide who you are from yourself,” Sarah said.  “You make me feel better about myself.  Now it’s my turn to make you feel better about you.”

“So, who am I then?” Mike said with a defiant look in his face.

“You’re a cuckold,” Sarah said simply.  “You get off watching the girl you like having sex with other guys.  You get off being humiliated.  You’re shy.  You’re insecure about the size of your penis.  It all fits.  You’re a cuckold.”

“You sound like an expert,” Mike said with a frown.

“Mike, if you haven’t figured out this isn’t my first rodeo, then ...,” Sarah said with a half laugh.

Mike didn’t say anything.

“I just don’t get why you got so upset when I pulled out my hair tie,” Sarah said.

Mike jerked his head to look at Sarah.  And there it was again.  That look of being tormented.  Devastated.

They both fell silent.  Finally, Sarah said, “So, are we going antiquing tomorrow?”

“I think I need to process all this,” Mike said, looking down at his feet.

Sarah’s eyes got big with surprise.  Now she felt some distress.  Mickey had never before said no to an invitation to be with her.

Mike said, “How about next Sunday?”

“I can’t,” Sarah said with a shake of her head.  “I’ll be with Jeremy in New York City.  He said he’ll introduce me to Broadway producers he knows.”

Mike lifted his head, and they looked into each other’s eyes.  They stayed that way for a long time.
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Hold me closer Tiny Dancer

Count the headlights on the highway

Lay me down in sheets of linen

you had a busy day today

Tiny Dancer, Elton John
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